




r





The

Haverf ordlan

Volume 36

Haverford College

1914 - 1915



O J



THE HAVERFORDIAN
f YosHio NiTOBE. 1915, Editor-in-Chief

ASSOCIATE EDITORS
F. M. MoRLEY, 1915 K. P. A. Taylor. 1915

E. M. Pharo, 1915 D. B. Van Hollen, 1915

E. C. Bye, 1916

BUSINESS MANAGER
Albert G. Garrigues, 1916

Price, per year $1.00 Single Copies $0.15

The Haverfordian is published on the first of each month during College year. Its purpose

is to foster the literary spirit among the undergraduates and to provide an organ for the discussion of

questions relative to college life and policy. To these ends contributions are invited, and will be con-

sidered solely on their merits. Matter intended for insertion should reach the Editor not later than the

fifteenth of the month preceding the date of issue.

Entered at the Haverford Post-Office, for transmission through the mails as second-class matter.

VOL. XXXVI. HAVERFORD, PA , MARCH, 1914 No. 1

Jfor tf)E ?2inbergrabuatE

MR. DOUGLAS WAPLES, under whose leadership and foresight

The Haverfordian has reached a higher level than it has ever

attained, has so admirably stated the policy of this magazine

that it will be unnecessary to do so again. It is for us, as Lincoln express-

ed it, "to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they have thus

far so nobly advanced."

The first and most important step in the furtherance of the new policy

is the support of the men now at college. What can you do to help your

magazine? The answer is simple; contribute at least one manuscript.

The Haverfordian publishes any article of general interest that is

clearly written. Clear writing necessitates clear thinking, and anyone

can think clearly on a subject which he knows thoroughly. Every one of

you is steeped in at least one subject. Write us a paper on that subject,

whatever it may be.

Some at college think that The Haverfordian is only for short

stories and imaginative writing. We want short stories and imaginative

efforts, but we also want thoughts and facts.

The Haverfordian is not for the literati, it is for every one of you.

There is something which you know, which the others do not know but



4 The Haverfordian

wish to know. "Write it cleari}'^ and it will be interesting and therefore

published.

Those who read The Haverfordian prefer to read thoughts and facts

amateurishly wT-itten rather than sentimentalities and imagination

crudely expressed. In the one they at least get an idea, in the other they

get nothing at all.

Finall}', bear in mind that this is yotu" magazine and the forum for

the expression of your ideas. The Haverfordian is one of your big

opportunities at college. Are you taking advantage of it?

Snnobations!

The Haverfordian has started the innovation of short introductory

notes to guide the casual reader, hoping that these notes, though perhaps

detracting from the " dignity' ' of the magazine's make-up, may add inter-

est to its pages.

The Haverfordian with this issue starts a section devoted to drama.

We would like if possible to review new plaj's, but on account of our situa-

tion and the time it takes for the magazine to be printed this is impossible.

Therefore our policy is to -write comments on actors, pla>'wrights and plays

rather than the criticism of staged productions themselves.

"When there is a publication of special interest to Haverfordians, there

will be a book review. At other times we hardly think it will be of suffi-

cient interest to continue this department. The undergraduate criticism

is of interest to editors alone; The Haverfordian is for the college.

The editorial is mth this number moved to the front. We woidd not

feel justified in this change excepting for the fact that henceforth the

editorials will be as brief as is consistent with good writing.

All these innovations are in the form of experiments, and we ask your

indulgence until we get fully under way.
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By William Henry Chamberlin, '17

This article is the first piece of work appearing in the Haverfordian by a

member of the Class of 1917.

THE general tendency at the present time is to depreciate all purely

national influences as narrowing in an artistic sense. We hear

a great deal about "the international mind" ; and the impression

is given that the truly great genius rises above all racial and patriotic

influences and creates art which appeals to the whole world as much as to

his own particular country. While there is a great deal of truth in these

contentions, the importance of the debt which art owes to race sympathy
and feeling cannot be underrated. It is the purpose of this article to

investigate the nature and extent of this debt.

Let us first turn to the Scandinavian peninsula. The climate of

Norway and Sweden, through its very bleakness and ruggedness, en-

courages a strong and vigorous life, mentally and physically, among the

natives ; and these two countries have exerted an influence upon Europe

which is quite disproportionate to their scanty population and meagre

material resources. Passing over writers of less fame, we come to Henryk
Isben and August Strindberg, two of the foremost of the modem European

dramatists. The most distinctive features of the Norwegian landscape,

the sea, the fiords, the glaciers, the tiny farms crouched on the mountain

sides, appear in very many of Ibsen's works, notably "Brand," "Peer

Gynt' ' and " The Lady from the Sea." Certainly the omission of this rich

coloring would rob these works of much of their charm. Strindberg is

chiefly known for the savage pessimism which fills his later works. But

some of his finest creations, such as "Easter," " Midsummertide" and
"The Stone Man," are little more than folk stories in their plots. The
psychological influence of the northern climate is harder to analyze, but

it may safely be said that the combination of virility and sadness which

inspired the Berserkr outbursts of the old Vikings finds its modern vent in

the scathing satire of Ibsen and the abysmal gloom of Strindberg.

Italy is, of all countries, the most removed from Norway and Sweden,

both in its scenery and in the character of its inhabitants, but here, too,

the influence of nationalism is unmistakable, although it finds expression

in a very different way. The soft and melodious verse of Tasso and the

florid arias of Verdi are well suited to the sunny skies and mild climate

which every one associates with Italy. Nor is the enthusiasm for this

typically national poetry and music confined to the cultured and educated

clsses. Franz Liszt, the great composer, describes his emotion at hear-
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ing the gondoliers of Venice, three centuries after the ill-fated Tasso's

death, sing the opening verses of the poet's masterpiece, "Jerusalem

Delivered." The enthusiasm of the whole Italian nation for Verdi's

romantic operas is too well known to need further comment. The deeper

and more serious side of the Italian character is found in the stately

measures of "The Divine Comedy," while southern malioe and gayety

sparkle through every page of Boccaccio's "Decamerone."

We now come to Spain, the coimtry of Toledo blades, rich vineyards,

"Carmen" and the Cid. As yet this country has not produced any rec-

ognized masterpieces of classic music. But the spirit of the people has

found a most effective means of expression in their numerous and richly

colored provincial dances, which have been a source of inspiration to many
composers of different nationalities. The Russian, Rimsky-Korsakow, is

especially fond of Spanish themes. These dances present a truly Moorish

combination of fire and grace.

Hungary and the Balkan States resemble Spain in the character of

their music. Liszt has used many of the spirited Hungarian dance themes

in his famous rhapsodies, and Brahms is more widely known through his

Hungarian dances than through his more serious symphonic works. The

Hungarian airs are typical of the nation in their spirited and martial

gayety.

The m.usic of the great German composers, Beethoven, Bach, Schu-

mann and Wagner, like the literature of Goethe and Schiller, is too uni-

versal in its message to be called genuinely national. We should rather

look for the voice of the German people in their patriotic songs, such as

"The Watch on the Rhine." But it cannot be gainsaid that the depth,

sincerit}' and restrained power which are so apparent in the music of Bee-

thoven and Schumann are extremely representative of the character of the

German nation.

French literature and music are decidedly less national than those of

any other European covmtry. This is probably due to the fact that

French intellectual life is largely centered in Paris, the most cosmopolitan

city in the world. There is nothing in the novels of Flaubert and the music

of Saint-Saens which could not have been written just as well if the artist

had been a citizen of any other civilized country. And yet, even in the

art work of cosmopolitan France, there would be serious gaps if the

national element were completely eliminated. Who would wish to miss

the indescribably Parisian flavor which Balzac infuses into so many of his

novels? And there is a pecuHar form of wit, subtle and delicate, but sharp

and deadly as a rapier thrust, which no other nation possesses and which

may well be called pre-eminently Gallic.
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By far the richest field for an investigation of this sort is presented in

the great Russian Empire. Ivan Turgeniev, probably the most distin-

guished of the Russian writers of the last century, voiced the spirit of the

majority of his countrymen in two sweeping sentences :
" Without nation-

alism there is neither art, nor truth, nor life; there is nothing. The man
who has no fatherland is a cipher, is worse than a cipher." Of course this

is a greatly exaggerated estimate of the necessity of nationalism. Turgen-

iev' s own works would never have attained their worldwide celebrity if

their appeal had not been more than national. But his opinion is none the

less significant in its revelation of the intensely patriotic feeling which

pervades almost every phase of Russian art. And we shall not have to

seek far for the reasons for this feeling. From time immemorial the Rus-

sian has been denied an active voice in the government of his country.

Only in recent years has even a semblance of constitutional monarchy
been established in the great icebound empire. The knout, the prison,

Siberia, the gallows have hitherto effectively repressed all movements
which tended to give the country a larger share of political and industrial

freedom. And this stem tyranny has been so effective in crushing all

independence of thought, that, up to the beginning of the nineteenth

century, Russia had contributed practically nothing to the world's

store of music and literature. But the great forward movement which

swept over all of Europe during the last century had a very marked effect

upon Russia. A group of exceptionally gifted authors and musicians

sprang up; and these men, denied all political expression, were forced to

confine their patriotic feelings to their art. So we find Tschaikowsky, the

most famous of the Russian composers, eagerly using folk melodies in his

most important compositions, and Tolstoy and Turgeniev dwelling with

indescribable fondness upon the minutest details of everyday Russian

life. This expression of patriotism in art is very common in despotic

monarchies, and finds a close analogy in the so-called "Golden Age" of

Roman poetry, which, as every one knows, followed immediately upon the

transformation of the Roman republic into an empire. But the influence

of Russian character upon Russian art has a far deeper and more important

side.

The long period of Tartar conquest and the succeeding centuries of

domestic tyranny have helped to form in the Slavonic mind an irresisti-

ble tendency towards gloom and pessimism. In no country in the world

is suicide so common, not only among the ignorant and oppressed peas-

ants, but also among the educated classes. Many of Turgeniev' s novels

lead up to suicide, not as to a tragedy, but as to a logical and natural end-

ing. The deep-seated national gloom appears in every page of Vostevo-
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sky's sombre novel, "Crime and Pvmishment." Even in Tolstoy, the

most optimistic of the Russian writers, there is a morbid tendenc}' to

enlarge upon the tragic side of life. This tendency is especially noticea-

ble in his two famous problem novels, "War and Peace" and" Resurrec-

tion."

In music Russia holds a very high place among the nations of the

world. Tschaikowsky, Rubinstein, Glinka, RaschmaninofE and Arensky,

to mention only a few of the more distingmshed names, form a group of

composers unsurpassed by those of any other country except Germany.

And the Russian music is peculiar in its personal quality. It is almost

always subjective and emotional; very seldom objective and intellectual.

This intense emotionalism is one of the most important elements in the

popularity of Tschaikowsky' s " Pathetique' ' symphony. Needless to

say, this emotionalism is almost invariably of a bitterly pessimistic charac-

ter. The last movement of the "Pathetique" has been appropriately

called " suicide music." And the same composer, in WTiting to his closest

friend about his Fourth Symphony, says: " In this work I have attempted

to convey my impression of the absolutely hopeless struggle of man with

fate." This sentence may well be called the keynote of the Russian

national character and philosophy.

Poland, the most romantic and ill-fated country in Europe, has

produced only one artistic genius of the first renown, the piano composer,

Frederic Chopin. But in his numerous, rich and widely diverse creations

we find the poetic expression of almost all the leading PoHsh racial charac-

teristics. All the pride and sadness, the strength and weakness, the past

glory and present misery of Poland are expressed with the utmost feeling

and beauty in the music of the most gifted of her sons. Of course so large

and talented a nation as Poland has produced other artists of more or less

ability: the poets Mickiewicz, Slowacki and Krasinski, and the modem
novelist Sienkiewicz are, perhaps, the most distinguished of the Polish

writers. Overdeveloped individualism has been the cause of Poland's

downfall as a nation; the people, although above the general average of

courage and mentality individually, have always been incapable of

vigorous collective action. The same trait has operated no less power-

fully, although less unfavorably, upon their music and literature. It has

given richness, color and variety at the expense, perhaps, of genuine

power and classic simplicity.

Even the frigid cHmate of remote Finland has given birth to one of the

foremost modem composers in Sibelius. While some of the works of this

northem genius are really worldwide in their spirit, others are richly and
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strongly colored by the associations and influences of his entire life in the

little Russian province.

Having thus briefly glanced at the influence of nationalism upon the

art work of the different European countries, we naturally become inter-

ested in the probable effect of this same influence upon American litera-

ture and music. It is utterly impossible, however, to forecast the nature

and extent of this influence until we gain some idea of the shape which

our national character is destined to assume. At present we are under-

going an immense process of flux and change. Millions of immigrants,

widely different in character, ideals and customs, are pouring into our

shoers. Even a superficial investigation of the population of any of our

great cities would reveal the most opposed racial traits: the solid strength

of the Teuton, the vivacity of the Latin, the patience and tenacity of the

Hebrew, the melancholy and introspection of the Slav. This great

heterogeneous mass has yet to be welded into a compact whole. The
future must reveal what sort of a civilization will be forged out of such

diverse materials.

A less favorable omen for the future of American art is the mad wave
of materialism which is now sweeping over the country and threatening to

engulf its higher and nobler ideals in the abyss of commercialism. This

materialism finds its most tangible expression in the general demand that

the schools and colleges shall abandon the old ideas of classical education

and substitute courses in plumbing and bricklaying for the study of Greek

and Latin. The evil effects of such a substitution upon the literary and

artistic future of the nation cannot be overestimated. It may be said,

without any fear of exaggeration, that, if the study of Latin should be

generally abolished, the writing of correct English would, within twenty

years, become the exception rather than the rule. But let us hope that

this craze for industrial education will prove to be only a passing fad, and

that the old classical ideals of truth and beauty will soon regain their

former pre-eminence. Certainly the works of Poe, Emerson, Lowell,

Hawthorne and Thoreau demonstrate the great possibilities of American

literature; and we have every reason to believe that, when our national

life has adjusted itself to saner and more natural conditions, they will find

worthy successors.

As yet there is no genuine American folk music. The negro and

Indian melodies, which the Bohemian Dvorak introduces into his famous

"New World' ' symphony, while beautiful in themselves, have no signif-

icance in revealing the American national characteristics. But we must

remember that this country is still very young, and that a national folk

music takes centuries to develop.
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Among the American composers of orchestral and piano music, Mac-

Dowell, who died a few years ago in New York, is the only one who has

attained more than a local reputation. His rich, sombre music closely

resembles that of the Norwegian Grieg, and gives every prospect of a

future school of gentiinely American music.

In conclusion, a few words concerning the value and importance of

distinctively national art will not be out of place. Between the radical

assertion of Schopenhauer, that patriotism has no place in art and the

equally radical assertion of Turgeniev that virility in art is dependent

upon nationalism, there is clearly a middle ground of truth and modera-

tion. Let us grant that the greatest in philosophy, literature, painting

and music is beyond and above national limitations; let us admit that

race friendship and hostility can have no beneficial effect upon art; even

so the influence of race characteristics and traditions has been a valuable

factor in the artistic development of every nation. Bacon, one of the

greatest English philosophers, said on one occasion: "The human mind
is not a dry light." No, the mind of man is not a colorless calctdating

machine ; and it is well for art that it is not. Even the noblest creations

of the human intellect derive a part of their charm from their emotional

shading; and national feeling is neither the least noble nor the least

important of the emotions.

By Eugene M. Pharo, '15

A white rose shone, oh pure and dear

White rose that called from afar!

My soul bowed low in tremuluous fear

And named the rose for its star.

A red rose rustled, so warm and near

[My soul and what of thy star?]

My soul laughed once, and withered and sere,

The white rose wept from afar.



By Leonard Blackledge Lippmann, '14

Mr. Lippmann, who is one of our oldest contributors, has here favored us with
one of the strangest stories ever printed in these pages.

VERY gradually the blackness cleared away and out of the confusion

came a voice, as if from a great distance

:

" I am afraid that I can hold out no hope. She has been sink-

ing rapidly and it can only be a question of hours."

What did it mean? Who was ill? Where was I? Hesitatingly my
hand moved along the rumpled coverlet until it was arrested by contact

with a smooth cold surface. Slowly I opened my eyes and attempted to

realize my surroundings. All about me was whiteness; the glazed white-

ness of polished enamel, and heavy in the air was the antiseptic odor of a

drug. Wearily I closed my eyes and tried to think, and even as I did so

the phantoms of memories crowded in upon me in a mad, unreasoning

confusion. Only one thing I grasped clearly—I had been sick, very sick.

And then came again the memory of those words, " I can hold out no

hope it can only be a question of hours." That sentence, then,

must have been spoken aboui; me: I was to die here in an hour, perhaps in a

minute ! Once more my weary eyes strained through the whiteness until,

miles and miles away, at the other side of the room they found what they

sought. Infinitesimally small was the group there in the distance.

A nurse (was she? I half remembered)—if she was, then the man
beside her, stooping over the little table, must be the doctor. And he had

said that I must die. A fierce wave of blinding hatred had its origin deep

in my being and swept on to my brain. I was to die, to die. At some time

I would simply cease to be; my heart would stop—that very heart that

even at the time seemed to fill the universe with the thunder of its beat-

ing. I would have screamed aloud in my horror, but that my voice came
only as the very shadow of a whisper, and the very effort made me relax

into the pillows with sharp pains searing paths of fire through my eye-

balls, and tearing at my head. I was helpless and must meet this final

terror alone.

And with the realization of my impotency came a new mood. Grad-

ually the pain vanished and I became calm. 1 must look this thing the

face. Far, far away I saw my hand lying idle upon the coverlet. It

seemed strangely thin, and bone and vein stood out in bas-relief. Was the

other the same? Slowly I dragged them together and was startled.

When had I done this very thing before; or was it that the act called to
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life a memory? Then I remembered and was strangely pleased. It was
Gustave Dora's " Prajdng Hands " that I had brought to mind; an old en-

graving, that I had seen years before and then forgotten. Where had it

been, where was it now ?—The idea trailed away to nothingness as bit by
bit the bedclothes began to seem more and more familiar. There were

mounds and depressions, and whiteness above all. Mountains, mountains,

snow A new noise came to my ears, other than the s\\'ish of the

nurse's skirt. It was the crackle of a fire, a fire that was burning at a

great distance from me. And as the fact crowded itself into my conscious-

ness an odor came to me through the drugged air, an odor clear and pun-

gent, of burning leaves. They were burning leaves in the street, and if so

I had been sick a long time, for my last distinct memory was of cloudless

blue skies and summer waters. I could think more easily now. Still

could be heard the crackle of the blaze, and very, very faintly came the

far-off rumble of traffic in the street below. A gong rang jarringly and I

could almost see the tram that even now must be disappearing far down
the street. Cabs must be hurrpng past, and women, and men—boys too,

perhaps. Did the}'^ know, I wondered, that on the other side of the win-

dow with the white curtain another boy was dj-ing? Would they look

up, half fearftil, and hasten on? Would they, perhaps, have pity?

Some day they too

A great surge of self-compassion filled my being and tears rose to my
eyes. I was so young, so cruelly, helplessly young. Were there not

others, old, weak, who had lived their lives? And now they would live

mine. Borrowed time. They were wilfully robbing me of my life, and

I—I was too weak to stop them.

Once more came the odor of leaves and brought wdth it a sense of

peace. Burning leaves meant barren trees and the death of Summer.

And now I, too, must die, die with the leaves and become ashes with

them. I did not care, for I was very tired and it would be rest, sleep,

darkness. Sooner or later I would have gone the way that all of us must

go. Darkness, but in that darkness perhaps a hand.

I ceased to feel all sorrow for m^'self, but a great pity came over me
for my mother. She would be quite alone now and she would miss me so.

No more would my head rest in her lap, no longer could her fingers hnger

lovingly through my hair. Once more they might, but then I would not

know. We had been very happy together, she and I, but it would be all

over very soon. Would she remember me most as I was now, or when as a

baby I lay against her bosom? The words of an old Ixdlaby came to me

across the years:
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"Sleep, baby, sleep.

The shepherd watches the sheep,

The .big round moon is the shepherdess,

The little stars are the lambs, I guess.

Sleep, baby, sleep."

Thousands of memories came crowding in upon me; memories that

had lain dormant since early childhood; and amongst them were words

that I wished unspoken; deeds that I wished undone. It was too late

now ; the past was already long beyond recall, and there was never to be

a future. Each speech and act, whether good or bad, must remain to

stand or fall by itself, but even as I lay there I knew that in the years to

come the evil would be erased by time and only happy memories would

remain. For she would know that I had loved her, and she woidd under-

stand.

From far down the street came the strains of a barrel-organ playing

the Barcarolle. I could imagine the children grouped about it on the

curb. Years ago I would have joined them and even now I found my
fingers feebly moving in time to the rhythm. Then gradually, gradually

my eyelids drooped as a soft drowsiness stole over me and I passed into a

peaceful sleep. But even as I did so I was conscious of the faint crackle

and aroma of burning leaves.

It seemed hardly a minute ere I was again awake, but my eyes were

scarcely open before I was aware of a change. No longer was I groping

for memory; my brain was clear and all pain had ceased. Things about

me had regained their normal perspectives, and had it not been that across

the length of the room my nurse and doctor were still in view, leaning

together over a chart, I might have believed myself the victim of some

hideous dream. With a long sigh of relief I sank back into the pillows

and drank in the glorious air with deep breaths. I felt strangely strong,

in contrast, I told myself, to my long period of ill health. Truly, my
sleep had done me good, for I felt invigorated in every way. Even my
senses seemed more acute. The noise of the paper as the doctor turned

the page before him, came to me with a great distinctness, and even the

outlines of a chair that was partially obscured by the fast falling shadows,

was visible to me in clear-cut outline. Inaction became impossible.

The room was delightfully warm and the glory of the sunset beckoned

me. Noiselessly thrusting my feet from under the bedclothes that en-

cumbered them, I slipped quietly to the floor and made my way on tip-toe

to the window. Outside the evening light was gilding the housetops with

vivid splashes of scarlet and of gold. Here and there along the street, as

far as my eye could reach, an occasional light shone forth from windows.
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Just opposite a child stood smiling and I smiled back and waved my hand.

On the street was the hurr}^ of homebound crowds and the whistle of two

lads came to me with shrill distinctness. It was wonderful to think that

before long I, too, would be able to walk shoulder to shoulder with these

others of my kind. A slight breeze caught a few burning leaves and
whirled them hither and yon along the street. I laughed aloud for the

very joy of the blood that was hurrying through my veins. A hundred

odors of Autumn and of the street were borne to me and I filled my lungs

greedily.

Then as I stood there I felt, even before I heard, the door open and

my mother entered. At the threshold she paused fearfully, and as she did

so I saw that upon her face were the traces of sleepless watches and of

tears. The nurse and doctor had moved since I had last noticed them,

for they were both leaning over my vacated bed as I turned. And even

as I looked the nurse straightened herself and stepped towards my mother.

"Be strong," she said, and there was pity in her voice.

"For God's sake, tell me," cried that other, and with the words her

face became strained and haggard and her body swayed.

It was the doctor who broke the silence.

"It was quite without pain," he said gently, "and while he slept.

You must try to be calm."

With a low moan my mother sprang forward.

"Mother, mother," I cried in alarm, "I am well! See, I am here,

here! Mother, for God's sake look at me! Come to me, mother, I am
weU!"

But she did not heed me; only she flung herself upon her knees

beside my bed, her slender arms outstretched across the piled bedclothes.

On either side of her stood the doctor and the nurse, and only their backs

were visible as they stooped over her to soothe the long, dry sobs that

wracked her poor, wasted form. It was more than I could stand.

"Mother!" I cried again, and stepped behind her. And doing so I

saw across her shoulder and was stunned. For there, upon the bed

beneath her arms, there was a body shrouded by the sheets, and on the

pillow lay a face and— it was my own.
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By J. Henry Scattergood, '96

{Continued from February Issue)]

Mr. Scattergood is covering the Haverjord-Swarthmore games in three instal-

ments, of which this is the second. These articles will prove to form a most valuable
addition to Haverford annals.

WITH the coming of the '90's there began a sequence ot five defeats

of Haverford by Swarthmore. It was a period when Swarth-

more developed George Brooke, the Bonds, Green, Cocks, the

Lippincotts, Murray, Firth, Palmer, Sims, Hodge and others of her stars,

George Brooke of course being then, and later at Pennsylvania, one of the

greatest of all football players. Only two of Haverford' s winning team
of 1889 were left in college the next year; the Senior class was the smallest

in our history; and football started at a low ebb. Not a game was won and
our light team sustained injuries which forced a change of captain in

mid-season and a fresh start with almost a completely reorganized team.

E. J. Haley, '90, then P. G., who with Estes, '93, had played the previous

year, was selected to captain the reorganized team and on him was placed

the responsibility of the selection of the team. Prior to that time the

"Ground Committee" had picked the teams. C. G. Hoag, '93, coming

from a leading Boston school, had brought down some New England
'

' wrinkles "to Haverford, and introduced a new system of signals. Haver-

ford had no coach, although by this time a flood of coaches from the few

big teams had spread far and wide over the country and were revealing

the long-guarded secrets of expert play, and scientific football was devel-

oping as never before. The year 1890 was noted especially for the most

perfect system of interference for end running the game ever knew, led as

it often was by heavy linemen such as Heffelfinger of Yale. But Haver-

ford had no such expert knowledge or coaching until 1892, and was out-

played and outwitted by her old rival, which under "Doc" Schell's in-

struction was developing some of her strongest teams.

The 1890 game was played at Haverford on November 22, the first of

the Swarthmore games to be played on "Walton Field," and was won by
Swarthmore, 30 to 14. Our team was: W. W. Handy, '91, 1. e., W. H.

Detwiler, '92, 1. 1., H. A. Beale, Jr., '94, 1. g., E. J. Haley, P. G., c. and

Captain, D. P. Hibberd, P. G. (A. Wood, '94) r. g., N. B. Warden, '94,

(J. H. Wood, '93), r. t., W. N. L. West, '92, r. e., C. G. Hoag, '93, q. b.,

H. W. Warden, '94
(J. S. Morris, '91), h. b., W. A. Estes, '93, h. b., E.

Woolman, '93, f. b. The game was really much closer than the score

indicates, for no fewer than four of Swarthmore' s touchdowns came to-
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gether, the first from a fumble, and the other three were directly due to

Swarthmore's strategic application of a rule existing at that time by which

if a try at goal after touchdown failed the ball was not dead (as now) if it

did not go as far as the line, while if it did cross the line but was no goal,

play was started at the 2 S-yard line wdth the ball in possession of the same

side. The first of these four touchdowns had been made after a 90-yard

run by Green, who had picked up the ball close to Swarthmore's goal-line

on a fatal fumble b}' Haverford. The touchdown was far out on one side,

and the try at goal did not reach the line on account of a strong wind

blo'\\-ing from the goal, so that the ball fell on the ground a few yards from

our line and was recovered by Swarthmore because of our end's ignorance

of the rule and failure to trj' to get it. It was then rushed over for a

second touchdown. The try at goal again failed and play started at the

25-yard line, Swarthmore still having the ball. Haverford was demoral-

ized for a few minutes and another touchdown resulted, followed by
another missed goal and a repetition of the start from the 25-yard line

and another touchdown, from which the goal was this time kicked—

a

total of 1 8 points all scored in a few minutes, our men being outwitted and

rattled rather than outplayed. Swarthmore could not score any more

that half, but Haverford made 10, Hoag making a 60-yard run on a fake

kick for the first touchdown, from which he kicked the goal, and Estes and

N. Warden, aided by Woolman's interfering, making the second. In the

second half, after an even struggle and many interchanges of kicks be-

tween Hoag and Bond, good runs by Bond and Green brought the score

to 24 to 10. Then Hoag made two 25-3'ard runs on the quarterback

delayed-pass trick, and made a touchdown, the goal being missed. Score

24 to 14. Haverford was playing strongly after that, but another fumble

gave the ball to Lippincott of Swarthmore, who ran for the last touch-

down, making the final score 30 to 14.

In the Sophomore match, Haverford, '93 was defeated by Swarth-

more, '93, to 36, George Brooke then first revealing his wonderful

kicking and nmning abilities.

In 1891 the game with Swarthmore was played at the old U. of Pa.

grotmds at 37th and Spruce Sts. on November 21 at 1 1 A.M. An ambitious

management had aspired to be of more importance with the game played

in town! But alas for Haverford, it was the worst showing of the whole

series and we were defeated 62 to 0. This was not wholly due to poor

playing, for no Haverford team was ever more seriously crippled with in-

juries than was the team of that year, most of our leading players being

out of condition. Swarthmore, on the other hand, had a magnificent

team, with George Brooke as its chief star, and outplayed us at every
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point. The Haverford team that played that day was: N. B. Warden,
•94, 1. e., W. H. Detwiler, '92, 1. t. and ca~ptain, G. K. Wright, '93, 1. g.,

J. T. Male, '95, c, C. L. Carter, '95, r. g., C. H. Johnson, '95, r. t., G.

Lancaster, '94, r. e., G. J. Palen, Jr., '92 (C. G. Hoag, '93), q. b., G.Wood,
'95, 1. h. b., W. A. Estes, '93 (C. G. Hoag, '93, J. S. Morris, P. G.), r. h. b.,

E. Woolman, '93 (E. B. Hay, '95), f. b. The team had been greatly

shifted around the whole season, and the backfield from this game was in

sad physical condition. Then, too, the catching of Brooke's great punts

was fatally weak, and of course we were completely outkicked. Haver-

ford stemmed the tide for twenty minutes, but after that two goals from

the field by Brooke, and three touchdowns and goals were made in the

first half, while in the second six more touchdowns and five goals were

added. Brooke, Cocks and Bond made many fine rtms. Our rush-line

coiild not hold their opponents long enough for our backs to start, and
only by an occasional short run or by the "V" could Haverford gain at

all. The features of the game were the kicking of Brooke and the long

runs by Cocks. For Haverford, Warden, Woolman, Estes and Palen

did the best individual work.

In the Sophomore game of 1891, Haverford, '94 was defeated by
Swarthmore, '94, to 40.

In 1 892 the game was played at Swarthmore on November 2 1 . It was a

hard struggle, Swarthmore winning 22 to 6, as she deserved to do. All

of her points were scored in the first half, however, "before the Haverford

team had collected their thoughts'
'

; in the second half, Haverford not only

held Swarthmore, but made one touchdown and goal. George Brooke,

then a Senior, was Captain of Swarthmore and was again at his best.

Naturally, with such a punter as he, there was a great deal of kicking in the

game, and in the exchange of kicks Swarthmore generally gained 20

yards. Our team, except for Woolman, who could not play, was the best

we had in college, and much hard training had been done during the sea-

son. Some interested Alumni had secured the services of the first real

coach Haverford ever had,—Haskell of Yale. The previous year Bick-

ford, a member of the Faculty who had played on the Wesleyan team, had

tried to help, but Haskell was the first coach really to teach the game.

He worked very hard and faithfully, yea noisily, for the quiet shades of the

campus echoed and re-echoed with his exhortations all the season, and in

such language that (rumor has it) the President's office windows had to be

kept closed during football hours! It was the first meeting of a typical

Yale "bulldog" with the Quaker youth, a type quite new to him, and all

who played that year will recall Haskell's determination to rouse especial-

ly in the breast of one strong but mild Westonian, new at the game, some
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spirit of evil, revenge, or whatever could be roused, so as to force him to

"tear 'em up." Day after day Haskell faced him in the line, teasing him
and battering him ; day after day Anson was non-resistant, retiuTiing good

for evil, and only in moments of greatest trial saying, "Haskell, thee

dunce!" But at last the strain was too great, and bristling with right-

eous indignation, he rose to his full height, and shaking his fist in his

tormentor's face, said, "Damn thee, Haskell, if thee does that again, I'll

kit thee." But whatever the ethics of this Yale method, Anson was
coached into a good, even if not a vicious, lineman, and made the team.

In the last few days of the season. Woodruff of Pennsylvania came out

a few times and taught our backs the low-btmched-hold-together plays

characteristic of that time.

But we must return to the game. Swarthmore's £rst score came in

two rapid rushes by Brooke and Palmer, and before our fellows realized

the}' were plaj-ing, a touchdown had been scored against them and a goal

kicked. Constant gains in exchanges of kicks, good centre bucking, some

long runs by Brooke, Hodge and Palmer, and a fatal fumble by Haverford,

enabled Swarthmore to make three more touchdowns. Once Haverford

held Swarthmore for downs on our 3 -yard line, but all this half our men
were outplayed. The second half was very even, Haverford playing vnth

much more spirit. The rushes of Hoag, Estes and Wright counterbal-

anced the kicking of Brooke and the running of Palmer. The finish was

most exciting, for with only two minutes of play remaining, the ball was

ours on Swarthmore's 2S-3'ard line, when Hoag by pretty dodging, went

through the Swarthmore team and scored a touchdown and kicked the

goal. The feeling in this game was tense, especially over the Swarthmore

captain's frequent disputing of the ofhcial's decisions—an action Haver-

fordians, trained as they are in the sporting ethics of cricket, particularly

resent. Haverford's team was as follows: N. B. Warden, '94, 1. e. and

captain, A. B. Harvey, '94, 1. 1., W. K. Alsop, '96, 1. g., J. T. Male, '95, c,

G. K. Wright, '93, r. g., L. H. Wood, '96, r. t., W. J. Strawbridge, '94, r. e.,

C. J. Rhoads, '93, q. b., W. A. Estes, '93, 1. h. b., J. A. Lester, '96 (E.

Blanchard, '95), r. h. b., C. G. Hoag, '93, f. b. E. Woolman, '93, one

of Haverford's best players, could not play on account of injuries.

In the Sophomore game of 1892, Haverford, '95 defeated Swarth-

more '95, 14 to 4. This was the last class game played between the two

colleges.

The season of 1893 was another very disastrous one for Haverford.

Hamlin, another Yale man, had been employed as coach, but the winning

stride of Swarthmore was in full swing and we were defeated 50 to 0.

The game was played at Haverford on November 2 5 .
Our team was as fol-
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lows:—W. J. Strawbridge, '94, 1. e.' and captain, A. P. Morris, '95, 1. t.,

W.W.Hastings, P. G. 1. g., M. Z. Kirk, P. G., c, L. H. Wood, '96, r. g.,

S. W. Morris, '94, r. t., E. Field, '97, r. e., J. S. Evans, Jr., '95, q. b., A. C.

Thomas, '95, 1. h. b., E. Blanchard, '95 (C. A. Towle, '98), r. h. b., W. C.

Webster, '95 (E. Blanchard, '95), f. b. W.K. AIsop, '96, J. A. Lester, '96,

F. H. Conklin, '95 and G. Lippincott, '95 had been injured and could not

play, and E. B. Hay, '95 was not allowed by his family to play. Swarth-

more was decidedly heavier than Haverford and played with admirable

team work. Their interference around the ends was almost invulnerable,

and time after time Sims, Palmer, Firth or "Young' ' Brooke went around

the ends for long gains. Only once in the game, about the middle of the

second half, did Haverford have a chance to score. She had forced the

play to the Swarthmore 15-yard line, only there to lose the ball on downs.

Swarthmore made four touchdowns and three goals in the first half, 22

points, and five touchdowns and 4 goals in the second half. Webster's

splendid backfield tackling saved several more scores. The great brunt

of the defence came on the backs, so much so that in an especially hard

tackle, Webster was knocked unconscious and was carried off the field;

while Blanchard, who played a most plucky game, received a broken nose,

but refused to retire. All of our men played a desperate uphill game, and

kept Swarthmore working for every point, but the latter' s greater knowl-

edge of the game and perfect mass interference were too much for them.

During 1892 and 1893 football science developed to a great extent.

The famous "Flying Wedge," the invention of Deland of Harvard, was

sprung against Yale in 1892, and various elaborate developments of the

"flying" principle were worked out the following years. Woodruff, who
coached Pennsylvania, especially used it in his noted "guards back"

formations, which brought heavy linemen to the backfield and sent them in

a crashing tandem against various selected points in the line, fully under

way with a flying start before the ball was snapped, and this latter was

timed to come just as tliis human battering-ram smashed the opposing

line—an almost irresistible attack. Yale developed also in 1893 her

"turtleback," a play executed by forming the eleven men in the shape of

a solid oval against a selected point in the rush-line, usually the tackle,

and at the snap of the ball into the interior of the oval, rolling the mass

out around the end, thus unwinding the runner into a clear field. One
modification of this literally lifted the runner on top of the mass and hurled

him over the opposing rush-line. So furious were these momentum
mass-plays, that at times all of a team except the centre and guards would

rush fifteen yards in wedge-shape formation before the ball was snapped

just as this " V " struck the lipe. Other new arrangements using the same
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principle, were to have ends and backs in tandems behind the tackles.

This really was the beginning of the tandem tackle play, which with or

without the flying principle, has been a leading feature in offensive tactics

in one way or another ever since. All these terrible momentum mass-

plays restJted in so many broken bones and other injuries as shortly to

raise a universal outcry against the game itself and to force the elimina-

tion not only of all plays of this class, but eventually even of any direct

helping of the runner.

Haverford had not kno-mi any of these flying or mass plays in 1893,

but like other small colleges, soon copied what she could in the play of the

big ones. Thus in 1894 she tried some simple mass-plays, but not with

the expected success, for they were dependent on weight such as our teams

never possessed. It was the day of the big man in the game, and as Swarth-

more generally fared better than Haverford in this respect, she became

much more proficient in such plays, and especially in the use of a very

clever and deceptive "split" or "trick V," which was a kind of "turtle-

back" which hid the ball wonderfully and worked many a surprise against

us.

It was this well-executed "trick V," the defence against which Haver-

ford did not then solve, that enabled Swarthmore to defeat Haverford in

the game of 1 894. This game was pla3-ed at Swarthmore on November 24,

and the score was 32 to 0, a great disappointment to us all. Haverford

was ably captained by Walter Webster, '95, and had been coached by
" Pop" Bliss of Yale. She lost the match not through general ignorance

of the game or inability to develop team play, but through her inability

to solve the workings of this Swarthmore " V " and the consequent lack

of physical endurance of a team in bad condition to withstand its repeated

attacks. 1894 and 1899 are the most marked years when Haverford's

poor physical condition lost her the games through sheer lack of endurance.

In this game of 1 894, the score at the end of the first half was only 4 to

against us, while Haverford had threatened Swarthmore's goal-line no less

than four times, only to lose the ball—twice on fumbles, once on downs,

and lastly by the call of time at Swarthmore's 10-yard line. But in the

second half Swarthmore baffled and wore out oiu- team with her admirable

use of this trick V, which resulted in steady gains against a defence which

became weaker and weaker. Four touchdowns were scored thus by

Swarthmore in this sad second half. Haverford's team was:—G. Lippin-

cott, '95, 1. e., W. K. Alsop, '96, 1. t., W. W. Hastings, P. G., 1. g., L. H.

Wood, '96, c, W. Goodman, '95, r. g., J. A. Lester, '96, r. t., F. H.

Conklin, '95, r. e., C. A. Vamey, '98, q. b., A. C. Thomas, '95, 1. h. b., E.

Blanchard, '95, r. h. b., W. C. Webster, '95, f. b. and captain. E. B.
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Hay, '95, had a sprained ankle and could not play, although family ob-

jections had been overcome; but the latter reason prevented some others

from playing on the team and the college from putting out its best side.

For Haverford, the best work was done by Alsop, whose tackHng was
brilliant, while on offence, Webster, Blanchard, Thomas and Alsop all did

well, especially in the first half. For Swarthmore, Palmer, Brooke, Sims

and Hodge played finely.

During 1894, the outcry against football continued to increase. The
halves had been reduced to thirty-five minutes for the 1894 season, flying

V's had been prohibited, and the old-fashioned kick-off re-established, but

this had not satisfied the public, which insisted on much more drastic

changes in the dangerous mass-plays. Princeton and Yale responded to

public opinion by ruling them out, while Harvard, Pennsylvania and
Cornell continued to retain them. The result was two sets of rules in

1895 and great confusion. However, this did not affect the Haverford-

Swarthmore game of that year, for Haverford had never used the flying

principle to any great extent, and the successful Swarthmore "V" which

had worked so well against Haverford in 1894, was a revolving "turtle-

back," not dependent on the flying principle of starting before the ball was

snapped, so that their style of play was not legislated out of existence, and
therefore the general character of the 1895 game was much the same as the

year before. But a great change had quietly happened at Haverford,

which completely surprised Swarthmore, as well as almost all of Haver-

ford's supporters. For this was the year of the turn of the tide from five

years of defeats to four years of victories, and with it came excitement and
enthusiasm greater than at any other game of Haverford history. The
Haverford team, captained by " Holly" Wood, '96, one of the most popu-

lar of all Haverfordians as well as a type of her best product, developed

an unexpected strength, especially at the close of the season. Not only

was it the best team in the college—the first time that this had happened

for some years—but it was in perfect physical condition and unrestrained-

ly keen. Not a man on the team had a scratch or a sprain and it went
through the game with no semblance of an injury. Parental objections,

which for some years had kept a number of players out of our teams, were

also removed in every case for this game. So far as this applied to two

brothers, it was only gained after the strongest assurances that the game
would be "cleanly played by both sides as befitted gentlemen and good

sportsmen," and on condition that every man in college would sign an

agreement that he would not bet on the game. And this was literally

carried out, for no cleaner or fairer game of football ever was played than

this, and not the slightest incident of an unpleasant character or of rough-
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ness occurred on either side to mar the best of feeling between the teams
and the colleges. It was the kind of game—and there have been a good
many others in this series—that for good feeling between friendly

rivals we would like to see made a type for the games to come.

The Haverford team of 1895 was coached entirely by Haverford

Alumni, aided by Dr. Babbitt, this being the first of several years of this

system. It was most successful, and it may here be noted in passing that

Haverford has never defeated Swarthmore in a 3-ear when a professional

coach has trained the team except once, and then it was George Wood-
ruff who came out only once a week in an ad\'isory capacity. Dr. Bran-

son, '89, was the one to start this system and to make it possible, and too

great thanks cannot be given to him not only for the great amount of his

own time that he gave in 1895 to 1898, as well as in later years, but also

for his stimulating example in inspiring similar service on the part of

others. In 1895 he was aided especially by Joe Johnson, '88, whose un-

varjang exhortations, "You're better than 3'ou ever were before, but you're

still ROTTEN," can never be forgotten by those of us who were roused

by them. The game in 1 895 was played at Haverford on November 23 before

a crowd of "fully a thousand people." It was won by Haverford, 24 to 0.

Haverford'steam: was A. G. Scattergood, '98, 1. e., E. B. Conklin, '99,

1. 1., K. M. Hay, '99, 1. g., F. A. Swan, '98, c, J. A. Lester, '96, r. g., L. H.

Wood, '96, r. t. and captain, J. E. Butler, then '99, r. e., C. A. Vamey,
'98, q. b., J. H. Scattergood, '96, 1. h. b., A. Haines, '99, r. h. b., W. K.

Alsop, '96, f. b. Arthur Knipe, ex- '93, and one of Pennsylvania's stars,

had come out on two Saturday mornings and shown the team a few

variations of tackleback tandem plays which proved to be exceedingly

well suited to our team and were good ground-gainers against Swarth-

more, especially in the early part of the game. By their help Haverford

started off with a rush, and when we found that gains cotild be made even

against Swarthmore, which had been beating us for five long years, we

felt a confidence that put us in the lead from the beginning. Haverford

had a verj^ well balanced team in offence and defence, and never had a

better kicker than " Kite" Alsop or a better pair of ends than Alf Scatter-

good and Butler. Alsop's punts were high and long and "twisty," and

never a yard were they nm back after being caught, for those ends were

always "there." Swan at centre passed the ball directly to Alsop for

kicks instead of having the quarterback make the old underhand pass to

the fullback as prevailed before that time. It was the first time this was

ever done at Haverford, and among the first anywhere. On the very first

kick Alsop made—a great high twister for 50 yards—so hard was " Little

Scot's" tackle of the Swarthmore back that he dropped the ball and it
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rolled over the goal-line, where the fleet-footed Lester fell on it and scored

the first touchdown within the first five minutes. Lester kicked the goal,

as he did all the others of the game. If he ever missed one, no one remem-
bers it! For some time the game appeared almost even, but the several

variations of the new tandem kept gaining ground. Wood, Haines and H.

Scattefgood carrying the ball on straight or cross bricks into the line,

always catapulted by the powerful Alsop behind. Now and again our

backs got away for good end runs. Twice the ball was advanced to the

5-yard line only to be lost on offside play at the critical moment. Fi ally

A. Scattergood got the ball on a fumble and Alsop with a terrific plunge

carried it IS yards and over the line for the second touchdown. Haver-

ford now was in the spirit of winning, and when Vamey returned the kick-

off for 40 yards, Hay's heavy tackle caused the Swarthmore back to drop

the ball, and A. Scattergood, who was on hand to help, scooped it up

(instead of falling on it) and with three men interfering but not needed,

made a run of SO yards for the third touchdown. Score 18 to 0. The

second half was an anxious one. Haverford's defence was tested much
more than in the first half, Swarthmore showing the effects of "Doc"
Schell's vigorous coaching. Both sides remembered the ebbing away of

Haverford's endurance in the games the year before, and Swarthmore

started out to use again the same old effective "trick V." We had been

expecting it, however, and had been preparing for it all season. "Grab
all the legs you can' ' was the order for the line, while the secondary de-

fence was ready for the runner if he got free. One can see Butler now

—

braced at an angle of thirty degrees, forcing the whole Swarthmore

"turtleback" to revolve past him, for it could not make him bend! But

in spite of our splendid defence, the " V" at times gained ground, and once

a Swarthmore runner, emerging from the mass no one knows how, had a

clear field but was overtaken after 30 yards by one of our backs who at

that time was not so handicapped with avoirdupois as at present. On
defence, too, Swarthmore was struggling with all her might and our

tandems could not make the ground they did at first. Then Vamey, who
had run the signals with excellent judgment, varied the play and some

good end-runs resulted, H. Scattergood making one of 40 yards and

towards the close of the game another one for 65 yards for a touchdown.

This was the only score in the second half, and as the Haverford crowd

realized that the game was surely won intense enthusiasm prevailed, and

even old grads hugged each other and rushed madly about. The game
closed thus with the score 24 to 0, the laurels once more with Haverford.

The whole team had played splendidly; the Haverfordian account says,

"On the Haverford team, the backs together with Conklin, Lester and
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Captain Wood perhaps played the best, the tackles of Butler and Hay
were superb, and A. Scattergood thoroughly understood his position at

end, while Swan at centre played a fine game. The team to a man seemed
to be in superb condition and played with the utmost dash and keenness."

For Swarthmore, Captain Hodge and Verlenden played especially well.

Although others of these Swarthmore games have had closer scores, none

exceeded this one for excitement and unexpected pleasure and satisfac-

tion, and so, after a tremendous celebration of bonfire and speeches, it has

passed down among Haverfordians as one of the historic games of the

series. Dr. Branson has often said, as have others, that the team of 1S9S

was the best team individually that Haverford ever had, but perhaps this

is too strong a statement to make.

The season of 1896 saw several further changes in the rules, aimed to

satisfy the continued public criticism of the dangerous plays. The flying

principle was met by a new rule, that no offensive player might take more
than one step towards the opponents' goal-Hne before the ball was put in

play. Mass-plays were modified by prohibiting more than six men from

grouping behind the line, and two of these had to be at least five yards

back or outside the end men on the line. Under these rules there devel-

oped Princeton's famous "revolving tandem," as it was called, which

enabled her to beat Yale that year. It was worked by swinging across

one tackle from position before the snap of the ball against the other side

of the line, thereby forming a tandem wedge with the halfbacks which

proved very successful. Another play which was revived and much used

that year was the long-forgotten place kick instead of the historic drop

kick for field-goals. At this our own John Lester was as good as anyone

in the coimtry, and it was extremely dangerous for any side to let Haver-

ford have a free kick anywhere within SO yards of the goal when Lester

was on our team. In every kick-off of 1896 that he made, he sent the

ball from the middle of the field not only over the goal-line, but over the

heads of the opposing players standing on the goal-line. The accuracy of

the toe of his great boot in football was surpassed only by that of his

wonderful hand in cricket.

The game of 1896 was played at Swarthmore on November 18, and is

famous in our records as being the highest score Haverford ever made
against Swarthmore—42 to 6. It was the second of the series of four

victories. Swarthmore had strong hopes of winning, but Haverford had

a very fine team and was far superior in every feature of the game. The

team had been coached by Dr. Branson, '89, assisted by Dr. Babbitt, and

was in fine physical condition. It was as follows; A. G. Scattergood, '98,
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1. e., F. H. Detwiler, '97, 1. t., F.W. Else, P. G., 1. g., F. A. Swan, '98, c,

J. A. Lester, P. G., r. g., F. Stadelman, '98, r. t., J. E. Butler, then '99,

r. e., C. A. Vamey, '98, q. b. and captain, E. B. Conklin, '99 (W. V. Hol-

loway, '98), 1. h. b., A. Haines, '99, r. h. b,, R. C. McCrea, '97, f. b. Conk-

lin did the punting and we had the same famous pair of ends as the year

before. Lester was in wonderful form on kick-offs, place kicks and goals,

and as a guam he developed in his last two years of play into a marvelous-

ly quick lineman. Many a time his hand, darting like a serpent's tongue,

deflected the pass from the opposing centre to quarterback and caused a

mysterious fumble for which the unfortunate quarter was usually

blamed. Both teams first used a new play—the quarterback kick in-

vented by Pennsylvania, and for Haverford it resulted in one touchdown.

Haverford scored first on a criss-cross trick, Haines making a splendid run

down the side line for a touchdown. The second touchdown was made
after good runs by Haines, Conklin and McCrea had brought the ball to

Swarthmore's 30-yard line, when Swarthmore fumbled our quarterback

kick and Lester, picking up the ball, carried it over the line. The first

half closed with the score 1 2 to in our favor. In the second half Haver-

ford' s superiority soon began to tell and five more touchdowns were

scored and a sixth just missed by a fumble as the ball was crossing the

line. All the seven goals were kicked by Lester. Much use was again

made of the tandem plays learned the year before. Our whole backfield

also made many large gains, Conklin making one especially fine run for

40 yards, Vamey another for 35 yards and McCrea another for 35 yards.

Haines was a continual ground-gainer and scored four of the seven touch-

downs, McCrea making two and Lester one. The last touchdown was
made by Haines on a magnificent run of 70 yards, the longest of the day.

It was in these famous end runs that "Art" Haines excelled, it being a

pleasure to see the way tackier after tackier was foiled by his skilful use of

the straight arm. Captain Vamey ran the team beautifully, and all

Haverfordians felt extremely happy over the showing of the day.

Only slight changes in the rules were made for several years after

1896, in fact until the revolution in the game in 1906 which was brought

about by the introduction of the forward pass and the change to ten yards

instead of five in the three downs. Even college politics and the inter-

mittent bickering over eligibility rules that had been going on pretty

nearly everywhere since 1890 largely subsided, and attention was mostly

directed to the perfection of existing plays rather than to inventing new
ones. Fortunately for Haverford and her peace of mind she was never

worried over eligibility rules or the need of them in her contests, nor did
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she enter into the discussion of them with others. Although reaUzing

that conditions in universities and large colleges were quite different, and
that a code of strict rules no doubt is necessary to cover their cases

—

such as a one-year residence rule for Freshmen as well as those coming
from other colleges—she has never had for herself anything but the one

sound rule of allowing every student in college the same rights and privi-

leges of eligibility as every other, provided only he comes up to the standard

in studies set by the Facvilty for those playing on any of the college teams.

Such a thing as a "ringer" or a man brought to or kept at Haverford for

the sake of his athletic abiUty is not only unknown and unthought of,

but such a man would be driven out of college by the spirit of the fellows

themselves. Fortunately our position in the educational world and our

ability to attract the kind of students we want have never had to depend

on athletic victories. We have never considered athletic contests as

anything but incidents in the college life, and far less the winning of them
as an excuse for lowering of ideals or practices built up through three-

quarters of a century in the atmosphere of cricket. "Athletic scholar-

ships" have never been dreamed of, and every student is, because of the

character of the college and, let me add, of President Sharpless, a bona

fide one, eligible in every way for any of the activities of the college.

And to none should this apply more than to our very welcome new Seniors

(formerly Postgraduates) who come each year from the other American

Friends' colleges on scholarships which they have won on merit only. A
small college is in quite a different position from a large one in its ability

to know everything about every student, and there is no reason unless its

management wishes it for any but bona fide students to be allowed to stay.

If therefore a small college lives in the spirit of honor and of clean sport,

there is no reason for it to bind itself to the letter of artificial eligibility

rules made to cover others' cases, and just because others may need them.

The one needed test is the word of the President as to the bona fide charac-

ter of any student. And so at Haverford we have fortunately not only

been free from any of these eligibility troubles within our own ranks, but

we have never inclined to tell others what niles they must have in order to

play with us. If we do not like or trust others' methods, we simply drop

them from our schedule and go on with our "sport for sports' sake."

Not that we criticise any opponents for playing any game in any way they

like, even with a group of "induced" players or "athletic scholarship"

holders if that seems to them worth while ; nor do we even care to discuss

any rules with them; but we simply let them go their way, and we go

ours. So may our policy continue, putting all sports where they belong,
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always keeping to the highest standards of honor, and pla3dng all games in

the simple spirit of

"Always do your best,

Never mind the rest,

The game's the thing."

But we must return to our history. The game of 1897 with Swarth-

more was played at Haverford on November 13, and was won by Haverford,

8 to 6. It was a very close and intensely exciting game, attended by

some 1400 people. Arthur Haines, '99, was Haverford' s captain and the

team was a very strong one, but it did not do justice to its ability in this

game on account of poor physical condition and overconfidence. A
mistake had been made in sending the team on a long gruelling cross-

country run the day before which took all the snap out of the men, so that

in the second half they did not seem like the same team that had played

so well all season. We had had an especially successful season, and for

once all Haverford felt very confident about the Swarthmore game. Dr.

Branson had again been the chief coach, assisted by Dr. Babbitt. Swarth-

more also had a good team led by her star of those days, CaptainFarquhar.

She played a splendid up-hill game, stronger toward the close as Haver-

ford grew weaker. Our team was: J. E. Butler, then '99, 1. c, F. Stadel-

man, '98, 1. 1., E. D. Freeman, '00 (A. C. Maule, '99), 1. g., F. A. Swan, '98,

c, J. G. Embree, '98, r. g., A. G. Scattergood, '98 (R. N. Wilson, '98),

r. t., H. M. Hallett, '00 (A. G. Scattergood, '98), r. e., H. H. Lowry, '99,

q. b., F. S. Chase, '01, 1. h. b., A. Haines, '99, r. h. b. and captain, S. W.
Mifflin, '00, f. b. Haverford did all her scoring the first half, making two

touchdowns, both goals being missed. The first was made on an end run

by Chase, following a beautiful end run of 30 yards by Haines. The second

was scored by Haines on a series of brilliant dashes through the opposite

tackle. Haverford also used the run by the ends around the opposite

ends. Swarthmore from this point came up very strongly, and had the

ball on Haverford's 20-yard line when the half closed. In the second half

Swarthmore used Princeton's revolving tandem play directed against the

tackles, carrying the ball to our 5-yard line. There she fumbled, but re-

covered the ball. Haverford held well for three downs, but on the third

play Farquhar was pushed over the line for a touchdown, and he also

kicked the goal. From then on Haverford failed to gain, while Swarth-

more pressed us hard, but twice lost the ball by fumbling. There was

also considerable kicking, Haines doing it for our team. Haverford had

just lost the ball on downs at her 25-yard line when the referee called the

game on account of darkness, with ten miniites still to play. The light

had been fading rapidly for some time, and it was then impossible for
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players or officials to distinguish clearly between the opposing elevens.

Although Haverford had won the game, she was lucky in not losing it.

If it had not been for Captain Haines' superb all-round playing, Haver-

ford would certainly have been defeated.

Next month we shall complete the narrative of the remaining seven

games, the first of which was our last victory against our old rivals.

{To be concluded next month.)

By Edgar C. Bye, '16

For centuries, for centuries.

Roll on and in primeval seas,

For centuries,

—

O billow swells, and curves, and falls,

—

The deepening emerald of its walls

A cataract of marble-spray,

—

Its harried fragments surging up

To brim the beach-child's sandy cup.

Finis it writes, and slips away.

And slinks away, and slides away, and sleeps

—

In storm and calm, in tide and ebb,

The sea beats in,

—

The sands increase and fail.

Each pounding billow writes its finis farther in or out.

Until the grim northwest fulfills the fearful sail.

And then the Baresarks ride the wind,

The weird Valkyries shriek;

The ragged sea-birds, torn and spent.

Secluded ejTies seek.

The beach-child's playground, scarred and marred.

Beneath the crash and din,

Receives the sea's deep finis

Farther and farthest in. '
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For centuries, for centuries,

Roll on and in primeval seas,

In storm and calm, in tide and ebb.

For centuries,

—

A day of stress, an hour of fear;

A sea-wall shattered, a crumbled pier;

A mountain of water, a ruined town;

And the weeping of friends when the wave went down.

A wall rebuilded, a pier re-set

;

Faith raiseth a city more beautiful yet.

The beach-child plays on the hard white sand.

And the yearning waves kiss the sunburnt hand,

And the billows curve and break in spray.

And write a finis, and slip away, and sleep

—

For centuries, for centuries.

Roll on and in primeval seas,

For centuries.
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Since dramatic literature and performance is becoming a constantly

increasing activity among students, The Haverfordian in its attempt

to be representative will henceforth contain a page or so of dramatic

comment.

ROBERT WHITTIER IN IBSEN'S "GHOSTS"

By G. C. Theis, '15

THERE are a few of us everjTvhere who have true dramatic art at

heart, and who wander almost aimlessly from one current produc-

tion to another with the futile hope of finding an artist in a popu-

lar cast. We are grateful when we find sincerely artistic acting, but we
usually feel sorry for the artist that the part was so superficial, and we
pray that sometime he may find a part in which to really let himself out.

What a true artist can do with a part that gives an opportunity was shown

by Robert Whittier's interpretation of the part of Oswald in "Ghosts,"

recently performed at the Broad Street Theatre. Profoundly as Mr.

Whittier has studied that part during the last eight years, he always finds

more in it. He makes Oswald live—he Hves Oswald—to such an extent

that he himself is fairly exhausted after the performance. His work is

from the inside outward, not from the outside inward. So many of us

have read " Ghosts," but how small was its significance until after we had

seen it acted! For reading purposes the same thing might have been

said much better in a treatise. The last scene, from where Oswald begs

his mother to give him the poison and end his suffering, when acted is

before us so vividly that it becomes almost painful. Women in the au-

diences have become hysterical at the nearly unintelligible words of Os-

wald, uttered by a mouth over which muscular control has been lost, and

at that weirdly vacant and weak stare in his eyes, hardly supplied by the

nerves from his softened brain. Scarcely aware of light and vaguely

groping for the words, Oswald murmurs "The Sun, The Sun" . . . .The

intense tragedy of death at the hands of a destructive disease that over-

comes the higher mental and spiritual ambitions cuts into us Uke a jagged

rusty knife. After such an experience, for acting as Mr. Whittier's is

almost a personal experience for anyone that can appreciate it, to come

out into Broad Street, with its bustle of taxis, smooth-gliding limousines,

chattering, hurrying people, and ratthng wagons is

—
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ETHEL BARRYMORE IN "TANTE"

By Leonard B. Lippmann, '14

WHEN this season the theatre-going public of New York and

Philadelphia were given the opportunity to see Ethel Barry-

more in a dramatization of Anna Douglas Sedgewick's novel,

" Tante," they had a double treat. In the first place Mr. Haddon Cham-
bers has succeeded in creating a play which in itself is a joy, and secondly

he has been so fortunate as to secure for his stellar role an actress whose

long experience and innate artistry are in themselves an assurance of

success. The role of Tante is long and exacting, yet Miss Barrymore

throughout the entire performance retains the same high level of histrionic

art that has always distinguished her. For purposes of dramatization it

has been necessary to read the part of Mercedes Okraska in rather more
vivid tones than the original novel indicates, yet so delicate were the

methods employed by Ethel Barrymore that never did the part lapse for

even a moment into the melodramatic vulgarity that might have been easy.

Nor did the radiance of the stellar lustre dim the brilliance of the

others of the cast. Miss Eileen Van Biene, who interpreted the somewhat
ingenue part of Karen Woodruff, was, within the limits of her role, ex-

ceptionally clever. Charles Cherry is of coiirse too well known to require

much notice. It was so recently that we had the pleasure of seeing him at

the head of his own company that any commendation is almost superfluous.

William Ingersoll, who interpreted the part of the violinist, " Franz Lipp-

heim," is particularly well known to Philadelphians through his long

connection with the Orpheum Stock Company. While never impressive

while playing leads, the character bit that has now fallen to Mr. Ingersoll

displays his particular talent to advantage. Other comparatively minor

parts were acceptably filled by Mrs. Thomas Whiffen, Mabel Archdall and
others, while the "Miss Scrotton" of Haidee Wright was a triumph of

mimetic skill.

If any criticism may be given, it should be directed at Mr. E. Henry
Edwards, whose over-acting of his part (that of a minor fashionable poet)

was the one blot on an otherwise perfect performance. Had the whole

play been acted in a spirit of obvious burlesque Mr. Edwards would have

been in his element. As it was he was out of harmony entirely and acted

as a distinctly jarring note to the sense of fitness of the audience.

The play itself is built upon the lines that have become so popular of

late years under the treatment of the late Laurence Housman, Granville

Barker and Mr. Chambers himself. It is clever, even, and very often
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epigrammatic. The scene in which Madam Okraska throws her mask to

the winds and appears in her true character—^that of a selfish, sensation

seeking poseur, is admirably handled, and another highly effective moment
is achieved in the second act when she stands listening at the closed door

and then, when the moment arrives when she can make a telling entry,

flings back the folding doors and meets her admirers with outstretched

arms. The delineation of this character is subtle, and Miss Barrymore

has taken full advantage of her opportunities. Never, I venture to say,

since she appeared in "Alice Sit-by-the-Fire," has she been more in her

element. "Tante'' should be assured of a long run finally as all good

things must end at last, the memory of Mr. Chambers' wit and Miss Barry-

more' s skill will remain gratefully with a faithful public.

IN THE GREEN ROOM

ByG. C. Theis, '15

THERE is still one theatre in Philadelphia that maintains a little

room off-stage that resembles somewhat the old Green Room.

Not long ago there were gathered there what might be called

seven stages of the theatre. These were a playgoer, a dramatic critic, an

ingenue, a "star," a manager, an actor of genuinely interpretative and

creative ability, and in the background several stage-hands. The follow-

ing is the substance of their conversation

:

Said the Playgoer to the Actor " Let me repeat my thanks for

your performance here several weeks ago; I have not yet forgotten your

work."

Said the Manager a propos to this expression of appreciation. . . .

"You playgoers are always talking about real art on the stage : I'd like to see

it myself, but why don't more of you respond when such plays are given?

Anyhow the kind of plays you call art don't make anyone feel too good.

I like to have people leave my theatre feeling good."

Said the " Star' ' to all whom it may concern. ... "I like to appeal to

the heart and not the cold mind. I know that I don't play 'highbrow'

plays or parts, I am just myself and the people like me. I read all of the

'true-art' modern work, but it gives me the 'wuzzles.' " (Stage Direc-

tion; exit "Star' ' peeved).

Said the Critic after the "Star" had departed. . . . "She's not an

artist and is totally lacking in the necessary imagination to be one. In

hort, she's a ' Star.'
'

'
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Said the Playwright. . . ."You can't expect the American public to

landerstand the real plays of today, because they are all from, the Continent.

"Wait tmtil the real American play is written and then things will be differ-

ent.

"

Said the Ingenue. . . ."I haven't had enough experience to prescribe

anything, but I must say that I prefer to do a bright play with maybe a

little sentiment and pathos—a play that appeals like ' Peg Of My
Heart.' Sometime I would like to do the part of a street gamin I

would dress in rags and have my hair down. I like a play that leaves a

good taste in your mouth. I played ' Prudence' in the London produc-

tion of 'The Quaker Girl,' and I enjoyed that the most of any part I have

played."

The stage-hands were seen only occasionally, but could be heard

whistling " The International Rag," or reproducing the wails from " Bella

Donna" as they struck the scene.

The Actor, the only one present of real creative and interpretative

ability, was the only one who did not declare his attitude.

Of course these comments did not occur detached as here given, but

are a more or less verbatim summary of what was said during the course

of the conversation. As they stand they represent seven points of view,

all of which are vitalh^ operative in the theatre today.

Hatjerforb CoUcgc ilitjrarp

By John Russell Hayes

Sivartlimorc and Haverford arc rL-suming rdatiois in manyways. \Vc apprec-
iate this tribute from Mr. Hayes, Librarian of Swarthmorc College.

Immured among old memory-haunted trees

And wrapt around with quiet Quaker spell,

How it hath ministered to chosen youth.

How waked their hearts to wisdom,—-who may tell!
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it is with great regret that we
chronicle the loss to Haverford of

two of her oldest alumni; on Jan-

tmr}^ 14th Edward Starr, '62, and

on February 16th Richard Morris

Gummere, '66.

EDWARD STARR, '62

Mr. Starr's death occurred in his

seventieth year at his residence.

The Lilacs, Wyncote, Pa. He en-

tered Haverford in 185 S at the early

age of fourteen and left during the

Junior j-ear. From here he went

to the University' of Pennsylvania,

where he studied in 1861-62, re-

ceiving the degree of S. B.in 1862,

and afterwards taking up the pro-

fession of stockbroker for his hfe,

work.

R. MORRIS GUMMERE, '66

Mr. Gummere was born in Phila-

delphia on February 8th, 1846, the

son of William Gtimmere, of the

class of '36, and number twelve

of the twenty-one who were present

on the opening day of Haverford.

Mr. Gummere entered Haverford

in 1862 and left at the close of

Sophomore year. Lately he had

been identified with a number of

successful enterprises, among them

the Jefferson Coal Company, of

which he was secretary and treasu-

rer. He was a member of the Uni-

versity Club of Philadelphia, and

the Buffalo Club of Buffalo, New
York. At the time of his death Mr.

Gummere was secretary of the

Board of Trustees, and treasurer of

Lehigh University.

Every Haverfordian should be at

least interested in Present Day
Papers, which made its initial ap-

pearance in the literary field this

January. Not only is the maga-
zine published within the confines

of the college, but Haverford

alumni constitute a large propor-

tion of the editorial staff. Rufus

Jones, '85, is Editor-in-Chief;

Henry J. Cadburv, '02, is Business

Manager; and Dr. George Barton,

'82, Professor Augustus T. Murray,

'85, and President Sharpless are all

on the editorial board. To quote

briefly from the prospectus:

"A feeling has arisen in the minds

of a group of English and American

Friends that the time is ripe for the

creation of a religious periodical of

somewhat wider scope and more

cosmopolitan character than any

hitherto produced

"The new journal will bear an

undenominational title and will

be without sectarian marks or

badges, but it will be devoted, in

fact dedicated, to the propagation

of the message, the ideals and the

spirit of the Society of Friends

It will be an attempt to carry the

vital and spiritual type of Chris-
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tianity into the thought and life of

the world."

The February issue of Present

Day Papers contained a second

article on "The Problem of Chris-

tianity," by Riifus Jones; an article

on Alfred Noyes by Francis B.

Gummere, '76, and a review by

Henry J. Cadbury of "Apocryphal

Literature," published by the Clar-

endon Press at Oxford.

The twenty-seventh annual al-

umni banquet took place at the

Bellevue-Stratford hotel, Philadel-

phia, on Saturday, January 31st.

Henry Cope, '69, who is chairman

of the Alumni Association, acted

as toastmaster, and President

Sharpless, Mr. David Wallerstein,

Dr. Jones and Dr. Richard Gum-
mere delivered the addresses.

Charles Baily, '85, rendered two

solos after the President's speech,

and the College Glee Club also gave

a musical program. Nearly two

hundred and fifty Haverfordians

were present at the banquet, which

shares with Commencement day

the honor of being the best repre-

sented of all Haverford reunions.

The first number of the Alumni
Quarterly will appear soon after

March 1st. It will be sent free of

charge to all alumni. R. M. Gum-
mere, '02, is managing editor and

the editorial board consists of:

J. W. Sharp, '88; P. S. WiUiams,

'94; J. H. Scattergood, '96; J. H.

Haines, '98; E. R. Tatnall, '07;

W. Sargent, Jr., '08; C. D. Morley,

'10; and K. P. A. Taylor, '15.

The New England Alumni As-

sociation of Haverford College an-

nounce that the annual meeting and

dinner will be held at Copley-Plaza

Hotel, Boston, Mass., on Saturday

evening, March 7, 1914, at seven

o'clock. For information apply to

M. H. March, Secretary of the

Executive Committee, 141 Milk

Street, Boston, Mass.

The Feburary Westoniaii con-

tains two interesting articl s by
Haverfordians; one upon "Or-

charding Experiences in North-

eastern Pennsylvania," by Francis

R. Cope, Jr., '00; while Joshua A.

Cope, '12, fresh from the ordeal,

has written upon "Learning to be

a Forester."

An alumnus who wishes his name
to remain anonymous has donated

a fund of vS20,000 to the Haverford

College library. The annual in-

come of this sum, amoimting to

over nine handred dollars, will be

devoted to the ptirchase of books

of five general classes; History,

Poetry, Art, and French and En-

glish Liter ature.

'65

In a recent number of the Public

Ledger C. Cresson Wistar had some

very interesting information on the

naming and spelling of Wi.staria,

the plant named after Dr. Caspar
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Wistar, and on the origin of the

family name itself.

'69

Edward B. Ta3'lor, third vice-

president of the Pennsylvania Rail-

road, was elected second vice-

president of the Pennsylvania Com-
pany at a recent special meeting of

the Board of Directors. Mr. Taj'-

lor has the degrees of A. B. (Haver-

ford, 1869) B. C. E. and M. C. E.

(Polytechnic College of Pennsyl-

vania 1870 and 1873). He has been

in the service of the Pennsjdvania

since July 25, 1870, beginning as a

rodman and clerk and rising through

successive steps to his present high

office. Mr. Taylor is a member of

several industrial and social so-

cieties, and is an ex- president of

the Engineers' Society of Western

Pennsj'lvania.

'76

Dr. Francis G. Allinson, of Brown
University, read a paper on "Cer-

tain Doubtful Passages in Menan-

der" at the last American Philolog-

ical Association meeting, held at

Cambridge, Mass.

'82

The sixth volume of Hastings'

Encyclopaedia of Religion and

Ethics, recently issued by Scrib-

ners, contains an article on Hier-

odouloi (Semitic and Egyptian) by
Dr. George A. Barton and an arti-

cle on Flagellants by Dr. Rufus M,

Jones, '85.

'85

The Harvard University Press,

Cambridge, announces the publi-

cation of The Scientific Work of

Morris Loeh. Dr. Theodore W.
Richards, of Harvard University,

is the editor.

Dr. Rufus M. Jones spent two

weeks at the beginning of February

as a University minister at Har-

vard Universit3^ Besides the more

or less routine intercourse with the

students, Dr. Jones twice preached

in the Appleton Chapel at Cam-
bridge.

'89

Macmillan and Company an-

nounce the publication of a revised,

up-to-date edition of the "Modern
Trust Company," the joint work
of F. B. Kirkbride, '89, and Sterrett.

'94

Professor W. W. Comfort, of

Cornell University, has in press for

Everyman's Library (J. M. Dent

and Sons, London) "Four Roman-
ces of Chretien de Troyes." The

volume will consist of a prose

translation of the four earliest

Arthurian romances extant: Erec

et Enide, Cliges, Yvain, and Launce-

lot. An introduction, a bibliog-

raph}^, and notes accompanj^ the

text.

'96

A fourth child, Ellen Morris

Scattergood, was bom to J. Henry

and Anne T. Scattergood on Jan-

uary 24th, 1914.
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Dr. Arthur F. Coca is doing

research work at the University of

Cornell Medical College, New York

City.

'97

Dr. Francis N. Maxfield has been

conducting Dr. Jones' course in

Psychology at Haverford during

the latter' s absence as a University

Minister at Harvard. Dr. Maxfield

is Instructor of Psychology and

Assistant Director of the Psycholog-

ical Clinic at the University of

Pennsylvania. The Psychological

Clinic was started by Professor

Witmer in 1896 and makes a spe-

cialty of the examination of back-

ward and defective children.

'99

Malcolm A. Shipley, Jr., is Rec-

tor of Trinity Church, 707 Washing-

ton St., Hoboken, New Jersey.

Ex- '01

H. S. Langfield has an article in

the January Psycliological BitUctiii

on "Text-Books and General

Treatises."

'02

C. Linn Seller and family moved
to New York during February.

Seller's new address is 12 Gramercy

Park, New York.

A. G. H. Spiers was elected to

the Executive Council of the Mod-
em Language Association of the

Middle States and Maryland at

their last annual meeting.

Charles Wharton Stork read a

paper at the last meeting of the

Modern Language Association,

upon " The Influence of the Popu-

lar Ballad on Wordsworth and

Coleridge."

'03

Rev. Enoch F. Hoffman, pastor

of the Norris Square Methodist

Episcopal Church in Kensington,

has been taking a prominent part

in the recent agitation against prev-

alent conditions in Moyamensing

prison. Mr. Hoffman also served

as a Grand Juror for the January

term of the Criminal Courts.

'05

Sigmtmd Spaeth has an inter-

esting article in the February issue

of the new magazine Vanity Fair,

entitled, "New Operas with New
Themes." The subject is treated

with the impartiality of an active

musical experience. Operas which

have already had their premieres

this season are Strauss' s " Rosen-

kavalier," and Itali Montenezzi's
" L'AmoredeiTre Rey," while those

to come areVictor Herbert's " Made-

leine," Charpentier's "Julien," and

Wolf-Ferrari's " L' Amore Medico."

Mr. Spaeth finds the outlook hope-

ful, especially in so far as tragedy

seems to be giving way to a comic

motif. Only the last two of the

operas named are tragedies. Mr.

Spaeth has also been contributing

to recent issues of Life.
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Leslie B. Seely is giving a course

of lectures on Physics at the Wag-
ner Free Institute, Philadelphia.

'06

The 1906 class reunion was held

at college the 23rd of December.

Roderick Scott sent in his resigna-

tion as Secretary-Treasurer and

W. H. Haines was elected in his

place. T. K. Brown, Jr. continued

as President. Those present were

;

Bainbridge, Brown, Carson, Dick-

son, Ewing, Haines, Hopper, Lind-

say, Morris, Mott, Pleasants,

Smile}', Stratton, Taylor and Tun-

ney.

'07

Charles C. Terrell, having com-

pleted a graduate course in Agri-

culture at Ohio State University, is

now farming at New Vienna, Ohio.

Ernest Fuller Jones is a Forest

Ranger in the U. S. Forestry Ser-

vice,with headquarters at Sheridan,

Montana. He expects, however, to

be transferred from this post short-

ly. Jones was in Philadelphia for

a day or two the latter part of

January, on his way West after a

vacation at his home in Maine.

M. H. March has announced his

engagement to Miss Susan B. Rich-

ards of Pottstown, Pa.

H. Evans, F. D. Godley, S. J.

Gummere, W. H. Haines, J. P.

Magill, J. W. Nicholson, Jr., W.
R. Rossmaessler, E. R. Tatnall and

W. B. Windle.

'08

The youthful Progressive Party

can number several Haverford

men among its most ardent sup-

porters. J. Passmore Elkinton has

been elected chairman of the re-

centh" organized Progressive League

of Delaware Cotmty. Gifford Pin-

chot addressed a public meeting

held under the auspices of the

League at Media on January 22d.

Charles L. Miller has been elected

President of the Lancaster County

Humane Society, an institution

which is carrying on fine work deal-

ing with the prevention of child and

animal cruelty in that district.

Miller has also been recently

elected a director of the Lancaster

Chamber of Commerce.

T. Morris Longstreth is acting as

Musical Critic, in Philadelphia, of

the Chicago Grand Opera Com-
pany, for the Musical Courier of

New York.

Carroll T. Brown has been elected

editor of the W estonian.

The following members of the

class were present at the Alumni

Dinner: A. E. Brown, P. W. Brown,

'08 will hold its annual dinner

at Haverford on Fridaj^, March

6th, 1914.
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'09

Percival B. Fay has accepted an

offer to teach at the University of

California next year.

Burritt M. Hiatt has accepted

the position of Advertising Mana-

ger for the Woman's Home Com-

panion and will move shortly to

New York from his present resi-

dence at Swarthmore.

Smith,

Mason

and

CloWer

TAILORS
'10

The engagement of Miss Mary
Pynchon Cleave and George Allen

Kerbaugh has been announced.

Miss Cleave is the daughter of Mr.

and Mrs. Ernest J. Cleave of Cres-

cent, Pennsylvania.

1221 Walnut Street

Philadelphia

Suits and Coats $25 to $50

C. D. Morley, with Doubleday

Page and Co. since last October, is

editing for them the Bookseller'

s

Blue Book, a little handbook of in-

terest to booksellers. Morley had

an article on "Kipling" in the Feb-

ruary number of the Book News
Monthly.

Ex- '10

Announcement has recently been

made of the appointment of P. J.

Baker as vice-principal of Ruskin

College at Oxford. Baker, besides

being one of the most famous of

English track athletes, won many
friends on this side of the water by

his admirably fair defense of Ameri-

can track methods against the free

criticism which was made of them

Zimmerman's
An Improved English model, receding toe, broad

shank, low heel effect, In Russia or Wax Call

$4 to $7

The authentic fashion in "classy" shoes. Ac-
knowledged unequalled in fit and style by men
who know.

1 to 5

Mint Arcade Shops
916

Chestnut St.

1232 Market Street
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in England after the Stockholm

Olympic games. Baker holds the

Haverford record for the mile rtm

and Haverfordians will congratu-

late him upon the attainment of

this marked scholastic distinction.

'12

On Friday, February 13th, Mr.

and Mrs. H. H. Sangree, of 108

South 42nd St., Philadelphia, an-

nounced the engagement of their

daughter Joj'ce to Hans Froelicher,

Jr. Hans is teaching at the Oilman

Country School, Roland Park, Md.

To quote from the columns of a

recent number of the Gilman

News: "On January 10th the

faculty was humbled by the Var-

sity Soccer team to the tune of 7 to

1 Mr. H. Froelicher shot the

Faculty's goal."

On February 4th, Mr. and Mrs.

Alfred J. Vollrath, 1512 Pine St.,

Phila., announced the engagement

of their daughter Mildred to Her-

bert M. ("Bert") Lowry, 60th and

Elmwood Sts., West Phila. "Bert"

is with the Lowry Coffee Co., while

Miss Vollrath is a student at

Vassar College.

In his capacity of AssistantSecre-

tary and Acting Sales Manager of

the Hamilton "Watch Company,

Robert E. ("Bob") Miller has just

returned from an extended business

trip to practically all the larger

cities of the East, Middle West, and

Canada. During the trip Miller de-

livered an address on '

' Advertising
'

'

as the guest of the Cleveland Adver-

tisers' Club, one of the largest and

most prominent of American busi-

ness men's clubs.

Miller is now Advertising Mana-

"Careful Handling and Quality"

Send us Your Suitings to be

Dry-Cleaned, Scoured

and Pressed
At Reasonable Rates

Our College Agent

Mr. I. Thomas Steere

Massage Manicuring Chiropodist
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Bellevue-Stratford

Barber Shop
H. Aug. Motz, Proprietor

TURKISH BATHS

For Gentlemen $1.00, 6 Tickets for $5.00

INSURANCE
Fire or Burglary Insurance on Students' per-

sonal effects while at College or elsewhere.

Tourists' Floating Insurance on personal ef-

fects against all risks in transit, in hotels,

etc., both in this countrj' and abroad.

Automobile Insurance covering damage to car
and liability for damage to property or for

injuries to persons.

Longacre & Ewing
Bullitt Building 141 S. Fourth St.,

Philadelphia
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ger of the Hamilton Watch Com-

pany, and in this capacity it is in-

teresting to note an article by him

on "Advertising" in the January

issue oi Prill tei's Ink.

Kenneth A. ("Dusty") Rhoad

was the presenter of the "Haver-

ford Cup, " a trophy recently given

to the Swarthmore Prep. School by

Haverford men who are interested

in the school. It is to be an annual

award and, so far as possible, to

correspond to the award of the

Class Spoon at Haverford.

"Bill" Roberts is recovering,

from an operation for appendicitis

recently performed at the Jefferson

Hospital. Walter H. ("Buck")

Steere is also out and about after a

recent operation likewise performed

in Philadelphia.

S. K. Bcebe will move to Cincin-

nati shortly. It is reported that

Stace is intending a change of

business.

C. T. Moon is now in the emplo}^

of J. E. Rhoads & Son, Leather Belt-

ing, Phila., Wilmington and Chica-

go-

'13

1913 was represented at the

Alumni Banquet by Crosman, Cur-

tis, Diament, Maule, Tatnall, Webb,

E. F. W^inslow, Young.

News comes to us from Penn that
" Sook" Howson has been using his

natatorial abilities to better pur-

pose than ever permitted by the

narrow confines of our own pool.

A regular member of the swimming

team, he has placed frequently' in

recent meets.

Pyle, Imnes
b Basbieri

TAIl>OR^
<*' Ton. ^o
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Clothes

Our store is now
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Cbitorial Comment

WHERE is Ulster, Kikiyu or Zabern, and how have they figured

in recent events? Who is your Senator at Washington?

Of the 176 men at Haverford we doubt if there are ten

who could take part at a dinner conversation—not intelligently—but

passably well on these topics. Yet the papers are filled with Home Rule

and Mexico, while pictures of the Bishops of Mombasa, Uganda and

Zanzibar along with popular accounts of the Conference at Kikiyu and

its aftermath filled pages of the Graphic and Illustrated London News.

If college men show such indifference to current events, we may judge

the apathy of the country at large. That the effect of this apathy is

disastrous no one can doubt who has seen how easily the populace fall

prey to the jingo press, how uncertain municipal and local politics are,

and how strained are the relations between America and the foreign

powers.

For instance, if the public had kept themselves informed as to condi-

tions in California and the Far East, the trouble with Japan would have

never taken place. But since the pubhc, who in the last analysis deter-

mine local and foreign politics, are so indifferent to informing themselves,
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they can scarcely be expected to form a sane judgment when called upon

in a crisis.

This state of ignorance is natural on the part of the populace, but

that college men should be making no effort is inexcusable.

Some of you will say you have no time to spend on such questions.

What you do at Haverford is a matter of choice ; if you choose things less

worth while it is not only your loss but Haverford's also. In the end,

however, it is not a question of time; it is an attitude of mind.

For instance, you spend ten minutes a day perusing the sporting,

society and joke columns of a newspaper. Just start in by spending

one minute out of the ten, reading the headlines, if nothing more, of

foreign dispatches, poHtical articles, and editorials. Soon you will be

going to the Hbrary to pore over the London Times, the Nation or the

Contemporary Review with as much avidity as you read McClure's and
Harper's Weekly. Then there are the Mission Study Classes, Civic

Club and public lectures at College and in town.

The benefits of following current events are manifold. Life will be

more interesting; life will hold more for you because you will be a bigger

man yourself. By widened interests you join the ranks of cosmopolitan,

world-citizenship : a man who thinks in terms of world import. You will

be equipped to take an intelligent part in the humanitarian and intellec-

tual movements of the day. In whatever circle you enter, you will be

able to feel at home; you will have lost the stigma of provincialism.

Finally this broadened attitude will raise Haverford to an unique

position. It will be the institution of America which to the advantages

of a small college will add the vigor and breadth of interest and vision

which are supposed to be the heritage of the large universities.

We at Haverford have received much from the past ; let us add some-

thing now for the future. Surely Haverford has not stopped growing?

It is for us to answer.



Genius! anb ^atfiolosp

By William H. Chamberlin, '17.

ANY centuries ago the Roman poet Juvenal expressed an ideal of

the ancient world in the epigrammatic phrase; "Mens sana

in sano corpore," "the sound mind in the sound body." The
implied connection between mental and physical health and strength was

one of the fundamental principles of Greek and .Roman civilization.

The physical deformity of Socrates undotibtedly did much to prejudice

the Athenians against his teachings. And this belief that a healthy

body is a most necessary basis for a powerful mind is very prevalent at

the present time. Nor is it possible to deny that, in the case of the

ordinary man, success in life is largely dependent upon good physical

condition. But when we apply this rule to that small and aristocratic

group of men known as geniuses we are confronted by some very different

considerations.

In the first place, what are the emotions which physical disease and

pain produce in the human mind? Obviously they are all passions of

sombre hue, such as rage, grief, disgust, and irritation. But is it not the

distinguishing mark of genius to be able to portray and preserve, whether

in literature, music, painting or sculpture, as many of the human emo-

tions as possible? And, if this is the function of genius, is not the world

indirectly enriched by every novel experience, however bitter and painful,

which befalls the great poet or artist ? Certainly the spiritual gifts which

suffering brings to a strong and noble mind are many and manifest. It

inspires a certain subtle delicacy of thought and feeling, it prevents the

soul from sinking into smug and petty self-complacency and, above all, it

brings the sufferer into closer sympathy with the millions of his fellow-

beings who are laboring under the burden of some great affliction. More-

over, intense physical pain develops the latent heroism in a genuinely

noble soul; the strong man, in meeting and overcoming his affliction,

reaches heights of courage and exaltation which he would otherwise never

have dreamed of attaining. A few illustrations may help to make these

points clear.

Early in life, at the very zenith of his career, the composer Beethoven

was stricken with complete deafness. Thismisfortune, v/hich might have

crushed a weaker man, only developed the sturdy Teutonic resolution in

Beethoven; and his last warks, composed under the double handicap of

physical infirmity and very insufficient means of technical expression

(for the pianos of that day were far more limited in range than they are
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at present), show an almost prophetic vision of the music of the future.

Perhaps his affliction, cruel and terrible as it was, helped materially in

bringing out the tremendous strength and dignity of his character.

In 1857 Wagner's physical condition, according to the extreme

advocates of Juvenal's theory, should have prevented him from produc-

ing an5rthing of consequence. The stomach trouble which had always

troubled him more or less had reached an acute stage, giving him constant

pain, and even affecting his eyes. But this intense physical suffering,

instead of causing him to succumb and retire to a sanatorium, only served

to bring out the highest creations of his mighty genius, the opera, " Sieg-

fried," and the immortal last act of "Tristan and Isolde." And, in the

case of Wagner, it is noticeable that, when the sufferings of this period

were largely terminated by the patronage and favor of the King of

Bavaria, his work lost materially in power and vigor. "Parsifal," his

last opera, despite its mystical and religious exaltation, certainly does not

possess the bold sweep and magnificent freedom of "Tristan and Isolde"

and the Nibelungen Ring.

But the examples of Beethoven and Wagner are not, perhaps, the

most illuminative in the present question. Both these composers had

certain theories of art, to which they rigidly conformed, and which were

not in the least altered by the vicissitudes of their private lives. For

instance, when Wagner pictured the bright, joyous, beautiful character

of his hero, Siegfried, no personal misfortune, however grievous, would

have led him to change the picture to a darker hue. So, passing from

Beethoven and Wagner, let us consider two men whose artistic ideals

were founded upon a very different basis. It is generally admitted that,

among all the masterpieces of music, those of Frederic Chopin are notable

for their intensely intimate and personal character. And the philosophy

of Friedrich Nietzsche has been referred to by a hostile critic as "sicken-

ing with subjectivity." Both the composer and the poet-philosopher

suffered physical anguish far beyond the lot of the average man; both

show this pathological influence very clearly in their works. According

to the ordinary and conventional viewpoint, this influence should be

altogether for the worse. A close examination will help to show how
well this assumption is verified in fact.

The life of Frederic Chopin was as pathetic as one of his own nocturnes.

Always frail and delicate, he soon developed consumptive symptoms and

died before the age of forty. Probably this circumstance has been largely

responsible for the general misconception of the nature of Chopin's music.

The average concert-goer hears, perhaps, a few of the lighter preludes,

nocturnes and valses, reads about the composer's physical weakness and
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debility and jumps to the conclusion that Chopin's compositions, while

pleasing and melodious, are entirely devoid of masculine and virile ele-

ments. No more serious mistake could possibly be made. Within

Chopin's sick and pain-racked body was enclosed the soul of a hero and a

poet; and the acuteness of his suffering only served to bring out these

heroic and poetic qualities in stronger relief. This statement is evident

from the most superficial glance at the masculine side of Chopin's music.

The most obviously martial of the PoHsh composer's works are those

which bear the title of polonaises. The polonaise was originally a stately

dance peculiar to the Polish nobility, but in Chopin's compositions this

significance is almost entirely lost, except in the rhythm. The polonaises

of Chopin are works written on a tremendous scale, almost invariably

of a martial and heroic character. One would have to seek long to find

any traces of effeminacy in the terrific octaves of the A Flat Polonaise or

in the sullen, defiant, reverberating chord masses which herald the open-

ing and close of the Polonaise in F Sharp Minor. Still it may be plausibly

argued that these mighty works were created not because of, but in spite

of Chopin's physical weakness; that, if the composer had been a man in

normal health, he would have been able to achieve still greater triumphs.

Personally I do not agree with this view. It seems to me that the very

sickness of the composer drove him to seek consolation for his weakness

and respite from his pain in musical pictures of extraordinary power and
heroism. But, conceding this point, granting that the virile side of

Chopin's music could have been written as well, or better, by a man
overflowing with health and animal vitality, there still remains a very

important phase of Chopin's art, whose very existence is so dependent

upon his sickness that it may fairly be called pathological. Two of the

most conspicuous examples of this phase are the B Minor Scherzo and the

Polonaise-Fantaisie.

Without going into technical details, the B Minor Scherzo may be

described as a hurricane of wild, unrestrained, savage passion, broken in

the middle by a melody of surpassing beauty, but closing in its original

mood of hopeless despair. The dynamic power of the composition is

immense, and, as a vivid image of every maleficent passion, it has few

rivals in the literature of music. Certainly this masterpiece of tragic art

would have lost much of its irresistible power but for the elements of

physical pain and grief which undeniably entered into its composition.

It is customary for faint-hearted and narrow-minded critics to attack this

kind of music as morbid and abnormal. They forget, or fail to under-

stand, that the same stupid and meaningless adjectives would apply with

equal force to the creations of the two great tragic dramatists of all time.
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Shakespeare and Aeschylus, to say nothing of such modem geniuses as

Schopenhauer, Flaubert and Tschaikowsky.

But the world owes a still greater debt to the pathological side of

Chopin's art in the Polonaise-Fantaisie. Opening in a mystical and
abstruse spirit, filled, at the start, with sharp cries of uncontrollable an-

guish, the composition gradually rises to a climax of heroic, defiant

optimism, which has few parallels in music. In this inspired climax we
see the true optimism; the optimism which rises above pessimism as

much as pessimism rises above the vulgar satisfaction of material ease

and comfort; an optimism only possible to a great soul wholly conse-

crated to a great ideal.

The name of Friedrich Nietzsche conjures up to the average man a

vague disturbing vision of a German philosopher who promulgated va-

rious theories subversive of religion and morality and ended his days in an

insane asylum. It is not my intention to attack or to defend Nietzsche's

peculiar and original philosophical and aesthetic ideas; I only wish to

show the strong, almost determining influence of physical suffering upon
his lifework.

In his early years Nietzsche seems to have possessed a very good

physique, his only weakness being a tendency to shortsightedness. But
he inherited from his father liability to chronic and violent headaches; and,

while serving in the Franco-Prussian War, he contracted an attack of

dysentery which had serious and permanent consequences. In his later,

creative period his health altered for the worse ; his eyes gave him a great

deal of trouble, and he was driven to take chloral and other drugs to

deaden the excruciating pain of his headaches. Disease is sometimes

considered the chief factor in his final breakdown ; but the causes of this

catastrophe seem to have been mental and psychological rather than

physical. With this brief sketch of AHetzsche's successive physical con-

ditions let us compare a more detailed outline of his philosophical devel-

opment, and see the influence of the former upon the latter.

Nietzsche, in his early and impressionable period, fell under the

magic spell of Wagner's music and wrote several brilHant essays in

defense of the composer's novel and original theories of dramatic art.

Like Wagner he was, at this period, an ardent admirer of Schopenhauer,

the most powerful and convincing advocate of the theory of absolute

pessimism. So his philosophical outlook upon life at this time was

distinctly negative. His first serious illness, which prostrated him

shortly after the first Wagner festival at Bayreuth, might reasonably

have been expected to intensify this pessimistic and negative viewpoint.

Pessimism, or a faith which renounces this Hfe in the hope of a happier
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future existence, is the logical and ordinary mental effect of disease.

But to Nietzsche, whose nature was fundamentally proud and aristocratic,

both these alternatives seemed a cowardly surrender in the face of danger.

His mental attitude under suffering is splendidly exemplified in the noble

sentence: "No invalid has the right to be a pessimist." And, translating

his proud thought into action, he turned away from the melancholy

teachings of Schopenhauer and found the solution of his problems

in the fresh and joyous spirit of the early Greek creative period. Boldly

breaking away from what he considered the decadent ideals of Schopen-

hauer and Wagner, he devoted all his powers to the development of a

philosophical system whose essential characteristic was its virile and

defiant optimism. True, it may be urged that the wild gayety that

pervades the later works of Nietzsche is often only a cloak for secret and

incurable sadness; but the very assumption of this cloak shows a spirit

not, perhaps, strictly logical and accurate, but always noble and heroic.

And, in the dark days before the tragic collapse of his mental faculties,

although the mechanical part of his intellect gave warning of the impend-

ing cataclysm, although his style becomes more violent and obscure, his

reasoning less keen and lucid, although his sense of value and proportion is

often blurred and distorted, yet his unconquered soul still chants its

heroic hymn of affirmation in response to the eternal question of the

sceptic: "Is life worth while?"

There can be little reasonable doubt that disease was the primary

element in Nietzsche's intellectual metamorphosis. He himself says:

"It was while I was sick that I became an optimist." As in the case of

Chopin, physical pain was the harsh teacher which developed his moral

and intellectual qualities to their fullest extent. And surely those who
are most adverse to Nietzsche's philosophical teachings may draw both

profit and inspiration from the contemplation of his life. Surely one

may consider his vision of the Superman a mere lyrical fantasy; one may
look upon his theory of the Eternal Recurrence as a vague and shadowy

hypothesis, without any apparent scientific foundation, and, at the same

time, grant the full meed of praise and glory to the brave soul,which, in the

midst of mental and physical torture, could cry out: "Was that life?

Well, again!"

It is hardly necessary to say that intense suffering is a blessing only

to men who are endowed with a strong and unbending will The weak

and faint-hearted are overa-helmed by it; and to them Juvenal's maxim
offers the safe haven of sane mediocrity. But to him upon whom the

spark of genius has descended every new pain only offers a new opportu-

nity of enriching the art work of humanity. The old Greeks, in a myth
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which is a favorite theme both of ancient and of modem poetry tell of

Prometheus, a divinity who disobeys the express commands of Zeus by
stealing fire from heaven and bestowing it upon the weak and suffering

races of mankind. The angry Olympian deity punishes the fearless

Prometheus by chaining him to a rock and making his liver the perpetual

prey of a vulture. Is not the story of Prometheus reproduced in every

soaring genius who dares much and suffers much ; but, bearing all his

sufferings with Stoic firmness, laughs boldly and defiantly at the impotence

of hostile fate as he sees humanity, supported by his strength and cour-

age, ever progressing—^upward.

^ B>mitt

By Donald H. Painter, '17.

The shadows fall; the twiHght slowly fades;

The crimson sunlight softly leaves the clouds;

And peaceful night the wearied earth enshrouds.

How fit an ending for the passing day!

If filled with joj', it brings a sweet repose;

If filled with sadness, how comforting a close!



Ctronicltfit for tfie Curioufi

Being Odd Bits About Philadelphia Not Generally Known

By 1915

INTRODUCTION

BOHEMIA!"—what a magic word! Productive of visions and

glamorous dreams. Epitome of our fondest and most intimately

cherished ambitions. When we see the word in a book we go

back several pages to make certain that no connection or clue

has been lost ; when we hear it spoken we prick up our ears and ingenuously

or diplomatically ask questions. How susceptible Youth is to the exotic

phrase ! How much time is spent in looking for the ever elusive place

—

" Bohemia" ! Tradition has it that it is to be found in Paris; vainly we
hope against hope to find it here in America. Some even follow up

advertisements, which announce that a certain place has "a true Bohe-

mian atmosphere," and finding that place, also find that it consists of arti-

ficiality and vulgar people. As poor Ponce de Leon deluded himself

into believing that he would find the fountain of eternal youth in a place

called Florida, scores delude themselves into believing that they will find

the eternal fountain of artistic inspiration in a place called "Bohemia."

Let it be understood once for all that " Bohemia " is not a place hut a state

of mind. Be not deceived by the tradition that "Bohemia" exists in

some out-of-the-way place and accordingly look for it in the out-of-the-

way places casually recorded in these chronicles. Remember always,

'twill bear repetition, that " Bohemia" is not a place but a state of mind.

Nor do flowing hair, eccentric garments, jabbering idiots, smoking fe-

males, and so on, constitute it. There used to be a "Bohemia" (its

members have scattered to the four winds) in a Childs' restaurant.

Blasted dreams! Exploded illusions! "Bohemia" in Childs'! Childs'-

never got any nearer to art or artists than as a setting for the epilogue

appended to "The Governor's Lady." But, if your heart still palpitates

at the magic word, may the gods bless your innocence! To satisfy your

hungry soul turn to Murger's "Bohemia," or William Dean Howell's

"The Coast of Bohemia." At all events be not misled by references to

places and people in these Chronicles For The Curious.

FIRST ITINERARY

Just out of the pale of Hell's Half-Acre there is a modest Greek

restaurant, the chief charm of which is that it is little known. Food pre-
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pared by the proprietor amd served by him is, like- this admirable gentle-

man, one of its few absolutely Greek aspects, to which may be added a

few Greeks -that dine there and a luridlithograph of the King of Greece.

A very interesting group, consisting of an editor, an instructor from the

Baldwin School for Girls, a young Greek sculptor, a student, a musician,

and a ballet dancer, gathers at tliis place every now and then. Yanni,

the proprietor, is overjoyed when they congregate, and is almost wounded
if less than three hours is spent over the meal. He stands at a respectful

distance readj^ to serve the next course, and listens to the comment and

mirth with that gracious smile of one who does not understand what is

being said. The j^oung Greek sculptor translates the orders into Greek,

and then Yanni bustles away to execute them, coming back at his leisure.

Meanwhile the antipodes are being discussed with many a sudden turn

and bathos. The ballet dancer cries for a good ballet ; the musician sug-

gests Schumann's "Carnival" as the theme and music; the sculptor out-

lines the poses.

A few solitary Greeks have come in, silently eaten their meal, and

departed in the same marble-like silence.

The language flows—Greek, French, German, English, and even

Bulgarian is being used as the vehicle of expression. Eventually Yanni

returns, and dexterously sets the strange-looking dishes before the group,

which is least of all interested in food. Sudden flights of enthusiasm

are followed by subdued conversation. Into one of these half-silences a

strange song sounds from upstairs. It is Yanni's daughter accompany-

ing herself on the piano as she sings her native Greek songs. Aroused to

enthusiasm again the group applauds. Dimitri, the young Greek sculp-

tor, rushes upstairs to urge another song in which he joins

Thus and otherwise several hours are passed without interruption or

any conventional restraint. When Yanni knows you well enough he

serves forbidden delicacies, and all drink to his health, to that of his

daughter, and that of the King of Greece. Never does the hilarity of the

evening exceed a discussion of the nature of God, or its sobriety, sugges-

tions for "CerebraUst" sonnets.

The various members of this unnamed club upon bidding Yanni

good-night separate to go their own way, refreshed to take up routine

again in office, studio, or private room.

Perhaps two are tempted by the picturesque streets to take a walk.

They find themselves in the center of the foreign quarter, with its fan-

tastic houses and strange people. Display stands, packed with motley

wares, crowd the narrow sidewalks; it seems they have-been pushed out

of the tiny unkempt shops like bunches of rags protruding from a torn
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bag. The proprietors, or their wives and children, are always ready to

serve, and may even solicit custom from the passerby. Here is a bric-

a-brac shop; here an old clothing store; there is a window stuffed with

tawdry plaster casts representing our Lord, and cheap, vividly colored

pictures of Biblical stories ; along side of this is a herb shop, in charge of

which is a wizened old woman who practices charms and spreads super-

stitions worthy of the Middle Ages. Each one of these is a storehouse of

odd information. The people that fill the street are still more pictur-

esque. All of them are of foreign origin, and talk in a foreign tongue, so that

one cannot tell where they are going or what their thoughts are. The arc-

lights make their skin appear strangely white and smooth. Their ex-

pressive dark eyes are almost weird. The spontaneity of movement and

grace of the women is astonishing. Children scream, yell, and laugh as

they run about playing in the street. Louise Norton's line, " They never

were young and they never will be old, " is forcibly brought home to even

the most casual observer; the faces of the parents and their children are

strangely alike

Suddenly one finds oneself in a different atmosphere. The Radical

Library is not far away, and one sees Jewish and Russian students going

to or returning from their self-imposed studies. Within a square is the

cafe haunt of the "radicals." CHmbing up a narrow flight of stairs to the

second floor you find yourself in a smoke-filled, people-filled room. Your
entry is not observed. Everybody is devoutly listening to Emma Gold-

man, who at last has gotten permission to speak in Philadelphia on

Sunday. Yiddish and Russian are the languages you hear—ascetic en-

thusiasm is the mood.

Aside from being the present rendezvous of anarchists, this place is

sacred to the memory of Voltairine De Clere, who not many years ago

led an army of unemployed to City Hall, which expedition, although

ineffectual, was the most fantastic demonstration ever made in Philadel-

phia. Voltairine De Clere was more than merely a wild anarchist leader;

as yet unpublished are a number of poems and short stories by her, which

with natural art express the struggle and effort of the modem laboring

class. She is, moreover, the underlying character in a book by Hutchins

Hapgood. It is only a year ago that Voltairine De Clere died in Detroit, of

a fever which it seems spread from her mind to her body.

Now, however, Emma Goldman constructs her mental bombshells,

where Voltairine De Clere used to explain her philosophy. Let it be

observed that if a red rag symbolizes anarchism, the bull that becomes

enraged at the red rag must be the "present order." Emma Goldman,

model for Mrs. Pankhurst, is the least interesting although the best known
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visitor. In one corner you see Lurie, the famous Russian editor, who
after prisons in Russia and exile in Siberia, sought refuge in America. No
EngHsh-writing editor can equal Lurie in keenness or resource. Many
others as interesting could be mentioned, but you become almost hypno-

tized as you listen to the ascetic crowd, even if you cannot understand

the language they speak—if, indeed, language is what they express them-

selves with! 'Tis well to set foot on solid pavement, and to hurry back

to Chestnut Street. There, at least, mental balance is never in danger,

although morals may be.

tH^earsi of <ilob

By E. C. Bye, '16.

The city's lamps are lit,

The pavements gleam with the tears of God;

Life flows with incessant stream

From east to west and west to east.

And under restless feet those tears are trod.

The stars come after storm,

The moon looks down from the silent deep;

The cross on a yearning spire,

A-drip with crystal drops of light.

Shall through the night its lonely vigil keep.

And sleep shall come to eyes.

And rest to hands in the silent time;

And sin to the craft adrift;

But tears of God in nights like this

Shall purge each hopeless derelict of grime.
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By J. Henry Scattergood, '96.

(Continued from April Issue)

THE season of 1898 brought the fourth successive defeat of Swarth-

more by Haverford, but this proved to be our last victory over

our old rivals. Between then and the close of the series in 1904,

there was one tie, but in the other five games we were defeated, two of

them being very close contests. Only four of the previous year's team were

left in college in 1898, and practically a new start had to be made. Dr.

Branson's inability longer to continue as head coach forced a change of

system back to a professional. George W. Woodruff, one of Pennsylvania's

stars and head coaches as well as the inventor of the famous "guards

back' ' plays, was secured. But as he could only give one day a week

most of the real burden fell on Captain Howard Lowry, '99, and a great

amount of conscientious work was done by him and the whole squad,

especially after a mid-season slump. But by the day of the Swarth-

more game, Nov. 19, the team that went out to Swarthmore was in

splendid condition and form, and played one of the best games ever put

up by Haverford. Swarthmore had more veterans on her team, and

was almost as good, but the slight balance in favor of Haverford developed

throughout the game, and was well represented by the final score of 12

to 0. Much of the contest was so even and the defence of both teams so

strong that no great consecutive gains could be made by either side.

Haverford 's two touchdowns were due to good generalship in the use of

two perfectly executed trick-plays at the psychological moments of the

game. The inability to make gains caused an unusual amount of kicking;

and although Farquhar, who was again captaining Swarthmore, could

slightly outkick Fox, yet the latter was wonderfully regular, and our

ends, Sharpless and Drinker, distinguished themselves in getting down
the field and tackling the Swarthmore backs before they could get

started. On the other hand the backfield work of Captain Lowry and
Fox in catching Farquhar' s punts and running them back was faultless

—

probably the best ever seen on a Haverford team—and many yards were

made up in this way. On offence Haverford made most of her gains on

line-bucking plays made possible by the "steady concerted push and

pull" of the whole team. This same "every man in every play" also

kept Swarthmore from ever looking dangerous except once, when at the

opening of the second half she carried the ball from the kick-off to

our SO-yard line. Not being able to gain much through our steadfast
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line, she tried numerous end rushes and delayed passes only to find that

our ends, too, were very well looked after. Haverford's first score came
just before the first half closed. Play had been mostly in Swarthmore
territory, Fox had kicked, and the ball was Swarthmore' s at her 15-yard

line when it was given to Haverford for foul interference. Before the

game Captain Lowry had arranged with his team that the first time they

had the ball inside Swarthmore' s 25-yard line, no signals were to be

given, but two successive plays were to be put through as quickly as

possible, namely, a trick by MifHin through the right of the line followed

by a fake buck by him through the left side, but he was to " double pass"

the ball back to Lowry for a quarterback run arotmd right end. This

whole plan came off perfectly; first Mifflin made 3 yards, and then was
apparently again ploughing his way through toward the goal-Hne with

the Swarthmore team piling on him, when suddenly Lowry appeared with

the ball tucked under his arm beautifully skirting the right end on a clear

run for a touchdown. Never was this old, but very useful, trick more

perfectly planned and executed or better timed. Lowry also kicked the

goal and the half closed with the score 5 to in our favor. The second

half was more to Haverford's advantage, but once our spectators had a

bad scare when they saw Jackson of Swarthmore on recovering a quarter-

back kick at the side Hne sprinting down the field to our goal line, only

to be called back for having stepped out of bounds as he got the ball.

About the middle of the half, Mifflin on a dela3''ed pass ran 40 yards,

Farquhar alone saving the Swarthmore goal. Later Mifflin tried a goal

from placement from the 35-yard line; the ball rolled to Swarthmore's

5-yard line where it was fumbled and Sharpless recovered it. But

Swarthmore defended magnificently and Haverford was held for downs.

However, after Swarthmore's kick out of danger and a 5-yard gain by

Wood, with the ball near the side line, another delayed pass trick was

quickly worked, Mifflin shooting down the boundary on a fine 40-yard

run for the second touchdown, from which Lowry again kicked the goal.

Although defeat was staring them in the face, Swarthmore continued to

fight hard in the remaining time, but could not get the ball out of their

territory. The best work for Swarthmore was done by Verlenden, Bell,

Seaman and Farquhar, while for Haverford the whole team played finely.

Our team was as follows:—F. C. Sharpless, '00, 1. e., W. H. Wood, '01,

1. 1., E. D. Freeman, '00, 1. g., W. A. Battey, '99, c, W. W. Chambers, '02,

r. g., H. C. Petty, '99, r. t., H. S. Drinker, Jr., '00, r. e., H. H. Lowry, '99,

q. b., and Captain, E. R. Richie, '99, 1. h. b., J. S. Fox, '02, r. h. b., S.

W. MifSin, '00, f. b. W. H. Wood, '01, was absent on account of a

death in his family.
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It should be noted that for 1898 the scoring vahies of touchdowns

and goals had been made 5 and 1 respectively, instead of 4 and 2 as they

had been since 1884.

Before the 1899 season, the coaching question was again under dis-

cussion, many feeling that Haverford should if possible return to the

volunteer Alumni coaching system. Fortunately Captain MifRin was
able to secure "Ed" Conklin, '99, one of Haverford's old players and
famous track athletes, as head coach, and more loyal work no man could

have rendered than he. By this coaching, as well as in every other way
he could, he always was at the service of his college, and so endeared him-

self to all that when he died the next year he was universally mourned.

The season of 1899 opened with the best of prospects. Not only did

Haverford have the prestige of the four straight victories over Swarth-

more, but the material of that year was the best we ever had. As never

happened before or since, a number of heavy men were in college who
were available for both line and back field. And besides that, seven of the

1898 team v/ere playing again. The team against Swarthmore on Nov.

18 was:—F. C. Sharpless, '00, 1. e., R. L. Simkin, '03
(J. E. Lloyd, '00),

1. t., E. D. Freeman, '00
(J. E. Lloyd, '00, R. L. Simldn, '03), 1. g., J. E.

Lloyd, '00 (H. Sensenig, '00), c, W. W. Chambers, '02, r. g., J. K. Worth-

ington, '03, r.t., J. L.Winslow, '01 (H. M. Hallett, '00),r.e., H. S. Drink-

er, Jr., '00 (A. J. Phillips, '03), q. b., W. W. Hall, '02, 1. h. b., J. S. Fox,

'02 Q. L. Stone, '02), r. h. b., S. W. Mifflin, '00, f. b. and Captain. Taken

as a whole the players of that year when playing in foirn and in good

physical condition were thought to constitute probably the strongest

team of Haverford's history. And yet it was a year of one of our saddest

defeats by Swarthmore. For most of the season a splendid record had

been made, but unfortunately a schedule had been arranged to include a

Franklin and Marshall game the Saturday before and a Trinity game the

Monday before the Swarthmore game! Further, most of our best

players were nursing injuries and all were a full week overtrained, so that

when they went into the Swarthmore game they were totally unfit for

the stress and strain of a struggle against one of the best teams Swarth-

more ever had before the days of her new dispensation. The kind of work

that our men could do showed itself in the first few minutes of the game,

when by superb defence, they stopped Swarthmore' s steady advances

only one foot away from the goal line, and winning the ball on downs

kicked safely out of danger. A little later they also made the first two

scores of the day, and although both of these were by lucky combinations,

yet it v/as only by brilliant work that advantage was taken of these op-

portunities. The first came about when " Bill Hall" seized the ball on a
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Swarthmore fumble and ran 85 yards for a touchdown. Hall had had a

great career at the Providence Friends' School, and while in health was a

brilliant halfback for Haverford, but a weak stomach frequently laid

him up and lessened his staying powers. The other touchdown came
from a brilliant individual play by John Lloyd, then plaj-ing centre; first

he blocked a Swarthmore kick about the middle of the field, and then

finding the ball ahead of him, instead of conventionally falling on it, he

quick-wittedly kicked it on ahead of him, soccer fashion, until he got clear

of tacklers, and then, picking it up on the full run, carried it on for a

touchdown. Thus the first twelve minutes of the game showed the

score 12 to in favor of Haverford. But our team had "shot its bolt"

thus early. Only two of its offensive plays were able to make much
gain—Freeman on a "guardsback" crossbuck, and Bill Hall arotmd the

right end. And these gave out when the weak ankles of Freeman and

Fox were hurt again, the former so that he could not run at all and later

had to stop altogether, the latter so that he kept back all the interference.

From then on Haverford's attack was powerless and she could do Httle

but kick—at first by Fox and later by Mifflin, and many of these were

run back. Swarthmore, on the other hand, played magnificently, the

clockwork thoroughness and compact interference of all the plays show-

ing the master hand of George Brooke's coaching. The veteran Farquhar,

captaining for his third successive year, was again at fullback and kicked

better than ever, the light-haired quarterback Hall seemed to be every-

where and ran his team admirably, the halfbacks Beard and Jackson ran

very well, while W. J. Clothier, Stewart and Downing in the line especially

were towers of strength. Another feature that was fatal to Haverford's

defence was the all too frequent muffing of Swarthmore' s punts in our

back field. Over and over again our desperate defence forced Swarth-

more to kick and the catch was missed, the ball often being recovered by
Swarthmore. There is nothing that can take the heart out of a team like

this, and especially in the overwrought condition of our 1899 team this

factor alone was enough to lose the game. In justice to Fox, on whom
the backfield work largely rested, it must be said that his ankle was so

weak that he really could hardly hobble into position to get to the kicks.

He ought to have been replaced long before he was by Stone—^who, by the

way, played very well and made one 20-yard run—but his work had been

such a mainstay the year before and during the whole of the season, that

it seemed as if all must be over if he were taken out. Captain Mifflin,

Drinker (while his bad knee lasted), Sharpless and Hall all played gallant-

ly, the latter's tackling being especially notable. Swarthmore's scoring

began with a beautiful 40-yard drop-kick by Farquhar for a field goal.
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Then after several punts on each side and a fumble in our backfield, Hall

of Swarthmore made a touchdown. Another touchdown was only saved

by the calling back of the teams because of Haverford's off-side play.

The score at the end of the first half was 12 to 1 1 in Haverford's favor, but

the play had been mostly to the advantage of Swarthmore. In the second

half, as in the 1894 game, our slaughter took place. Three more touch-

downs, one by Jackson and two by Farquhar, and a placement field-goal

by Farquhar were made, and the score was taken to 12 to 34. It was
only a question of how much the superior Swarthmore team could make
in the time with its splendid brush-tackle plays and kicks aided by our

continued muffing. The memory of that last half is: to Haverford, a

hazy mist of crippled players changing places, of hopes becoming for-

lorn, of gains and kicks and fumbles all bringing the ball nearer and
nearer to our goal, a score, and then all over again ; to Swarthmore, the

splendid playing of her fine team, the glorious triumph over her old rival,

the returning of victory after four long years, and a mighty celebration.

The very feeHngs we had had on that same field in 1895! Such are the

turns of Fortune's wheel that ever make sport exciting.

Change was again made to a professional coach for training the

Haverford teams of 1900 and 1901, the choice being John H. Minds,

who had captained Pennsylvania's team of 1897. He understood the

Haverford spirit well and gave faithful and efficient service. Following

the example of the big colleges, the team of 1900 began practising a few

days before College opened in the effort to make an improvement in the

fundamentals of kicking, catching and handling the ball. Unfortunately

no goal-kicker developed, and the whole season was rife with expensive

missed goals and failures at placement field-goals which made the heart

sick and which should serve as a lesson to all Haverford teams to develop

a goal-kicker. An ambitious management of 1900 altered the previous

policy of playing only eight games, and scheduled ten for the season,

including an opening game against Pennsylvania (the first time there had

been a game with the University since 1887), and two midweek games.

This mania for playing big colleges, and many of them, reached its height,

however, the following year, 1901, when no less than twelve games were

played, including Princeton, Indians, Columbia, Lehigh, Dickinson,

Ursinus, and F. & M. ! Two games a week was the regular program

and of course there was no rest and very little fun in the season. In-

juries were necessarily numerous and Haverford won only two games.

The following year, 1902, the number was reduced again to ten games, but

both Princeton and Pennsylvania were again played. In 1903 we re-

turned to the eight-game schedule, but Pennsylvania was again included,
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this being the last time Haverford has played the University. For-

tunately in these seasons Haverford learned her lesson to stick to her own
class and the short-lived craze of the "big" schedule disappeared, let us

hope, for ever. But every few years some especially ambitious manager

is likely to crop up who may think that " Haverford is making progress

in football as well as in other departments of the College, and that the

time has now come to show the Alumni our advancement in this direction

by playing games with several larger institutions than heretofore sched-

uled."* If such ever appears, turn him loose on football history and

let him learn the lessons of the past. A small college pursuing the policy

of playing big colleges and those out of its class must either endure being

beaten and often maimed and "used as a good thing generally" for the big

fellow's practice, or it can "collect" a team of such a quality as to make a

fight and perhaps even win against the big college, and if successful, gain

wondrous newspaper glory. But such does not appeal to Haverford,

and may she ever realize her class and stick to it, and play the game under

conditions where there can be some fim in it. And to do this she has

fotmd that no more than seven or eight games at the most should be

scheduled. The most important consideration is good physical condition,

the fundamental cause of keenness, enjoyment of the game and good

playing, and this is not possible for a small college squad with a heavy

schedule.

But we must come to the Swarthmore game of 1900. It was played

at Swarthmore on Nov. 24 before a crowd of 3,500 people (in spite of

cold, drizzly weather), and was won by Swarthmore 10 to 17, in one of the

closest games of the whole series. Haverford' s team was as follows:

—

W. H. Grant, '02, 1. e., W. H. Wood, '01 (L. M. Perkins, '04), 1. 1., W. W.
Chambers, '02, 1. g., R. J. Ross, '02, c, R. L. Simkin, '03, r. g., J. K.

Worthington, '03, r. t., S. A. Warrington '03, r. e., A. J. PhiUips, '03,

q. b., J. L. Stone, '02, 1. h. b., H. N. Thorn, '04 (C. O. Carey, '01),

r. h. b., J. S. Fox, '02, f. b. and Captain. The Pennsylvania "guards-

back" play had already been firmly implanted at Haverford, especially

the year before with Freeman and "Buck" Chambers carr3nng the ball.

Naturally Minds made no change, and our attack consisted largely of

variations of these plays with fullback Fox and Chambers, Simkin,

Wood and Worthington of the line running with the ball, while Stone,

Fox and Thorn made end runs. Stone was especially fast at this and

made many splendid runs throughout the season. Swarthmore' s most

important ground-gaining play was when Downing her captain and very

heavy left guard carried the ball also on "guards back." He kept his

*Haverfordian Editorial.
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feet wonderfully well and the whole Swarthmore team seemed to get be-

hind him and push. Our men would not play low enough to upset him
and Battersby, as they came through the line on these plays. Although

not in bad physical condition, Haverford was not as strong as the heavier

Swarthmore team and gradually was worn down by these line-pushes in

the second half. Haverford had all the best of the game for the first

half and the early part of the second, but lost out in the last thirty min-

utes when Swarthmore found out how high our tall line was playing.

The first touchdown was made by Stone on a fine end run for 25 yards.

Fox missed the goal. There was much exchanging of punts between Fox

and Battersby. During this half Stone, Chambers, Simkin and Fox were

our chief ground-gainers, while Swarthmore could do very little but kick.

The score at the end of the first half was: Haverford 5, Swarthmore 0.

Early in the second half the most spectacular play of the game occurred

:

Swarthmore by successive gains had carried the ball to Haverford's 20-

yard line, when Walter Wood got the ball on a Swarthmore fumble and
made a pretty run of 35 yards, but being unable to keep his lead and

seeing Battersby of Swarthmore rapidly overtaking him, passed the ball

to Fox, who carried it 40 yards further, being downed on Swarthmore's

15-yard line. Worthington and Fox then advanced the ball 12 yards

and Stone skirted the right end for a second touchdown. Fox again

missed the goal. Score: Haverford 10, Swarthmore 0. From this point

on a complete change came over the game, Swarthmore keeping posses-

sion of the ball most of the time. Downing, Battersby and Stewart

steadily advanced the ball on mass pushes through the line with an

occasional gain around the ends. Three touchdowns were made in less

than thirty minutes, from which two of the goals were kicked. Haver-

ford made a spurt in the last five minutes, winning the ball on downs, on

her 25-yard line, and Carey, who substituted for Thorn, made two good

end runs. It was heartrending to lose this game toward its close after

it had been so well in hand, but Haverford had to thank for it Downing's

ability to keep his feet while he was pushed for one small gain after

another, and her own lack of a sufficiently low defence, and the requisite

"ginger " to win. Each team in fact was stronger in offence than defence,

and when given the ball was nearly sure to gain. The result, therefore,

depended greatly on the possession of the ball, and in the second half

Swarthmore was strong enough to keep it almost all the time. The

game was not only one of the closest of the series, but was played with

fine feeling on both sides.

As a matter of history it may be of interest to note here that Associa-
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tion or " Soccer" football was introduced into Haverford in the winter of

1900-1901.

The season of 1901, as already stated, was the most ambitous one

Haverford ever imdertook. Twelve games were played, including several

big colleges. Into most of them Haverford could not put her regular

team on account of the numerous injuries received, and as a result only

two games were won. But in spite of this the season ended strongly

with a magnificently played game against Swarthmore which resulted

in a tie 6 to 6. It was played at Haverford on Nov. 23, and rain fell

almost without cessation dviring the entire game. Notwithstanding the

weather some 3,000 persons saw the game, and the grand stands, erected

for the first time on Walton Field, were full. It may be of interest to

note here that the wooden stand which has stood on the west side of the

field until this year was the chief one of those erected for the Swarthmore

game of 1901. It has now given way to the imposing new permanent

stand just erected through the generosity of Horace E. Smith, '86 in

memory of his brother, and which will be first used next autumn in

connection with the newly laid out field. This use of grandstands, al-

though advisable from a manager's financial point of view, removed in

part at least one of the happiest features of the old Swarthmore games.

For there used to be no better opportunity during the year for a general

mixing of Haverford Alumni than through the surging up and down the

ropes during that game. Ever>'body met everybody else, and many an

old friend was seen, who would have been missed if all had had regular

ticketed seats. Another innovation in recent seasons to interfere with

this intermingling of those who still prefer to walk around rather than go

to the stands, is the permitting of automobiles to go right up against the

ropes, so that no one can go in front of them. For the sake of the "good

old times," and to make the future Swarthmore game as much like the

old as possible the present writer strongly urges that provision be

made, if possible, for Alumni to move up and down the side ropes if they

wish. This could still be possible in a limited way even if the crowds

should be so much greater than ever before that it may be necessary to

erect temporary slopes for those who stand, so that the many back rows

can see over the heads of those in front. But such problems are for the

future managers to solve, and we must return to our game of 1901.

The Haverford team was as follows:-—^J.
L. Stone, '02, 1. e. and Captain,

W. E. Cadbury, P. G., 1. t., J. K. Worthington, '03, 1. g., R. J. Ross, '02,

c, W. W. Chambers, '02, r. g., R. L. Simkin, '03, r. t., W. H. Grant, '02,

r. e., A. J. Phillips, '03, q. b., H. W. Jones, '05, 1. h. b., H. N. Thorn, '04,

r. h. b., J. S. Fox, '02, f. b. The team was coached by John H. Minds

—
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his second year—and played the same style of game as the year before.

Swarthmore had as her captain the veteran quarterback Hall, with Stew-

art again at full back and an excellent line, although mostly of new men.

The game could not have been closer or more thrilhng. In the first half

neither side scored, although three attempts at field goals failed, the first

by Haverford on Swarthmore's 15-yard Une after terrific playing soon

after the start of the game, and two by Swarthmore on Haverford's

30- and 20-yard lines, the latter one being blocked by Worthington who
recovered the ball for Haverford. During this half the ball was well

advanced for Haverford by Grant, Chambers and Fox, and for Swarth-

more Marter made several gains, and on one occasion got through our

team for 25 yards, being finally tackled by Thorn in the backfield on our

20-yard Hne. There was much exchanging of kicks between Fox and

Smith. In the second half for a time the play was much the same, the

two teams alternately gaining and being held for downs or kicking. Then

with the ball on Haverford's 45-yard line came the most spectacular play

of the game when Thorn made one of the great historic runs in Haverford

football history. For some time before that our attack had been mostly

against the line with guardsback formations, when suddenly Thorn was

given the ball for an old-fashioned run around right end. At the start

he circled very widely and seemed about to be thrown for a loss, but turn-

ing abruptly inside the end he ran for 65 yards, dodging through the

very midst of the opposing team for a touchdown, amidst tremendous

excitement. Fox kicked the goal. Almost at the end of the half

Swarthmore got the ball on Haverford's 40-yard line. Hall made IS

yards on a trick play. A quarterback kick brought them 10 yards

nearer Haverford's goal. Then they received 10 yards more for Haver-

ford's offside play. Then Stewart plunged through the line the remaining

5 yards for a touchdown and Hall kicked the goal, saving the game for

Swarthmore. In the few minutes that remained, neither side scored and

the game was a tie, 6 to 6. The whole Haverford team played splendidly

individually and as a team. The best of good feeling prevailed, as is

reflected in an interesting editorial in the Haverfordian of that time;

—

" But scores become less significant in the face of truer results. When
Swarthmore applauds the rise of a fallen opponent; when Haverford

permits no cheering to interfere with Swarthmore' s signals ; when President

Birdsall is so thoughtful as to telegraph ' Thanks for courteous treatment

and congratulations for Haverford's plucky game' ; and when Haverford

winds up the season that has meant so much of personal exertion and

sacrifice with a ' long and fast for Swarthmore and Captain Hall,' failure

to win is not half so keen a disappointment."
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Between the seasons of 1901 and 1902 much discussion took place

as to Haverford's football policy. There were a number of keen and
loyal Haverfordians who had caught the fever that "we must win."

They did not advocate trying to collect a good team, but they did urge

strenuously the pohcy of hiring even at a very high price the best obtain-

able coaching talent. Those who so argued believed also in the "big

game" policy which reached its height at that time. It was the same

tendency to exaggerate the importance of football that has broken cut at

one time or another at almost every educational institution, and has

been responsible for the athletic excesses which many of them have been

led into. Fortunately for Haverford, after a thorough weighing of the

whole subject, a sound conclusion was reached that "the game was not

worth the candle" if it involved paying more for the two months' services

of a football coach than most of the members of the Faculty received for

a whole year's work, who had spent many years in study in prepara-

tion for their positions; and that it was not on a healthy basis or in keep-

ing with Haverford's ideals and her measure of the worth of things, if we
could not play it for the sport and the fine training there is in it without

overestimating the mere winning or losing. The outcome of the final

conference of the Alumni, Faculty and College Athletic Committees,

therefore, was that it would be healthy for Haverford to moderate her

schedule, to go back to the Alumni Coaching System, and to keep the

game in the subordinate position in the College life in which it always had

been. To make possible the readoption of the Alumni Coaching System,

J. Henry Scattergood,'96, accepted the responsibilities of head coach for

1902, and in this work was loyally assisted by no less than twenty differ-

ent Alumni at various times in the season.

(To be concluded next month)



By Donald Beauchamp Van Hollen, '15.

THE room was alone; the furniture and all the objects had been

soothed into sleep by the dying log fire on the hearth. Not a

sound was heard except when a gust of the cold night wind set the

windows to chattering furiously or when the logs turned, snuggled closer

together for warmth and settled themselves for the night. By the faint

red glow of the fire most of the objects in the room could be distingtiished.

All the ornaments, books and pictures were in their places, and were

breathing regularly, for they had been sleeping soundly for several hours.

Over by the window-seat, however, everything was topsy-turvy. There

was no noise, but great disorder. A derby was resting uncomfortably on

the floor after trying in vain to hang himself on the leg of a chair so that

he might snatch a few hours' sleep. A suit of clothes was scattered wildly

over the window- seat and a shirt and pair of socks clung desperately to

the morris chair. All were in most awkward positions for sleeping. On
the floor the undershirt was sleepily asking the garter if he had seen any-

thing of his better half. But the garter—a descendant of the old Boston

family of Bull Dog Grip—growled back a very impolite reply. From
under the window-seat came the sound of sobbing—it was the dirty-

faced collar weeping large starchy tears and vainly asking the Left-Shoe

to step off his neck.

Suddenly a loud oath sounded on the night air: "Damn you, what

do you think you are doing anjrway?" The voice was loud and angry

and woke up everything in the room. Over on the smoking table in the

comer, on the brass ash tray the Cigarette glowed mischievously, just

long enough to enjoy the disturbance he had caused, and then winked and
went quickly out. In a thin, weak voice he began to tactfiilly apologize

to the Cigar.

"I beg yovac pardon, old top, but I really couldn't help it. You see

it wasn't my fault: Jack threw me down here and I burnt you."

"Don't you think I know you burnt me, you skinny two-for-a-

center!" said^the Cigar as he held his hand carefully over his side.

The Cigarette coughed nervously. He resented the insult of the

Cigar.

"I'll have you understand," he said, his voice trembling with pride,

"that I am the utmost a Cigarette can be and that I am a descendant of

an old Egyptian family. In the first place I told you that Jack threw me
down here beside you."
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The Cigar was about to continue his slanderous remarks when he

was interrupted by the Pipe. The latter had been roused from a smoky-

slumber by the loud yell of the Cigar and had heard the above conversa-

tion.

" But what were you doing out so late with Jack? Don't you know
it's 'way after one?"

There was a fatherly tone in the voice of the Pipe. He spoke in such

a sympathetic way that it made the Cigar and Cigarette forget their anger

and enter seriously into the following conversation.

The Cigarette tried to make an explanation: " Oh, Jack and I were

out together for a good time ; he met some old classmates and I met my
friend Rameses."

"Judging from your breath you had a very good time," remarked the

Cigar in his calculating manner of speech. " The Raths, I'll wager.

"

"Yes, we did go to the Raths after the show, and I'd like to know what
harm there is in that. It is just the place for friends to meet; there is a

spirit of good-fellowship about the place."

" Bet you went to the Cas " began the Cigar, but the Pipe inter-

rupted him and said thoughtfully: " I agree with you, my friend, there is

no harm in going to the Rathskeller, if you can drink without making a

fool of yourself. I have always had the greatest admiration for the man
who can drink and still remain a gentleman. Jack was drunk this even-

ing, wasn't he?"

The Cigarette was peeved at the question and answered hotly.

"Yes, he was dnmk, but I tell you he behaves like a gentleman even

when his feet are lighter than his head. Coming out on the train he was

quiet and didn't disturb anyone. Jack is a gentleman, I tell you, and

knows how to have a good time like a gentleman. If we want to see a

little of life and enjoy ourselves instead of sitting around all evening with

our noses in a book as you do—why, that's our business."

"What business of mine? Why, just this: Jack is as much my friend

as he is yoturs. I am a friend of the Jack who has ideals, dreams dreams

and loves his books."
" Rats!" burst out the Cigar, " dreaming dreams! What good's that

going to do a fellow? Is that going to help him in business and help him

make money? That's what a young fellow has got to know these days;

without money he might as well be a deader. Money equals power and

power equals life. That's my formvila. When Jack is with me his mind is

clear and active; he is progressive and ambitious. No pipe-dreams about

Jack and me; we do things. I know the real Jack—you fellows only

know his two weak sides—and speaking of sides, believe me, mine hurts.".
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"You fellows are mighty long-winded about the Jack that you know,"

hiccoughed the Cigarette. "He and I are friends for friendship's sake

—

none of your ideals and money-getting about us. We're above all that."

As the Cigarette finished speaking, unmistakable soimds of someone

violently sick came from the adjoining bedroom. The three friends

gathered around the ash-tray and listened smokelessly.

"A lot Jack thinks of your friendship now!" said the Cigar. " If he

caught sight of you he'd crush your sickly life out with his heel. That's

good-fellowship, is it?"

"Well, Jack will soon forget his sickness," feebly retorted the Cigar-

ette. His head was aching painfully. The fire had gone out and the

room was chilly. Nervously he shivered through his whole frame and

giving a consumptive cough, he fell into a broken sleep. The Cigar and

the Pipe continued to discuss first place in Jack's friendship.

"It is quite evident," began the Pipe, "that this puny little friend

of ours is not going to live much longer, and for Jack's sake I am very

glad. This side of his nature which appeals to the Cigarette is weak and

will in time die a natural death. I think Jack has sown his last wild

oats, don't you?"

"I am sure of it," answered the Cigar, "but seriously, old pal, don't

you think Jack and you ought to cut out this pipe-dream business; it's

a waste of time and can't help Jack get along in the world. This

bookish, fireside business makes a fellow dull. Don't you really think

so?"

"Yes, I will have to admit that too much of this 'bookish, fireside

business' is a bad thing for a young fellow and I have to fight against it.

Ideals and dreams amount to nothing if they don't move a fellow past his

morris chair. That's where yotir work comes in, it's carrying out the

ideals and dreams."

"I begin to see now," said the Cigar, "that it is possible for both of

us to be staunch friends of Jack's. In fact it is most necessary that we be

friends and work in double harness. How stupid of me not to have

realized it sooner Let's shake on it, old man."

"Gladly," said the Pipe as he shook hands. "I feel we've done a

good night's work. I'm ready for some sleep."

"Same here. Good night." The Cigar, holding his hand over his

burnt side, rolled over to sleep.

Jack awoke that morning with the splitting headache and other

attendant evils of a night of dissipation. With an effort—before he

could think what he was doing—he hurried himself into a cold shower,
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which greatly cleared his head. He had missed breakfast, but his

thoughtful roommate had "snitched" some rolls from the Dining Hall.

Clad in his bath-robe, with a roll in either hand, he entered the sitting-

room. As he walked towards the fire-place the first object to attract his

attention was the pale little cigarette on the ash-tray. Jack crammed one

of the rolls into his mouth and with portentous but inaudible words he

hurled the unfortunate little imp into the fire-place. He stood eyeing

the pipe and cigar approvingly for a moment and then, seizing a Math,

book from the table, he dropped into a chair and began "boning" for

the first hour.

By Robert Gibson, '17.

Faintly first without a warning

Fall from out the leaden sky.

Faintly strike and striking melt,

Scarcely seen and scarcely felt.

Thicken, thicken, as they quicken,

Ermine robe on sable sky.

Mutely clinging, mutely mounting,

As they downward, downward ply.
j

Silence! silence undisturbed.

All the noise and turmoil curbed,

By the falling, gentle falling of the snow.

Quiet ! quiet has uprisen.

Mother Earth has stopped to listen,

Nature trembling hears.

For above in regions airy.

Weeps a sad and lonely fairy,

—

These her tears.
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ByG. C. Theis, 'IS.

THERE are still those who maintain that all forms of the dance are

immoral. To many of us who never come in contact with such

this seems almost incredible Where does the idea of im-

morality come from? It is said that all the ideas of the Puritans are

colored by, if not derived from, the seething hell fires conceived by John

Milton, but this one Puritan idea cannot be derived from our grim por-

trayer of the rewards of sin, for the very same Milton admonishes us

joyously,

"Come, and trip it as you go

On the light fantastic toe."

Yet, the idea that the dance is immoral most surely had its origin

in that sternly religious period of Praise God Barebones and his kind,

when all earthly and natural pleasures were renounced. The very thing

that formerly had been an essential element of religion was then con-

demned by religion itself. And why? One wonders! Ye gods! (es-

pecially Bacchus and Dionysus) the inconsistency of moral codes cries out

loud.

What is the immorality of the dance? Why should it be worse that

people should enjoy the sensation of motion in a colorful ballroom or on

the stage than that they should enjoy the sensation of motion in walking

or in swinging? And if the dance is not immoral, need it be moral? Is

it moral ? Suffice it, it is an art—neither moral nor immoral. The dance

is primitive—it is the expression of sensation and of emotion. Watch
the palpitating, breathless bodies give themselves up in abandonment to

sensation. Perhaps it is a violent expression of sensuality : perhaps it is

a flowing, graceful rhythm. Withal it is beautiful, actual, alive. To see

youth and physical beauty in a wild riot or constrained into even rhythm
calls forth sensations as true as those of exhilaration in skating on a cold

day, of those of lassitude in relaxing on a bed of moss in the woods.

The dance is temporary. The motion has been made and is forever

lost—but it has had its beauty and its joy. So often Art is defined (how

futile) as the representation of reality and beauty. Why a representa-

tion? Why not a reality and a beauty in itself? That is what the dance

is. It is doubly art; it creates and interprets at the same time. It is life

itself—^the bodies are alive, their beauty is real, the motions are real. They

express real and beautiful things : pure abandon, love—^ideal or sensual,

animal fierceness, simple grace, joy, or grief. No one objects to so natural
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a sensation as simultaneous rhythm between bodies ; no one denies the thrill

of physical contact. And what is the dance but these ? It exists as life

does—for the moment ; it consists, as life does, of emotion and sensation.

If it is immoral, so is life.

What does not the dance underlie?—drama, music, poetry. Motion

is ihe play of man. Wagner says: "The ground of all human art is

motion. Into bodily motion comes rhythm, which is the mind of dance

and skeleton of tone." The very name of aform of poetry, the ballad, comes

from the Italian word, "ballare," meaning "to dance." But the dance

needs no proof of its reality or of its art. Not all the preachments of

moralists have abolished it. It exists now as it always has. At present

the best composers of Russia are composing ballet music. The form has

changed but not the fact.

But neither has the fact of Puritanism changed, indeed, scarcely its

forms, either. Puritanism is now attacking the changed forms of the

dance; even Catholicism, through its head, the Pope, sends out an edict

condemning one form of the dance. On all sides the "modem" dances

are being assailed as immoral. A recent convention, representing the

"learned ladies" of the land, solemnly and at great length have placed

a ban upon them. Yea ! friendships are broken over them. England is

laying itself open to Bernard Shaw through them—or can it be, that for

once Bernard Shaw and Merrie England agree?

In 1812, Lady Elisabeth Spencer Stanhope writes in a letter: " Last

night at a ball the Polka was danced in pubHc for the first time and people

stood on chairs and rout seats to watch it Mr. Theodore Hook
declared that the 'obnoxious dance was calculated to lead to the most

licentious consequences' The Sporting Magazine subsequently

denounced the dance which, 'to the disgrace of sense and taste has pro-

truded itself upon the whole circle of the fashionable world a will-

corrupting dance A com^poimd of immodest gestiires and infectious

poison' "

Who woiM apply such terms to the Polka now?

But be all of this as it may, the present decade remains dance mad,

and in two cases misdirectedly mad. The Greek Dance revival and the

Folk Dance revival are these two cases. Both of these belong to the

past and cannot be brought to life again. Both belong distinctly to

what they arose from and it is idiotic fadism to try to transplant them.

The Greek dances! What are they? The Greek tragedies! What
are they? Can we write Greek tragedies now? We! who can't even act

them ! No more than that Greek tragedies can be written now can Greek

dances be danced now. Reverse the ages. Who can imagine the Greeks
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dancing a Russian ballet? Is it not just as impossible to dance Greek

dances now? Imagine Pavlowa going back twenty centuries and dancing

a Rubinstein Waltz on Mars Hill. Is it not as incongruous for Isadora

Duncan to dance the Greek dances behind electric lights ? True, she can

wear tunics and pose like the figures on Greek vases, but what does it

mean? She gives the outer atmosphere and does not create the inner.

She might as well wear a Greek letter fraternity pin and say that it added

a Greek touch.

But why talk of Isadora Duncan and the Greek dances? Their day
is over—except for the "Tea Kettle Tango," which is copied from Hel-

lenic vases.

The Folk Dance revival is not yet over. However, here again we
will soon hear the tedious refrain, "I told you so." Naturally the folk

dances are by no means as dead as the Greek dances. Nevertheless,

even Luther H. Gulick, prime mover of the revival, is compelled to say in

his book on " The Healthful Art of Dancing" : "The search for traditional

dances of European peoples is a curioasly disappointing one. Cities and

villages on the well-estabhshed Hnes of travel sometimes indeed have these

dances, but in these cases they are preserved mainly of exhibition to

travellers for financial considerations. . . .bat the dances themselves have

long since been dropped and forgotten. When one baves the beaten

track and pursues his search in communities where the traveller is well-

nigh unknown, the search is almost as hopeless."

The rural life out of which the folk dance sprang is evidently chang-

ing and where it has changed the dance has changed, too. Yet, serious

efiort is being made to revive these folk dances of foreign countries in

the female college gymnasiums and the public school yards and roofs

here in America where they never were native, when it is impossible ever

to dissociate them from the districts and nationalities from which they

come. Obviously the folk dances are declining throughout the European

rural districts. Instead, the children, who have gone to the cities, bring

back with them the songs and dances from the music halls.

There has been this change and it may be regrettable. The dances

now are almost exclusively to ragtime and waltz music

Please remember that the morality of these "modern" dances has

been disposed of . . . .even as far back as 1812. . .

.

Now, what are these new dances ? That the blasphemy be over with,

let it be said quickly that these new dances are nothing but a form of

Folk Dance.

Just as the "modem" dances are considered vulgar and devoid of

grace by prudes and pedants now, so were the at present acclaimed " artis-
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tic Folk Dances" considered vulgar and devoid of grace by the corres-

ponding class of prudes and pedants, years ago (to wit the Polka in 1812).

Was there so much grace in the Folk Dances of years ago? Probably,

on the whole, as much as there is in the "modem" dances. A country

yokel doing a "quaint and simple" folk dance rarely has more grace than

a cow. Were the folk dances carried on with the simplicity and sobriety

attributed to them? 'Tis almost too trite to say that all this is a relative

matter depending upon the performer.

Many of the new dances are but variations of the graceful waltz, the

permanence of which is unquestionable. The " Boston" is as pure as its

name; the "Tango" is only impure through its name. The other class,

including the "Turkey Trot," the "Bunny Hug," the "Banana GHde,"

the "Grizzly Bear," etc., it would seem, come from the folk dances of

Brittany, Spain, and Portugal, via the West Indies, to the United States.

Their origin is undeniably negroid, but the greatest stamp on them is that

of the music hall and vaudeville theater.

They are the dances of the great American cities—originally the

underworld—and the point is they are expressive of the tenseness and
compression of this life. Their syncopation, so singularly insinuating,

has in it the rhythm of the underworld of the city. These "rags" are

heard daily by hundreds ; they belong to the cabaret, they belong to the

night life of the big cities. They are indoor dances, danced where there

is little room. The music is that of tin-pan pianos, of hurdy-gurdies, of

phonographs. Whereas previous ballroom and stage dances have

approximated the sentiments and romance of love, the new dances

approximate the acts of love.

Were a symphony written now in which the struggling and effort

of our great cities v/as expressed wotild the rhythm be that of Greek dances

or of Swedish folk dances? Would not the rhythm be that of the "rag"

which is the music half the city folk dance to, half the night? Is not the

"syncopation" of the "rags" as peculiar to ragtirae as the "sharply

accented air, with bagpipe drone, imitated in the bass" is to the Highland

Fling? The tunes come and go, but the rhythm and the dances it suggests

are constant. Play a Highland Fling to any given hundred people and

see how nearly correctly they dance a Highland Fling, but play a "rag"

to any given hundred people and see how immediate the response is.

Groups of children no longer gather around the village fiddler on the

village green and dance to "folk music," but they do gather around the

hurdy-gurdy in the city square and dance "rags."

"Oh Fiddlesticks! all the composers of ragtime do is to steal a tune

from the classics and make a rag out of it." If that be the case, and it
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frequently is, the result is merely this : the people are sifting out the dance

from the classic music, which is built upon folk music, and we have a

double proof that ragtime is merely a form of folk music. From the

people it came and to the people it went again. But, whether by so

sophistical a.proof as the above or whether by general analogy, "ragtime"

music and "rag" dances amount, after all, to a form of Folk Music and

Folk Dance.

So, "On with the dance, let joy be unconfined."

The Ballet remains—an art—a double art. The Waltz remains,

with its many variations, keeping ever that essentially Viennese atmos-

phere of inborn gaiety. The new dances of negroid origin have found

their way into the general social circles from the underworld and are the

rage of the da3^ The times are vulgar and jingly, the words are inane,

the dances are sensual and ungraceful, all of which accusations can be

made against many other forms of the folk dance. The Greek dance

revival has seen its day and even its day of revival. The Folk dance

is still being revived, but throughout the efforts to graft upon American

cities these foreign rural dances, these very cities have been evolving, in

their own way, a folk dance distinctly peculiar to themselves and, prima-

rily, peculiar to America.

§OUtf}

By Eugene M. Pharo, 'IS.

A flower blooming fresh and fair,

Called Youth, and oh! so debonair.

A sombre man with sombre frown.

In passing crushed the flower down.

A poet radiant came that way,

And stooped to where the flower lay.

It bloomed within his heart ere long;

Its fragrance sweet, the poet's song.
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Miss Annie Russell at the Little Theatre

G. C. Theis, '15.

AFTER a year of fruitless and aimless experiment Mrs, Beulah E.

Jay has turned her Little Theatre into other hands, and in these

new hands this plaj-house promises to become an institution that

will have a claim to a unique place among American theaters. Miss

Annie Russell, under whose admirable direction the Little Theater now
is, comes with a definite and commendable policy. It is her purpose to

establish a genuine repertory theater. Mrs. Ja}^ said she would do this,

but ranged from imitation to insipidity. Her most recent turn to

"thrillers" supposed to make the theater an emotional bombshell suc-

ceeded only in making it an emotional tea room. However, we are now
rid of Mrs. Jay for a while and instead of fooling around there is a definite

polic}', with a basis of substantial plays.

Miss Russell is not proposing to upset any canons of art or shoot off

new ones, but in her own words, "proposes to give classical and modern
comedies which have a just claim to the intelligent playgoer." Previous

productions have already demonstrated her ability to do this. Being

familiar with Miss Russell's work the disappointments associated with the

Little Theater were forgotten, and on the opening night everybody en-

tered the quaintly decorated lobby in a receptive and kindly mood.

The feeling of intimacy and comfort was predominating in the theater.

When the curtain went up on "The School For Scandal" it was evident

that plajr, spirit, and theater were congruous. Seeing Sheridan's satiri-

cal comedy so well presented, was like getting a glimpse into the 18th

century. One almost expected to find that one's neighbor was a fox-

hunting squire or other character of the period ; the spirit was so vivid on

the stage that it spread out into the audience. Everyone upon leaving

the theater felt that at last this playhouse had found its proper level.

The Little Theater is now worthy of support. Relative to this from

student playgoers Miss Russell said :

" I am not going to follow a highbrow

policy, but hope to draw support from the intelligent playgoer. Among
these the students ought to be ; they of all are in a position to appreciate

the classical comedies." This is borne out by the endorsement of Clayton

Hamilton and Brander Matthews, who have both recommended students

to see Miss Russell's performances. The English speaking theater public

is hardly aware of the fact that there are any English classics besides
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Shakespeare. All prochictions out of the way of the current are devoted

to the presentation of "modern" drama, meaning by that something "ad-

vanced" orhighstrung. Miss Russell's venture is not concerned with any
such studies in pathology and unrest. Instead it is based upon the sane,

wholesome English classic comedies, and hers is the only company that

produces them today. The Germans and the French keep their classics

alive; wh)- shouldn't it be possible for the English to do the same? Miss

Russell has all the critical and academic approval in her attempt.

W. P. Eaton writes: "If you want future good things at your local

theater patronize present worth. When she comes to your city see

Annie Russell." Miss Russell has not alone come to our city, but if

adequate support is given she will stay there, and Philadelphia will have

a theater on a par with the Kammerspiel of Berlin, the Burg Theater of

Vienna, the Antoinc of Paris, the Gayety of Manchester, the Abbey of

Dublin, and the Little Theater of London. Unless defeated by a lack of

support Miss Russell will establish in Philadelphia a playhouse that is not

alone unique for this country, but also a plaj'house devoted to the best

ideals of dramatic art. Louis Sherwin, keenest and usually the most

rancorous critic in New York, says: "Miss Russell is rendering a real

service as well as giving performances that give genuine pleasure to

lovers of high comedy." Nor need we go as far as New York or even

Philadelphia for aiithoritative and laudatory recommendation of Miss

Russell's work.

Alumni IDepartntent

It is our painful dvity to record He belonged to several economic

in this number the death on March societies, and was the author of

the second of Stuart Wood, a the "New Theory of Wages."

member of the Class of 1870. Mr. By his death Haverford loses a

Wood was bom in Philadelphia, true friend and staunch supporter.

May 30th, 1853 and entered Haver-

ford in 1866. After his graduation An affair of considerable interest

he studied at Harvard University, to Haverfordians, both because of

and was the first man to take a the attitude taken by the College

Ph.D. in Pohtical Economy at that and because of the number of

institution. Mr. Wood was a mem- Alumni present, was the meeting

ber of the well-known firm of R. D. held at Drexel Institute, Philadel-

Wood and Son, Iron Manufacturers, phia, on March 1 4th, for the purpose
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of organizing the Society for the

Promotion of Liberal Studies.

Henry V. Gummere, '88, Dean of

the Drexel Institute, served as

presiding officer and deHvered the

address of welcome on behalf of

the Institute. At the afternoon

session President Sharpless gave

an address on "The Liberal Studies

and Vocational Training in Amer-

ican Education." F. A. Dakin

(A. M. '94) presented the Consti-

tution of the new-bom society.

Other Haverfordians, both ac-

tively engaged and present by

invitation, were S. R. Yamall, '92;

W. W. Haviland, '94; R. C.

Brown, '97; R. M. Gummere, '02;

H. A. Domincovich, '03; F. W.
Ohl, 'OS; E. C. Bye, '16, and Dr.

W. W. Baker, professor of Greek

at Haverford.

The New York Haverford Akim-

ni will hold their annual ban-

quet at the Manhattan Club, Madi-

son Square, on April the twenty-

eighth. All members of the New
York Association, as well as any
others who can be present, are

requested to hold open this date

pending further notification from

the Committee. E. C. Rossmaess-

ler, 440 4thAve., N.Y., is chairman.

In "The Nation" for March 12th

appears a page review of Alden
Sampson's ('73) Studies in Milton

and an Essay on Poetry, pubHshed
in New York by Moffat Yard and
Company. It is neither adequate

nor politic to attempt a rehash of a

review and doubtless Haverfordians

will investigate the article for

themselves, from whence it will be

a matter of a short time until they

obtain a personal acquaintance with

Mr. Sampson's book. As the re-

viewer remarks: " Fulness of read-

ing and depth of loving meditation

are evident on almost every page. .

it is a book which we
have read with much interest and

profit."

'76

David Bispham is at present

touring Catiada, doing concert work.

He reaches California in April and

will then work back East, ending

his tour in June.

'85

Dr. Augustus T. Murray of

Leland Stanford Jr. University

is editing Homer's "Odyssey" for

the Loeb Classical Library. This

library of Greek and Latin authors

contains the original text with an

English translation on the opposite

page.

Dr. Murray, who is at present

having a sabbatical year, spent a

week at Haverford during March,

giving several informal talks to the

undergraduates and delivering a

lecture in Roberts Hall on the

"Spiritual Message of Whittier."

"The Kallikak Family," by Dr.

Henry H. Goddard, has gone into a

second edition. This is published



Alumni Department 77

by the Macmillan Company, who
will bring out in May a larger book

by Dr. Goddard, relating to the

heredity of feeble-mindedness.

William Draper Lewis, Dean of

the Pennsylvania Law School, has

been selected by the nominating

committee of the Washington party

in Pennsylvania as their candidate

in the coming primary gubernato-

rial elections.

'89

Dr. William R. Dunton, head of

the Shepherd and Pratt Hospital

at Towson, Md., is chairman of the

Committee of Diversional Occupa-

tion of the American Medico- Psy-

chological Association. Dr. Dun-

ton also manages the drum in a

doctors' orchestra—the only one

of its kind in America.

Ex- '89

William H. Evans is spending

the winter in Pasadena, California.

'92

Christian Brinton recently lec-

tured at the Carnegie Institute,

Pittsburgh, and Columbia Univer-

sity, New York, on the life and art of

the Belgian sculptor, Constantin

Meunier, for the exhibition of

whose works in America he prepares

the official catalogue. In the

February Cosmopolitan also, Mr.

Brinton has an interesting article

about the Swedish artist, Anders

Zorn. In it he traces the career

and achievements of this "painter

of strength and beauty" and in

closing likens his work to that of

the great Spanish artist Sorolla.

Mr. Brinton' s text is accompanied

by copious illustrations of the

painter's work which verify more

clearly than any words his epitome

of Zom's canvases as "harking

back to days when the world was
younger and freer than it now is."

S. R. Yamall has been named in

the will of Wm. H. Dunwoody as

a trustee for the new Dunwoody
Free Home for Convalescents at

Newtown Square, Pa.

'93

A volume of interest to a num-
ber of Alumni, as well as to a great

many not connected with the

College is, "A Theory of Interest"

by Clarence G. Hoag, '93, which

has just been released from publica-

tion by the Macmillan Company.

In the preface Mr. Hoag states that

the purpose of his book "is not to

give a history of the problem of

interest or to discuss in detail all

the supposed solutions of it, but to

try to solve it correctly." The

root of the whole misunderstanding

between Capital and Labor, he

continues, is a difference in ac-

counting for the surplus called

interest. Wage-earners and capi-

talists can work together for the

common good—a thing now im-

possible
—

"just as soon as they
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agree on the interest problem."

This of course will be as soon as

both sides see the truth.

Mr. Hoag concludes his preface

by defining his theory as the

nominal value theory, for the key-

stone of it is his conception of nomi-

nal value.

The list of obligations includes

the names of Professors Barrett and

Wilson, of the Haverford faculty.

'96

Homer J. Webster has been

elected an Honorary Fellow in

History at the University of Wis-

consin for the second semester of

the college year. Mr. Webster is

writing a thesis on the "Democrat-

ic Party Organization in the

Northwest, 1828-1840." In col-

lecting material for this he has

traveled over much of the "Old

Northwest"—Ohio, Indiana, Illi-

nois and southern Michigan.

L
J. Henry Scattergood, who is

very much interested in a negro

industrial school at Christiansburg,

Virginia, has been making an inspec-

tion trip of similar institutions in

the South.

'97

At the January meeting of the

Philadelphia Booksellers' Associa-

tion, held at the Franklin Inn

Club, Richard C. Brown read a

paper in which he discussed va-

rious plans for improving the

book trade, as seen from the book-

seller's standpoint. This paper has

been printed in the Bookseller,

Newsdealer aiid Stationer.

On March 1st George M. Palmer

accepted the position of General

Sales Manager of the White Adding
Machine Company with head-

quarters at New Haven, Connecti-

cut. Mr. Palmer was formerly Dis-

trict Manager in Newark, N. J., for

the Wales Adding Machine Com-
pany.

'98

Robert N. Wilson is teaching in

the Department of Chemistry at

Trinit}^ College, Durham, North

Carolina.

'01

Walter Mellor, of the architectu-

ral firm of Mellor and Meigs, has

been commissioned to be the

architect of the new bird house at

the Philadelphia Zoological Gar-

dens. The Princeton Charter Club

—

the largest upper class club house

at Princeton University—has just

been completed from plans of Mr.

Mellor' s.

William S. Baltz is studying at

the Princeton Theological Semi-

narJ^

G. J. Walenta has been elected

President of the Interscholastic

Cricket League.

'02

C. Linn Seller, who has long

enjoyed a considerable reputation

as an amateur composer, has taken
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up music as a profession. The

marked success of his operetta,

"The O. C. Punch," written for

the Orpheus Club this spring, has

been largely instrumental in bring-

ing Seiler to this important step.

He moved to New York early in

February and now has a studio at

12 Gramercy Park. G. Schirmer

is publishing four of Seiler' s songs,

The Spirit of Summer, Till I

Wake, Nocturne, and Spring-

lime, while a ntmiber of others

are imder consideration. A con-

cert is to be given at the Art Club

of Philadelphia, April 14th, with

a program consisting entirely of

Seiler' s compositions and including

his choral work, "The Palace of

the King."

At present Seiler is working on

a new operetta, which is to be

finished before the end of April.

The words of his songs are taken

largely from the poems of C.

Wharton Stork, '02.

'03

Modern Language Notes foi

March contains an interesting letter

from H. A. Domincovich referring to

the interpretation of the lines in

Macbeth, V, ii, 3-5; which read:

"their dear causes

Would to the bleeding and

the grim alarm

Excite the mortified man."

Mr. Domincovich first refers to

the discussion which has raged

around the phrase " tlie mortified

man" without satisfactory inter-

pretation, and then proceeds to

attack the situation from a different

angle. The Clarendon Editors

point the way by their method of

rendering mortified; to them the

word appears in its primary mean-

ing of "dead." Reasoning in this

same fashion Mr. Domincovich

includes the " seemingly innocuous"

excite which has hitherto escaped

the commentator's grasp. Orig-

inally excite, the Latin excito,

showed the meaning of "call up

from the dead"; vide Cicero: "Sulla

ab inferis excitandus." Other more

modern passages show that this

sense was known in the English

form of the word as well.

Mr. Domincovich would then

paraphrase the clause so as to

read:

"The justice of their cause

should rouse even the dead to an

interest in the bloodshed and din

of the battle."

Joseph K. Worthington is prac-

tising medicine at Roslyn, Long
Island. A third daughter was born

to Dr. Worthington last October.

L S. Tilney is acting as secretary

of the United States Drainage and

Irrigation Company. He has offic-

es in the Whitehall Building, 17

Battery Place, New York. Mr.

Tilnej^ has recently had a son

born.

James B. Drinker is now in the

employ of the Seaboard Steel

Casting Company, of Chester, Pa.
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This work is in addition to Mr.

Drinker's regular work with the

Mercer Rubber Company, of Phila-

delphia.

Franklin E. Barr has recently

been appointed as Assistant District

Attorney of Philadelphia.

'04

A 1904 class letter, now in course

of preparation, will be published

some time in April or May. We
hope to be able to print a summary
of the contents in an early issue.

P. D. Folwell is on a fishing trip

along the west coast of Florida.

W. S. Bradley and family are

visiting southern California.

'05

Chester J. Teller, who has been

actively identified with the work

of the New York Bureau of Educa-

tion, is this summer starting a

series of boys' camps,—the Arcadia

camps—with the ultimate purpose

of organizing them into a school

system to be located in the neigh-

borhood of New York.

E. C. Murray has settled down
as a farmer at Chappauqua, New
York.

'06

Francis B. Morris is now on a

trip to the Panama Canal. Colum-

bia and the West Indies are also

included in his itinerary.

Richard L. Gary has been ap-

pointed head of the bureau of
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state and municipal research in

Baltimore, Md.

'07

George Hallock Wood is mana-
ger of the Commercial Vehicle

Department of the Waverly Com-
pany at Indianapolis, Indiana.

His marriage with Miss Hazel

Bessie Oler was celebrated the

fourth of last October.

'OS

The class held its annual dinner

at Haverford on Friday the sixth of

March. Thirteen members were

present : Messrs. Brown, Burtt,

Edwards, Elkinton, Emlen, Guen-

ther. Hill, Linton, Longstreth,

Morriss, Sargent, Strode and Thom-
as. The most important busi-

ness passed was the resolution to

join with classes 1903-1909 in a

reunion on the night before the

Swarthmore game next fall.

'09

Clarence C. Killen has just ac-

cepted a position with the Wilming-

ton Chamber of Commerce.

The engagement of Miss Mary
Wetherhill to Richard H. Mott has

been announced.

'10

Harrison S. Hires wrote one of

the four poems awarded prizes at

the annual m.embers' contest of the

Philadelphia Arts and Letters So-

ciety. Mrs. H. S. Hires was also

the author of a prize-winning poem.

Ex-'IO

H. Earlham Bryant has re-

turned from the West and is now
enrolled in the Civil Engineering

Department at Penn. His address

is Windermere Ave., Lansdowne, Pa.
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W. C. Greene has a splendid

article en "The Sea in the Greek

Poets" in the North American
Rezicw fcr March. This essay

was awarded the Charles Oldham
Prize at Oxfcrd in 1913.

'11

1911 is preparing to get cut a

class letter. On account of the

absence of the President, L. Arnold

Post,who is now a Rhodes Scholar

at Oxford, communications on this

score should be addressed to the

secretary', E. H. Spencer, 55 Con-

gress St., Boston; Mass.

Lucius R. Shero, the fourth

graduate of Haverford and the

second member of 1911 to obtain a

Rhodes scholarship, will take up
his residence in Oxford with senior

standing next October. Shero has

been admitted to New College,

where Post, '11, is now, and where

Morley, '10, received his degreelast

July, Williams, '10, the fourth

Haverfordian, studied at Merton

College.

'12

"Albert " Baily will be married to

Miss Helen Smedley of Bala, Pa.,

on April 14th. "Joshua" Baily, who
is at present at La Jolla, California,

will come East for his brother's

wedding.

'13

P. H. Brown is now settled at

Earlham College, Richmond, Ind.

He is an assistant in the Chemistry

Department and also has charge of

the woodworking in Manual Train-

ing. "Mr. Brown" chief work, how-
ever, is in the line of athletics. He
supervises the gymnasium classes

and is also coaching the basketball

and track teams. Under his tui-

tion Earlham expects to turn out a

winning track team this spring.
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Cbitorial Comment

"What is SO sweet and dear

As a prosperous mom in May,

The confident prime of the day,

And the dauntless youth of the year.

When nothing that asks for bliss,

Asking aright, is denied.

And half of the world a bridegroom is.

And half of the world a bride?"
—William Watson.

NO, we are not going to oppress you with the usual Spring ravings.

The robins will chirp, the grass will shoot, and you will loaf and
be merry whether we describe to you the ecstasies of Spring or

not.

To Haverfordians the incarnation of festive Spring is Junior Night,

and this occasion is made possible by the Cap and Bells. This organiza-

tion, started only five years ago, has been a most wonderful success.

Formerly the Junior Night entertainment, the Glee Club and the

Mandolin Club were like mushrooms that started up each year only to die
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away. Now, systematized under the Cap and Bells, these clubs roll along

year after year accumulating experience, music, scenery, money and

support.

The Cap and Bells handles more money than any other organization

at Haverford, has a patroness' list of over a thousand names, and perhaps

binds the Alumni to the undergraduates more intimately than any other

organization.

The Cap and Bells has produced two musical comedies, while
" Engaged" is their fourth classical piece. Under their auspices Roberts

Hall has a real stage, while a velour curtain will henceforth enrich morn-

ing collection.

We hope that the undergraduates will more and more come to

regard the Cap and Bells as their club rather than an institution separate

from the college bodj^ We bear in mind a certain dress rehearsal

attended by some thirty undergraduates whose support of the Cap and
Bells was to ridicule the actors. The Cap and Bells success is our success,

her failures will be due to our lack of support.

When we think of conservative old Haverford twenty years ago and
the Haverford of today graced with the Cap and Bells, a thought that

has been in our mind again arises.

It is that the college authorities; the Board of Managers, the Facul-

ty and the Alumni have always been on our side. No such thing as the

undergraduates versus the authorities exists. It were foohsh to mention

this were it not for the fallacy we sometimes fall into, when we regard the

instructor, who has given us a " D, " as against us rather than for us.

Therefore let one of the evidences of our spring spirit be an apprecia-

tion of the fact that as far as the authorities go,

" nothing that asks for bliss,

Asking aright, is denied."

<Kf^
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KemptonP. A. Taylor, '15.

AND this bounteous prosperity we may attribute to the management
of the Society of Friends, which, in a century and a half, has

brought upon us the unanimous verdict of these United States,

—namely, that the greatest educational institution of the country is

Haverford College."

Thus ended the golden words of Governor Francis Polk of Massachu-

setts, '35, as reprinted in the February issue of Old Haverford from the

oration delivered at the celebration of the Hundred and Fiftieth Anni-

versary of Haverford College in the year 1983.

The Rev. Josiah Quimby, Pastor of the Seventeenth Presbyterian

Church of JoHet, Wis., let the gray-covered number of Old Haverford slip

to the floor unnoticed. From the battered Moody and San key and Con-

cordance on his desk his dim eyes wandered to the time-honored maxim
calendar done in red and blue ink, and distributed annually by the persua-

sion in Philadelphia, which hung from an unpretentious pin on the bare

wall of his study.

The Rev. Josiah Quimby sighed as he read the legend printed between

a waxing and a waning moon: "Do it now!" A smile played over his

worn features as he recalled the old, old story,
—"the office boy blew the

safe and went West, and the head clerk eloped with the stenographer."

This indiscretion on the part of the head clerk seemed to bring with it a

train of sombre reflection, for the Rev. Josiah bowed his silvery head in

his hands and remained for some minutes in deep thought.

In imagination the year was 1924 and the month April. The moon
that shone on the rustic arbor of the Smith Memorial Garden was no less

fair than that moon which was destined some six hours later to cast a

bright beam on the lions of St. Mark's, nor to the shadowy form of the

two lovers the scent of the red rose less sweet than the spiced aroma of the

cherry blossom to little Yoshio as he wooed Hanako in far Nippon. It

was Junior Night, and the gaily-clad crowd that had just witnessed a

snappy revival of that old favorite "Bought and Paid For" was firmly

imbedded in ice-cream and cake (a custom that still retained its popular-

ity) . The campus was decorated with a species of beanpole which were

annually exhumed from the cellar in the sidewalk in front of Founders'

Hall, and which someone whispered had seen duty since '03. Josiah,

however, who had pilgrimaged all the way to S2nd St. in West Philadel-

phia in the uncomfortable blunt-toed shoes and ruffed shirts then so
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much in vogue, to snatch the fair Elizabeth Wales from the bosom of her

Quaker family, had eschewed the haunts of men and led the blushing

creature to the mysterious Garden. There, on the white bench beneath the

fir tree, he told her of his love.

Up to this point the Rev. Josiah Quimby found his meditation quite

entertaining. He smiled comprehendingly and beat a youthful rat-tat on

theMoody and Sankey at the recollection of what a brave figure he must

have cut in the moonlight. Suddenly, however, his features contracted

with pain as he thought of the elopement so carefully planned and so in-

gloriously thwarted by the inability of a step-ladder to bridge the gap

between 52nd Street and Elizabeth's bedroom window.

For a bachelor, and a divine at that, the chain of thought from the

"Doitnow!" to the frustrated elopement and back again to the motto had
been concluded with remarkable speed. A glance at the calendar con-

firmed his suspicion that the month was April. The Rev. Josiah bowed
his head, and one might have been led to suppose that he was seeking

Divine blessing upon the undertaking outlined in his mind had not an

emphatic and reiterated "Do it now!" escaped his lips.

Then he rose, packed his grip, and caught the nine o'clock Transcon-

tinental Air Line Express—first stop Philadelphia.
:{: ^ :f: H^ ^ :' i^

As Foimders' Bell tolled noon, Merriman, Usher No. 4, moved up to

the place at the head of the bench just vacated by Tustell, Usher No. 3,

composed his Senior gown about his trim young figure, and set to work

with renewed energy at his "History of Twentieth Century Eugenics."

In so doing, Merriman showed imquestioned zeal, for seldom had April

crowned Haverford's campus ndth a more glorious day. But he must

be pardoned when we take into account the number of inquisitive visitors

the young Senior had piloted about the place during the forenoon. The

double lure of Spring and Junior Day had brought such a throng of

strangers eager to investigate the highly-renowned College that Merriman

was glad to snatch a few moments' rest in the shade of that same tree

where, seventy odd years before, the Sons of Israel were wont to stand

guard over their precious store.

Rest, however, was not for the weary, for at the Founders' Hall

Hangar there appeared a small 'plane of the station bus type (mosquito-

hawk, Merriman called it), from which descended an elderly man in pos-

session of a grip. Seeing that the man was in some bewilderment, Merri-

man closed the " History " with a bang and advanced to greet the stranger,

who, as you may have surmised, was none other than the Rev. Josiah

Quimby, of Joliet, Wis.



Josiah's Jubilee 87

"Good morning, sir. Can I be of assistance?" he asked in his most

affable tone.

The stranger, ignoring the young man's offer, adjusted his spectacles

on the tip of his nose and surveyed his surroundings with evident emo-

tion.

"Changed! How changed it all is!" he said at length, groping for

Merriman's gown and clinging to it desperately.

"Ah! Then you are a Haverford man!" cried Merriman, pumping
his hand vigorously, "what class?"

"Twenty-four," replied the Rev. Josiah with a little prayer-quaver.

For a moment Merriman's sky blackened. Twenty-four! Heavens,

here was an antediluvian curiosity! Regarding him with the awe due

to a relic of bygone days, he asked in what particular the Rev. Josiah

noticed the greatest change.

"Ah, my young friend, so many buildings! We thought we were

complete when the L of Lloyd Hall was finished. That was during my
Freshman year. But now—why, it looks almost as old as Barclay! I

suppose Barclay is still—er—inhabited?"
" Oh yes, that is, by the help, you understand. It's a substantial old

rock, you know, and when renovated made quite decent quarters," this

last with a slightly patronizing tone.

The Rev. Josiah stiffened a little. He remembered with some senti-

ment the pleasant hours he had whiled away with tennis ball and cricket

bat within those dark confines while he was yet a foolish little Freshman.

Somehow it seemed a shame to turn over that splendid recreation-hall to

unhallowed feet.

"You see," continued Merriman, passing his arm through that of the

older man and leading him slowly along Route A (for visiting alumni),

"it was soon found that the ideal unit for grouping students was eight.

All the new dormitories are built on this plan. Each section has accom-

modations for eight men, and a professor, with his wife if he is fortunate,

presides over the section. It's quite a humanizing influence, to have a

Christian man and his wife in such close touch. I fancy," with modesty,
" we fellows are a good deal more careful what we run around our rooms in

than the old-timers, and we shave quite regularly. Then, too, with the

new dormitories there is very little choice as regards location, so the

fellows try for the section kept by their favorite prof. Of course there

are a great many more profs, than formerly,—fifty, in fact, for three hun-

dred men. This enables greater specialization in courses, lightens the

burden on the professors, and gives them a little spare time which they

can spend with their individual wards."
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"But the expense," protested the Rev. Josiah, whose financial in-

stinct had not been dulled by a life-time of meditative celibacy, "must be

tremendous."

"As for that," said Merriman, "we owe our success to our liberal

endowment. With the support of a generous and able Society, Haver-

ford has been able to experiment during the last twenty years. We think

we have hit upon the ideal scheme, and you have only to pick up a daily

paper to read of the kind of men we are turning out. We teach general

culture still, but we specialize in it. We have, in the first place, quite a

select body of undergraduates—seventy-five chosen yearly with reference

to mental, physical and social fitness from several hundred applicants.

This is not revolutionary. A hundred years ago competition was keen

for admission to Annapolis and West Point. These men come to college

with the serious intention of getting what they need to build successful

careers. Our Freshmen," he smiled apologetically, "are quite different

from what they once were. But it is lunch-time, and here is a hall which

you must surely remember."

"Why, bless me!" said the Rev. Josiah, "it is Founders', and as

yellow as ever! May I enter by the Upper-Class door—but I suppose that

sort of nonsense has gone long ago?"

"On the contrary," corrected Merriman, "we are openly sentimental

when it comes to Founders'. Of course it had to be enlarged to accommo-
date our increase, but you'll find it the same old hall."

To this last assertion the Rev. Josiah could not agree, for, although

the same grim founders stared down from the walls, and although he had

tea in a cup closely resembling the one whose rim he had nicked seven

times to celebrate the great victory over Swarthmore in 1922, the food

was served by mechanical appliances, and from behind a bank of palms

in a balcony an orchestra discoursed sweet music. Pre-digested brain-

foods, served in measured quantities, he found tame in comparison with

the porkchops-fried bread-baked beans-mince pie-lunches he had

pitted himself against in his palmy days. So it was with a sense of relief

that he escaped the politely inquisitive eyes of the fietcherizing under-

graduates and found himself at Merriman' s elbow on the stone steps.

A breeze from the south blew on the Rev. Josiah' s wrinkled face, and
lifted the gray locks clustering at the back of his head. Breathing

deeply, he was unable to detect any of the wide-world aroma which he,

from his room in old Lloyd, had been wont to associate with Tuesday's

lunch. Across the campus was Roberts, vine-covered and hoary, and
farther along, the Union, weather-stained and ravaged by time. Here

and there in unexpected comers strange buildings raised their gray-stone
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heights. Where once had stood the tranquil waters of the College Pond

a magnificent structure spoken of by Merrimanasthe " Hall of Language."

sprawled luxuriously in the spring sunshine. Changed it might be, none

the less the Rev. Josiah felt a thrill of pride for this, his Alma Mater.

"We were talking," Merriman's business-like voice interrupted his

thought, "of the Freshman's education. The first month of the college

year is given over almost entirely to a series of lectures on vocation-

choosing, delivered by men who have been conspicuously successful in the

line they represent. Ninety per cent of the Freshmen decide at this time

what their Hfe-work is to be. Then come courses in philosophy which

strengthen their newly-made resolves and make of the Freshman what
the average Senior of fifty years ago might have been. After this pre-

liminary training they are willing to specialize to a degree repellent to

the ordinary student. With the intimate help of professors the safety

of this measure is assured."

"But who," saidthe Rev. Josiah with horror, "ever heard of teaching

Freshmen philosophy?"

"Oh come, sir, you hardly do them justice. Freshmen are more in-

telligent creatures now than they were sixty years ago. Healthy and
boyish, to be sure, but with little instinct to patronize the theatres in

Ardmore. The management of the Olympic cancelled all his bookings

for the past winter and attempted to revive moving-pictures. Even
then he couldn't lure our undergraduates. The social life of the college,

although it does not touch the high-water mark set by the influx of

moneyed-sons in the late sixties, is still well enough established to satisfy

the average student. One custom in particular has retained all of its

former popularity,—that of having a dance one night every week. This,

as you may know, was started on invitation from Bryn Mawr in the

forties, when their Board of Directors made bold to live down a years-old

popular prejudice. They were stiff affairs and unsuccessful in any direc-

tion save that of putting the two institutions on a more friendly footing,

—

and initiating the weekly dance at Haverford. Swarthinore has had
them for almost a hundred years."

"Scandalous!" was all the Rev. Josiah could say.

"Not at all," returned Merriman, "they bring the world to the

student instead of making the student go out to meet the world. But
don't think we are coddled. We have no organized athletics. When
Haverford first began to seek prominence she did so through her baseball

and basketball teams, but we make it our boast that of all American

colleges Haverford was the first to actually make athletics secondary.

We did it by giving up intercollegiate relations and playing our games
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among ourselves for the joy and good there was in them. The physically-

unfit and unadventuresome are required to play games regularly, whUe
those who have made athletics their end in life are urged to turn their

talents to ends more directly worth while."

"Ah," said the Rev. Josiah, who was thinking of the year he was

captain of his class Wogglebug cricket team, "how sad!"

During this conversation the old man and the young boy had made
the rounds of the campus and now brought up before the gymnasium.

They had seen the two hundred thousand volume library, the hundred and
fifty foot swimming-pool, and the radium laboratory. The old man had
also been delighted to watch tennis and a game that was undeniably

cricket.

"The gym," recited Merriman, ushering the Rev. Josiah into the

place hallowed by associations with the Freshman Cakewalk and com-
pulsory gymnastics, "is used only in stormy weather by those desirous

of cramming a maximum of exercise into a minimum of time. This in-

strument determines the ratio of the fatigue-poisons in the blood and
indicates just how much and what kind of exercise should be taken,

whereas all those machines,"—indicating a score of wicked-looking

mechanical appliances,
—

"exercise the body as required without any
effort on the part of the patient. Very convenient in the winter."

"Then," said the Rev. Josiah, with a sigh, as they turned to go, "the

day of Swedish gymnastics is past."

Twilight was falling fast on the Haverford campus. The Rev.

Josiah noted with secret satisfaction that the evening mist still crept up

over the brown field back of the Observatory. In the dark shadow under

Lloyd two crouched figures were engaged in dingle-ball, while from be-

hind Barclay came the crack of a bat that was "knocking high ones."

In company with the faithful Merriman the Rev. Josiah enjoyed

dinner and the Cap and Bells production of "The Fourth Dimension."

When the great crowd had surged out of the enlarged auditorium of

Roberts, the Rev. Josiah owned to an overwhelming desire to sit in

the seat he had graced during his Senior year. This satisfied, the pair

found themselves once more on the gaily decorated campus. From the

direction of Founders' came a great clatter as of forks and spoons.

"Do they—I suppose it's ridiculous—still have ice-cream and cake?"

inqiured the Rev. Josiah tentatively.

"They do," said Merriman simply.
" Do they still spend large sums of money for decorations?"

"No. They limit themselves, and the Cap and Bells Club has made
enough money to endow an annual scholarship."
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" I don't suppose the Juniors ever gave a dance?"

"Oh, yes, they got permission once, but gave it up in favor of the

Seniors, who give a Commencement Ball in June. But then, that's

hardly revolutionary."

For several minutes the two walked on in silence. The old man had

had a long day full of surprises, and he was beginning to tire.

Midway between Barclay and the gymnasium there was a great

crowd gathered under a blaze of lights, and a swarm of white-flannelled

youths were seen in the measures of a wild and inconsequential dance.

"My boy," said the Rev. Josiah, stopping to lean on his cane, "what
is that bacchanalian orgy?"

"The Junior Maypole Dance,—a trifle ahead of time, to be sure,"

said Merriman. "It'sbeena tradition for some years. The pole is said to

be one of the original ones used on Junior Day for Japanese lanterns.

They've embalmed it and expect it to last forever."

" Changed! Changed!" muttered the old man as he stared wistfully

at the gay scene. "Tell me, do they still serve ice-cream Thursday

nights?"

"They do."

"Ah,—and do you still go to Collection every morning?"

"Yes."

"And doze for ten minutes?"

"Yes."

"Do you have examinations, and are your grades averaged up and

made public concern?"

"We are examined thoroughly in our courses for the sake of review,

but there is no grading of students. We have no intellectual or athletic

castes, few cliques, and no politics."

" Do yod still sing ' Comrades' ?"

"Given up in '38, but singing in the showers is more popular than

ever."

"Does the college still support two papers?"

"Three: news, alumni, and literary, but all under one management.
This economy saved so much that advertising rates have been cut fairly

in half and subscription prices lowered."

"Do lights go out at 12.15?"

"Invariably."

"And are candles still in vogue?"
" Most of us have our own lighting."

" My boy," said the Rev. Josiah with some emotion, "you have done

yourself proud. I can never begin to express my gratitude. There is,
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however, one more question I would put to you. Is there,—oh, of course

there isn't,—is there—er—a Smith Memorial Garden?"

The old man bent forward trembling with eagerness to catch Merri-

man's answer.

"Why yes, in the Library Court."
" Could we go to see it? When I was young I—I—er—you—

"

"Of course, most of us do," smiled Merriman; "if we hurry we may
avoid the rush."

Together they threaded their way through the gathering crowd,

crossed the campus, and entering through a rustic gate found themselves

in the same moonlit Paradise that had been witness of the Rev. Josiah's

tender romance of sixty years before. The hedge, the fir, the bench—all

just as they had been. Memories, tender, scented memories surged

through the Rev. Josiah's mind. Quickly he crossed the garden and

stood with head bowed before a blooming red rose. The moon, the

listening sod, the flowers—all were hushed by the spell of Love. Silence,

—and the Rev. Josiah snuffling in his handkerchief
" This is, of course, the original rose," he ventured at last in throaty

tones.

"No, that died. This one is identically the same. It's quite cele-

brated,—has a history. When the old one died this was planted in the

exact spot by our dear old matron,—why, as I live, this is she now!"

In the rustic arch, shrined by twisting vines, stood the bent form of

an old lady. Close about her thin shoulders was a silk shawl ; in her hand a

groping cane; on her smooth white hair the sparkle of moonbeams.

Hesitating, uncertain, she seemed a creature close to another world.

Merriman took a step towards the newcomer.

"She has been here many years," he whispered to the Rev. Josiah,

"you will like to talk to her." Then aloud, "Dr. Quiraby, it gives me
great pleasure to present you to Miss Elizabeth Wales, our matron. Miss

Wales, Dr. Quimby is an alumnus, class of '24," (turning) "he— "

But the Rev. Josiah, his coat-tails stiffened in the breeze, had turned

his back to romance and his eager nose to the Phila. and Western Air Line.
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By Donald H. Painter, '17.

A call from out the moaning wind

Unto my soul and me.

A charming wildness speaks aloud,

As from a stormy sea.

Far off from some vague shadow-land

It comes like one astray;

Far off from some sweet loneliness

It comes and flees away.

A moan as from the darkening pines

Of the Northland's forest-sea;

A call unto the quickened heart

To listen, and be free.

^\)t ^atjerforb=^toart})morc (^ameg, 1902=1904

By J. Henry Scattergood, '96.

{Continued from April Issue)

In 1902 the Swarthmore game was played at Swarthmore on Nov.

22, and was won by Swarthmore 22 to 0. Haverford had had a hard

schedule of ten games, including the rough Pennsylvania and Princeton

games, and had suffered greatly with injuries all season, besides having

several new and inexperienced men on the team. Swarthmore, on the

other hand, had played together almost without change and for the

most part was the same team as had played the year before. With the

change of coaching Haverford changed her offence that year from the

Pennsylvania guardsback to the tackleback tandems (with fullback

and one halfback lined up behind the tackle), which had been so well

worked out at Harvard the previous year. Swarthmore' s style of play

was unchanged but much improved, and she had much force and variety

in her attack, and was stronger than Haverford throughout. The game

was lacking in spectacular features. There was a good deal of punting
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by Lowry and Smith, and an unusual amount of fumbling on both sides.

Haverford was unable to make continuous gains; although at various

times good runs were made by Thorn, Lowry, Harold Jones, Eshleman
and Worthington, yet the Swarthmore goal was never threatened.

Swarthmore, on the other hand, was strong enough to make many more
first downs than Haverford, although she had to work hard for them
against the unwavering Haverford defence. H. W. Jones and Simkin

played especially well on defence in the line, while Captain Phillips and
Thorn tackled very hard in the backfield. For Swarthmore Lippincott

at guard played a very strong game, as did also fullback Stev/art, who
was Captain that year, quarterback Hall, the halfbacks Smith and Sin-

clair, and Hurlej^ end. Hurley was especially good at hurdUng. The
score of the first half was Swarthmore 10, Haverford 0, and consisted of

a touchdown by Sinclair and a field goal by Smith from our 25-yard line.

In the second half Swarthmore made two touchdowns and goals, one by
Stewart, the other by Lippincott, after good gains by Smith, Sinclair and
Hurley. Haverford's team was as follows:—B. Eshleman, 'OS (D. J.

Reid, '06), 1. e., H.W. Jones, '05, 1. 1., P. D. Folwell, '04 (A. G. Priestman,

'05), 1. g., L. M. Perkins, Jr., '04, c, R. L. Simkin, '03, r. g., J. K. Worth-
ington, '03, r. t., R. L. Pearson, '05, r. e., A. J. Phillips, '03, q. b. and

Captain, H. N. Thorn, '04, 1. h. b., E. F. Jones, '06 (F. R. Winslow,'06),

r. h. b., A. T. Lowry, '06, f. b. This was the year that President Swain

came to Swarthmore.

In 1902 the rule was introduced which provided for the change of

goals after a touchdown or field goal. In 1 903 renewed criticism of the

game broke out which finally led in 1906 to its radical revision into

modem football. The changes in 1903 and 1904, however, were not

fundamental, except that the one who kicked was thereafter prohibited

from putting the ball " on side," and the player receiving the ball directly

from the snapper back, usually the quarterback, was permitted to nin

forward with the ball in the territory between the 25-yard lines, provided

also he did not cross the line less than 5 yards distant from the point

where the ball was put in play. This led to the lengthwise marking of

the field which lasted until 1910. The desired effect of immediately

making the game more "open" was not sufficient, however, to quell the

criticism, which went on growing until the famous Conference Committee

of 1906 introduced the forward pass and the 10-yard gain, and afterwards

in 1910 prohibited all assistance to the runner.

The season of 1903 was opened with a game against Pennsylvania,

the last of Haverford's "big' ' games, and our schedule was reduced once

more to the normal eight games. Haverford's team was captained by
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Norman Thorn, '04, and again J. H. Scattergood, '96, was the head coach,

and eleven other Alumni assisted. The Swarthmore game was played at

Haverford on November 21, and was won by Swarthmore 16 to 6 in a

very close and exciting match. Although Haverford had an unusually

light and "green" team, yet except for the early part of the game when
she seemed "asleep," she made a splendid fight against the heavier

Swarthmore team and really proved herself fully equal to it except for the

extraordinary work of quarterback Crowell, whose punting and wonder-

ful field goals alone won the game for Swarthmore. Haverford's team
was as follows:—^J.

L. Scull, 'OS, 1. e., L. Lindley, '04, 1. t., A. G. Priest-

man, '05, 1. g., T. K. Brown, Jr., '06, c, G. H. Wood, '07, r. g., A. H.

Hopkins, '05, r. t., R. L. Pearson, '05 (R. P. Lowry, '04), r. e., H N.

Thorn, '04, q. b. and Captain, W. H. Haines, '07, 1. h. b., H. W. Jones,

'05, r. h. b., A. T. Lowry, '06, f. b. Swarthmore began with a literal

flying start, for Captain Smith, her veteran halfback, ran the kick-off

back 70 yards through a beautiful, long funnel formed by the Swarth-

more team in the centre of the field that effectively shut off our tacklers.

Only by fast sprinting by "Buck" Haines was a score prevented on the

first play. The score soon followed, however, for after two strong line

plunges, Lamb made a 15-yard run around the end for a touchdown.

Score : Swarthmore 6, Haverford 0. This was the only touchdown Swarth-

more could make in the game and it came before our fellows had even

"found themselves." In the face of this bad opening, Haverford started

to gain, and made 60 yards before losing the ball on downs. Most of this

was in a splendid run by Harold Jones, who broke through guard and
tackle and ran 40 yards before being stopped by Crowell in the backfield.

Swarthmore could not gain and kicked, but soon recovered the ball on a

Haverford fumble, and in a few moments Crowell astonished everyone by
dropping back to the 40-yard line and kicking a magnificent field goal

squarely between the posts. Swarthmore 1 1 , Haverford 0. On the kick-

off Crowell ran the ball back 3 5 yards through the same long funnel formed

by the whole Swarthmore team. Bell made 20 yards and others worked

the ball down the field until Crowell drop-kicked another fine field-goal,

this time from the 35-yard line. Swarthmore 16, Haverford 0. Swarth-

more then carried the ball by two good tricks and some good running to

our 10-yard line, where Haverford braced strongly and got the ball on

downs. For the rest of the half the ball see-sawed back and forth. In

the second half Haverford came out determined to live down the tradition

of some years of weakening toward the last of the game, and right well did

she do it, plajdng the game with indomitable spirit that everyone was

proud of, and outplaying Swarthmore the rest of the match. From the
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kick-off she never lost the ball until she had scored a touchdown, display^

ing some of the best team-play ever put up by a Haverford eleven. A
long series of fine gains by Haines, Jones, Hopkins and Priestman brought

the ball right down the field to the Hne. Twice Swarthmore held for three

downs, but Haverford made her distance on the fourth, and the last time

Haines went over for a touchdown. LowTy kicked the goal. Swarthmore

16, Haverford 6. Haverford continued the same aggressive tactics,

using the variations of the tandems with excellent effect, and worked the

ball again to Swarthmore's S-yard line where we were held for downs.

Crowell punted out of dangerand again Haverford brought the ball within

striking distance only to lose it on downs once more. Haverford kept

pushing the play all through this half, but Swarthmore's fine defence at

critical times prevented further scoring. Captain Thoni ran the team
very well from quarterback and once made 20 yards on a well-executed

trick play. Jones, Haines, Hopkins and Lowry ran strongly and T. K.

Brown followed the ball well at centre. Pearson played well at end until

he was hurt and carried off the field. For Swarthmore, Crowell's pla3ang

was the great feature, not alone in his wonderful drop-kicking and punting

but in his guiding of the team at quarter and his back-field tackling and
running. Lippincott, Jackson and Bell played well in the line, and

Captain Smith and Sinclair ran well. This game was the last of those

with Swarthmore played on the Haverford grounds, and goes down in

memory as one of Haverford' s pluckiest fights in the whole series.

The season of 1904 was one of the most successful in Haverford

football history, notwithstanding that it culminated in another defeat by
Swarthmore. Not only was every other game won and all the teams in

our own class decisively defeated, but none were able even to score. This

was not because the schedule was an easy one, for it included such rivals

as Lehigh, New York University, F. & M. , Rutgers and Ursinus. Haver-

ford had only a medium-weight team, but what it lacked in weight, it

made up in fine spirit and team play. It was well captained by Arthur

Hopkins and splendidly coached by Norman Thorn, the previous year's

captain. The Alumni Coaching System was well established by this

time, and too much praise cannot be given to Thorn for his untiring and

loyal work not only in 1904 and 1905, when he was actively in charge as

head coach, but also for the many years of assistance that he has given

ever since. The Swarthmore game was played at Swarthmore on Nov.

1 9 and the score was : Haverford 6, Swarthmore 2 7. Swarthmore was well

under way in her new football dispensation and had gathered together a

wonderful collection of players. Her line from tackle to tackle averaged

about 200 pounds, and included the giant Maxwell; the backfield was
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tremendously strengthened by Wightman, another very heavy man, who
with Maxwell had enjoyed a great reputation on the University of Chica-

go team. Crowell must again be mentioned as one of the best punters

and drop-kickers any college ever produced, a worthy pupil of George

Brooke himself. And let me add he was always a fine sportsman, of the

best type of the old times. Swarthmore had made a wonderful record for

the season, even against the several big college teams that she was playing

in those days. It was the general expectation, therefore, that she would

defeat Haverford without much effort by a record score. Anyone who
knew the circumstances—and almost everyone did—and saw the magnifi-

cent fight put up by our team against the overwhelming odds faced that

day knows full well that they showed the true Haverford spirit. Swarth-

more had the better team because she had the heavier team. The game
put up by Haverford would have won against any team of equal weight.

And even against this giant Swarthmore team Haverford actually march-

ed down the entire length of the field for a touchdown, giving Swarthmore

a real scare for a time. This splendid effort, however, could not last, and
after that Swarthmore' s superior weight gradually bore us down. Haver-

ford's team was as follows:—E. T. Snipes, '04 (M. B. Seevers, 'OS), 1. e.,

H. W. Jones, '05, 1. t., G. H. Wood, '07
(J. C. Birdsall, '07), 1. g., M. W.

Fleming, '05, c, A. G. Priestman, '05, r. g., A. H. Hopkins, '05, r. t. and

Captain, T. K. Brown, Jr., '06, r. e., W. H. Haines, '07, q. b., C. T.

Brown, '08 (C. C. Morris, P. G.), 1. h. b., E. F. Jones, '07, r. h. b., A. T.

Lowry, '05, f. b. Swarthmore was the first to score, never losing the ball

from the kick-off; although at first she met with stubborn defence, yet

Maxwelll, Wightman and Pritchard crashed through for good gains and

finally on a beautiful fake cross-buck Wightman made a 40-yard run

for a touchdown, from which Crowell failed (for once) to kick the goal.

When she got the ball again, Swarthmore started in to repeat the process,

and by some hard playing and a good trick worked down to Haverford's

3-yard line. There Haverford showed her mettle and held Swarthmore

for downs, and then started on her historic march down the field. In-

stead of puntingArt Lowry took the ball in a tandem play at right tackle

;

he broke away from the crowd and ran 25 yards before being downed.

Captain Hopkins made 4 yards and Lowry added 5. Haines then skirted

left end for a 30-yard run. E. Jones and Lowry made another first down
between them. Then Lowry hurdled the Swarthmore line for 10 yards.

Hopkins made 3 and then Ernest Jones slid past tackle on a split tandem

and ran 35 yards for a touchdown. The goal was kicked by Haines and

the score stood: Haverford 6, Swarthmore 5. The making of this score
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had been wholly unexpected and was one of the finest exhibitions of

fighting spirit and perfect team play that we have in Haverford annals.

Soon after the kick-off Haverford got the ball again on a Swarthmore

fumble and by good gains by Lowry and Haines brought it to Swarth-

more' s 35-yard hne. There Swarthmore held Hke a wall and we lost the

ball on downs. Swarthmore battered away with her big men for a while

and then Crowell worked a sensational 30-yard quarterback run on

a fake line plunge, after which Wightman crossed the line for

a second touchdown. Score: Swarthmore 11, Haverford 6. In the

second half Lowry ran the kick-off back 40 yards and Carroll Brown
made 25 yards, but the ball was then lost on downs. By heavy line ham-
mering, Swarthmore then worked it back to our 25-yard line where

Haverford held, but Crowell kicked a pretty goal from the field. This

only added 4 points instead of 5 as theretofore, the value having been

reduced that year. From then on Swarthmore simply crushed us down
with steady advances by her heavy men, Maxwell making one touch-

down, and later Wightman making a magnificent 65-yard run down the

side line for another, which ended the scoring at 27 to 6 in Swarthmore'

s

favor. Occasionally Haverford got the ball and held it a little while,

Lo'WTy and Hopkins making some fine gains. But the great display of

grit against overrs-helming odds was in the desperate defence of the

Haverford team in which every man did his share. Hopkins and H. W.
Jones played brilliantly. Once Christy Morris, who took C. Brown's

place toward the close, made a beautiful backfield tackle of Maxwell at

full speed, bringing him down with a thud that stopped one touchdown

at least! Art Lowry played the best game of his hfe, while E. Jones and

Haines also deserve special mention. For Swarthmore, Maxwell,

"Wightman and Crowell shone conspicuously and were good enough for

any team. Although the score of this game added another defeat for

Haverford, yet it was one that we were all proud of.

And with this game the series closed. Twenty-three games in all

were played, of which Swarthmore won 12, Haverford 10, and one was a

tie. Swarthmore' s ambitious athletic policy of branching out into the

big college field, with all that it meant for her, led her on a way with which

Haverford had nothing in common, so the game was quietly dropped from

the Haverford schedule. Ten years have now rolled on since then, and

many changes have taken place at Swarthmore. Among these is an

altered attitude as to football. All Haverfordians therefore rejoiced

when President Sharpless assured us of this, and stated that he felt that

Haverford might now once more extend an invitation to Swarthmore to
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play. This has been done, the invitation has been accepted, and again

both colleges are looking forward to the match as their great game.

That the best of good sport and good feeling in friendly rivalry may mark
the contests of the future is the wish of every sport-loving Haverfordian.

SUMMARY OF HAVERFORD-SWARTHMORE GAMES

DATE PL.-\CE
Haverford
Captain

WON BY
H.'s

SCORE

S.'s

SCORE

(l goal

1879 Haverford R, S, Rhodes, '83 Haverford l\ t'ch'dn

11 safety

13 sfts.

1883 Sp'g. Swarthmore S. B. Shoemaker, '83 Haverford
/l goal

^2 s'ft's.

I tchd-

G sfts.

1883 Fall Haverford W. S. HiUes, '85 Swarthmore 9 12

1884 Swarthmore |W. S. Hilles, '85

(S. Bettle, '85, acting
Haverford 10 6

1885 Haverford A. C. Garrett, '87 Haverford 40 10

1SS7 Swarthmore J. T. Hilles, '88 Swarthmore 10 32

1888 Haverford T. P. Branson, '89 Haverford 6

1889 Swarthmore H. P. Baily, '90 Haverford 10 4

1890 Haverford E.J.Haley, '90&P.G. Swarthmore 14 30

1891 U. of Pa. W. H. Detwiler, '92 Swarthmore 62

1892 Swarthmore N. B. Warden, '94 Swarthmore 6 22

1893 Haverford W. J. Strawbridge, '94 Swarthmore 50

1894 Swarthmore W. C. Webster, '95 Swarthmore 32

1895 Haverford L. H. Wood. '96 Haverford 24

1896 Swarthmore C. A. Vamey, '98 Haverford 42 6

1897 Haverford A, Haines, '99 Haverford 8 6

1898 Swarthmore H. H. Lowry, '99 Haverford 12

1899 Haverford S. W. Mifflin, '00 Swarthmore 12 34

1900 Swarthmore J. S. Fox, '02 Swarthmore 10 17

1901 Haverford J. L. Stone, '02 Tie G 6

1902 Swarthmore A. J. Phillips, 'OJ Swarthmore 22

1903 Haverford H. N. Thorn, '04 Swarthmore 6 16

1904 Swarthmore A. H. Hopkins, '05 Swarthmore G 27

No games were played in ISSO, 1881, 1882 and ISSG.

Won by Haverford 10

Won by Swarthmore 12

Tie 1

Total 23
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RESULTS OF HAVERFORD-SWARTHMORE CLASS GAMES

DATE GAME CLASSES WON BY
H.'s

SCORE

S/s

SCORE

1882 Freshman '86 V. 86 Swarthmore Ugoal

notch

1883 Freshman •87 V. '87 Swarthmore 16

1884 Sophomore '87 V. 87 Haverford 25 (?)

1SS5 Freshman '89 V. 89 Swarthmore 35

Sophomore '88 V. 88 Haverford 16 12

1886 Sophomore 89 V. 89 Swarthmore 6 28

1887 Sophomore '90 V. '90 Swarthmore 16 18

1S8S No game

1889 Sophomore '92 V. 92 Swarthmore 4

1890 Sophomore '93 V. 93 Swarthmore 36

1891 Sophomore '94 V. '94 Swarthmore 40

1892 Sophomore '95 V. '95 Haverford 14 4

©cmocracp

By Eugene M. Pharo, 'IS.

These the hot and beaten faces

Lurid from the fire of work,

Gleaming eyes with grim intention

Piercing god-like through the dark,

Surging heart and surging muscle,

Iron engines at their back;

These the wakened sons of labour.

Gone their spirit's deathly lack.

Equally of God's creation

With the poet and the sage,

Purpose roused from dumb inertion;

Masters of an iron age!
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By L. Blackledge Lippmann, '14.

Now I can accord precedence

To my tailor, for I do

Want to know if he gives credence

—

An unwarrantable credence

—

To my proffered I. 0. U.

Bills for carriages and horses,

Bills for wines and light cigar.

Matters that concern the Forces

—

News that may affect the Forces—
News affecting my resources.

Now unquestioned take the "pas."

W. S. Gilbert.

YESTERDAY I looked over the diary of Phaeton. It had lain for

years in the old box where I had placed it on that day when, in all

the lustre of a long past Spring, we whispered farewell and bade

him rest. Reader, have you too kept a diary? Have you at the New
Year bought for yourself a little book, brave in golden blazening and

faintly pungent with the subtle aroma of morocco? If so, peradventure

you were faithful for a space—with ardent pen you scrawled its virgin pages

with the manifold doings of your day. Yes, you were faithful for a space,

and then was there not one night when you returned tired from the dance

and put off the record of the day until tomorrow? And tomorrow was

there not so much or so little to be done that another day escaped im-

mortality and then another?—until a month later, while reaching for a

pen, 3^our hand came upon the little dusty volume and as your fingers ran

over the neglected pages you sighed and said, "Oh, well—next year!"

Such was the diary of Phaeton, a scant record of a life that had been

crowded with joy, and love, and laughter; a life, too, that had known

sorrow and shed tears. Yet, as I gently turned the pages I knew that not

here would I find again the youth of Phaeton, for in its pathetic incom-

pleteness, in its simple statements of past days, it is more of a skeleton

than those few slender bones that are slowly crumbling beneath the sod.

But there is a more complete, a truer record that lies before me even

as I write ; a httle sheaf of yellowed papers, true memoirs of that young

life—the bills of Phaeton. See, here they he, creased and torn, yet these



102 The Haverfordian

old statements throb with the life of him I loved. Across some are scrawl-

ed, "Payment received, with thanks"; at the foot of others are written

little importunate notes. I am afraid. Phaeton, that there are more of these

latter, but peace, long since you have settled that last and greatest score.

You were beautiful. Phaeton, and proud, and gentle, but whom the

gods love—come, let me read once more these eloquent testaments.

Here is one, Phaeton: it is written on a torn fragment of paper, and on

the back is a much thumbed and penciled exercise:

Arma virumque cano

How we hated our Vergil in those days. Phaeton, but ah! if we
could but go back ! Yes, here is the bill, written in your own round, un-

certain, schoolboy hand: "To Smith, minimus, I. O. U. 3 shillings for the

spotted puppy. I'll pay you after Michaelmas." Many a Michaelmas

has come and gone since then, and the spotted puppy became a dog, grew

old, and toothless, and died; Smith, minimus, is across the other side of

the world, but this faded paper brings us together again as some talisman

of old Merlin. And here is an old bill owed "to Messrs. Springes of the

High Street; 20 shillings for one cricket bat." They do not make such

bats nowadays. Phaeton, and the crease is not so green and smooth, or is

it that I have changed with the hastening years? Those were long, happy
afternoons, and they come back to me now as I read, "20 shillings for one

cricket bat." How drowsy was the air, how soft the slow humming of the

bees as we lay side by side in the shade, our heads pillowed on our blazers,

and idly watched the leaves and thought of nothing at all! Idlers, both,

if you will, but we were happy and the spring was young. There were

nights, too, when as the moon floated lily-like on the tranquil surface of

the heavens, we half-shamedly told each other of our dreams. They were

brave dreams. Phaeton, and beautiful as the mystery that gave them
birth, but that was long, long ago, and like all dreams they have had their

waking.

And now come bills for gloves and ties and scents. A maiden

claimed you, perhaps, and you would make yourself fair in her eyes.

There were many maidens. Phaeton, and you loved them all. Do you

remember that evening in summer when a laughing face appeared above

the vicarage wall, gloriously foreshortened in the fading twilight? And
the next Sunday found you in church, although you were ever a young

pagan and burned acrid incense to a marble Pan. Phaeton, Phaeton,

I am afraid that you knew not the text, but I am sure that you could

tell every light that glinted on a certain head beneath the organ loft,

could number every smile that bent two roselike lips. Shame on you,

you were inconstant, for the very next week were you not sighing at the
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feet of a dainty divinity who acted as female Ganymede at the Golden

Hind?

Then, too, are many accounts rendered by Mr. Fumer of the Hay-

market ; here is five shillings for a briar, the very briar perhaps that you

would pull at for hours at a time in that shocking old jacket that you

clung to so fondly. Also come reminders from Abdul,—Abdul, whose

cigarettes were ever in that jade and golden case of yours. Records also

of unnumbered boxes of mild Havanas, all gone in twisting wreaths of

blue-grey smoke. There are some who will shake their heads at these

bills, but who can truly point to money wasted ? Pipes, cigars, and cigar-

ettes, each had their place; the pipe for those hours that beget

thought ; the cigar for hours post-prandial, and the cigarette for the lighter

moments of life. Through that ever shifting veil of smoke I can even now
see your chambers—a Whistler nocturne hanging by the door and a

Durer's "Melancholia" peering out from the shadows. There was much
to talk of in those days, and much to see. How we dabbled in the pastel

subtleties of Japan like true disciples of the Sunflower, how ardent in

our advocacy of the cult of the Lily, until the gentle mockery of " Pa-

tience" caused us, half shamefaced, half laughingly, to recant.

And your books! Here before me lie accounts, mute witnesses to

the catholicity of your taste. Yours was not the mind that falls easily into

a rut. It is your book bills. Phaeton, that I love best of all, for in them, is

sketched a chart of the deeps and shallows of your mind and soul. Here

is "Vanity Fair," and the "Newcomes," and here is mention of "Hudi-

bras"; an old copy of Lovelace has cost you a guinea; andlzaak Walton

appears on the same account as does "Madame de Marlpin." How you

loved them all. Phaeton, and how I loved you for it! The quaint old

Jacobean volume with its scrolled bookplate and sonorously verbose

title page was no dearer to you than your bound edition of the "Yellow

Book," strangely sinister with the weird grotesques of Beardsly. Do
you remember those hours by the roadside when first we read " Trilby" ?

How we planned plans and dreamed dreams; we too should live that

mad, free life of the Quartier Latin, we too should work, and suffer, and

attain. Dreams, Phaeton, dreams, but a yellowed bill remains to con-

jure once more for me those brave days when we were twenty-one.

'

Books, too, there were that had survived on your shelves since those days

long since when the nursery was your world and the world your nursery.

" Eric," "St. Winifred's," and " Tom Brown" (wasn't the fight wonderful,

the fags' rebellion an epic in itself? but were you not always rather sorry

that Tom reformed?).
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There are among these documents no records of those vulgarities

that are termed "edition de Itixe." No, you were never one to gorman-

dize in print; a dainty titbit here, a solid joint there, with now and again

a thin deckel-edged savoury, was more to your taste. Your shelves were

never cursed with that deadly glare of gold and morocco uniformity that

is the mark of your true Philistine. Your library was like yourself, some-

what shabby but cosmopolitan. It was a library of moods, tuned to each

changing phase of mind and spirit. How you loved those uneven shelves,

how you would revel in your dreams! I am sure that Mr. Midshipman

Easy was more real to you than Captain Hawkins, with whom you talked

daily in the club; that for you the lover of Beatrix Esmond and Di

Vernon were more vital than the languishings of Lady Mary Golding,

with whom you dined thrice in the month.

Ah yes! You dined, and right well, for here on the table before me
lie the souvenirs of many jolly dinners, here is enshrined the memory of

many dusty bottles that in the days gone by poured forth their soul to

enter into yours. How great a joy when you returning triumphant from

some urban argosy could lead us to some quaint harbor off the beaten

track. Y'ou were ever a favorite in these old hostelries. Where we would

but get the accustomed "vin ordinaire" did not Giovanni bring for you

long cherished Toquay that seemed to blink in the unwonted light of day?

Was not the little table by the leaded window always yours at Simpson's

raftered alehouse; did not old Heinrich bustle forward smiling with

napkin on arm at your approach ? Happy were those dinners and happy
were the walks home along the crowded Strand. A great, ever flooding,

ever ebbing tide of traffic, the thunder of hoofs, and the heavy rumble of

the lumbering busses. Hansoms slinking past or standing in sullen

ranks, black birds of prey; the raucous yelling of newsboys as they darted

in and out, small shuttles in that great web of humanity. The crimson

blaze of windows in the dying sunlight, the faint nocturnes of approach-

ing dusk. All these we saw, and beyond was Pall Mall, while pedestalled

high above us in the Circus, Cupid pointed his brazen arrow towards the

east.

The arrow still points. Phaeton, but other hearts are pierced ; the city

still speaks, but there is a menace in her voice. The club remains the

same, but many chairs are vacant. There has been change, but you have

known it not, for you have slept these many years agone. Backs that

were straight, heads that were proud, are stooped and bent, for the high

gods have robbed us of the precious staff of youth. Only you remain the

same, your spirit vivid in these yellowed, crumpled sheets. You had your
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day; we that are left shall have soon had ours. Other stars shall rise, and

flare, and fade from view, even as the last ember dies here on the hearth

before me. There shall be other men and other manners, but their ways

are not our ways nor their gods ours. Old friends, old books, old wines,

and then the darkness of a candle that goes out. Ah well, wc have

loved much, and have been little loved. Peace ho!

^torm

By a. C. Inman, '17.

Down from the north the sea birds swept.

As the winds with a whining anguish wept

;

Far from their wind-lashed homes they flew,

By the tempest's fury urged anew.

And on the ocean's heaving breast,

Whirling along from crest to crest.

Fleeing from cold and wind and snow,

Like masses of great grey ghosts they go.

And many a ship with masts made bare

By the fury and wrath of the wind-god's blare,

Came scudding along -vidth tight-strung stays,

Made lurid and dusk by the sun's last rays.
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By 1915

IT
IS three A.M. by my Ingersoll watch, and my Ingersoll is worth one

American silver dollar—which, as all economists will tell you, has

been a trustworthy creation since 1792. It is also Saturday night,

or rather, I should say, Sunday morning.

Midnight is a time when I am unusually stupid, or when not in that

state-—sound asleep. But tonight I assure you I am not asleep, and as for

stupidity—three cups of "Lotos Seed" tea, 25 cents a pot at the Far

East, 59th and Broadway, fixed that.

I have just locked the door to my apartment and placed a chair in

front of it. I have also put up the blind and closed my window to

Lexington Avenue. Someone might enter unnoticed while an Avenue
car went clanging by; but the great spluttering arc light from outside

affords me some respite from my anxiety. I have faced my table to the

door and slipped my automatic in my pocket. But even then my hand

quakes as it writes, for I confess I am terrified.

Tonight I have had an adventure so gruesome that, though it is a

sultry August night, my body is shivering with chills. Furthermore, not

only my muscular and tactile sense is so affected: I can scarce breathe,

though my chest is laboring, for the putrescent odor that lies about me.

Yet surely there is no odor excepting for a faint pungency of my hands.

We are all children of something—at least we say we are. It is

just another way of saying: " It's not my fault, blame the other fellow!"

Adam was the child of dust. Eve the daughter of a rib. And since then

there have been children of destiny, environment, slums, fortune, greed,

etc., ad infmittini. Therefore I will follow this ancient custom and style

myself the child of adventure—very prosy and flat-footed, but as good

as any other.

Now I think I can find adventure anywhere—even in a New England

church; therefore I can find adventure in New York. Finding adventure

is not found by mining deep in the ground of society; adventure lies in

surface veins where anybody can stumble across it. But to be a child of

adventure one must recognize a vein at first sight and follow it to a

climax.

I have been in New York about a month and have had four episodes.

The first three struck such chords as sentimentality, amusement and

excitement,—therefore I will quickly forget them. Tonight the chord of
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love was struck, and of horror, therefore I will remember this last adven-

ture perhaps a few days longer.

The Peking is a Chinese and American cafe located at the conflux of

two great streets. There are tables loaded with awe-inspiring silver;

panels and draperies too rich to be tawdry; waiters, nineteen of them,

who move silently—and always, always a bill. But we will not speak of

the bill tonight.

Last Wednesday night I was seated in the Peking, a dish of celestial

origin and a glass of Sauterne before me. My eyes were half closed;

through the jingle of ice in fragile glass, the soft animation of conversa-

tion, the gentle laughter of women, I felt the whole scene. Someone was

twiddling a piano, a long-haired individual with dirty fingernails was

ecstatically swaying a Venetian boat song on his violin. As soon as the

barcarolle ceased, the pianist started to drum. A stocky, deep-voiced

man, with a wrinkled neck, started a jolly ballad of the sea. He sang it

so well that when I wasn't looking at his East Side Jewish face I was sure

he was bow-legged. After him followed three women—a cabaret team
who sang cute songs of men and love, who swung their dimpled elbows

and shuffled their feet—whose eyes snapped over the tables T\dth the go

and the swing of the "rag song." They ended up by winding in and out

of the tables singing, "Just see those Pullman porters, dolled up in
—

"

Finally, after they were through, a fourth woman stepped to the

piano. I hadn't noticed her before, but I certainly paid attention now.

She was—well, I'm not going to rave. She was just an attractive girl.

She had a saucily tilted nose, a chin curving softly upward, quick little

eyes, dimpled cheeks, and lips that were firm and yet yielding—little

jelly lips that longed to be kissed.

And she sang a song of—,but what does that matter? I looked at her

and all that I could think of was a little lass from the meadows who
sang songs of flowers and birds and trees. Then she finished and went
tripping off the dais. The whole room broke out into applause.

Then she came down the aisle and past me. Just as if I had known
her all her life I got up and bowed, just as naturally she thanked me and

sat down opposite. I saw that her dress was in one place mended—

a

simple v/hite wash dress girdled with a bright Turkish scarf. The only

ornaments she wore were a bracelet and a locket, such as any country girl

might have worn.

All this happened so quickly, so naturally, that I scarce realize now
from what an insignificant and chance occurrence, so horrible an ending

came!
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"You are a stranger? How do you like this little village? I

rather like you." What a bold statement! Yet from her nothing could

be bold.

" I adore New York—after having seen you."

She blushed, then laughed a silvery little tinkle of a laugh. And then

we talked a little while and I found that she was a hard-working, level-

headed girl.

"Yes, I do get tired of this life. But I love to sing: I wish I could

sing something fine, something beautiful. But that wouldn't pay and
there's my little sister—yes, I have a sister in a convent school—she

shan't have to go through what I have. Yes, it pays well—^seven hours

a day from 6 P.M. until 1 A.M. and thirty dollars a week. No, I've

never been on the stage and I wouldn't go if I could. I used to sing in a

choir. But why do you ask me these questions? Most of the men call

me fluffy or cuty, want me to drink, which I never do, and flirt so foolish-

ly. But 5'-ou—^you are so different
!"

"Oh," I said, "I must find out what people are—not what they

play at. You see I have a passion for knowing just how this old world

looks through the eyes of others—whom I rarely have a chance to meet."
" Then you think I'm a new specimen on your bug hunt," she said

saucily.

"No, no—but still I think you are right. You are by far the most

beautiful and charming butterfly I have ever found—and, what's more,

you're a bear! Shake, old pal! Some day you shan't have to work so

hard—some day you will be singing the beautiful songs you love to sing,

and there will be a man whose eyes will be damp with tears when you—

"

"Oh, cut it out, Mr. Stranger. Oh, you slushy!"

But I saw her wipe away a tear.

Then the pianist struck up and she jumped up to sing another song—
to earn her daily bread. She snapped her little fingers and tilted her

saucy head and the crowd went mad. They clapped and cried, "More!

more!" She bowed to right and to left, her face flashing with smiles.

Then for a moment she caught my eye—over the crowded tables—and I

saw the smile vanish and that tired, patient look came for a second and

was gone. Then she smiled again, bowed to me and sang another song.

About me were men—or rather, pigs—hooked nose, coarse-lipped,

guzzling beer and gulping their Chinese messes. With them were women,

harsh and hard of feature, ruby-lipped and powder-faced. And I thought

of the pearl before the swine.

Then I heard a foolish dnmken laugh behind me. Somehow
that laugh sounded familiar. I turned around. To my utter amazement
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there stood Gus Pouter. Pouter, a pudgy, oily specimen, with bright

eyes and a sharp wit, had been expelled from Harvard during our Sopho-

more year. He had been thoroughly disliked on accotmt of his mean-

ness, and despised as a man who had indulged his every appetite. I pre-

tended not to see him, but it was too late. I had been the object of his

cackle.

"Well, I'll be shot," said Pouter as he extended a soft white hand, "if

it isn't Parmalee Jones!"

I couldn't do anything else, so I asked him to sit down. He con-

tinued,

"Well, Jones, it's good to see you. I've changed a lot since college

days; yes, I look at life more seriously now—have to, you know," and

Pouter rubbed his rum-soaked neck reflectively.

"How's that?" I asked.

"Well, ever since I had to leave college on account of my heart

disease
—

" he was lying already, but I kept still
—

"I've been kind of

scared. I spent two years in a sanitarium—

"

"Well, you certainly don't look like an invalid now," I remarked

as he drank off another cocktail. And then I suddenly remembered the

fits he used to fall in at college, especially during the hazing of Freshman

year and I wondered whether he'd been telling the truth after all.

"Pretty lively little place," Gus remarked, "but the show isn't any-

good."

"The devil you say!" I answered, nodding towards my new ac-

quaintance, "you don't often see a coozie like her."

" Ha, ha! So you've got your eye on her, have you? Why, Jennie's a

good friend of mine, I'll call her over."

I could have shot Gus for the familiar way he talked of her. The

girl came towards us.

" Hello, Jennie," said Pouter, " this is a friend of mine—Mr. Jones."

"Mr. Jonesandl are acquainted, A/u/er Pouter," said the girl quietly,

smiling at me.

For a while we chatted together over our drinks, but I noticed that

she disliked Pouter's familiarity. Every once in a while, while Gus was
talking away—for the drink had gone to his head—I'd catch her eye.

I could almost hear them say, "You understand!"

At last the singing stopped, and at one sharp the lights began to go

out and everybody started to leave.

Gus and I were on the pavement.

"Where are you going now?" I asked.

"Oh, I'm taking Jennie home." Just then Jennie came out and the
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two said a hurried good-bye to me and started down towards Times
Square. Jennie looked over her shoulder once and waved to me. For a

moment I thought she was beckoning, then I lost her in the crowd.

I hated to leave her to Pouter, but he knew her better than I did. It was
none of my business.

:{: ^ :}: H^ :{: ^

Three nights later, that is tonight, or Saturday night, I went to the

Peldng again. I just couldn't keep away from Jennie's fascination. She

was as pretty as ever, but I was startled to see her so pale—in fact she

was ghastly. And tonight she did not smile. At the end of her song she

came down the aisle. I expected her to at least nod to me, but instead

she glided past, her eyes sunken and her face blanched.

Just as she passed, however, she let drop a little wad of paper.

Something was evidently the matter. I held the menu in front of me
and unrolled it. I read

:

" I am in trouble. Help me. Meet me after the show."

It was then 11.45, but it seemed hours before 1 A.M. came around.

I was again on the pavement. She came up to me quickly.

"Call a taxi."

We were soon going up Broadway.

"Do you trust me?" she asked.

"Why, of course," I answered.

"Then if ever you loved your mother, if ever you believed in God,

help me nov/. By all that's sacred promise me, promise me that you will

not forsake me— " She had clutched my lapels and in her eyes was such

a gleam of terror and hopelessness that I, too, was becoming terrified,

thinking her insane.

"Come now. Miss Jennie," I said, trying to control my nervousness,

"I promise to help you out. What has happened? You must tell me
everything. Where are we going?"

"Wait! I will tell you later, only do as I say now," and she lapsed

into an hysterical silence.

The taxi finally stopped. The chauffeur looked in.

"Is this the street, mum?"
She nodded. We got out. It was somewhere on 7th Avenue.

We walked for a couple of blocks. She led me into an eight-story,

inexpensive apartment house. It had started to drizzle, and the streets

were deserted. No one was downstairs in the lobby; she took me up two

flights of stairs to a little narrow door. For a time she hesitated, then

suddenly making up her mind she unlocked and shoved open the door.

It was pitch dark within; a peculiar odor reached my nostrils. She
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closed the door, listened awhile in the dark. I struck a match. Some-

body else was in the room, sitting on a chair in the corner, watching us.

She lit the gas jet. I started with surprise. It was Gus Pouter sitting

there in the chair. I was disgusted.

" What are you doing in here?" I said menacingly, though my knees

were shaking. He was asleep. I shook him. He rolled his head up in

funny way, his mouth was agape. He was dead.

Terrified, I sprang for the door. Jennie was in front of it ; she shoved

a nickel revolver into my ribs.

"You coward!" she hissed, "keep quiet."

" Let me out of here
—

"

"Now you listen to me.— Last Wednesday Gus insisted on coming

up to the apartment with me. I tried to keep him out, but I couldn't

—

he was drunk. He then tried to embrace me; I struck him with all my
might. He went into a fit and died—^there he is

—

"

" Last Wednesday! Why, it's Sunday morning now!"
" I know. I couldn't get rid of him and I was afraid to call the police.

I have been waiting for you. Now you are here. Take his body away,

or I will scream and we'll all hang together." She was unusually calm

now.

I don't know what happened next—it's too horrible to think of.

The only thing I remember is saying to a cab driver, " Oh, he's only

dnmk," as I carried that frightful corpse away.

Now it is four a.m., wagons are rattling outside, dawn is lightening

the city. The pavements, all aglitter with rain, reflect the now dimming
arc light most uncannily. In spite of the roar of the traffic, I have to throw

up my window.

The corpse of Mr. Gus Pouter is crammed beneath my bed.
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Gerald Stanley Lee, Doubleday, Page and Co, igij.

THAT art and poetry are being bruised unto death by this age of

commercialism is a platitude to which, a little less than a week
ago I would have added my feeble second. But in that week

I have read Crowds and have learned something of Machines and the

still potential mightiness of the Dollar.

Crowds is not a new book, its last chapters were written a year ago.

It is a long book, its pages number five hundred and sixty-one, and at the

end "Finis" is not written, but "The Beginning." Its sub-title is, "A
moving-picture of Democracy," and its spirit, an American spirit, is

prophetic.

Let the poets read the first division, "Crowds and Machinery," and
if they can conceive anything more sublimely poetic than Mr. Lee's con-

ception of our "sordid" industrial life, let them do it. They can do it.

Crowds is a "Beginning." But poetry is not to be commercialized:

commerce is to be poetized. It is being poetized by the gods of the

"Almighty Dollar" when news such as that from the Ford factory is

spread broadcast upon the nation, and when such a store as Wanamaker's
graces Market Street.

Crowds is a picture of Democracy, American Democracy, as it is,

as it is beginning to be, and as it will be. But what it will be depends

upon us. It would be a great shame to let such help as Mr. Lee is offering

us go by unheeded. If we are to be business men, engineers, journalists,

preachers, artists, poets, anjrthing, here in one book, the living utterance

of one man who believes with all his poet's soul in our souls, is the spirit

which will make tts poets. Here is the spirit which will make every hard,

milled dollar a lyric; every bank, factory, mine, or department store a

temple to a God of men—of men who face a mighty age fearlessly, and

instead of bewailing the death of art, make of all living, all barter and

grinding toil, an art, a religion.

Although Mr. Lee's book is on crowds, he himself is an individualist

and looks to the individual in the crowd for the salvation of the crowd.

He frequently quarrels with Socialism for its omission of the individual.

All men are not created alike or equal. There are "inventors" and

"hewers," and the man who makes them co-operate, the "artist." So-

ciety consists of individuals with individual capacities. The artist is the

man who makes the individuals efficient in their places. Socialism would
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do away with capitalists, inventors and such men as A. G. Bell, Marconi,

Shakespeare, and Hill.

In a section devoted to "Newsand Crowds" Mr. Lee demonstrates that

if capitalists and laborers knew each other—had the news about each

other—the labor problem would take care of itself. In this 'section there

is much inspiration for the journalist.

If the capitalists studied the laborers had faith in them, and created

faith in capitalists upon the part of laborers, by a careful and efficient

study and ministration to their needs many problems would be obviated.

Let the man who is going into business read this section. I have only hinted

at the contents of one page of it.

Crowds is not purely visionary. Specific cases of "inspired mil-

lionaires' ' who have had the vision and joyously worked it out, stand

behind Mr. Lee's message.

The book is big, its ideas are many and big, and cannot be transcribed

here. Many of us have "heard about' ' the book. Let many of us read

it ! It has a broader vision of life to give us, a bigger purpose.

—E. M. Pharo, '15.

LYRICS AND DRAMAS

Stephen Phillips. John Lane & Co.

STEPHEN PHILLIPS' latest volume of poems, Lyrics and Dramas,

is somewhat disappointing to ardent admirers of this popular poet.

Each of his previous volumes has included at least one long

poem of singular beauty and poetic expression, such as Marpessa, Endy-
mion or Orestes, magnificent poems dealing with episodes from Greek

mythology. But the present volume contains no such work; with the

exception of three short dramas, the poet has confined his genius to lyrics

on varied subjects.

There are, however, several beautiful songs in the present volume

which are impressive both on account of their exquisite poetry and the

deep feelings which they contain. Lyrics are generally subjective and

come from the poet's real inner consciousness. One of them is entitled,

" Ay, but to die" and it expresses weariness with the affairs of hfe, and a

desire to be rid of,

—

This ignoble war of " how" and " whence,"

The unglorious fight for necessary pence.

Is the poet thinking of himself when he writes that? Perhaps. Death,
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however, has often been treated in his poems previously. He seems

fascinated by it, and loves to dwell on it. A knowledge of his philosophy

shows why he continually writes on sad, gloomy subjects. He often

pictures the dead as returning to the earth in dreams, as, for example, in

"My Dead Love" and "The Miser Mother." He believes in life after

death, a life full of work to make up for sins committed on earth.

Poems of a more pleasant nature in the volume are those dealing

with the different seasons, such as "An October Day," "Winter Dawn,"
"A Winter's Night." Also the author has a few realistic poems describ-

ing phases of life in the poverty-stricken parts of the city. These are clever,

in that they present vivid pictures in a few well-chosen words, but he has

excelled them himself in his earlier volumes by such masterpieces as "The
Woman with a Dead Soul" and "The Wife."

Humor seems to have no scope in Mr. Phillips' plan of poetry, but

for the first time, in the present volume, we find him indulging in light,

airy sketches. Thus he has an elaborate poem on cricket, miodeled after

Walt Whitman and called "Cricket, I Sing." Again, he whimsically

describes an up-to-date suitor in "The Modem Lover." There are also

several poems on literary subjects, notably a sonnet on Keats, and a

vivid poem describing Beatrice Cenci's murder of her old father.

In the second part of his book, Stephen Phillips has inserted three

short dramas written in his beautiful blank verse. The first, "Nero's

Mother," in one act, deals with the murder of Agrippina by order of her

royal son. This was to have been appended to the author's play of

"Nero," but was omitted on account of the length of the drama as it was.

It tmdoubtedly woidd make a good one-act play, as Mr. Phillips suggests,

but it seems too short, and its theme is one which would meet with a

sympathetic response only from the more educated class of society.

"The Adversary," another one-act drama, is not so good; its theme

is old and lacks interest. The third play, " The King," is a tragedy in the

Greek style ; that is, it is not divided into acts , as the Elizabethan plays are,

but it is constructed in a continuous series of scenes. The portrayal of the

character of the King is excellent, and the other personages in the play are

also well drawn. The scenes remind us somewhat of " Herod," especially

the livel}' court scenes. " The King " will conclusively answer the critics

who assert that the work of Stephen Phillips is deteriorating, for here he

exhibits all his former power.

By the manj^ references to Keats in his poetry, we suspect that Mr.

Phillips is a devotee of that poet. In fact, his poetry resembles that of

Keats, especially in its Grecian touches and in its profuse word-painting.

His poems do not abound in music and melody like Swinburne's, and, in
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more recent days, Alfred Noyes'. On the other hand, they are surfeited

with beautiful and unusual thoughts, expressive of all emotions, from the

most joyful to the most tragic. Stephen Phillips, as a poet, is a worthy

although perhaps humble successor to the great Victorians, Tennyson

and Browning. As a poet-dramatist, he easily excels them, for his

" Herod' ' and " Nero' ' attained greater success than anything ever staged

by them, or indeed, by any of the modern poets.—G. A. Dunlap, '16.

€ternitp

By Felix M. Morley, 'IS.

Amid soft, rosy clouds breaks forth the dawn,

The golden sands rtm out to meet the foam,

Above the stm-kissed blue the seagulls roam;

Another day is born.

Dark, rain-presaging clouds obscure the sun,

Gray, sullen waves roll dully in to land.

The wind blows chill across the barren strand;

Another day is done.
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Colonel Norwood Penrose Hal-

lowell, ex- '57, and one of the last

of the group of Haverfordians who
put the tenets of their faith behind

the country's need during the Civil

War, died suddenly, April 11th,

at his home in West Medford,

Mass. Colonel Hallowell, while a

Harvard graduate of '61, had

always maintained a keen interest

in the affairs of his first Alma
Mater and one of his last public

appearances was at the New Eng-

land Alumni Association dinner held

in Boston on March 7th. Here, as

president of the Association, he was

the first speaker of the evening,

discussing the modem revival of

Quaker ideals in a way which those

present will long remember.

Mr. Hallowell was bom in Phila-

delphia April 13th, 1839, entered

the Introductory Department at

Haverford in 1851, leaving two

years later. In 1857 he entered

Harvard University, from which he

enlisted as a private in the Union

Army in the Spring of 1861. Being

stationed in Boston he was able to

take the final examinations with

his class that June, and besides

graduating with honor was the

deliverer of the Class Day oration.

In September of that year he was

ordered to the front with the rank

of first lieutenant, and remained in

active service till severe wounds

received at the Battle of Antietam

ultimately forced his retirement

from fighting, though not from

active service in the cause of aboli-

tion. Perhaps the most noteworthy

incident of Mr. Hallowell' s wartime

experiences was his appointment

as colonel of the second colored

regiment ever enlisted under the

American flag. This was in every

way a fitting honor to one of the

most high-minded and devoted

upholders of universal freedom this

country has ever seen, and it is told

of him that his men "loved him
like a father."

After the war he entered the

wool commission business in New
York with his brother, Richard

Price Hallowell, '55, and later

became a member of the New York
firm of Hallowell, Prescott and Co.

In 1869 he moved to Boston, where

he practised the profession of wool

broker, together with many im-

portant offices in and around Bos-

ton. At the time of his death he

was president of the Boston Na-

tional Bank of Commerce, presi-

dent of the Middlesex School, and

a trustee and member of numerous

other organizations.

By his sudden death Haverford

loses a most distinguished and

loyal alumnus, the nation a citizen

worthy of being ranked with any

of the high-minded patriots pro-

duced by the Civil War.
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Present Day Papers for April

contains several articles by Haver-

fordians, George A. Barton, '82,

has written an epitome of the great

religious experience of "The Burn-

ing Bush," which is narrated in

Exodus 3: 1-15.

President Sharpless has written

on "The Japanese Question" with

the strength and authority of one

who has not only been over the

ground and made a careful external

study of the problem, but also with

the insight which frank converse

with some of Japan's public men
has given him.

Allen C. Thomas, '65, has con-

tributed a scholarly criticism of

Professor Henry C. Vedder's "The
Reformation in Germany," pub-

lished by the MacMillan Company
of New York.

Also the April Wcslonian. A
number largely devoted to a dis-

cussion of the place various types

of literature should occupy in the

minds of Friends, both young and

old, contains, among several others,

an article on "Friends' Attitude

toward Fiction," by Alfred C. Gar-

rett, '87, and an editorial on

"Reading Habits of Children," by
President .Sharpless.

A matter of considerable interest

to all interested in the Haverford

Campus is the report of C. Cresson

Wistar, '65, a member of the Col-

lege Campus Club, that the Penn

Treat}' Elm slips will be ready for

planting out next year. In the

meantime the Campus Club will

select suitable locations for the slips

on the college lawn.

The Haverford luncheon of the

New York Alumni Association was

held on Tuesday, April 7th, at the

Machinery Club, New York City.

All present voted it a most success-

ful affair.

Camp Timkhannock is the at-

tractive name which Messrs. C. M.

and Hans Froelicher, Jr., have

given to the summer camp for

boj's which they have founded in

the Pocono Lake Preserve, Pocono,

Pa. A deHghtful prospectus de-

scribing the aims and attributes of

the camp may be had upon applica-

tion to the business manager, Hans

Froelicher, Jr., '12.

'65

Benjamin A. Vail retired from the

office of Circuit Court Judge of the

State of New Jersey at the expira-

tion of his term, January 8th,

1914. Since then he has returned to

the practice of law with the firm of

Vail and McLean, EUzabeth, N. J.

'75

Chas. E. Tebbetts has been

General Secretary of the American

Friends' Board of Foreign Missions

for the last six years, having his

headquarters at Richmond, Ind
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During the past winter he has been

leader of the Indiana State team in

the United Mission campaign, hold-

ing conferences throughout the

State.

'79

Francis Henderson returned on

April first to his home at 3033

Queen Lane, Philadelphia, after a

short trip to Europe.

'97

Edward Thomas has recently

been elected a member of the

Local School Board for the 12th

District in New York, where for

several years he has been actively

engaged as an expert in patent

law.

Ex-'97

W. H. Macafee on January' first

of this year obtained a desirable

position as Sales Manager for the

firm of Knaush, Nachod & Kuhne,

international bankers, at 1 5 Wil-

liam Street, New York.

'99

A. Clement Wild, who is in the

legal department of the Chicago

City Railway Co., has moved his

ofifices to 600 Borland Building,

105 South LaSalle St., Chicago.

His home address is, 1363 East

50th St., Chicago.

'01

E. Marshall Scull has recently

announced his engagement to Miss

Anne Price Johnson, of Chestnut

Hill, Philadelphia.

•02

Arthur S. Cookman is now a

member of the firm of Ayres,

Bridges & Co., wool merchants, of

Boston and New York. Mr. Cook-

man is in the New York office.

'03

We are in receipt of an advance

number of a carefully prepared

class letter, from which the follow-

ing are excerpts;

Cary V. Hodgson, of the United

States Coast and Geodetic Survey,

left for the West on April 16th,

where he will perform a season's

work of latitude observations.

Hodgson will outfit at Denver and

employ a motor truck in his oper-

ations. Starting from Denver he

will run to western Texas, thence

through the arid districts of New
Mexico, Arizona and California to

San Diego ; then over the Colorado

river and up the state boundary

line of California and Nevada to

Lake Tahoe.

The work of Robert L. Simkin

has assumed such commanding
proportions in West China during
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the last two years that a pamphlet

has been issued giving a brief but

comprehensive account of his mis-

sionary life. Besides a description

of his work at the Chengtu Union

University, is included Simkin's

own narration of the thrilling ex-

periences he went through in the

recent revolution, known to more

sedentary Americans merely from

fragfmentary newspaper reports.

Mr. Simkin is now returning to

this country via Europe, and his

address during next year will be,

4 Everett Ave., Ossining, N. Y.,

or after September 2 5th, the Union

Theological Seminary, Broadway
and 120th St., N. Y., at which in-

stitution he will spend a year of

study.

J. E. Hollingsworth, of Green-

castle, Ind., is temporarily manag-
ing the Greek Department at De
Pauw University, owing to the ill-

ness of Professor Swahlen, head of

the department.

Dr. George Peirce will be in

charge of the Chemical Research

Laboratory of the Brady Urologi-

cal Clinic when it opens next

October.

•06

Francis R. Taylor, '06, and
Louis W. Robey announce that

they have formed a partnership

for the general practice of law

under the firm name of Taylor and

Robey, with offices in the Stephen

Girard Building, Phila.

Ex- '06

Donald Evans, resident in New
York, has admitted to the classifi-

cation of a real "futurist poet,"

although he decries the label. Mr.

Evans has evolved a new "philos-

ophy of inversion" in which he

declares that dilemmas are not to be

solved. One should always act in

contradiction to the natural in

order to experience impressions

unknown by the ordinary person.

As is the case in art, the chief

mission of poetry is to make an

indelible picture. In order to bring

about the desired effect, words

which appeal not merely to one,

but rather to all the senses should

be used. For instance, Mr. Evans
thinks the most expressive ad-

jective for a scream is "scarlet":

—

And then the scarlet screams

stood forth revealed.

Another line, considered by its

author as worthy of attentive

analysis, is the following:

A noise was in her eyes that sang

of scorn.

As Mr. Evans says, he endeavors

to make his phrases unforgettable.

'07

Alexander N. Warner is now
President and General Manager

of the Warner Oil Co., with offices
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in the Second National

Building of Titusville, Pa.

Bank

Wilbur H. Haines is Senior

Resident Physician at the German
Hospital, Philadelphia.

The April Book News Monthly

contains an article on Joseph Con-

rad by C. D. Morley, '10. Andrew
McGill, a well-known member of

the same class, is conducting a

fortnightly literary "causerie" in

the Toledo (Ohio) Times.

'08

Carl F. Scott will marry Mis€

Dorothea FauUsig at Yonkers, N.

Y., on April the twenty-fifth.

'09

The Class will celebrate the

fifth anniversary of its graduation,

with a banquet on Class Day night.

The engagement is announced of

Miss Edna Louise Smith, of Harlan,

Iowa, to Joseph Warrington Stokes,

of Holmesburg, Pa.

James W. Crowell, who took his

M. A. in Romance Languages at

Haverford in 1911, has been ap-

pointed to a Teaching Fellowship

at the University of Pennsylvania.

•10

Mr. and Mrs. James Whitall are

sailing. May 9th, for England,where

they expect to stay for an indef-

inite period. Whitall will contin-

ue his study of Enghsh at the Lon-

don University.

'11

Henry S. Bernard is now return-

ing from a three-year government

appointment in the Philippines as

supervisor of a department of the

scholastic sj^stem.

Frederick O. Tostenson, who has

been studying in Europe lately, is

now at Heidelberg University.

V. F. Schoepperle has bought

a house in Maplewood, N. J.

'12

James M. Carpenter shares a

Teaching Fellowship at Cornell

Aubrey Howell Richard S. Dewees

Insurance
HOWELL & DEWEES

SPECIAL AGENTS

Provident Life and Trust Co.

Fourth and Chestnut Streets

Philadelphia
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which involves considerable in-

structive duty. Carpenter took

his M. A. in Romance Languages at

College last June.

'13

Frederick A. Curtis has left the

employ of the Jessop and More

Company of Wilmington, Delaware,

and is now in the Chemical Labora-

tory of the American Writing

Paper Compan}' at Mount Holj'oke,

Mass. His address is, 171 Cabot

Street.

Norris F. Hall has been ap-

pointed an assistant in the Chemis-

try Department at Harvard for the

year 1914-15.

John V. Van Sickle has won the

Henry Lee Memorial Fellowship in

Economics at Harvard for next

year. This fellowship for resident

study is worth five hundred and

fifty dollars and is the most val-

uable award of the department.

Joseph M. Beatty, Jr., will spend

next year as a teacher in the Pom-
fret School of Pomfret, Connecticut.

Norman H. Taylor will study

medicine, probably at Harvard.

Ex-'IS

The Lothrop, Lee and Shephard

Co. of Boston have just published

a book by Mousa J. Kaleel, entitled,

"When I Was a Boy in Palestine."

It is one of this firm's " Children of

Other Lands" series, about which

the publishers say, "There are

OVER 360 SAMPLES OF

GOOD LETTERHEADS

\/OU will find here an unique display so

arranged that you can see the entire

number in 5 minutes, or you can profita-

bly spenVl half an hour: a wide range of

prices, plenty of good colors in both paper

and ink, and a type display suitable for all

kinds of business from the professional

ones for the lawyer and doctor on up to

the elaborate ones for the business that re-

quires that kind.

You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet,

'* Where To Buy Letterheads.''

ACTON lEJi^r^

29 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

PHILADELPHIA

"Careful Handling and Quality"

Send us Your Suitings to be

Dry-Cleaned, Scoured

and Pressed
At Reasonable Rates

Our College Agent

Mr. I. Thomas Steere
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many books about the children of

other countries, but no other group

like this, with each volume written

by one who has lived the foreign

child life described, and learned

from subsequent experience in this

country how to teU it in a way
attractive to American children

—

and in fact to Americans of any

age." Kaleel's work is a clearly

written, interesting volume of at-

tractive size, copiously illustrated

with photographs of local scenes

and customs. The publisher's pref-

ace notes that
'

' this narration is

as full of life and vigor as the stal -

wart young author himself." A
great element of value is the con-

stant mention of features that

throw intensely interesting side-

lights upon the study of the Bible.

Haverfordians will join in wishing

for Kaleel the success of which this

book is indicative.

Stylish Clothes

Pyle, ImEs
b Basbieri

TAIl^OH^
<*< BOB. ^>

MEN AND BOVS

1115 WALNUT .ST.,

PHILADELPHIA.

you are nol under the slightest o

The unusual

as well as the

conservative is

shown here
among the
1,500 new
styles of
Spring Cloths.

We are al-

ways studying

and learni ng
more about

young men's

clothe s, with

the result that

we are the lead-

ers, and we
would like to

prove to you
why this is so-

It is a pleas-

ure to show
our goods, and

bligation to buy

Suits and Overcoats, - $25 to $40

Special Full Dress Suits, $40 and $50

Pyle, Innes & Barbieri

Leading College Tailors

1115 Walnut Street

PHILADEWillA

For the gentlemen who appreciate

the refinement of good grooming.

Our Barber Shop was inaugurated

50 years ago. No Tipping.

13th above Chestnut, Phila.
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Cbitorial Comment

DO WE?

WE want baseball! Do not be alarmed. This is not a universal

cry. But it is undeniable that it really is the echo of a more

or less intermittent voice that sounds in our dining-room, on

our campus and in our halls. This cry also implies, we do not want

cricket, for it is an obvious fact that cricket and baseball cannot both

have a vigorous existence at the same time in such a small institution

as Haverford. Let us turn for a moment to the game of cricket and

see if it seems unworthy to retain its high place at Haverford.

To prove that we are not going to idealize in regard to this sport

we state at the outset that cricket has never had a very impressive vital-

ity in the United States. There are very few clubs throughout the

country and the games at those places are in truth few. This by some is

accepted straightway as a proof that cricket as a sport is quite unworthy of

consideration by the real American. The group who make these hasty

conclusions also point out that their belief is a growing belief. They

point at the abandonment of cricket at Harvard and Cornell. They

point at the closing of such a club as Belmont. They call to our atten-

tion the condition of cricket in the schools as compared to former times.

But you who feel your cricket-loving hearts torn by the pain of their
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revelations we implore not to lament. There is a bright path before you
that has been overlooked.

To disclose this path to best advantage a short narrative will suffice.

Some two or three weeks ago the third cricket eleven had a match with

one of the well-known city schools, a school which is fighting to have

cricket instated as a major sport. The boys from this school, as good a

crowd as Philadelphia boasts, arrived at College at 10.30 A. M. and the

match was on by eleven. The day was a beautiful one. The big trees

that line College Lane waved their fresh, green foliage with a faint, hushed

whisper. The sky was perfectly blue, as it had been for days, and

the crease was hard. On the cricket pavilion in the midst of this wonder-

ful scene which every Haverfordian knows so well, the schoolboys, except

their two batters in action, in company with some of the first eleven

men and other College cricket enthusiasts had taken comfortable places.

Others chose to walk in the shade of the maples and view the game from

a difiEerent angle. Nowhere was there the raucous sound of the nervous

screams of ecstatic or fearful "rooters." There was no band playing. No
flags were waving, I should say, but one, the stars and stripes on the pole

by the pavilion, but it was not over a frenzied mob. It was over a

group of American schoolboys actually sitting quietly and talking

seriously.

From this little incident above, two or three important truths may
be drawn. One is the fact that school cricket is a growing and not a

dying thing. Many schools in Philadelphia have recognized the value

of the sport within a few years. Many of the players of these schools

we will find are also getting education in the sport in the neighboring

cricket clubs. Then we may state without fear of presumption that when
the "baseballers" object to cricket they are objecting to a sport which

nevertheless is at present rapidly growing.

In face of the persistent baseball plea, some definite form of cricket

campaign should be planned. It is not possible here to outline any such

thing in detail. However, the fundamental truth on which the distinc-

tion between right and wrong campaigning is to be based can be con-

cretely stated. The game of cricket must either be altered to suit the

Americans or the Americans must be altered to suit the game. The first

method has been the unfortunate method which much American cricket

has tried to use. The result was a sad decUne in the sport. The ner-

vous " bottled-lightning" individuals of the last age turned from it more

or less in disgust. It did not fit them and they wotdd go no further.

At last the latter method is having a trial. The effect is remarkable.

Prejudice being cast aside, the true value of the game is being seen.
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The Americans are actually condescending to alter themselves to suit the

game. That is why many schools are willing to play under such diffi-

culties in order to be able to play at all. That is why the Philadelphia

Cricket Club is the scene each year of a gathering of more than forty

Junior players. In fact it is the reason for the whole recent uplift of

the game.

What the Americans see in the game that is winning their favor is

another question. They see first of all a sport which requires a healthy

amount of physical exercise, without endangering the heart or other part

of the body. Then they see the social side of it—the pleasant chatting

beneath great trees, while the moderate tension of the game is ever

active. But the great result, the result that both players and spectators

are bound to feel, is the inspiration of quiet, gentlemanly demeanor.

Every man appearing on the cricket field is a gentleman. That is a

truth which the whole history of the game has upheld. Furthermore, it

is a truth which is happily making its appeal to more and more Americans.

In the first ecstasy of freedom it seems that the United States, revelling

in its new energy, ran along completely unbridled forgetting, or not taking

time to remember in many cases, the essentiality of being a gentleman. Now
she is waking up and is grasping for everything conducive to this quality.

Cricket has happily begun to have its just share in this awakening. That

is why we urge every one who possibly can to attend our games on Cope

Field. It will not take long, we feel sure, to discover and desire the

''cricket" atmosphere and when there echoes across the campus the cry,

"We want baseball!" you will straightway answer with a decided

tinge of sarcasm in yovu voice, "Do we?"

John K. Garrigues, Capt., '14.

3n Mtmovp of ?|itjtjarb Barrett

No gift actuated by a more beautiful spirit has ever been presented

to Haverford students than the endowment lately donated by Mrs.

Cornelia Garrett in memory of her son Hibbard. This endowment is

dedicated to the fostering and encouraging of literary merit among the

undergraduates. It seems to us especially appropriate that the memory
of Hibbard should in this wise be recorded. Yet in another sense to

those of us who knew him no memorial seems necessary other than

his own words:
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Sailor, weary of your watch,

Be not discouraged by night's pall.

In truth, we cannot ever match

The canvas with some Grecian wall.

A mooring wall paved thick with vines

That, reaching wide, the chain entwines.

And crowning all, the brilliant flowers—
Dream-urging, to impede the hours.

'Tis work, not dreams, before you now,—
Strength's greatest test in labor lies!

So keep your gaze beyond the prow.

And bravely straining salt-filled eyes.

However scorned the part you play.

Bear up, spray-dashed, until the day.

Keep well the trust your mates invested

Your only task, tho' sorely tested.

[To A Shipmate.]

Commencement

By Douglas Waples, '14

'Tis dawn; upon a housetop stands the youth,

Viewing the busy mart of trade below,

Where beggars, gentlefolk and men uncouth

Finger the wares, pass gravely to and fro.

Intent he gazes, as each worthy man
Makes estimation of his property;

When these are many, low he breathes: "I can,"

When few, though brave, he sighs despondently.

Thus in the agony of silent hope

Youth beholds Manhood in its imminence,

With Faith, like David's sling, prepared to cope

The armored Giant of Experience.

The Patron ; fancies he what is to sell ?

The Future; yields it thorns or asphodel?



Cricfeet at i^aberforb College

By a. C. Wood, Jr.

Reprinted by the kind permission of the American Cricketer

CRICKET!" exclaimed Thomas Hughes in his immortal "Tom
Brown at Rugby," "Cricket! it's more than a game, it's an

institution!"—and there are many men, some of them Hav-

erfordians, some of them not, some of them still keen for the game
through the long summer afternoons, some of them content now to sit

in the shade of the pavilion porch and applaud the slashing drive past

cover or the quick catch in the slips, who in echoing Mr. Hughes' words

will realize that they are applicable in a striking degree to Haverford

College athletic history. Fi-om that little institution came the first in-

centive to the introduction of the game of cricket in America; from her

playing fields have come a goodly number of the ablest cricketers America

has known, and, with the cricketing atmosphere which she has always

fostered and given to her sons, she has also given them ideals of high,

clean sportsmanship which they can never forget.

Early Days of the Game
The game was introduced at Haverford by one William Carvill, an

Englishman who served at the institution in the capacity of gardener.

This was in 1840-41, when the college was in a precarious condition and

its actual existence was threatened. The crisis was passed, however, and

new life began. The game was re-introduced and played by a few of the

undergraduates during the next ten or eleven years, when it began to

assume goodly proportions and command an enthusiastic following.

There was a zeal and vigor about this early cricket which sets one's blood

a-tingle. Back in the days of the Fall Term of 1 85 7 there were two cricket

clubs at the college composed of the older boys, which bore the classic

names of Delian and Lycean. The miserable Freshman was in no way
permitted to enter into this sport with the higher gods, but was given the

privilege of watching at a respectful distance, while his superiors slogged

and rushed 'round to their hearts' content. It was a condition not to be

borne. They determined that they too would have a cricket club and

play the game. Behold them then collecting bats made by a carpenter

out of American willow, the handles wrapped with tarred twine, a set of

stumps made of hickory, and an india rubber ball approximating the

size of a cricket ball, the whole outfit costing one dollar and fifty cents.

Thus they were ready to play. It was during mid-winter vacation that
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these preparations were made, and when college convened again the

ground was covered with snow, on which, however, there was a rigid crust.

Can you imagine it, gentlemen, you who play year after year on your

beautiful fields with their perfect turf and accurate wickets, these boys

began their cricket career on the crust of the snow ! An historian remarks

that the india rubber ball came in well at this time on account of its water-

proof quahties. They called their club the Dorian, and continued to

play with much zeal through the winter, and with redoubled enthusiasm

when the warm weather came. With all these abstud conditions they

were developing a quick eye and a steady hand, and the year had not

passed before, out in the meadow where the grass was tmmown and the

pitch was smoothed only by the batsmen's feet, they crushed both their

rivals, and so became in time the focal point of cricket activity at Haver-

ford, finally changing their name to The Haverford College Cricket Club.

Those were the times when boys sold old books and clothes for cricket

apphances, sodded and rolled the creases themselves, made nets, Uved in

the thought of the game and the chance of victory, but always in the

love of the sport of it all.

They were great days, those of the Dorian Club. The grass beyond

the actual pitch being uncut offered a decided obstacle to the progress of

the ball, and the scoring strokes were, therefore, those which lifted the

ball above the grass and the fielders' reaching hands. Absolutely unor-

thodox many of them must have been. Witness the fact that the most

responsible field position was quite deep on the leg side about midway
between the wickets. This position was called "cover point over," and

history records that he had much work to do. On the treacherous, bumpy
wickets there were few of the niceties of play, few of the brilliant reper-

toire of strokes which are now at the command of a reasonably good

batsman. But oh, the joy of those long-handled, mowing swipes when a

good pitch was pulled off the middle stump and sent soaring away to leg!

and oh, the delight of the swiper when he saw "cover point over," in a

vain attempt to stop the ball, leap bodily into the brook which flowed

below the old playing field, in order to save its loss ! Good old times,

indeed ! Many an eye kindles at the memory.

Development of Players
From strong beginnings such as these, mighty results must naturally

follow. And follow they did. The standard of play was steadily raised,

until in Johns H. Congdon, of the class of '69, there was developed a

cricketer of the first grade. A most skillful bowler, a sound bat and an

excellent fielder, he stood at the head of the college players and developed
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such ability that he was selected to play against All-England in 1871.

He was, without question, one of the very best cricketers Haverford ever

produced. Joseph H. Fox, '73, looms large on the pages of the college

cricket history and was considered the finest player of his time. Then
Henry Cope, '69, beloved by all the younger generation of Haverford

cricketers, and F. H. Taylor and George Ashbridge, and m^any another

one who to us now are but names, graced the Haverford elevens.

Little by little a body of active cricketing alumni grew about the

college, and in 1879 over one hundred of her loyal sons gave her the

present beautiful playing field beyond the line of maples and just within

the shadow of Barclay Hall. Ten years later the services of a regular

professional coach were procured, that the boys might have skilled in-

struction, and shortly after that, the cricket shed for winter practice,

at the time of its building the only contrivance of its kind in the world,

was given. The old days of toil and play with imperfect appliances were

no more. Yet they had borne ample fruit. Now, however, there was

the opportunity for the development of first-class players, and these

rapidly began to make their appearance.

" Some speak of Alexander,

And some of Hercules,

And others of Lysander,

And such great names as these "—

but it is for me to speak of the great men of the wicket who wore scarlet

and black and brought victory again and again to their colors. George

S. Patterson played for the college through two seasons, captaining the

team of 1886, and set a new standard for Haverford cricket. Who does

not remember the performances of this great player? His splendid

patience, his fierce, timely aggressiveness, his fine qualities of leadership

and field captaincy. It is pleasant to think that his training was in part

at least given under the maples on the old field at Haverford. Then in

the class of '90 came H. P. Baily, who proved conclusively that a bowler

can be bom arid then made. Many hours, history tells us, were spent by
Baily bowling at a spot, experimenting with different types of breaking

ball and working for perfect control. The results : victory after victory

gained for Haverford through his heady attack and later an assured place

on any international side representing Philadelphia. In him, also, was

developed, and has lived, an enthusiasm for the game which has been an

inspiration to many a young player. John Muir, '92, Charles Rhoads, '93,

S. W. Morris, '94—all were good men, though Muir's is the best known

name in cricketdom. But one likes to think of Charles Rhoads batting
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his side to victory against heavy odds in a crucial inter-collegiate match,

coming off with a fine 63.

In John Lester, Haverford undoubtedly turned out one of the most

finished batsmen this country has seen. One of his seasons at the college

resulted in the amazing average of 100 X. The bowling of all the Phila-

delphia clubs was treated by him with quite sublime contempt. Henry
Scattergood has, too, made himself known as one of the most excellent

of Philadelphia's wicket-keepers.

Tours to England
In the year of Lester's captaincy, 1896, a new era dawned for Haver-

ford cricket. It had been thought for some time that a trip to England,

where the elevens of the best public schools, Eton, Harrow, Winchester

and the like, could be met, would do great good to the development of

the game, and at the same time offer a very rare opportunity for our

youngsters to meet their over-sea relatives in friendly rivalry. Lester's

eleven was quite strong and set forth upon its journey into foreign parts

with great expectations. Nor were the expectations ill-founded. A most

commendable number of victories is recorded, and, beyond all the games

won or lost, there was established a firm feeling of friendly interest be-

tween the English and American lads. Lester's innings at Rugby, when
he carried his bat through for 135, and Henry Scattergood' s utterly

disrespectful treatment of Maud at Lords, when he beat him to all

parts of the ground in an innings of 88, are incidents which must be

mentioned as we pass.

The idea of the English trip having been thus well established, it was

decided to make an effort to send a team over once every four years,

thus enabling each undergraduate to have a chance of making the coveted

position on the eleven. The stimulus this gave the game at the college

was gratifying.

In 1900 another team was sent abroad, ably captained by Walter S.

Hinchman. The writer was favored in being a member of this side, and

memories come flocking as the words are written: The great reception

tendered us at Malvern, where the gray school building stands on the

Malvern Hills; the torchlight procession in our honor; the tremendous

singing and cheering of those six hundred boys drawn up on the cricket

field below the school; the delightful hospitality of the masters; the

match and our victory—Allen with 109 and Patton with 88, his first

forty-eight runs on successive boundary hits ; the long outing and inning

at Eton, Roberts saving the day by playing out time and compelling a

draw, there in that wonderful field, with Windsor Castle staring down at
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us over the trees ; the dinner at Winchester in the great hall, with WilHam
of Wykeham's portrait looking solemnly down upon our merriment, won-
dering at our levity in so venerable a spot; the match at Lords, P. F.

Warner and Stoddart against us—wonderful memories, all of them,

and he is rich who may at will recall them.

Again, in 1 904, Haverford cricketers visited England. This was, in

many respects, the best side the college has turned out. C. C. Morris

captained it, and his men right down to the eleventh were experienced

players. Morris himself batted magnificently through the trip, but

many others of the side came home with fat averages. One, however,

likes most to think of the match at Winchester, when defeat seemed

certain, and of how "Christy" Morris, with the help of two faithful

stickers at the end, played through Haverford' s second innings to the

call of time for 147 not out, compelling a draw and saving the match for

the college.

In 1910 England was again invaded by a friendly Haverfordian

force, this time under the captaincy of Harold A. Fumess, without doubt

one of the ablest cricketers who ever played for the college. What is it to

speak of victories or defeats? The side did well—broke a little better

than even in their matches and earned golden opinions. Fumess three

times passed the century mark and came home with an average of about

fifty. Any one who knows the game knows what these figures mean.

In Retrospect
What a change is all this from those early days of the Dorian Club,

when, for the sake of the game, the boys used clumsy wooden clubs and

a rubber ball on the snow crust! But is not all this later finished per-

formance a fitting heritage from that early effort and enthusiasm? Cer-

tainly we believe that it is.

And to those of us who, each in our own time, in the last favored

years have played the game for the college, memories come thronging as

the spring opens. Who can ever forget the lights and shadows across

the campus as he came out from last recitation and hurried to his room

for the change to his cricket flannels; or the peace and beauty of the

picture as he ran to the cricket field beyond the great maples, where the

white figures were moving to and fro and the click of ball on bat rang

from the nets through the still afternoon? Who can ever forget the time

when his turn came to go in for a knock on an afternoon before a critical

match, when it was an even toss between him and another fellow for a

place on the eleven, and the nervous thrill as the captain and the coach,

walking along behind the bowlers, stopped to watch him as he batted,
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commenting quietly on his play before they moved to the next net ? Who
can ever forget the close-fought match when runs were needed and the

shadows were creeping out toward the wicket and the bowlers and fielders

of the enemy were working like well-oiled machines; how he went in at

the fall of the sixth and patiently plajdng himself into confidence, stayed

with the first batsman who was playing a grand innings and only needed

a partner to help him save the day; how the score crept up and up in

spite of the bowling changes, and how the Une of spectators under the

maples greeted each run with a little burst of applause, instantly hushed

;

how the heaven-sent opportunity came to him with a ball pitched up and
to the off and how he sent it tearing past cover point to the boundary for

the winning runs—and the captain's triumphant call, " Played indeed,

played indeed!" Later, the dehcious lassitude which follows successful

effort strong upon him, who can forget the summer night, the moon over

the trees and the shadows across the lawns, the tinkle of the mandolins

from a portico of Lloyd Hall, the peace and quiet and contentment and
beauty of it all?

Bright college days, indeed, and pervading them all, surrounding

them all in a veritable atmosphere, is the memory of the game so many
of us have played and learned to love there.

"
' Arms and the man,'

Virgil began.

Let us proceed in the Mantuan plan

!

Arms and the bat,

Sing we of that;

The war of the wicket knocks other wars flat

!

Swish ! whack ! hit her a crack.

Thirty times three for the Scarlet and Black!

"Oh let us praise

Glorious days

When our brows were crowned with victorious bays!

Who else can be

Gladder than we,

Scarlet and Black in the foremost to see ?

Swish ! whack ! hit her a crack,

Thirty times three for the Scarlet and Black!"



Ht ilappeneb at Eugler's;

(Dedicated with humblest apologies to the Class of igi4 by a mem-
ber of the Class of ipij)

Foreword
Fellow Classmates:

This little book, done in purple and yellow at the advice of

Leonard, our budding art critic, I have prepared to serve a double pur-

pose. The first of these is to give to the world Vol. 3 of our Class Letters,

and the second to keep alive the memory of our Tenth Anniversary

Banquet. To this end, I have set down my impressions of the Class

as it gathered on that immortal night, and I beg to state that I may
not be wholly accountable, for the exhilaration of drinking a cocktail

with Em on one side and Howard on the other proved irresistible.

The Banquet

Nineteen-fourteen—ten years old! Bowse, with an eye to his

watch, assured me that we had still ninety-three days, fourteen hours

and thirty-odd minutes to go (he couldn't be positive), but I'm sure

we all considered ourselves ten from the time when Champ pounded

Polly with the mallet to direct our attention from goblets to table-

places.

One empty chair out of thirty-six? Who was the absentee? Specu-

lation ran rife. Not Capt. Kelly, for everyone knew Theodore, Jr., was at

that moment employing his M.D. and D.D. to convince a Chinaman

of the sanitary and ethical disadvantage of the pig-tail. Not MacKinley,

who, still under the influence of the other Mac and Champ's famous

class classification, was showing the Bushman how religion and business

could be combined for satisfaction as well as profit. We gave it up.

Champ, from his position at the head of the table, told us how hard

it had been for him to break away from the Iowa State Legislature just

when he was hoping to come to blows with a gentleman who objected

to his quotation from Wordsworth as applied to the Six Hour Day Bill.

He confessed somewhat reluctantly that the woman's vote had brought

him to his post of honor. Champ has grown a very precise little mus-

tache, and confesses he no longer weighs in as a Middle-weight.

Meanwhile Male illustrated with Joe's cutlery just how his new
wireless receiver worked. Not to be outdone, Joe retaliated with a

description of a device he had just patented for keeping the President's
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pencil-point continually moist. "Just look at me," he was saying, "I

can't seem to get over 115 lbs., and I never knew it was the pencils gave

me lead-poisoning. I have always marveled at St. Martin's younger set,

and it's high time I put my feet in the matrimonial straight-jacket" (loud

laughter). "Anyhow, I'm as tall as Doug and no thinner than Bill, so

I'll ride along some day."

At this thrust. Bill, our first-married, removed his nose from the

gardenia in his buttonhole, held Bob Smith and Bob Locke with the

grape in his eye, and said, "Well, it is fine to have someone to bowl

home to at night after you've spent all the afternoon with a gold pen

and a mahogany desk. Even then, life would be a hollow mockery

without gardenias and Bock Panatelas. But don't think I'm on easy

street because Tommy says I'm a menace to society. All social workers

get that way after they've made a fair collection of jimmies and sand-

bags. Something that would interest him is my new cocktail parlor

—

made out of glass, with a grape-juice fountain in the middle. But," he

went on, taking in the two Bobs again, "I'm continually thankful formy
quiet wife!"

A chuckle, broken only by Bennie's rhythmical snort, went round

the table.

Bob Smith blushed as modestly as ever through his silken whiskers

and muttered to himself before deigning to speak:

"/ had trouble picking a good woman who was my opposite,"—
Bill looks crushed,

—"and she talks mostly to the little ones now

—

coons—I should say croons to them! Moreover, I'm very happy, be-

cause I'm up on machine design and the ambition of my life has been

realized. I've invented a furnace that rakes and coals itself!"

Pop Locke waited uneasily for his turn. He has aged more than

most of us. There is a small bald spot on the back of his head about the

size of a soccer-ball.

"I am also an engineer," he said simply, "still livingin Titusville and
interested in sound-producing instruments. In that line I have, as re-

ferred to, a wife, and (though perhaps unsuspected) children. As a

compeer, I respect Edison, but firmly believe that complete control over

the human voice can never be obtained. During my hours at home a

phonograph, mandoHn and comet, played loudly, are my solace. But
Pat is married."

Until now, many of us had hardly dared look at Pat. It was so

brave of him to come, prison pallor and all, that we were determined to

make him feel easy. With all his old good-nature, however, he responded

:

"I still share with Edge," suiting the action to the word, "the
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distinction of being able to remove my front teeth at will. Regular Dr.

Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. This trick and the grass story always take best

at our Pen-Yan Minstrels. In fact, it may have led to my downfall,

for I found that I was just as effective with the ladies at night when
they were removed, and my identity was also concealed. I'm not hiding

the truth; no man, no matter how well-intentioned, can practise bigamy

out of Utah. I'm getting back the respect of the world through my
mail-order business. I never believed that old Potato-Bug-Extermina-

tor game could really be worked!"

Pat was interrupted by the crash of an overturned chair at the far

end of the table. Polly was up in arms. "No waiter," he snarled, " can

spill soup down my neck."

"Well," came the slow drawl from the prostrate waiter, "be sure it

is a waiter first!"

Up from the floor rose the soup-drenched form of Kelsey. Hell-

Kelsey, Bums' only rival, the greatest sleuth of the century, stood in a

state of dripping pacification, the waiter's livery—his only disguise—

a

majestic ruin.

"I came," he said in solemn tones, "all the way from 'Frisco to collect

that thirty-five cents."

Polly paid with good grace, and after Hell was seated in the vacant

chair, undertook to explain

:

" When I got my ice-rink going well," he said, " Hell came in disguised

as a South African after one of my regular patrons. The ice was oh

!

just fine and fresh-made, so every time he fell I charged him a nickel.

Seven folk saw him on his way. Ice-rinks are better than coaching

football at De Pauw and writing sporting columns. But Hell isn't our

only defective," continued Pol with a wicked leer as he flcked a ripe

olive at Rich's bald pate.

"Ah'm not a detective," protested Rich with his broadest grin,

" ah'm only city Comptroller and sheriff, of Lord, Texas. Of c'ose ah do a

little detectin' on the side, and ah owe my presence here to Hell, who
saved mah life once when ah was doin' a little disguise-shaderin' in the

culud quahtahs. They almost lynched me foh a nigger!"

A high-pitched, infectious cackle broke the dramatic tension. None
other than Herb was enjoying this gruesome recital.

"That reminds me," he said, cooling his brow in Harold's tumbler,

"of thetimejimmie Babbitt and I cut down the suicide at Chautauqua.

Desperate case,—man had poison ivy from playing ball on Sunday and
hung himself with his own red necktie. Of course we couldn't touch

him till the coroner came and he died from cerebral hemorrhage after
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we got the tip of his skull off. Rather a pity for a good football official

to die out of harness."
" It all goes to show," said Harold evenly as he fingered his dog-collar

and gazed at the wasted terrapin before him with aU his old wistfulness,
" what breaking the Sabbath day can bring a fellah to. Still, round the

manse there's only ivy, and the tennis court can't be seen from the

street."

"What / object to," came a bored voice from a three-foot cigarette

tube, "is not the baseball." Leonard settled himself comfortably to

withstand critical inspection. Bert)^ and Cecil luxurious growths, and
—true to his word—^Augustus, the size of a dime, on his chin. " Base-

ball is rather nice in its way. (I see Connie Mack fanned thirty-one

yesterday). It gives nice old Italians the chance to sell peanuts and
cones. But I think the arbitrator-chap showed such poor taste in select-

ing a red necktie. Why, it's positively rude to wear anything red at a

funeral. Shoulder braces would have been so much more appropriate.

Some day I'm going to write a book called "Red Necktie," with the

scene laid in England and—

"

"Then let me publish it. It's just what the Pelican Publishing Co.

(that's Grover and me) wants," shouted Willie. "We'll make Fifth Ave.

and Donald Evans sit up and take notice."

"Leonard," warned Howard, with his eye on the diamond shirt

-

studs, " if you'll take n:y advice you'll let the Pelican have none of

your work. Every day is Friday to the Pelican. The Elkinton Cousins,

as you may know, are mantifacturers of soda fountains, I am supplying

marble slats, Fritz—an invalid for five years with chronic motorcycle

diseases—furnishing machinery, and I gas." (Loud laugh from Benny).
" I also keep up the literary end of the house, write trade-magazines,

directions for using milk-shaker, etc. Well, we let the Pelican have our

1924 catalog and they published it with three lines and a Envoi on every

page—^nine volumes in all ! Willie should have been business manager of

the Record."
" Better still, he ought to attend our New York Y. M. C. A. services,"

added Mac, with crispness. "I guess you all know I'm director of our

Eastern Circuit (that is when I'm not in the coat-room), and making
a howling success of it too, aided by Jessie P., who answered the call

from Romania High School just when he'd found his way to the principal's

office, and later established the rep. of being the most forceful speaker

that ever preached on Blackwell's. Tommy, too, has complete supervi-

sion over all the gyms. He can do a front 'most any old time."
" Which, as the tutored mind might observe, is better than letting the

front do you," "Tomlinson, J. K.," said a low-pitched but insinuating

voice from a very little man with large shoes and a shock of iron-gray

hair who swept the table with a furtive glance before continuing :
" Since
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it seems incumbent upon every soul gathered herein to render an account
of him or herself, I hereby take it upon myself to state that after my
conspicuous success at flogging overgrown 12 -year-olds at the Oilman
School, I received a most flattering offer from Ohio State U. to teach

the world the art of living. 'Twas then that I wrote my book, and then

that I took unto myself a child-wife of surpassing beauty and wisdom
who keeps all of my three sweaters in repair. Afliliated with me at this

institution of learning are Trubey, who graces the Grecian chair, and
Bowse, who, weary of managing insurance companies, one day 'experi-

enced the incomparable thrill of bursting into the knowledge of higher

math.' But times have changed: the society man and the philosopher

can live in the same house, in proof of which I have to confess that I have
learned all my dancing steps from Lane, ' the Vernon Castle of the

Middle West.' And, unlike some members of the class"—indicating

Stecker
—

" I dance in my own home town. What-ho!" (Thump).

Ducking below the table, Doug emptied his glass in Em's ample
lap.

" Living on the Delaware as I do," said that worthy, resting his hands
on his 46 in. waistband in the professional attitude, " and having a well

of pure water in the back yard, I have no need of this christening. Re-

minds me of the time that Bud and I had to spend the night on our own
tables in the dissecting room at the U. of P., and old John laid us to

rest in the brine-box with the rest of the corpses. Bud said he didn't

mind the stiffs, but it was awful to get wet on such a cold night with the

pigeons flying around and everything. I, as you know, am the seventh

generation in Moorestown. When I pass the cemetery 1 almost weep
to think of what has passed before me! Bud, at John's advice, has

opened his sanitarium at Kennett for Seniors suffering from the new trade

disease,—Conjunctivitis Thesis."

"Yes, crock the suckers," came in throaty tones from the grace-

ful proprietor of Haverford Township, " I now have a very high grade ar-

ticle of schoolings, which yearly snaps out very fine Seniors, only they
have pink-eye from over-workings. I am the originator of that Cricket

Infliction. I also keep my eye on the College, and have very fine tene-

mentings at Preston with lily ponds and hayfields laid out by Ted
Jones and supervised by Stew."

"Oentlemen," said Stew, rising with the alacrity of an after-dinner

speaker who likes it, " let me hasten to correct the false impression that

the President of the Main Line Commuters' Association is a landed aristo-

crat of wealth and leisure. My only hope for riches,—a simple device for

folding ' Newses,'—was promptly stolen by that ungrateful sheet. 1 still

retain great interest in the Cap and Bells, attending the annual banquet
regularly and speaking whenever possible. Since it is time the class

began to think of her gift to the College, I would suggest upholstering
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the seats in Roberts Hall with softest plush and candy boxes, and
painting on the ceiling a vista of Heaven with banjo-plapng philosophers,

births of Venuses and a fair scattering of pink angels.

In concluding, let me put a question to you: Who is 1914's most
famous? Not Rog, the bear of the cotton exchange; not Edge, the

man who drove Cyclecars out of the automobile field; not Jules, who
has just succeeded Stotesbury; not Bennie, the owner of lumber
yards and Rosa Bonheur horses with China Leghorn fluff on their hoofs;

not Frog Parker, the greatest "get away" artist the Feature Film Co.

ever released; not Eddie Rice, six-time candidate for the Rhodes and
authority on international law; not Ernie, the first man to take pictures

of the peach in growth. Who then? I see amazement on every face;

there still remains one unnamed, Pivot of course. Pivot,—^lie who in-

troduced leather into the ice-cream cone industry, blackmailed by the

Bootblacks' Union for his shoes that need no polish,—the man who, in

ten minutes' time, converts cowhides into buggy-tops."

Stew paused for effect and looked around him. If any had caught

the import of his last words they failed to betray it. SUd down in their

chairs, sprawled out on the table, the class of 1914 slept the sleep of

children. Long hours before, the last waiter had swept away the last

crumb and tip-toed silently from the room. The candles were gutted

and smoking; scarlet and black shades clung in ashes to their frames.

Even Pivot, unmindful of his encomium, breathed heavily. Only Doug,
making bread piUs, raised his head and said, " Very good, Stewart, old

king, but somewhat florid."

Then, rising to his feet, he pounded the table till the fingerbowls

sang, and screamed, "We'll jes' jolly-d—n-well have to sing 'em a song

!

Are you with me. Stew? Sing!

'' In this world of strife and striving

AU our joys grow cold
— '

"

Here and there a protesting head was raised. " Cut him down,"
mumbled Polly.

Stew, rising and tiptoeing to the window with all the naive deference

that was "Parker's," raised the curtain, and, putting his hand to his

eyes, gazed down on Chestnut Street.

"Gee!" he said solemnly, "it's morning."



An Adaptation of the Meter of R- Tagore

By Jessie Paul Greene, '14

Farewell, brother, our time has come to part.

Four years, in the daily round of duty, have we toiled and rejoiced.

The Past has been beautiful; we feel its force.

The Present we hold but as a drop of dew struck by the morning

sun.

The Future is expectant prismed, spectrum-like, in the knowledge

of lessons learned.

From the blossoming garden we gather fragrant memories of vanished

flowers.

In the joy of our hearts we feel the living joy that oft sang heart to

heart.

Farewell, brother, out from our finite selves we grow;

Our college days droop toward their sunset to be drowned in golden

shadows.

The hours trip rapidly away, hiding our aspirations in their skirts.

Our life is short; it yields but a few days of love.

Were it but to work how dull and eternally long life would be.

But life is not the one old burden, our path is not one long journey.

So the joy of our heart bids still to live the joy that ever sang heart

to heart.

Farewell, brother, one glad, sweet song still lingers on our lips.

Our blood flows fast; our pulse beats sharp and strong;

Ottr eyes see visions and our desires are keen.

We dream fond dreams of those great deeds just beyond our present

ken.

Freed from the bonds of bigotry and narrow-mindedness that erst

dragged us to the dust.

We wander forth from Old Founder's door glad to have co-labored

on heights before unknown;

And ever a joy within the heart whispers of the joy which once sang

heart to heart,
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Farewell, brother, a clasp of the hand and we must part.

The world is our field, full of briar-rose and hawthorn.

The heart must be cheerful, the courage must be strong, the soul

must be perfumed purged;

The mind open to knowledge which ends only in eternity.

Send one bright ray into a darkened life
;
place one small flower in a

Spring-less soul;

Just one clasp of the hand ; a brother is lifted and aided.

And the joy of our hearts will feel the living joy that oft sang heart

to heart.

^f}t "Cut" B>vitm

By Dean Palmer

THE problem of how to insure attendance at recitations and lec-

tures is one of the first which arises in the history of any educa-

tional institution, but that by no means indicates that it is

one of the first to receive a satisfactory solution. Since it is ever true

that "the way to a man's heart is through his stomach," it might be

well to require attendance at daily recitations as a prerequisite to at-

tendance at the daily evening me'al. The colleges have, however, been

somewhat slow in adopting such extreme measures to increase their

endowment funds, perhaps because a certain amount of contentment

throughout the student body is essential to the very existence of the

college, and an empty stomach spells contempt, not content.

A few of the methods adopted by different institutions to produce

the desired result are as follows:

(1) Absolute attendance is required; (2) a small number of unex-

cused absences, or cuts, is allowed, and necessary absences are excused;

(3) a number of cuts is allowed which must include necessary absences

of short duration; (4) no definite allowance of cuts is made, but absences

are reported, and an excessive number requires explanation to the dean;

(5) attendance is entirely voluntary.

The first method is that of the preparatory school, the second and
third those of the small college, the fourth that of the large college, and
the last that of the graduate school. Nevertheless an examination of

the history of a single institution such as Harvard College reveals a

progressive change from the first method toward the last which has
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taken place coincidently with an advance in the view-point from which
both faculty and students regard each other, and marks a movement
away from administrative oversight toward student responsibility. Self-

government has conquered one department of college life after another,

and it remains only for the adoption of voluntary attendance at classes

to make the conquest complete.

So far as Haverford College is concerned, I do not believe that the

process of evolution has brought us to the final stage of development

which would make purely voluntary attendance successful; and I

think any one who had listened for five years to the most plausible,

ingenious, and varied excuses which can be invented, would agree with

that conclusion. The "Cut System" now in force is briefly the third

method mentioned above. Seniors and Juniors are allowed ten cuts

per quarter; Sophomores and Freshmen eight. Furthermore, these

must be so distributed that not more than three are taken in a course

meeting three times a week, a similar proportion holding for other

courses. An "over-cut" is defined as a cut taken in excess either of

the total number allowed, or of the number allowed in a single course.

Stress is laid upon the fact that necessary absences of short duration

must be included in the regular allowance, and students are urged to

save their cuts for such occasions. Appropriate penalties are provided

in cases where over-cuts are taken. In order to determine whether

the present system might be regarded as working satisfactorily, and also

to discover the factors which give rise to the over-cutting which exists,

I have examined the statistics covering the last five years, during which

time I have been Dean.

The factors which might be supposed to affect the amount of over-

cutting are as follows:— (1) the cut system adopted, (2) the spirit through-

out the college as influenced by a strong or a weak senior class, (3) the

individuality and experience of the dean, (4) the development and

growth of maturity in a class during its college course, (5) the individual-

ity of a class, (6) the seasonal changes with resulting presence or absence

of certain forms of athletic activity. The first three factors would

probably affect the total number of over-cuts taken by the whole college

;

the next two would cause variations in the number taken by any one

class during its four years' course ; and the last would produce differences

in the over-cuts taken in the four quarters of a single year. I have

drawn curves showing the variation of the number of over-cuts actually

taken in such a way as to make clear, I hope, the influence of the above

six factors.

Let us consider Fig. I, which shows the total number of over-cuts



142 The Haverfordian

taken by the entire college during each of the last five years. The
numbers are obtained by adding together the numbers of over-cuts

existing at the end of each quarter. That for the present uncompleted

year has been estimated by assuming a probable number for the fourth

quarter, and adding this to the results of the first three quarters. It is

easy to see that in 1909-10 the college indulged in an extraordinary number
of over-cuts, while in 1910-11 the number was unusually small. The
maximum in 1909-10 may be explained, I think, by the joint action of

three of the above-mentioned factors, the inexperience of the dean, the

lack of restraining influence of the senior class, and the ineffectiveness

of certain provisions of the cut system then in force. The fact that

President Sharpless was absent from college during the second half of

this year is an additional circumstance which would undoubtedly tend

to produce general laxity and ' therefore an increase in over-cutting.

In 1910-11 the dean had become a little more experienced, a stronger

senior class had developed a better college spirit, certain changes had
been made in the cut system, and President Sharpless was at the helm

throughout the year. As these circumstances all tend toward a reduc-

tion in over-cutting, we find a corresponding minimum in the curve.

Considering the trend of the curve during the last three years, it seems

likely that the most important element in reducing the number of

over-cuts to that found in 1910-11 was the change in the cut system.

Five years ago Seniors were allowed ten cuts, Juniors eight. Sopho-

mores six, and Freshmen four, per quarter. All -necessary absences

such as illnesses from typhoid fever and broken bones to headaches and
stomach aches, dentist's and oculist's appointments, church holidays,

etc., were excused, so that a student's cut allowance was used almost

entirely for pleasure, or in case of unprepared lessons. This attitude

led to requests such as the following, which was made by two upper-

class men with regard to a Freshman

:

"You know Mr. S— is a very valuable man on the soccer team, and

he has been seriously ill in a New York hospital for some time. We
hear that his disease has affected his nerves very badly, and that he is

continually asking to see some of his college friends. So we thought we
woiild run over to New York to-morrow and see him, in the hope that

he might recover more quickly; and we should like to have our cuts

excused."

Under the present system that trip to New York might not have

appeared as "necessary" as it did at that time.

Under the old system, too, the members of the faculty were

required to make a report of absences weekly instead of daily, which
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made it impossible for the dean to be informed of over-cuts until ten

days after they might have been taken, thus making it easy for a stu-

dent to run up a long list before it was noticed.

The rise of the curve in Fig. I during the years 1911-13 is probably

partly normal, and partly due to a defect which developed in the new
cut system. A record is kept in the college office of the absences reported

daily by the professors, and the record was open to inspection by the

students at their pleasure. There resulted a sort of gambling game
between students and faculty. The former would take cuts on one day
and then rush to the "cut book" the next to see whether they had
actually been reported or not. Whatever else the Haverford faculty is,

it is emphatically human, and some of its members are more so than

others, so that frequently absences were forgotten or for other reasons

not reported. This meant that just so many more cuts might be taken

with impunity; and the excitement of the game increased until some
unfortunate chance resulted in the unexpected reporting of an absence

by an ordinarily forgetful professor, and the consequent descent of the

penalty upon the head of the victim together with the derision of his

friends. A most exhilarating game!

This year it was decided to make the "cut book" private instead

of public, and at the same time to encourage each student to keep an

accurate written record of his own cuts, so that errors could be readily

corrected. As a change toward greater student responsibility this was,

I believe, a move in the right direction. A glance at the curve shows

that the estimated number of over-cuts for the present year marks a low

record for the college. It is not claimed that this result is due entirely

to making the "cut book" private property, but merely that it has been

a potent factor which, combined with an excellent college spirit, has

made over-cutting less than ever before. When it is considered that a

single over-cut reduces the quarterly grade of the subject in wihch it is

taken by three per cent, it is easily seen that marks throughout the

college have suffered less than usual from this cause.

Fig. 2 shows the variations in over-cutting indulged in by three

different classes during each one of their four college years. The old

cut system was in force during the entire time the class of 1910 was in

college, during the first two years for the class of 1912, and the class of

1914 has known no cut system but the new one. All three curves

show clearly a state of affairs which we have long known to exist at

Haverford, namely, that an increase in responsibiUty and maturity out

of all proportion with what might be expected takes place between

Sophomore and Junior year. Upon emancipation from the subjection of
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Freshman year we may apparently expect to see the normal Sophomore

class exuberant in its freedom from responsibility, and indulgent in the

matter of over-cuts. The progressive diminution of over-cuts in the

Junior and Senior years as shown by these three curves indicates, I

think, the effect of the changes in the cut system already mentioned.

While the comparative flatness of the curve for the class of 1914 illus-

trates well what I have called the effect of the " individuaHty of the

class" ; for in this instance, although exhibiting clearly the main features

of the other curves, the actual number of over-cuts represented is very

much smaller.

Upon examination of the curves showing the variation of over-

cuts in any one year from one quarter to another, no definite conclusion

can be reached, since the number of years covered by this investigation

is so few and the character of the curves so varied that no marked ten-

dencies are apparent. Another point of view, however, suggests itself

from which light may be thrown on this point. Fig. 3 shows the average

variations for the last five years in the number of men in the whole

college taking over-cuts per quarter, instead of the number of over-

cuts taken by these men. This curve shows an almost steady increase

from an average of thirteen men in the first quarter to an average of

twenty-nine in the fourth quarter. Although cricket, track, "spring

fever," the coming of the close of the term, the approach of summer
and the consequent remoteness of the next succeeding quarter, all may
have an influence in producing this result, I am not satisfied that the

influence is great enough to accotmt for the observed increase; and the

obvious inference that the over-cutting indulged in by the men at the

beginning of the year is "catching" must lead to a search for some new
method of improving this situation.

It may appear that in this discussion I have used the ideas of cutting

and over-cutting indiscriminately, assuming that any circumstances

which might tend to make a student cut his classes at all would tend to

make him over-cut his allowance. Strange to say this is apparently

exactly the case, and it has been brought out very strikingly as well as

unexpectedly from a study of the above statistics. What psychological

law may be cited to account for such a situation I cannot tell, but that

the situation is a real one I have no reasonable doubt.

In conclusion, then, I think it has been shown that from the statis-

tics of the last five years it is not difficult to trace the influence upon

over-cutting of the original six factors suggested, namely, the cut system,

the spirit throughout the college, the dean, the four years' course, the

class, and the four quarters. Whenever several of these combine to throw
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their effect in one direction or another we may look for a maximum or a

minimum in the number of over-cuts. Furthermore, I believe we must
conclude that the new cut system as modified this year is better adapted

to our needs, and more satisfactory in its operation than any system

that has ever been tried before at Haverford College.

^B^at€gtP>S/^^B'JJ»==:^SS!T
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By Felix M. Morley, '15

The full, round moon floats lightly through the sky.

Weaving her radiance in the woof of night

;

On either bank enchanted landscapes gleam

Transfigured by the soft, etherial light.

From the fair hills that guard this sheltered plain

Comes purling forth the pure, sweet spring of Life,

To go a-winding through fresh flow'ring fields,

Down to the oft tempestuous sea of strife.

Where I am drifting, midst the silent reeds.

The shimmering surface shows me cloudless skies;

A sullen roar beyond the rocky point

Proves but too well that there the ocean lies.

Without the harbor bar the moonbeams dance,

They beckon on, away, and out to sea;

When the dawn breaks above that trackless waste

God grant my fairy visions stay with me

!



tlTfje ts:rutf) is! at tljc €nb

ByG. C. Theis, '15

IN
view of the fact that next year may see a theatre in Philadelphia,

which will carry dramatic production in America further than

any single event in our theatrical history, it is not amiss to close

this department for dramatic comment for the year with a few words

on the production of artistic drama in America. Whether the plans

succeed for next year or not, the sincere playgoer has reason to believe

that an artistic theatre is not far off. At all events, the more opinion

to that end that can be aroused the better. With two courses here

next year devoted to drama and the general increase of interest in the

field, both of which approach the subject in the formative stage, much
can be done toward starting out right. The students of now will be

instrumental in determining the theatrical production which they will

later have.

It is possible, perhaps, to outline the entire problem and make it

clearer.

New theatres are constantly being built, to which there is a very

significant economic side, but not one of the large number has been

devoted to else than the more frequent production of current commer-

cial plays or motion pictures. In spite of the increasing popularity of

the playhouse in America no venture has concerned itself with the

artistic production. The cry of many playgoers, on the other hand, is

that there exists no supply. The managerwho is able to reconcile these

two sides has so far not been found, and America has still to see its first

artistic theatre. [The reader will kindly endure that hackneyed and

horrible word "artistic"—and accept it in its best meaning.]

Several years ago a New Theatre was founded in New York. Ulti-

mate failure was obvious from the beginning: the venture consisted of

money only. For a number of years there has been a movement of

Little Theatres. Whether these are anything but a fad is doubtful,

but still remains to be seen. So far the productions have been hardly

more valuable than the commercial, indeed, they are emulating them.

A fundamental drawback is their prohibitive prices. Winthrop Ames
has given up the repertory idea ; so has Mrs. Jay in so far as she ever had

any idea. I»-J

Both of these movements have deceived the layman—for a while.

He justifiably asks what, then, does or will mark an artistic theatre.
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He is skeptical of the "uplifting" and experimental nature of the pro-

claimed artistic theatres, after being misled twice. A new venture will

have all the harder a row to hoe. Rightly his attitude is "j'ou'll have

to show me." Where has the mistake been in these previous ideas?

It is really obvious—but he insists that he'll have to be shown.

Almost undoubtedly, at least chiefly, the mistake has been in the

wrong emphasis. Dramatic productions consist of four elements: The
plays, the acting, the public, and the theatre. So far the emphasis

has been put on the last. The New York New Theatre was a colossal

example of it; no money was spared on the building and equipment.

Big fat salaries were paid to everyone from director to scene shifter.

The Little Theatres likewise have concerned themselves chiefly with

decoration—mechanical appliances, all of which resulted in something

very ladylike and little else. No wrong emphasis can be put on the

necessity of the public, but it can be put on its nature. The public

always shows its interest in a new project, but there has to be something

to make it return.

What was not emphasized, all the time, was the fundamental ele-

ments—plays and acting. Beginning with these and properly managing

the details will mean the success of an artistic theatre sometime. That

this is not impossible is evident from the fact that it is constantly being

done on the Continent. As a matter of fact it is being done in America

—

curiously enough in a German theatre. At the Irving Place Theatre

in New York the only attractions are plays and acting. The theatre

building is old and ordinary; the equipment is reduced to mere necessities.

Yet, the past season has been an unqualified success, except, of course,

nobody made a million. Although located 'way out of the theatre

center one-half of the audience is English. Very little money is spent

on advertisement, of which there is a lot gratis by way of frequent men-

tion and comparison. Just shortly the company from the Irving Place

went uptown to the Opera House and the profits were six thousand

dollars. The only equipment was a play and actors. The play was a

German version of Oedipus Rex. It seems strange that a little band of

players speaking in a foreign language should be able to succeed with

artistic drama in this country, where no native company have ever

made such an attempt with any success. This company likewise pro-

duced Shaw's "Pygmalion" for the first time in America—one of the

greatest contemporary English dramatists produced in an English speak-

ing country in a foreign language!

What does it all mean? Merely, what has just been said. All

attempts to produce artistic drama in America have been marked by
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placing the emphasis on the wrong elements. This is not alone shown
by failures, but also by the success of the German company. The
latter have also absolutely nothing to offer but plays and acting—no
fine building, no extravagant scenery, and so forth. Any student can

see that the whole problem of artistic drama is one of plays and acting.

Let him keep in mind always to look for them and be satisfied when he

finds them.

How to determine the merit of plays and acting is a purely personal

matter depending on experience or knowledge. One ultimate fact about

"the public" (to which the student belongs) is that this poverty-stricken

body will always applaud two things—the worst and the best. When
a manager finds that the best in drama consists of plays and acting

the students will support him—the prospective theatre in Philadelphia

counts on that.

There is no danger, however, that less college students will attend the

burlesque theatres. Appreciative only of vulgarity there is not a small

number who support this type of performance.

la Jflunfe'j; a Jflunfe

By Donald B. Van Hollen, 'IS

Come, slam that book and let's to town

An' at the sign of ol' Pekin

We'll have chow main and omelets brown

With lots o' tea to guzzle 'er down.

We'll smoke and chat; we'll philosophise

An' show that grades don't prove one wise.

But hark ! our better self—that noble dwarf-

In awful Dean-like tones is wailing forth:

"Oh, seein' life is good 'nuf dope,

But a flunk's a flunk

And must be passed

When 65's your only hope!"
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By Douglas C. Wendell, '16

I

Is this the future Scourge of Rome,

This herd of German sheep?

The haughty Roman smiled.

Are these the men of Rome we see,

These Dwarfs with swarthy cheek?

With scorn the Teuton smiled.

But, by the night, when the sun had set,

The ground was red, and bloody-wet.

And Germania wept for her slaughtered sons.

And whispered low to her people so

—

Not yet! Not yet!

II

Teutons fiery, great and fair,

Romans wiry, dark their hair,

Met at Aquae Sextae.

Onward pressed the serried wedge,

Germans all, and each a giant.

Calmly stood the Roman lines,

Eager, lithe, and smoothly pliant.

Crashed the Wedge, and pierced the line

All the hosts from further Rhine

—

Bloody Aquae Sextae

!

Hold! The second line, on edge.

Breaks at last the blunted Wedge

—

Roman's Aquae Sextae.

Teutons mourned their dead that night,

While Rome made merry o'er the fight.

Victor's Aquae Sextae.

Ill

Past the Time-posts, ever taking.

Come the Teutons, kingdom-making.

Strength of Freemen downward rushes

—

Frees the lands that Empire crushes,

Centuries after Sextae.
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Haverfordians who have heard

the coming event forecast from the

Haverford standpoint alone will

be interested to read these Swarth-

more sentiments, culled from letters

read at the New York Banquet by
A. J. Peaslee, guest of honor from

Swarthmore.

Samuel T. Stewart
YO! YO! Haverford!—It is like

a bugle call to an old war-horse and

I for one will be glad to hear it once

more hurled in defiance at a Swarth-

more team.

Many times I have held up the

Swarthmore-Haverford games as

examples of what hard-fought,

clean-played games should be. I

do not believe prettier games were

ever played.

My greetings to you, Haverford,

even though I'd like another

chance at you myself.

Albert Hall
I have talked to many Haver-

fordians and Swarthmoreans, past

and present devotees of the gridiron,

and all agreed that they had no
longer a desire for the watchful,

waiting policy in reference to the

resumption of the annual football

contests between the Red and
Black and the Garnet. Further

discussion developed that " General

Disagreement" should be given

a broadside by both institutions and
that they should meet again on the

sportsmanlike basis of a fair com-
petitive contest for the football

honors of Pennsylvania's real Quak-
er Colleges, and not be misled by a

game or a victory (occasionally)

over the so-called U. of P. Quakers.

George H. Brooke
It was very sportsmanlike of

them to ask a Swarthmore man to

their dinner. I have long been in

favor of a Swarthmore-Haverford
game, because I think it means
everything to the football interests

in both institutions. They are

naturally rivals and I expect to see

in the future, nothing but pleasant

and cordial relations between the

two institutions. I am delighted

that the old days will be renewed and

whenever i t is possible, I expect to be
on hand to see the annual battle.

Swarthmore Club of New York
The Swarthmore Club of New

York sends cordial greetings to

the Haverford Alumni in NewYork.
We rejoice with you that athletic

relations have been established

between us, the two Quaker Col-

leges We expect to roll you
in the dust of defeat next fall, but

whether we do or not, the soil on

both your uniforms and ours will

be the mud of honorable, sports-

manlike contest

Captain Clime of Swarthmore
It was with the greatest plea-

sure that I learned that we were

to again meet on the athletic field.

I am glad to see our friendly rela-

tions resumed, as I am sure that it
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will mean increased interest in

football as well as a great attraction

for alumni of both colleges. Es-

pecially to me, it is significant to

have been chosen the leader of the

first team to meet Haverford in ten

years and I sincerely hope that this

will be a mere beginning of what is

to come. In closing, may I add,

that it is my most sincere wish that

the better team will always win.

With best wishes to Haverford

next year for a successful football

team iiiilil they play Sicartumore,

etc.

One of the most successful an-

nual dinners of the New York
Alumni was held at the Fifth

Avenue Restaurant on April 28th.

Almost fifty Haverfordians were

present, including President Sharp-

less and guests from Philadelphia,

Boston, Baltimore and Pittsburgh.

It was an enthusiastic celebra-

tion of the renewal of athletic

relations with Swarthmore. Messrs.

Peaslee and Downing of Swarth-

more, the latter a former football

captain, were among the guests

of honor. Mr. Peaslee read num-
erous letters from the Swarth-

more camp which indicate the

good will and friendship sure to

exist between the two colleges

with the revival of the football

games. With the kind permission

of Mr. Peaslee we are printing

some of these letters . Henry Scat-

tergood stirred up old memories by
a review of the Swarthmore games
of days gone by and outlined the

Haverford athletic policy.

Loyal Haverford spirit knew no
bounds when President Sharpless

rose to respond to the first toast.

Haverford ideals and our progress

toward them were subjects that

warmed the hearts of all Haver-

fordians. The possible physical

growth of the college and the kind

of growth we want, the generous

contributions of Alumni, the type of

Haverfordian we are developing

and the value of a Haverford de-

gree—were all subjects touched

upon by the President.

Another distinguished guest was
Edward J. Hungerford, alumnus

of Syracuse University and author-

ity on transportation problems.

Mr. Hungerford delivered an in-

spiring speech on " The College

Man's Influence in the Small Com-
munity."

Greetings were brought from
Baltimore by Dr. W. R. Dunton,

from Boston, by Richard Patton,

and from Pittsburgh by Bernard
Lester.

Royal J. Davis, of the Evening
Post editorial staff, was a prince of

toastmasters. With a diplomacy

truly Bryanesque he welcomed
the representatives of the Garnet

into the Haverford family for an
evening.

Officers for the ensuing year are

President J. S. Auchincloss, '90;

Vice-President A. Buselle, '94; Sec-

retary V. F. Shoepperle, '11.

Those present were:—President

Sharpless, E. J. Hungerford, of

S^Tacuse University, Amos Peaslee,

of Swarthmore ;
Downing, of

Swarthmore, Sedgwick, of Earlham

College; G. R. Allen '96, J. S.

Auchincloss, '90, H. F. Babbitt '01,
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W. A. Battey '99, A. Buselle '94,

M. P. Collins '92, S. W. Collins '83,

A. S. Cookman '02, F.F. Davis '93,

R. J. Davis '99, W. R. Dunton, Jr.

'89, A. Haviland '65, J. D. Kender-

dine '10, F. E. Lutz '00, J. I. Lane
'98, C. D. Morley '10, E. C. Murray
'05, Dr. A. T. Murray '85, J. C.

Parrish '59, S. Parsons '61, R.

Fatten '01, H. C. Petty '99, E. R.

Ritchie '99, E. R. Ross '98, E. C.

Rossmaessler'01,Wm.R. Rossmaes-

sler '06, C. L. Seller '02, J. H.

Scattergood '96, F. Smiley '12,

S. G. Spaeth '05, F. A. Swan '98,

D. S. Faber Jr. 94, E. Thomas '97,

W. C. Webster '95, J. Wood '93,

L. H. Wood '96, P. L. Woodward
'02, J. K. Worthington '03, W.
Whitson '08.

It is with a deep sense of regret

that we announce the death on
May 7th of Thomas Lloyd Baily

'40, one of the oldest of Haverford

alumni. Mr. Baily was born in

Philadelphia, on March 2nd, 1824,

and with the exception of George F.

Shotwell ex- '38,and Anthony Kim-
ber '40, was, at the time of his

death, the oldest alumnus of Haver-

ford.

Mr. Baily entered the college

introductory department in 1837

and left during his Junior year.

After being engaged in business in

Philadelphia for some years he

retired and in 1871 was ordained

to the Baptist ministry, maintaining

in this capacity charges at West
Chester, Reading, and Pleasantville

N. J. In 1854 Mr. Baily was mar-

ried to Caroline Adelia Smith of

Bellefonte, Pa. He was author

of seven books dealing with the

temperance question in a manner
primarily adapted for Sunday
School usage, and also of numerous
poems, many of which appeared in

the columns of Neal's Gazette.

During the latter part of his life

poor health had prevented his tak-

ing an active part in church affairs

and for some years he had resided

at the home of his son. Dr. Alfred

W. Baily of Atlantic City. It was
here that his death occurred in the

91st year of his age.

During the past month letters

have been received from two of the

older alumni, William Weaver Potts

'58, and Cyrus Lindley '60, which
we take the most sincere pleasure in

printing below. It is almost need-

less to make mention of the appre-

ciation and gratitude which the

Alumni Department owes to those

who take such interest in its work.

5th 13-14.

Friend Morley;—

Your postal at hand, contents

noted. I am on the retired list

—

have passed my three score and
fifteen, or in other words am 75

years young. To show you one of

the things I have been doing I en-

close you a postal, {telling of a

valuable mineral collection pre-

sented to the Montgomery County
Historical Society). I am Chaplain

of Post II G. A. R. Selected on
account of early piety contracted at

Haverford from attending meeting

1st days and 5th days for 4 years.

The above reminds me of a

parady on " Pop Goes the Weasel:"
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We go to church for Richards* sake

And think that it will never brake

Until old 'Maul* gets awake
Then pop goes the weasel.

When from meeting we do come
Around our heads the Bees* do hum,
And if we don't dodge both head

and bum
Then Pop goes the weasel.

Snob* he plies the last and awl

And makes the boots for large and
small,

But when we go to kick the ball

Then pop goes the weasel.

Cuthbert* plies the needle bright

And charges what he thinks is right,

But when he makes the legs too

tight

Then pop goes the weasel.

1 think Frank Walton was the

author.

If I had devoted as much time

to my lessons as I did to sport,

especially the Gym., I would be
considerably smarter than I am.

I could raise myself to the chin with

one arm—was an expert with the

rings and parallel bar. I am thank-

ful that I did not injure my health

by over study.

We had some nice boys at school

from 1851 to 1854.

Johnathan Richards. Superintendent.

* Maul sat at the head of Meeting.

* Bumblebees' nest under the board walk
which I prepared for business by stirring up
after meeting.

* LK)uis Warner, our shoemaker.

* Was our tailor, and lived at Athensville, now
Ardmore.

The nicest and most lovable was
Dave Schull. Then there was Phil

and John Garrett, Bill Pancoast,

Sam Trouth, Fred Arthur from
Nantucket (Whale), John and Will

Mellor (Big and little Pig), Edward
R. Wood, Dick and Ned Hallowcll

(Shanks) Frank Walton (Sj'kes),Jim
Walton (Mouse) and last and least

yours truly (Mugs.)

It would take hours to tell you
of all the mischief that I was in.

How we tied the can to Pete the

cats tail after administering tur-

pentine—How we dropped the thun-

der mugs from 3rd story to base-

ment. One lit along side of Tim-
my. He exclaimed: " Och, Pate,

what are you knocking the pitchers

off the table for,"

Yours truly,

W. W. Potts.

3217 5th Ave., Sacramento, Cal.,

May 21st, 1914.

Dear F. M. Morley: After some
delay I respond. All right for us

to report. The latest number of the

Bulletin is excellent so many good
addresses ; and in one of them a feel-

ing allusion to those old Alumni
who are too far away to attend the

reunions, dinners and commence-
ments. I said, " That means me for

one," and I highly appreciate it.

Of the class of 1860, I am 78 years

old. I should still like a game of

cricket, and the reunion with the

old fellows who still survive, but
circumstances will not permit, and
your cHmate in winter would not

suit me so well as it used to. Benj.

H. Smith, James Wood, Dr. Tyson,

Fred Morris, are some of my con-
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temporaries. I have corresponded

occasionally with them and with

Theo. H. Morris and Edward Bettle

while they lived. Oh ! what a hap-

py part of my life was passed at

Haverford, and I love the institu-

tion.

How I should like to attend the

coming commencemnt and I could

endure the journey, but it is ini-

practicable. Of course I am re-

tired, but am still active and inter-

ested in the af:airs of the city, the

country, and the church. No
Friends here, so I work with the

Methodists, and teach a class in

Sabbath school. I also visit the

schools, and have the teachers and

the children as my friends.

I have been married twice, and a

widower for 19 years. I have but

one child living, Chase; named for

my glorious chum, Richard W.
Chase, whom the older Alumni will

remember. He is also a widower,

and we live together. My life

has been romantic and eventful.

Both my wives had been my pupils.

J. G. Cannon and I were school-

mates in boyhood, but our lives

have been someivhai dif'erent.

Though I remain poor at to this

worlds goods, God has been good

to me. " The Lord is my shepherd."

Cyrus Lindley.

This June will make the third

successive commencement that has

seen valuable gifts presented to

the college by those classes which

have celebrated their " Silver Cirad-

uation." To the class of '87 Haver

ford is indebted for the handsome
granite steps which grace the

southern entrance of Founders'

Hall. The class of '88 field is a

byword to those who have plaj^ed

or seen soccer on the handsome
athletic grounds between the Mor-
ris Infirmary and the Observatory.

This year the class of '89 have per-

petuated their name by the dona-

tion of a very attractive and valua-

ble collection of trees and shrubs

which have been laid out between
the Conklin Gate and the Skating

Pond.

In this connection mention must
also be made of the '04 class lamp
which has been erected in front of

Founder's Hall. The lamp stands

on the plot of ground formerly oc-

cupied by the sun-dial. Besides

being a great artistic improvement,

it will also be useful in lighting the

much-travelled path to the library.

The " Owl and Gridiron," Haver-

ford's new honorary society, will go

into practical effect on Commence-
ment Day, June ISth, when the

initial election is to be held to ad-

mit members from the student

body. The elections are to be a

purely mechanical and disinterested

method of selection, inasmuch as

each candidate must have a mini-

mum average of 83% throughout

his Senior year, must be the leader

of one major college activity, and
at the same time be actively en-

gaged in at least two other activities.

This means that every member
will be a leader in those lines, both

scholastic and collegiate, which
typify a true Haverfordian.

The constitution of the society

states the four purposes which make
up the aim of its founders.
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(1) To be a honorary society for

leaders in scholarship and college

activities.

(2

)

To be an incentive to under-

graduates to do a few things thor-

oughly, rather than many things

partially.

(3) To induce a fraternal spirit

among the alumni and undergrad-

uates, and to bring them into con-

junction.

(4) To enable the undergraduate
members to form a permanent
reception committee for visiting

alumni.

The June issue of the Alumni
Quarterly, the last of the four is-

sues of the Haverford Bulletin, is

to contain a number of articles on
subjects of interest to Haverford-

ians. Dean Palmer has contributed

an article dealing with the new
curriculum, and Dr. Babbit has

written concernig " The College

and Gymnasium Work." Among
the recent books by Alumni are,

the Cuneiform Inscription reviews

written by George A. Barton '82

;

an essay on Milton by Alden Samp-
son, '73; and Clarence Hoag's, '93,

"Theory of Interest." These

works have been treated at greater

length in recent Haverfordians.
An anonymous letter written by

an alumnus is in the editor's hands,

advising a more energetic attempt
to interest preparatory school stud-

ents in the advantages of Haver-

ford College.

Among the Anniversary Papers
by Colleagues and Pupils of George
Lyman Kittridge, are to be found

two by Haverfordians: " The Moth-
er-in-Law," by Dr. F. B. Gummere
'72 and "The Narrative Arts of

the Old French Fableaux," by
W. M. Hart, '92.

The Haverford Summer School

has as instructors the following

alumni, Drs. George A. Barton, '82;

Rufus M. Jones, '85
; and H. J. Cad-

bury, '03. Dr. Jones will serve as

Vice-President, Dr. Cadbury as Sec-

retary and Oscar M. Chase, '94,

will be Treasurer of the School.

'67

William P. Clark has withdrawn
from business on account of ill

health and is now living in retire-

ment. His address is Paonia,

Colorado.

'82

George A. Barton published

early in April, Part III of the

Haverford Library Collection of

Cuneiform Tablets. The volume
contains fifty-four plates of auto-

graphed texts and a list of all the

proper names in the three parts.

About 3300 persons are mentioned
in these texts. This volume com-
pletes the publication of the Haver-

ford tablets.

J. H. Morgan is in the farming

and real estate business in Alva
Oklahoma. His home address is

Ingersoll, Okla., Rural Route No. 1.

'86

William H. Savery is now located

in Chicago, 111., in the interests of

the Parson's Smoke Consumer Co.,

a concern which manufactures

appliances for reducing smoke and
coal gas in railwa}- terminals by
perfecting combustion in the lo-

comotives.
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'87

Alfred C. Garrett of German-
town on May the second addressed

the Friends of Cambridge on " Un-
ity among Quakers." He urged
that the two branches endeavor
to reach a common ground of

agreement. Several Haverford
alumni were present.

William Draper Lewis, th^ Wash-
ington Party nominee for governor,

and Dean of the University of Penn-
sylvania Law School, has prepared

for the joint committee of the Senate

and House a revision of the Cor-

poration Laws. This revision will

be presented for final adoption a

year hence. Several laws affecting

the regulation of public utilities,

the emploj-ment of women and
children, and the like, which are

now in whole or in part on the

statute books of the state, have
been drafted under the direction

of Dean Lewis. In addition to

this Mr. Lewis has also been of

great service to the Conference on
Uniform State Laws, a body ap-

pointed under the acts of the

several states, to prepare laws

which are then adopted without

alteration by the different states.

Dean Lewis' special work for

this committee has been concerned

with the codification to the Law of

Partnership.

'91

J. W. Hutton, who was principal

of the Friends' School at Barnes-

ville, Ohio, has announced his en-

gagement to Miss Ellen Cope, of

Winona, Ohio.

'92

Christian Brinton expects to sail

shortly for Russia in order to make
an extensive study of modern
Slavonic art. Mr. Brinton has pub-
lished several articles on this sub-

ject, and is going abroad with the

intention of arranging for an im-

portant exhibition of contenipo-

rary painting and sculpture, for

which he will prepare the official

catalogue.

Mr. Brinton also has an article

in the June number of the Cosmo-
polilan entitled " Caro-Delvaille,

Artistic Dualist." This painter,

Mr. Brinton says, has " succeeded in

spite of success." The statement
while seemingly paradoxical is sup-

ported by the fact of the artist's

early and startling success, " which
might well have disturbed the

equilibrium of a seasoned exhibi-

tor." The author compares Del-

vaille's work to the masterpieces

of Titian, Velasquez, and Goya,

and cites his dual nature as being at

once a " chronicler of modern femi-

nine grace and elegance, and a

passionate devotee of the antique

beauty of form." The text is ac-

companied by illustrations of the

painter's work, which show clearly

that " in him nature and circum-

stance have conspired to produce
happy results," and that he is one

of the most eloquent living expon-

ents of the classic tradition.

•94

Under the title of " Eric and
Enid" there has just appeared in

Everyman's Library a translation

of the four complete Arthurian
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romances of Chretien de Troyes,

with an introductory essay, library

notes, and a bibliography. The
volume is the work of Professor

WiUiam Wistar Comfort of Cornell

University,, and makes at last

accessible to English readers the

earliest Arthurian romances ex-

tant: Erec and Enide, Cliges,

Yvain, and Launcelot.

Charles J. Rhoads has been
nominated for President of the

Federal Reserve Bank, Philadelphia.

'95

Samuel H. Brown has been
awarded an Austin Scholarship at

Harvard University.

•97

vVilliam W. H. Macafee has re-

signed his position with Calla-

way, Fish and Co., and is now with

Knauth, Machodanci Kuhne, Bank-
ers, New York City.

'98

Dr. WilHam J. Cadbury plans to

leave Canton early in July for his

year's furlough, returning by way
of Siberia. Dr. Henry J. Cad-
bury, '03, will meet him in Vienna
and they will spend some time
together in Europe.

'01

Edward Marshall Scull was mar-
ried on May 26th to Miss Anna
Price Johnson of Germantown,
Philadelphia.

'02

An interesting contribution to

the field of translation is the recent

work of Charles Wharton Stork,

who has published various poems
in English for a series called the

German Classics of the Nineteenth

and Twentieth Centuries, edited

by Kuno Francke, of Harvard
University. This series is em-
bodied in twenty volumes, of

which volume seven contains most
of the translations.

Mr. and Mrs. Stork are spending

this summer in Europe.

Dr. Spiers has recently had pub-

lished by D. C. Heath & Co., an
edition of Honore de Balzac's Eu-
genie Grandet. Dr. Spiers also had
an article in the May number of

"Modern Language Notes" on
the teaching of French Grammar.

A. C. Wood is playing cricket

again with Moorestown and as usual

is one of the mainstays.

The seven "poets" of the class

of 1902 held their annual meeting

at the Franklin Inn on the ISth

of May.

'05

Mr. and Mrs. Harold H. Cookman,
of Brooklyn, N. Y., announced on
April 16th, the birth of a son. Pren-

tice Clark Cookman.

'06

Roderic Scott, who has spent the

past year as a Y. M. C. A. worker
in St. Petersburg. Russia, returned

on furlough in May. He will spend
the remainder of the summer
months in this country, and in

August expects to be married to

Miss Agnes Kelly, daughter of
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President Robert Kelly of Earlham
College.

Mr. and Mrs. D. E. Allen of Wil-

mette, 111., announce the engage-
ment of their daughter Maud to

Jesse D. Philips of Chicago. Mr.

Philips is liow employed in the wall-

paper department of Sears, Roe-
buck and Co.

T. K. Brown, Jr., has an article

on "Class Reunions" in the June
issue of the Alumni Quarterly.

'07

Dr. Wilbur H. Haines finished

his twenty-seven months of service

with Dr. John B. Deaver at the

German _
Hospital, on April the

first of this 3^ear.

Dr. Haines has opened offices at

1906 Chestnut St., and will be

pleased to greet any of his Haver-

ford friends.

The Haverfordian joins in

wishing Dr. Haines a very success-

ful career.

Harold Evans was married on
May 1st to Miss Sylvia Hathaway.

Ex- '07

Richard Cadbury, Jr., has moved
his membership of monthly meet-

ing from Haverford to Wilming-

ton, Delaware.

'08

Carl Forse Scott was married in

St. John's Episcopal Church, Yon-

kers, N. Y., to Miss Dorothea Taus-

sig, on Saturday, April 2Sth. A-

mong the ushers were three Haver-

fordians, all of '08, Carrol Brown,

of Westtown, Pa.; T. Morris Long-

streth, of Rosemont, Pa.; and
Howard Burtt, of Philadelphia.

Mr. Scott is an electrical engineer,

with the Sprague Electrical Works,
New York.
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'09

Reynold A. Spaeth has been
awarded one of the Graduate
Sheldon Fellowships at Harvard
University. These are worth $1 ,000,

and in accordance with the terms
of the trust, are awarded to such

persons as are deem most deserv-

ing for purposes of investigation

or study either in this countr}- or

abroad. vSpaeth's work will be
done in Zoology.

Robert Lindley Murray Underhill

has been appointed to the Henr}'

Bromfield Rogers Memorial Fel-

lowship at Harvard, which provides

for a 3'ear's study in a German uni-

versity.

The marriage of Alfred Lowrie,

Jr., to Miss Grace S. Bacon of

Haddonfield, N. J., will take place

on the twenty-fourth of this month.
Fred A. Myers, Jr., was married

in May to Miss Margaret Culbert-

son.

Lawrence C. Moore, M.D., has

resigned his position as interne at

the Presbyterian Hospital and is

now Assistant Medical Director of

the Wanamaker Store.

F. Raymond Taylor, who re-

cently' completed the Universit}'

of Pennsylvania medical course, is

now an interne in the Germantown
Hospital.

M. H. C. Spiers will open a school

at Devon, Penna., this fall.

'10

The marriage of Christhopher

D. Morley to Miss Helen Booth

Fairchild thhk place in New
York on June third. Mr. and

Mrs. Morley will be at home
after June fifteenth at 24 Oak
Street, Hemstcad, Long Island.

'12

Douglas P. Falconer was married

to Miss Margery Annesly Hoyt at

the bride's home in Montclair, N.

J., on June 5th. Owing to illness

in Miss Hoyt's family the wedding
was a small one, Foley, '12, Miller,

'12, Durgin, '12, and Falconer, 'IS,

being the Haverfordians present.

Falconer was recently elected

president of the Social Workers

OVER 360 SAMPLES OF

GOOD LETTERHEADS

Y'OU will find here an unique display so

arranged that you can see the entire

number in 5 minutes, or you can profita-

bly spenij half an hour; a wide range of

prices, plenty of good colors in both paper

and ink, and a type display suitable for al!

kinds of business from the professional

ones for the lawyer and doctor on up to

the elaborate ones for the business that re-

quires that kind.

You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet,

'* Where To Euy Letterheads."

ACTON lS?P&lii;^

29 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

PHILADELPHIA
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Society of Newark, N. J. In this

connection he was a delegate at a

Social Welfare Convention in Mem-
phis, Tenn.

L. M. Smith expects to return

home from Japan in the near future

for his summer furlough.

F. G. Smiley attended the recent

banquet of the New York Alumni
in New York City.

Robert E. Miller served as a

captain of a team of young business

men, in a recent seven day cam-
paign in Lancaster, which success-

fully raised $100,00 toward the

building of a new Y. W. C. A.

Miller's team ranked third out of

twent}' teams in the total amount
of money raised.

S. S. Morris has returned from
the West and is with the firm of

Banaerle and Morris, Manufac-
turing Coppersmiths, at 9.32 N.

Front St., Philadelphia.

Stacey Beebe is employed with

the American Art Company, in

Cincinnati, Ohio.

W. H. Steere is travelling in

Michigan and Illinois for the Rhoads
Leather Belting Co. His address

is 322 Randolph St., Chicago, 111.

For the gentlemen who appreciate

the refinement of good grooming.
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50 years ago. No Tipping.
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Insurance
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THE beginning of a new year at Haverford marks an anniversary

which ought to be of utmost importance. This is the anni-

versary of resolutions or of "effort of attention," to use William

James' phrase, when he notes that " effort of attention is the essential

phenomenon of will."

As the shooting of an arrow implies a target, so does the launching

of a resolution imply an ideal. At this college we identify it with Hav-
erford. We feel that it is a very actual and potent reality, but at times

there is a mist that hides it from our view. At such moments we ask

ourselves, what is the Haverford Ideal?

Then if we pause to think whither we are striving, we find that

there is no summit worthy of attainment, no ideal worthy of Haverford

men excepting that founded on spirituality.

And in order that this spirituality, which is nothing more or less

than the right relationship between a man and his life, may pervade

all Haverford, it is necessary that we emphasize it to a far greater

extent than is now done.

At Haverford, the Y. M. C. A. is the tangible means towards

gaining this ideal and therefore deserves special emphasis.
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The only way in which good may be received from the Y. M. C. A.,

the only way in which a man can support the Y. M. C. A., is to take

an active part. And an active part does not necessarily mean being on

any committee.

It does mean that the students are determined to make the Y. M.
C. A. the dominant factor in college life by their earnestness at meetings,

by their sympathy with the speakers whoever they may be, by their

reverence for Christian ideals and traditions whether at Thursday

meeting or on Wednesday night—above all by making their lives

harmonize with the purposes of the Association.

There is no greater evidence that we are falling far short of the

Haverford Ideal than the fact that men hesitate to come out unre-

servedly for Christ and that they shun the word "religious." In this

Christian institution the man should be marked out as different,

regarded as "queer" and as an object of suspicion who is not a

Christian, rather than he who is endeavoring to be one.

^n 3bpU

By Douglas Waples, '14.

When the drowsy kiss of evening beckons down the golden dreams

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

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

By the west wind as it whispers to the sea.

When she smiles her lips are playing with a teasing charm of old,

On me she smiled, and smiled but on a boy;

Yet I standing there adored her as the Argives worshipped Helen;

Helen gazing o'er the battlements of Troy.

As she speaks her low laugh trembles like the carol of a lark.

And dies away an ever-living tune

'Till I think Fll e'er be solaced by that memory of evening;

That eve with her,—the nightingales,—and June.

Yet now this silver twilight grows o'ercast with darker memories—
Twin eyelids stare into eternity—

And yet I know that they are looking toward the shore where we shall meet,

And where the west wind comes and whispers to the sea.



into tl)e Xanb of Cricfeet

By John K. Garrigues, '14.

ALL ashore 'at's goin' ashore!" Then the hurrying of crowds,

the crowding up to the rails for a last word of farewell, a long

whistle and the steamer Minnehaha is in the channel, off for

England. A Long and Fast on shore is vociferously answered, while another

cheer marks the raising of the scarlet and black to the masthead. Be-

fore we can realize it the first dinner bugle has wheezed out a feeble

but none the less promptly answered summons, and instantly we are

all lined up to enjoy our first meal, as indeed we enjoyed them all except

for one sad occasion. I refer to the solitary time when Jim Carey's

hypnotism method made Bill Webb appear to be green and also brought

a noticeable droop to Coleman's usually Kaiser-esque mustachios.

Many letters and telegrams, circulated during lunch, emphasized

inspiringly the hofies and good wishes which Haverfordians old and new
put in our venture, a spirit which always supported us, no matter how
great the all-powerful Britisher's game seemed in comparison with ours.

The pleasures of the ocean voyage I will not try to depict. A con-

versation with any member of the team will conclusively show how
untiringly ethereal it was. But however divided our pursuits, though

one found a rare volume a sufficient companion for a day of pleasure,

while another preferred the everlasting charm of honeyed phrases

and the pensive enjoyment of murky nights, every evening found the

whole team banded together in the bow "to sing our college praises

and watch the shadows fall." "Balm of Gilead" received some new
additions. "Captain Claret in the Minnehaha garret" could not be

neglected. Then Mr. Cope, who seemed to be quite worried by the

apparent leaning of the whole team toward the fair sex, was (in the

proper meter) earnestly implored not to elope. When our whole

store of more or less harmless harmony was exhausted we would again

turn to other pursuits with renewed visions of the finest place in

the world and renewed hopes of bringing glory to its name.

Before we could realize it we were again on terra firma, but a soil

quite foreign to the boots of all except Christie and Mr. Cope. Our

first train ride in England, that from Tilbury Dock to London, brought

clearly home to us what manner of land we were invading. Every

vacant lot, it seemed, found a gathering of children, small and large,

male and female, about some stumps, while miniature cricket bats,

substituted boards and every other imaginable apology for a trusty
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willow were being busily plied in cutting, driving and pulling. To tell the

truth, it really startled us to find a place where infancy was considered

no drawback to the great game. We shuddered to think, those of us

who had been Juniors in some cricket club at home, how stunted our

pampered game had been in comparison with this one, so full of the

love of the sport, no matter how crude the means of indulging in it

happened to be. However, by this time we too had formed a real love

of the game and the national significance here only added zest and am-

bition to our conquests.

After London had been reached it did not take long to hunt out

the two most famous of cricket matches in the country, i. e.,

Kennington Oval and Lord's, and, thanks to the very kind hospitality

of the Surrey C. C. and the Marylebone C. C, we were not long in be-

coming at home in both of these places, although neither one staged any
of our matches.

It would be mere folly to try to express in writing the many new
sensations of those first days in England. The greatness of London
is quite overwhelming to one who has ne\'er seen it before. However
we were saved from complete bewilderment through its circuses, which,

by the way, we found quite devoid of wild "beasties" and painted

chariots, and its rampant crooked lanes by the singleness of our purpose.

A certain well-known dealer in all sorts of attire and suitable accessories

for cricket had a great rush of business for about a day and then, lo and

behold! the whole team appeared in a blaze of white glory for the first

practice. The second day nicely took the wobble out of our sea legs

and made us all eager for our first match.

Now starts an existence that is filled to the brim with the game
we were seeking. To attempt a minute description of the experiences

of the whole trip would be too great a burden for these pages. The
concrete results of the matches may be gotten from other sources.

The impressions of the land we invaded and the spirit of the game we
played are to be the theme here.

First, a word or so about the style of English cricket seems to be

in order. From our matches we were not slow to discover many important

facts about the basis of the play against us. Precision was obviously

the keynote of the British style. Every man, whether a forcing bat or

a "sticker," must be sure of his strokes. Shrewsbury very painfully

showed us how this method brought results, when a quiet-looking

fellow, coming in at the fall of the fifth, calmly mastered bowling which

had reaped the first six wickets for 113 runs, until he had contributed

a solid total of 91 and given his team a fine total. In other cases the
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same thing happened, although this first match had taught us to be

always on the alert throughout the opponent's innings at the bat.

This precision of batting had a very good effect on our bowling,

which in turn learned the great value of accuracy. The Charterhouse

and Repton matches toward the end of the trip show quite well the great

improvement in our bowling. Charterhouse on a plumb wicket used

four and one-half hours to put together 170 runs, while Repton required

three hours for 147 and our bowling analysis showed no less than 28

maiden overs. In batting the same carefulness appeared and there were

many first-class innings played.

While cricket was the primary interest that brought us to the

various schools and clubs, it was not only on the cricket field by any

means that we had the pleasure of meeting our opponents. Besides

making our sojourns on their fields most pleasant (for they were always

ready to clap and cheer our men), and giving us a vast fund of expe-

rience, they were at all other times most cordial in welcoming any who
came under the name of Haverford. Haverford indeed proved a magic

word, which everywhere opened doors to let us enter among the most

hospitable of people. When at length we had to journey on our way
from one place to another we always did so with the jolly English "three

cheers" ringing in our ears, which we used to answer with our "war
cry," as they called it, much to their delight. We left all places with

the same firm handshake and warm smile which clearly told us how
great a bond then existed between all who felt the spirit of cricket.

Let me, to give one glimpse of the delightful way in which we
enjoyed the charm of England, sketch a little picture. Uppingham
School lies on the top of a steep hill, with the quaint old buildings of

the village nestled about it. The headmaster's house faces off to the

northeast over open country. From the entrance of this house to the

valley the ground is beautifully hedged and terraced. The very top

terrace has enclosing it a rustic fence and hedge and also a walk along

it has this same rustic covering, which was profusely covered with the

sturdy vines of many full-bloomed pink rambler roses. Below this

walk there was the most beautiful little garden of bright flowers, lark-

spur, hollyhocks and all sorts of other blooms contributing their patch of

color. Now on the very top terrace in the shadow of some very old buildings

(one of them of the fifteenth century), there was a fine little plot of

soft English turf. On this our little band had gathered on the eve of

the third match under the clearest of skies and the brightest of moons.

All of the college songs were sung and then the talk ran rampant on

many subjects. Doctor McKenzie, the headmaster, joined us for a
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while and the spirit of the Old and New Worlds met in our conversation.

At times like this we realized at least partially how such an at-

mosphere as this could lead to the development of the great sport of

cricket. The whole surrounding of quaint old buildings, of dainty

little gardens and of green-hedged meadows seems to join in making

cricket what it is. From town and from country, men of trade and men
of business gather in a unanimous spirit of good fellowship and good

sportsmanship. The stability of an old nation, the stability in fact

of all things old, has found its place in the game. All people of all ages

find their place on some team. While children are holding their strenuous

matches on the commons the better prepared turfs stage matches of

much more skill, but the same omni-present air of gentility appears

on every crease. It seems that there could be no better medium for the

strengthening of loyalty to the nation, a nation of such extreme solidarity,

than this great sport, for on the crease all men are equal and all men
can clasp hands through a bond of national interest.

After returning to London from our early trip to the north we had

many chances to prowl among the historical haunts of England's past

as well as present. One could sit on the stone edging of the Victorian

Embankment some clear, starry night and straightway be whisked off

mentally to view the spirits of London's past. In such a condition it

was not hard to see an imaginary bark creeping down the Thames
with Mr. Micawber proudly standing in the bow, his telescope raised

aloft and his sailor hat cocked on one ear; or Mr. Peggotty placidly

smoking his pipe in a bay-window overhanging the river. A short stroll

along the river suddenly exposes the silhouetted grandeur of the Parlia-

ment buildings looming up in the evening sky with a besilvered stretch

of water at their base. Here at appointed times the men at the head of

the nation pondered long on the nation's interests, but when their gath-

erings were over they too could be seen on some cricket grounds with

their fellow countrymen. It was amazing how great a call the game
had for every class of person. The old natives of quaint little villages

meet the city folk on a common basis. Hobbs, the "Ty" Cobb of

England, is known everywhere and his innings closely followed and the

same is true of many other countrymen. However the average healthy

Britisher is not merely content to follow the successes of the cricket celeb-

rities. He too desires to become proficient, so commons and club alike

see representatives of all sides of England's national life joining hands

for sport's sake whenever holidays permit.

Cricket in our land can obviously boast no such hold at present.

It seems that the game of one and one half hour's duration, a game of
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speed and tension, is suited to the present stage of our country's growth.

But in my mind it will indeed be a happy day when the United States

has finally acquired that stability of mind which will make the royal

personage of the umpire less liable to assassination and threats of as-

sassination and will lighten the ridicule, which is now so broad, of crick-

eters who stop for tea.

To have a sport which has sufficient tension for a sane sport, as

an outlet for the nervous energy of all people old and young, seems to

me to be a tremendous asset to a nation. Haverford for many years

has had the privilege of indulging in this sport which is still considered

alien. If Haverford can do more and make others feel the wonderful

effect of a cricket match on Cope Field, make others long for the ever-

lasting charm and quiet gentility of this greatest of sports and start

them well on their way to improve the facilities for it, then a very great

good to their fellow men will be the gift of Haverford. I hope the day
is not far off when "Kill the umpire!" will be a most raucous sound

to an American gentleman's ears. Those who have ever experienced an

English cricket trip will always desire to keep the game and the

spirit of the game with them and will always desire others to feel the

same bond. Cricket is "founded on a rock." It is to be hoped that

the growing wisdom of our young nation will not be long in seeing the

many benefits, both national and personal, of cricket, and in choosing

it as a sport after its own ideal.



Cbttti €Iopesi

By Kempton Taylor, '15.

[a two-part story of some love and a little war.]

ALL is fair in love and war." In the days of Eugenics and Hague
Conventions this popular adage steadily lost favor. Now the

public is grimly convinced of the truth of the war clause. This

is a story to prove that love is a game governed never by law and always

by chance,—winner take all and the devil the hindermost.

Probably no lover was ever further from apprehending this truth

than was John Bird, when, on a late October evening in nineteen hundred

fourteen, he dismissed the waiter with a two-dollar tip, cocked a fat

cigar in the corner of his mouth, stirred three lumps in his demi-tasse,

gazed straight into her eyes and said: "To-morrow you sail to join

the Red Cross of a warring nation. For us, then, this is the last supper.

You've done your best to spill the salt, but not caring for that common-
place chemical in old wounds, L your lord and master, have kept the

cellar well beyond your reach. This is rather clever; you'd best not

match your wit against mine and a Bronx."

"Huh!" snorted his vis-a-vis, tossing her flaxen curls in fair derision,

"that's something I've learned not to attempt in public. Do you re-

member that night in Mrs. Peter Larraby's box we argued whether

this gown was blue or no color at all when I hang it up all alone in the

closet? Well, Mrs. Peter Larraby told Mrs. Rogers she'd never spent

a blicer evening
—

"

"Always matches the party, and has a baggy chin," watching

with satisfaction the admiration in the girl's face, "deceptive old cha-

meleon!"

"Stop it! She's not the least bit like a chameleon! She has got

a double chin, but she hasn't got feathers and she doesn't talk like

one."

John Bird did not even waste breath to utter his dryest laugh.

He only sighed from the depths of his stiff bosom. Edith would always

be like that, he thought. It would be rather terrible to have a wife

who couldn't get your best jokes, but it was a satisfaction to know
that she would always laugh whether she did or not. She would never

train well either,—too much New England pride for that, and too

much of what she liked to speak of as "character," frowning a bit mas-

terfully as her young lips lingered over the familiar syllables,—too much
ambition.
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She was still talking.

"I know you don't like to argue anyhow when there are people

around. I always raise my voice—can't help it—and you look un-

comfortable and get red
—

"

"And blue!"

Disgruntled, she waved a white hand towards the garden, myste-

riously dark, and with the first touch of autumn desolation. She had

learned that gesture at school theatricals, and from the "Handbook
of Professional Secrets," which she had yearned after and he had

given her. How often in the years to follow when the sock and buskin

capered in her enchanted mind had he regretted the gift!

"The night has eyes, and ears, and"—she caught her hand to the

shell of her ear, "a voice—listen! the fountain!"

John Bird stared listlessly at the frail arm. A more impartial

observer might admit some truth in the girl's announcement at sight

of a dark figure shrinking back into the shadow, and at sound of a whis-

pered word on the evening breeze, but John Bird, a sentimentalist

himself at heart, never let go a chance to violate her dearest dreams.

"Edith!" he sneered sharply, "in Heaven's name don't be a fool!

That kind of nonsense knocks a person out. You look tired out now,

—tired and worn."

An hour before, in the soft light of the lounge, he had told her she

looked ravishing. That was the way to keep the whiphand over a woman.
For once she seemed oblivious to his comment. Tilting back her

head defiantly she sang:

"Her eyes the glow-worm lend thee,

The shooting stars attend thee.

And the elves also.

Whose little eyes glow.

Like sparks of fire attend thee."

Her voice was strong and young, but harsh with its preliminary

training. John Bird gritted his teeth. He did not like to hear her

sing unless he felt like laughing. He would rather do the singing himself;

he had a better voice.

"Lord!" he said.

"Doesn't this war thrill you?" she asked, pale with enthusiasm.

"Think of all the fine men going to the front and all the fine girls left

behind! Think of all the moonlit partings:

" Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind,

That from the nunnery
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Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind

To war and arms I fly.

" True, a new mistress now I chase,

The foremost in the field.

And with a stronger faith embrace

A sword, a horse, a shield"—

"If you must quote," broke in Bird, "why not be modern? All

the Laureate White Hopes have ground out their ditties for this Httle

war."

"Don't you love the old CavaHers?" Edith persisted, "so gallant!

Mrs. Peter Larraby and I were talking about our war the other day,

and I said how horrible it must have been to have had all the fine young

blood of the South cut down that way! She couldn't sympathize.

Pshaw!" her eager young eyes reflected the fire of the candelabra, "now-

adays the women go to the front, and the horrid, pokey old men stay

at home and make aeroplanes!"

"Our business is flourishing on the other side," said Bird with a

wave of his cigar that embraced all the warring forces of the world,

"and most of you volunteer nurses are only taken on to enlist American

sympathy. You'll sit miles from the front in a bomb-proof hospital, make
bandages from sheets, and administer the last Sacrament to poor, dying

devils in an unknown tongue. This war doesn't reckon with the Red
Cross."

"Yes, but it's service, and it's the practical experience I want after

my hospital course. There'll never be anything like it again. Haven't

you any Anglo-Saxon fight in you? Are you going to stand aside at

the last conflict of the races? It is only indifference that keeps you

here, or is it something— worse?"

She spoke so sharply that diners at nearby tables stirred and craned

their necks. Bird turned a dull red, and his heavy eyes flashed danger-

ously. Still he spoke with forced calmness.
" I have no interest in the war beyond what it means to our business.

I am one of those, you know," and he smiled patronizingly,"who believe

that discretion is braver than valor. Men in battle are seldom brave;

they're as mad as stampeding cattle. When our turn comes I doubt

if I fight."

Her eyes widened.

"You wouldn't fight for the States?" she asked.

"Not if I could help it. If I had to, it would not be from any self-
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assured patriotism. It would be because my friends were serving.

I have no more desire to lay down my life than any healthy animal."

Looking across at the sleek-jowled speaker, Edith found it easy

to credit his words. She recalled how, at the time when she, a slip of

a girl, had found joy in bird-nesting and the blows of field-hockey, he,

her hero of phj'sical endowment, had spoken in the same tones of foot-

ball and polo.

"War takes the best men of a nation," he continued, "no longer

the fit survive. Does melenithe or the machine gun distinguish between

giant and weakling, hero and craven? Again, is a man's or a nation's

moral fibre strengthened by nightmare?"

"Ah," said Edith, her enthusiasm still manifest, "but think of a

charge with the hot blood pounding in your ears, the thunder of hoofs

beneath, and the roar of ten thousand voices behind! Think of the

mystery of a night-attack, and the joy of a hard ride by day! Think of

being wounded, and suffering from thirst, and being nursed by tender

hands
—

"she ventured a twinkle in her blue eyes.

"Oh hell!" snapped Bird, "more of your military glory superstition.

Think of your charge with the thunder of field pieces and the roar of

artillery. Think of the bayonet thirsting for the blood of your panting

lungs. Think of being blown to pieces in your sleep or shot as you
shave. Think of lying festering in your own blood, waiting for your

eyes to glaze. Your credulity would amaze a Turco! I believe, by God !"

pounding the table with his fist, "you're still under the influence of that

Dutchman you met in Germany last summer—Van—Van—Van
Hovenburg, the Uhlan who barely escaped court-martial riding after

your train as you left Casel during maneuvers, the swashbuckler who
called on you with spurs, clanking sword. Death's Head Helmet, and all

that rot. If it's a uniform you want there are lots of postmen and mes-

senger boys!"

Edith, pale and stunned by this tirade, clutched at the table-edge

as if to support her staggering reason.

"I'm sure you can't be yourself to-night, John," she said bitterly,

"Carl Van Hovenburg is one of the finest gentlemen I have ever met.

The friendship between us never justified the suspicion in which you

hold it." Then, as by a final effort to heal the fast-widening breach,

"I don't suppose you would even risk your life for mine?"

"Not by a damn sight," said Bird flatly.

"Then," concluded Edith, taking the ring from her finger and

flinging it far into the garden, "you must consider our engagement at

an end." She was deathly white, and breathed very fast. Bird thought.
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For a moment he sat staring at her, as a child at a refractory toy.

Then, as he was about to speak, a tall form crossed the terrace and

stood by the table. It was his man, Pinkney.

"What is it?" asked Bird.

" Mrs. Walton telephoned to the house, asking after Miss Edith,

sir, and suggested it was quite late." The man spoke evenly, but with

a pronounced accent.

"The car is outside, Pinkney. See that Miss Walton gets home
all right. Then send Parker back here for me."

"Very well, sir."

A sympathetic waiter was already helping Edith with her wraps.

Bird noticed that her lips trembled a little. Beyond that there was

no trace of emotion, and he felt a little disappointment. Avoiding the

eyes of both men she moved gracefully along the terrace and passed

through the lighted door.

For a time Bird sat motionless, watching the glowing ash of his

cigar. The terrace was deserted; most of the tables had been folded

and put back against the wall. The solitary waiter stood on guard

with an imperturbable napkin folded over his arm.

Bird stood up and walked over to the splashing fountain. A man
could stand here and overhear conversation on the terrace, he reflected.

Seating himself once more at the table, he called for paper and wrote:

Edith :

Realizing the contempt in which you hold men who
apologize, I am taking this means to express my regret at my
actions of this evening. I am so confident of your forgiveness

and of your need for me that I am writing you a steamer-letter

to reach the Caronia before sailing to-morrow. I feel certain

that within a week our happy and proper relationship shall

again be established.

Devotedly,

John.

During the writing the anxiety graven on Bird's features gave

way to a smile of secret satisfaction. The only break in the continuity

of his happy thoughts was the mental image of Edith and Pinkney

bowling up the avenue to Dorset Green. Pinkney was entirely too

aristocratic-looking to be his man-servant any longer. He hoped Edith

was sitting very stiff and prim.

Then he got the Company on the phone, and ordered the astonished

night clerk to have a Bird Model C hydroplane tuned up and placed



Edith Elopes 175

on the after-deck of the Caronia. To be shipped to Southampton,

and he would see about having it stay on deck.

As he hung up he reflected on his own coolness. A bad night, he

thought, but mornings were always better. He selected a fresh cigar

and passed through the lighted door, taking the note with him. He
would post it with his own hands.

n
If we should pause the next morning to examine into the states of

mind of our characters we should find truth in John Bird's creed. Edith,

in brilliant traveling attire, seemed the incarnation of the sunshine of

Indian summer. While Mrs. Walton stood complacently on guard,

she arranged her bouquet of dewy chrysanthemums, packed last-minute

effects, and bade farewell to an excited group of friends.

"Poor John!" one was saying, "I suppose he's broken-hearted

to have you go! What on earth can keep that man on this side with

you on the other I can't imagine."

The look that Edith fashioned for the moment was a poor make-

shift for regret. With John's note even then crumpled up in a damp
ball in her glove she had reason enough to doubt his staying behind.

She enquired his purposes as vainly as he would have enquired the mean-

ing of the platinum band about the fourth finger of her left hand, and

the appointment to the German Red Cross in her chatelaine.

As she finally settled herself in the car, her addled little brain realized

one fact with a clearness ordinarily foreign to her: if they were both

on the same boat there would be no smooth crossing.

If there was anything John Bird liked to do it was to write, and es-

pecially did this apply to what he named his "comic" writings. If he

hadn't liked the night work, he had often told himself, he would have

gone into the journalistic field,—would have been owner of a paper

by this time, and been seeking adventure with the armies of Europe.

Even now, with his knowledge of the aeroplane, it had been easy to

get the appointment as correspondent for the Advertiser. "Never too

late to mend," he told himself as he bent over his new literary task. Edith

would be amused by this, he was sure. The idea was clever for one

conceived on the spur of the moment. It would accomplish the desired

end, too. The one rule for success with women was to turn their frailties

to your own ends, and of all human frailties a woman's "instinct" was

the most easily worked upon. . .There! it was done. On the inside

of the front page he wrote the title
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"Edith Elopes"

and beneath, the motto:

"Don't Marry in a Hurry."

At this moment the tall form of Pinkney loomed in the doorway.

From all that could be judged from his immobile features not a memory
of the night before lingered in his mind.

"Parker is waiting, sir," he said.

"Tell him to wait for me before he gets those tickets at the White
Star office," scowled Bird, his pleasure fading at sight of his man.
"I'm going on board right away."

The carefully spoken "Very well, sir," gave no indication of Pink-

ney's consternation. Tickets? Going aboard? He had thought so.

But if tickets, how many?
"Mrs. Herbert Bird called up to say good-bye, and wishes you

to call her down before you go," he went on easily.

"Damn!" muttered Bird, "you mean 'call her up,' I'm sure."

"And the housekeeper would like to have instructions," added

Pinkney.

With a sharp glance at the suave servant Bird passed out of the

room. In an instant the tall foreigner was bent over the steamer-letter

on the desk. As he read and thumbed the pages of the manuscript

his anxiety deepened. Not until the last word had been read and the

brazenly scrawled "Finis" lay beneath his gaze did the problem seem

solved. With a happy exclamation he raised his head in time to see

Bird standing in the doorway.
" I'm going to the Caronias dock at once," said the latter, his tense

voice rising with every syllable. "You will pack my trunks for a trip

of several months. Parker will return for them. And"—he shouted

the words, his face flaming with anger
—"what in Hell are you doing

with that letter?"

"I—I've just been reading it," said Pinkney calmly. "Permit

me to congratulate you on your authority. I never would suspicion

it; you conceal your literary bend purposely, I should judge. Doubtless

it will take effect with one of Miss Walton's temperature. As a
—

"

"You're too damned interested in Miss Walton!" roared Bird,

lowering his head and coming in with fists clenched.

Ducking slightly, Pinkney caught the full impact of his swing in

his left eye. Like lightning he uppercut to the other's nose. The
long, straight appendage that had brought to its owner the epithet

"Adonis" was mashed to one side. It spouted blood.

With redoubled fury Bird showered blow after blow upon Pinkney,
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who, seeming suddenly to lose interest in the conflict, only blocked

carefully.

"You forget, sir," he said lightly, "I am not worth your steel."

A half-dozen servants, hearing the disturbance, dragged him away.

"You're fired!" snapped Bird.

"Remember, though," said Pinkney with dignity, "I have before

you go your trunks to pack up."

While the blaspheming Bird, his fingers nursing a distorted nose,

rolled away in the car, his man went through the performance of " packing

up" his trunks. This was not aided by his state of mind, which prompted

such nervous exclamations as "Parker is coming back," and "Now
she will be getting the steamer-letter," nor by the condition of his left

eye, which, puffed and blue, was so far from causing him concern that

he gloated over it in the mirror.

"Parker cannot do so well," was his final comment. Then, "Parker

is coming back; Parker is coming back!" He paced the floor, wringing

his hands and almost sobbing with anxiety.

He threw open the bedroom window and gazed down the street-

Potztausend! He was coming! Parker was coming! The big car drew

up before the door.

"Mein Gott! Sein Auge ist auch schwarze!" yelled Pinkney,

and three steps at a time he was downstairs, out the door and beside

the car.

"Parker!" he screamed, "was ist los with your eye? What have

you done to your eye?"

Pinkney 's infectious hysteria seized upon the hapless Parker.

"I bumped it," he said, "I bumped it on the tire h'as the car gave

a lurch!"

As he spoke he gathered up half a dozen parcels and started up
the stone steps with a rapidity unsuiting his age and station. Pinkney,

all concern, hung to his elbow and plied him with questions.

"Is Mr. Bird on board, Parker? Did you mail a letter for him?

Did you buy the tickets— ?"

Then, as by accident, he pressed his foot against Parker's heels,

and flat on his elbows crashed the lank Englishman, his parcels flying

to the four winds. He rolled over and groaned. There was a great

rent in each elbow of his smart uniform.

"I am too h'old for such tricks," he sobbed.

"Poor Parker!" soothed Pinkney, bending over the gaunt form

with a malicious twinkle in his good eye, "you are upset. You must
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lie nihig while I sew up the nice coat. Then you can go away with

the trunks."

So saying, he led the Englishman to his own room, and gently forced

him to lie down.

"Bring him whiskey," he directed a maid, "and bathe his head

with Koln,—cologne, you know."

He took the smart coat and all the parcels into the next room.

In the pocket of the coat his search was rewarded. He drew out one

first-class ticket to Southampton, S. S. Caronia, stateroom No. 526,

upper berth A, sailing that day at noon.

One o'clock now.

Silver McGhee: he was the owner of the ticket. Pinkney chuckled

as he thought of Parker in the role of Silver McGhee.
"Height: six feet two; build, slender; slight limp, left leg; hair,

sandy; eyes, blue

—

one blackened; complexion, fair—light mustache,"

intoned Pinkney, "that's me, except a mustache."

He tore open one of the smaller packages. There it was,'—lip-glue

still moist.

"Poor Parker! No wonder he was so upset getting dressed and

not-dressed just for a ticket!" mused Pinkney, as he opened the remain-

ing parcels and disclosed Silver McGhee's accoutrement just as the

ticket described it,—tan shoes, purple sox, checked suit, diamond pin,

Balmacaan coat, woolly cap,—the wardrobe of the jewelry agent,which,

if we are to credit the ticket, was Red McGhee's calling.

"Parker as Silver could never make hits off Miss Edith," he went on

as he exchanged his own sombre clothes for the quickening combination

on the bed, "but Pinkney as Silver! Ah, that is different!"

He adjusted the mustache, swelled out his chest, and gazing at

his glorious image in the mirror, winked solemnly with his movable

lid.

"My eye is better than Parker's, but who could love it?" he asked

himself.

He packed a suitcase of his own, placed Bird's trunks in the waiting

car, and limped in on the prostrate Parker.

"Poor old Parker!" he said, taking the moistened sponge from the

hands of the maid, "you have an evil eye!"

While Parker, transported to the seventh heaven, lay with closed

eyes, Silver McGhee, with one deft twist of the sponge, removed the paint

from the discolored eye.

"Evil eye!" he repeated playfully, backing toward the door.

Parker opened them both. Catching a glimpse of himself in the
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mirror opposite, and one of Pinkney in his borrowed plumes, he bellowed

with fear and leaped from his bed.

"Liege,—Mons,—Namur,—Parker," said Silver McGhee, safe on

the other side of the door as he turned the key in its lock, " Deutchland

uber alles'"

Parker, straining his face to the window, caught sight of the big

car as it whirled down the street.

"My eye!" he said.

{To be concluded)

Cloubs;

(A Villanelle)

By Felix M. Morley, '15

Above the clouds pass by,

Their snowy grandeur showing,

Concealing the blue sky.

Majestic drifts on high

Soft chaff from heaven s mowing,

Above the clouds pass by.

Amid such beauty, why
Must yonder gray be growing.

Concealing the blue sky?

Beneath, the treetops sigh.

The soft-eyed cows are lowing,

Above i the clouds pass by.

Dull masses creeping nigh,

The sunny brightness going.

Concealing the blue sky.

Be fair or foul, still I

Have learnt one thing worth knowing:

Above the clouds pass by,

Concealing the blue sky.



Japan in Etao CI)ou

By Yoshio Nitobe, '15.

ON August 16th, while the eyes of the world were riveted on the

momentous happenings in Europe, Japan wired by six separate

cable routes an ultimatum "advising" the Kaiser to with-

draw from Kiao Chou. To those who were well informed on Far Eastern

affairs this move on the part of Japan caused little surprise. The Amer-
ican press however cannot be included in that category. There therefore

arose in this country a wave of disapproval and suspicion at Japan's

"intrusion." What right had she to break in? "It's a dirty trick."

"She'll be grabbing Samoa, the Carolines and the Philippines next."

Such were the sentiments expressed by men who were ignorant: (1)

of the history of German-Japanese relations; and (2) who had no clear

conception of Japan's foreign policy—a policy the fundamentals of

which have steadily been the same and to which all of Japan's actions

may be correlated.

The first act of the tragi-comedy, of which the ultimatum of August

16th is the climax, opens in Berlin in the year 1894. Kaiser Wilhelm

and his court are at the Theatre, witnessing a drama. What
that drama was is superfluous; the opening of a far greater drama is

about to take place. The first scene is over, the applause has died away,

and all eyes gravitate towards the royal Prussian box. The Kaiser

glances over the mass of faces before him, set in a background of deco-

rations, velvets and silks. And from it all the imperial glance separates

a mild-looking gentleman with a full iron-grey beard and gold-rimmed

spectacles. He looks rather more like a pedagogue than the diplomat

which his gold lace would indicate. The Kaiser turns to a chamberlain

and asks who the foreigner is. He learns that it is the Viscount Aoki,

Minister from Japan. The Kaiser grows thoughtful, then despatches

a chamberlain to fetch the Viscount.

"I understand your country is at war with China."

"Yes, your Majesty."

"The Chinese have more ships than you have. You ought to

augment your navy."

"Undoubtedly your Majesty is right."

"Tell your Emperor that I offer him the cruiser K for his
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navy. At the earliest opportunity I will send a man from the Naval

Ministry to negotiate the necessary transaction."

"Your gracious Majesty's consideration awakens profound grati-

tude in my heart and I will immediately convey your offer to my Sove-

reign."

Aoki left the theatre that night with high hopes. The Kaiser

had evidenced his sympathy for Japan. An offer as personal as the

Kaiser's could diplomatically be counted upon as German support

—

and Japan needed it in her Chinese adventure.

Aoki wired the Tokyo Foreign Office. They announced that the

price was too much for war-burdened Japan. Aoki wired again, empha-

sizing the personal phase of the Kaiser's offer and that German
goodwill was worth ten times the price of the cruiser. But the Ministry

of the Navy was made up of bull-headed fighters, mostly Satsuma men
who did not have Aoki's diplomatic acumen; besides it is not unlikely

that they half suspected him of over Germanic tendencies, Aoki having

married a German baroness.

Aoki had to refuse the offer and the Kaiser felt snubbed ; in fact he

was much angered. In the late Viscount's opinion, and I have it almost

first-handed, the German Emperor's anti-Japanese attitude started

from this incident.

German-Japanese Relations

The world at large, however, had no evidence of the Kaiser's atti-

tude until after the treaty of Shimonoseki (concluding the Chino-Jap.

War, April 17, 1895), when at the Kaiser's instigation Russia, France

and Germany "advised" Japan to evacuate Port Arthur. That
Russia should desire to exclude a "warlike" and progressive people

from territories contiguous to her own and that France should remain

faithful to her ally, Japan could understand. But why Germany,
avowedly the friend of Japan and with no interests in Manchuria,

should join in to plunder Japan was beyond explanation. Scores of

men who had stormed Port Arthur felt that they could not honorably

live under the humiliation of this ultimatum and committed hara-kiri.

The whole nation again called for war—hopeless though it would

have been. Then Mutsu Hito spoke and Japan became calm. We
have "yielded to the dictates of magnanimity and accepted the advice

of the three powers."

After Russia had occupied Port Arthur, instead of returning it

to China; Germany seized Kiao Chou, using the murder of two Luth-

eran missionaries as a pretext. This was in November 1897 and inci-
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dentally at the time that Prince Henry was girdling the globe to preach

"the gospel of Your Sacred Majesty"—otherwise known as the policy

of the "mailed fist."

The Kaiser's real motive in siding with Russia against Japan was
to encourage Russian expansion in the Far East, i. e., as far from Ger-

many as possible. The seizure of Kiao Chou was mere territorial and

commercial aggression. A little later the Kaiser published his famous

"Yellow Peril" cartoon, which graphically pictured the white nations

backing up Europa against a Buddha coming over the horizon. By
this cartoon, the Kaiser posed as a prophet to Europe, and distracted

Russia's attention from the Dardanelles and the Balkan States. By
focussing the attention of all Europe on a common foe, he himself thought

to escape notice. The "yellow peril" as the principal motive for the

Kaiser's robbing Japan of Port Arthur seems rather far-fetched at this

time.

The Anglo-Japanese Alliance

Let us now see how the Anglo-Japanese Alliance was formed, under

the stipulations of which the ultimatum of August 16th was launched.

The inception of this alliance and the way it " boomeranged " back to

its originator is a rather interesting annal in modern diplomacy.

England and Germany had formed an understanding known as

the Anglo-German Agreement, avowedly directed against Russian

expansion in the Far East. The principle of the Open Door and of

China's integrity was as usual emphasized. But the Kaiser's sig-

nature was scarcely dry before he assured Russia that the treaty

was not aimed at her justifiable expansion, but against England's

high-handed tactics in the Yellow River. By the Germans this alliance

was sarcastically named the Yangtze-Kiang agreement. Here again

we see the Kaiser doing his best to encourage Russia in the Far East.

When England expressed disappointment at the Kaiser's attitude,

he jokingly suggested that England form an alliance with Japan,

then an insignificant power. In fact it is said in certain quarters that

he urged the treaty on England, hoping thus to play England off on

Russia. When the alliance was a fact, the Kaiser under the role of a

friend congratulated England and has ever since endeavored to dis-

seminate the feeling that England had played false to the comity of

white powers by allying herself with an Oriental nation. Lately he has

realized his mistake in urging the treaty and has endeavored to arouse

England herself against Japan. In the famous interview of October 28,

1908, published in the Daily Telegraph, the Kaiser said: "Germany
must be prepared for eventualities in the East," and that the time was
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soon coming "when they should speak together on the same side in

the great debates of the future."

Kiao Chou and Japan's Foreign Policy

Japan in the meanwhile had also been preparing for "eventualities

in the East." The expulsion of Germany from Kiao Chou was an

eventuality because Germany stood directly in the way of Japan's

foreign policy. The principles on which this foreign policy is established

are: (1) Japan seeks national and territorial safety; (2) Japan seeks
.

peace. In other words she wants to develop normally, to have a chance

in this world and to secure her share of the good things which only

peace and prosperity can bring. Japan's aims are, at the bottom,

identical with America's ambitions, excepting that Japan has to put

greater emphasis on national safety because she does not enjoy America's

splendid isolation. It was in line with this policy that she drove out

the disturbing and backward influence of China from Korea in 1895.

For the same reason she fought her great war of defense against Russian

aggression ten years later. The annexation of Korea was also a measure

necessary for the integrity of Japan. In Prince Ito's words, Korea is

a dagger pointing at the heart of Japan; whoever holds that dagger,

holds the fate of the Empire.

How, then, did Kiao Chou threaten the integrity of Japan and

the permanent peace of the Far East? First because of its strategic

position, secondly because of the policies of the Kaiser.

Kiao Chou is a day and a half's steaming from Nagasaki, and

controls all shipping in the Yellow Sea and threatens South China and

Malay Peninsular communications. It is the entrance to the wealthy

province of Shantung. Tsingtao, the town of the concession, is the

terminus of the Imperial Shantung Railroad (a German line), which

connects with the Lu-Han (Peking Hankow) railroad via Chinan Fu,

the capital of Shantung. The Germans exact a tariff on both exports

and imports, closing the Open Door to all but German goods. Jealousy

of German trade however is not Japan's motive, inasmuch as Japan's

trade with China is $95,291,490 as compared with Germany's $24,606,210.

The danger of a strategic position depends on who holds

it, and this is where Japan's greatest apprehension exists. The Kaiser

is avowedly the enemy of Japan, regarding her as a menace and peril

to civilization and therefore some day to be destroyed. It is the Kaiser

who has stigmatized Japan as the "Yellow Peril." Furthermore, the

Kaiser's ambitions are boundless and express themselves in no gentle

manner in the form of the "mailed fist," which is backed up with a form of
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militarism that is the greatest handicap of civilization to-day. To be

sure, the thirteen warships of the Kaiser had not ravaged the coast of

Japan and had not sunk Japanese and British shipping, but the danger was
none the less real. Prompt action on the part of Japan was as necessary

as is prompt action on the part of a man who finds a rattlesnake in

his room. A man is justified in killing a rattlesnake though it has

not yet bitten him. Suppose Japan had waited and Germany had

won in Europe and had the control of the Pacific? Or for that matter

if Germany had lost, Kiao Chou would have become a storm centre for

England, France and Russia—a situation of great danger for Japan.

Japan Strengthens Her Position

Another reason to believe that Japan was long contemplating the

expulsion of Germany from Kiao Chou was the manner in which she

strengthened her bonds with England, France and Russia. As early

as 1905 Nogi prophesied:

"I believe the world will witness a great war which will have

all Europe for its battleground and will settle the Franco-Prussian

question and the Anglo-German rivalry. France and Germany will

meet in this last decisive conflict on the Belgian plains, probably near

Waterloo, the only spot which will permit of the evolution of the great

armies which will face each other.

"At the present time the French and German frontiers are too

strongly fortified for either people to force their way through. I have

little doubt as to the result of this war. France will beat Germany on

land and England will crush Germany at sea.

"This will be the last great war in Europe for many years, perhaps

forever. The German states will emerge from this war so exhausted

and so terrified that they will have no other object than to form some

sort of condition that they may in the future obviate the recurrence

of any such catastrophe."

Hayashi and Kato strengthened our bonds with England and never

allowed the Japanese opposition in Australia and Canada to assume any

proportions at the Court of King James. Stephen Pichon, ex-minister

of Foreign Affairs in the Clemenceau Cabinet, in the issue of August 15th

of the Petit Journal declares how close an understanding was established

in 1907 between Japan and France—an understanding of greater sig-

nificance than the Franco-Japanese Agreement would indicate. Knox
with his Neutralization Scheme drove Russia and Japan to terms of

intimacy which were still further strengthened by Isvolky. The

Japanese ambassador to Berlin, Sugimura, had been doing much to
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increase the cordiality between Germany and Japan. When the Tokyo
Foreigh Office found it out it recalled Sugimura. When bidding the

German Foreign Minister good-bye, Sugimura is said to have signifi-

cantly said: " I am going to leave Berlin now and I shall never return."

His well-meaning efforts would only have rendered the situation more

awkward.

How large apart did England have in the ultimatum of August 15th?

There is no doubt that Japan acted with England's full consent in this

matter—as Kiao-Chou was exceedingly dangerous to England as well

as to Japan and furthermore was too much of a siege for England to manage
alone. It was however the part of discretion on the part of the British

press and government to maintain a discreet silence as to their share

in the matter, for fear of losing the sympathy of American public opin-

ion. Several newspapers in America came forth with the explanation

that Japan was going to the aid of England so that England would

have to help Japan in case of war with America. I would recommend

to their vast intelligence Article IV of the revised alliance signed July

13, 1911—exempting from the workings of the alliance a third power

with whom one of the contracting powers has a treaty of general ar-

bitration. Such a treaty exists between America and England. Japan

will furthermore never fight America, because America does not threaten

her national security nor disturb her peace. In fact America's pur-

chase of 75 million dollars' worth of goods rather aids Japan's national

ambition. We also have Okuma's, Kato's, and the very words

of the Emperor's Proclamation of War testifying to the thorough under-

standing between England and Japan—statements which have not

been denied by any responsible source in England. Lately Baron Mumm,
the German ambassador to Tokyo, declared that it was at England's

instigation entirely that Japan entered the war.

Kiao Chou and China
And in all this trouble where does China come in? Will Japan

return Kiao Chou to China, and when does "ultimately" mean?
I do not claim for Japan altruistic motives in winning back Kiao

Chou for China, any m.ore than an Englishman would state that his

country entered the present war only to protect Belgium. Both Belgium

and China are incidental to the larger programmes of both powers.

Japan's permanent seizure of Kiao Chou would only take place

if her own national integrity, the peace of the Far East, and her

commerce were best assured by such a course.

The danger of Kiao Chou to Japan exists in its being held by an
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aggressive western power such as Germany or Russia. So long as they

are out of Kiao Chou Japan feels herself safe. She further realizes that

her own presence there would be a tremendous expense, and that Kiao

Chou would then only continue to be a potential storm centre and very

possibly a casus belli. She therefore feels that both her own integrity

and the peace of the Far East are best served by returning Kiao Chou.

As for commerce, Japan would not gain enough to offset the

expense of administration and the loss through Chinese hard feeling if

she held Kiao-Chou. They say that the Chinaman with cash in hand

buys where he can buy the cheapest in spite of boycott and insult, but

Japan has a larger vision and a more far-sighted view of Chino-Japanese

relations than one would suspect from hearing Chinese complaints against

Japan which are constantly made to America.

Without considering Japan's national honor in keeping her word,

which past history has shown is high; the facts alone indicate that

Japan will live up to her promise. The only reason for Japan not

immediately returning Kiao Chou to China, after the war, would be the

inability of China to hold on to the concession after she has received it

from Japan. There can be such a thing as foolishness in the matter of

being "honest." Perhaps some Americans would regard Wilson's with-

drawal from Vera Cruz as such, at least Sir Lionel Carden thinks so.

$«nbemone|>um

By Eugene M. Pharo, '15.

Der Deutscher Gott hast bier verloren,

Le Dieti Francais son vin,

English God has gone a-roarin'

To spoil the Kaiser's plan.

All the gods but U. S. Dollar

Now hold a novel job;—
To take the otliers by the collar

As drunk men in a mob!

Crazed peoples, sport of passion,

Pray each their separate prayer,

While Christ looks on with deep compassion

Before the One God's chair.



Coming J^acfe Steerage

By D. C. Wendell, '16.

ON my left slept a stubby-mustached, finicky New Yorker, worth

about one hundred thousand dollars; on my right was a

great black-bearded giant of a Russian priest; below me
slept a Japanese, and back of me was the bunk of a lean, red-haired

American drummer, just back from South America to London. Only

one place that could be—steerage—S. S. Philadelphia—first real "ref-

ugee" boat to leave Southampton, England, for America, on August
fifth.

We all looked at each other rather sheepishly on first going down
into our quarters four decks below; "it isn't so bad after all," we kept

assuring ourselves, as we rummaged around the tiers of bunks with

their straw mattresses and hard pillows. I drew out an empty whiskey

bottle from under mine as a prize. And outside of a disinfected odor,

some bad air, a few rats, and no blankets, it was all right. During

the voyage we used to play "peek-a-boo" with the rats around the stanch-

ions, and we were on familiar terms with "Uncle Ned," a gray-whiskered,

veteran rat, of whom we were growing quite fond—at least so we told

the first cabin passengers.

The first great event of our "steerage life" was our initial steerage

meal. It wasn't bad at all, and a great many of us were tremendously

relieved—for it was plentiful, fairly clean, and not too coarse.

The day we left England was blessed with smooth weather, and

we steamed out of Southampton eager and glad to get away. Towards
evening we sighted a flotilla of six French torpedo boats and two sub-

marines; and for a while we were keenly excited, especially when the

largest torpedo boat cruised up from the stern and made a circle around

us, her crew grouped on her decks, silent, while we cheered them.

We got into Queenstown the next afternoon, and there a British

cruiser swept in by us, causing endless speculation as to her identity.

Everybody "snapshotted " her until the order went around, "all cameras

confiscated if passengers are caught taking pictures of battleships."

While we took on mail, water and a few lucky passengers, up swarmed

news vendors with war news (some of the latest, but most of it a week

old), and bumboat women with all manner of shillalahs, ironwood

pipes, lace, fruit, and endless knick-knacks. One of these women was

so keen on turning an honest penny, that after I had bought a small
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pile of odds and ends and deposited them nearby while I went to get

something on another part of the boat, I came back to find her selling

them over again to a gentleman who had inquired "if she were selling

those," pointing to my purchases.

Thus far, not many had been sick; but the night after we left

Queenstown, it got nicely rough, and the good ship Philadelphia assumed

a lovely corkscrew motion. I did see one or two passengers, along with

the crew, who were not sick the next two days. All the rest of us had

that forlorn, lost-your-last-friend-and-everything-else look that goes

with dirty gray weather and its consequences. And we didn't care a

"pfennig" whether or not the whole German fleet came and blew us out

of water; and in England a pfennig was worth exactly forty per cent

of its face value. I might add that those who braved the steerage bunks

the ensuing two nights don't need to fear anything they may have to face

in the next world.

On account of the many naturalized French and German Americans

on board, no war news that was officially received was posted, for fear

of starting dissension—and with four hundred extra passengers on

board there was no room for quarrelling. From time to time, however,

there appeared " war " notices on the bulletin board marked "probably

unofficial," running like this: "Swiss fleet mobilizing at Interlaken.

Holland flooded, and all Dutch cheeses ruined, fearing German invasion.

Two German dreadnaughts blown up near Canada with an Englishman's

bicycle pump! Nelson's monument knocked over by Zeppelin." And
telegram forms with reasonable "rumors" on them were written up and

solemnly circulated by some practical joker. They were of this type:

"Three British cruisers and one torpedo boat sunk by mines trying

to get into Kiel harbor."

The decks had from the first taken on the appearance of a great

sleeping porch, while dining saloons, lounging rooms, and smoking rooms

were lined with more or less uncomfortable sleep-seekers. Fortunately

the noise of the boat was sufficient to drown the snoring. Sleeping on

the seats which lined the walls of the dining saloon was quite a feat;

there was just room to stretch yourself out, lying on one side all night.

To keep from getting lopsided you had to cross to the opposite wall

seat and reverse your sleeping side on alternate nights. Personally,

I preferred the steerage bunks; for if you bandaged your eyes to keep

out the light shining in your face, the air was bad enough to act as an

anesthetic. It was a matter of diplomacy to leave hurriedly for the

deck and fresh air on awaking in the morning. The steerage made
us appreciate fresh air more keenly than ever before.



Coming Back Steerage 189

One story I heard about a first cabin seasick victim expresses the

feeling we all had. There were two friends lying carefully quiescent

in their stateroom, trying hard not to think of their ills, when suddenly

from about two doors farther on they heard a groan and a prolonged

agonized "Ohhhh hell!" then unmistakable sounds ensued; and then

"Ohhhh hell!"—pause—"Ohhhh hell!"—"Ohhh hell!"—and again un-

mistakable sounds. According to them this punctuated refrain kept

up to their infinite consolation for at least two hours.

Tipping is always obtrusive, but to get anything from the first

class dining room meant a dollar a crack, and then it was a gamble

whether the stray waiter, or deck steward, or whoever pocketed your

money, would bring you anything. When tipping is so common, unless

your pocketbook is fat, it pays well to have friends—or make them.

Smokes distributed here and there to men who have no time to spend

their money—for every one of the kitchen boys, cooks, waiters and

deck stewards was worked from five in the morning until eleven at

night—smokes made friends; not servants. One warm-hearted Irish

lad used to smuggle me up a fine big box of ice cream every evening.

That boy had exciting times before him, for he was born of Irish parents,

in Lysle, France, and as soon as he got back to Europe, he had to join

the French army—31st Chasseurs.

"Sure, and all I want is a pop at one o' them Germans, the bloomin'

blighters!" he told me; and he was one born fighter the Germans will

have to contend with before they reach Paris.

After the first three daj's the time passed monotonously enough.

They had the regular charity concert, and most of the young people

danced on three or four nights—newspapers to the contrary notwithstand-

ing. Just before we reached New York, one more British battleship passed

us, conducting the Cedric over. We finally laid to opposite Ellis Island,

and were inspected on board ship. While we waited, crowded along

the bulwarks, someone started "My Country 'Tis of Thee," and we
sang it with deeper feeling and enthusiasm than I ever expect to hear

it sung again. We were passed through Customs full speed, and before

we could fully realize it, there we were bumping over the cobblestones

in a taxi at 12 p. m., to the nearest hotel, with a mighty kindly feeling

in our hearts for New York.
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By L. Blackledge Lippmann, '14.

FROM time immemorial it has been the custom of those gentlemen

whose love of humanity has compelled them to the cause of

international peace and the general abolition of war, love, and

self-interest to quote with conviction but lack of originality those two
hoary bromides, "The hand that rocks the cradle rules the world " and

"The pen is mightier than the sword." In time of peace the latter may
be considered true, but the present unrest in Europe is going far to add

the latter to the proverbial scrapheap.

A very cursory examination of the publisher's lists not only abroad

but in the United States can but prove that the book trade is now affected

seriously and even runs the danger of temporary stagnation. New
books are appearing, it is true, but these are such as were so far advanced

in the presses that their withdrawal would mean heavy loss to their

publishers. In the interest of the public the newspaper and illus-

trated weekly unquestionably take the pas and concomitantly fiction

must temporarily fall into the background. A famous London house

(to give but one example from many) which in the past has issued upon
an average of ninety books during the period between September first

and the last of October announces but a meagre twenty-two, eight of

which bear a more or less direct reference to present European conditions,

nine being either memoirs or biographies, and the remaining five being

all by men whose established reputation in the world of letters will

be certain to command a certain audience. Even these writers must

suffer, and not alone from decreased royalties but from the fact that

editions that were planned at five thousand are ruthlessly cut to three

or even two. That this spells death to the little known writer can

easily be seen, for the man whose European reputation is not great

enough to warrant publication in America will have little or no sale

abroad.

In the same way the American writer and publisher is affected,

for during the last ten years the European consumption of American

fiction has become more and more of importance. But now all is over,

the books are willing but the public coy. It may be claimed that the

war will eventually stimulate a school of martial fiction, but this is not

likely. It is only now, twelve years after the South African War, that

that struggle has taken anything like a prominent place in the work

of our writers, and now that we are again embroiled and surrounded
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by the horrors of war we are far more inclined than formerly to seek

relief from work that will keep before our eyes those glaring facts that

we are only too anxious to even temporarily forget.

Therefore matters are for the time at a standstill, nor is it with the

end of the war that the trade will see better days. Many men whose

names have been before the public to some extent will have become for-

gotten and publishers will be extremely chary of accepting and issuing

any book that will not be sure of at least a certain degree of success

in its own field.

The magazine, however, will come more than ever into its own.

Articles dealing with life at the front and with the personalities of the

principal actors in the drama will be of timely interest and for long

afterwards the "I was there when" school will flourish and wax great.

Economics which even now figure largely in the monthly pages will

loom even more ominously than was their wont and an intelligent

public will read and pretend to understand.

As for the rest—God help 'em!

By E. M. Pharo, '15

A light, a laugh,

Rich colors wild;

Oh, that but half

Might be beguiled

Upon my canvas!

I strive to paint.

It matters naught;

My heart feels faint

With beauty fraught.

So scant my canvas!

To see so much—
So little show.

Is grievous. Such

A little glow.

From fire fed fully!
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DR. RuFus M. Jones has an

article on Henri Bergson

in the September number
of Present Day Papers. This

article is of special interest because

of the fact that Professor Bergson

is going to deliver a course of

lectures at Edinburgh University

this winter, in which it is generally

surmised that he will postulate

his philosophy in definite form.

Doctor Jones does not rank Berg-

son with the eternally great think-

ers, with the Spinozas, Kants and

Hegels. However, the French phi-

losopher provides a welcome avenue

of escape from materialism by

his theory that intuition (the

power of feeling) is as necessary

to the full understanding of life

as intellect (the power of analyzing

and criticizing). Bergson also re-

fers man's evolution, in large part,

to spiritual rather than to material

forces. He regards all life as indis-

solubly bound together, and be-

lieves that death itself, the greatest

obstacle, may well yield to the

mighty floodtide of creative con-

sciousness, which is the original

power behind life.

Likewise of interest to Haver-

fordians. Dr. Frederic Palmer

Jr. has a very interesting article on

"Radio-Activity" in the June issue

of the same magazine.

Dr. Morris Longstreth, of the

Class of '64, died in Barcelona,

Spain, early in Septemberl914, at

the age of sixty-eight. After gradu-

ating from Haverford he studied

at Harvard for two years, thence

to the University of Pennsylvania,

receiving the degree of M. D. in

1869. Dr. Longstreth was a mem-
ber of several prominent medical

and philosophical societies, and a

frequent contributor to medical

journals. In 1871 he married Miss

Mary Oliver Hastings, of Cam-
bridge, Mass., and after his retire-

ment a few years ago had lived in

that city. While making no en-

deavors to be prominent in social

life. Dr. Longstreth was generally

regarded as being one of the most

interesting of Philadelphia doctors.

A close student of the effect of

climatic conditions upon physical

health, his death recalls the interest

taken a few years ago relative to

the peculiar structure which he

had had built on his Spruce Street

residence. It was generally con-

ceded to have been an experimental

device by which he could more

readily prove the connection be-

tween atmospheric pressure and

the ills of his patients.

Among the Haverfordians to re-

ceive advanced degrees last June

were the following:

—

•99

Redfield, Ph.D., Harvard
'05

Reagan, M.A., Haverford
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'06

Graves, Ph.D., Columbia
'11

Bradway, LL.B., PennsyKania
'13

Gifford, M.A., Haverford
'13

Offeriiiann, M.A., Princeton

'13

Montgomery, M.x'\., Harvard
'13

Webb, M.A., Haverford
'13

W'oosley, M.A., Ha\"erford

'13

Young, M.A., Ha\'erford

'13

Beatty, M.A., Harvard
'13

Gregory, M.A:, Harxard
'13

Taylor, M.A,, Harvard

Ex-' 14

Finestone, LL.B., Pennsylvania

With the war so prominent in

everyone's mind it is interesting

to note the active part played by

Haverfordians in the work of the

London American Relief Committee
this summer. Poley, '12; Fer-

guson, Miller, E. Stokes, and

Whitall, '14; Howson, '15, and

J. Stokes, '16, were all enrolled

in the work of the institution.

The following account of the

French mobilization is by Dr.

William Wistar Comfort, '94, who
is spending a sabbatical year from

Cornell Unix'ersity, studying in

France. We reprint it from the

columns of the New York Evening

Post.

Villerville, Calvados, France,

August 3.—The words, "general

mobilization" mean nothing to an

American. Such an order for the

massing of the military strength of

the nation has never been necessary

in the United States, as it is neces-

sary to-day in France. I have no

intention to describe how such an

extraordinary measure is executed

in France, or what were the in-

ternational relations which com-

pelled the President of the Re-

public, on Saturday, the 1st of

August, to make his proclamation

to the nation. But the day was a

memorable one; the situation was

tense, the scene was poignant with

emotion, the air of calm determina-

tion was most impressive. One
felt instinctively, as the day and

the evening wore on, that history

was being made, and made fast,

while one looked on with awe and

wonder. It is the impression made
upon a foreigner upon these hospi-

table shores that is worth trying to

communicate.

Saturday morning I had occasion

to spend in Havre. For a week we
had all been talking of the possibil-

ity of a European conflict, and all

France had been speculating as to

the probable outcome of the strain-

ed diplomatic situation. Saturday

morning's news was ominous; M.
Jaures, the great Socialist orator in

the Chambre, had been assas-
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inated in Paris the night before;

Lord Lansdowne's efforts at recon-

ciliation seemed doomed to failure.

Yet Havre was calm. The usual

animation was evident in the busy

port, and people were going about

their business. Only one signif-

icant fact: La Provence was not

going to sail for New York ; she had

been detained by orders from

Paris. Rumor had it that Ger-

many had just taken similar action

with her transatlantic lines. Later,

it was bruited about that twelve

trains, filled with soldiers, were to

leave Havre for Paris, Saturday

night. I returned from Havre
som.ewhat uneasy, but with no

definite idea of what the immediate

future had in store of thrill and

emotion.

I reached home at Villerville, a

little fishing town and bathing sta-

tion, at 4.30 P. M. The summer
residents in the neighboring villas,

who had business interests in Paris,

had been leaving with their baggage

by train or automobile for some
days. One dramatic incident had

taken place during my absence.

A German governess, in the employ

of an ex-Ministcr of the Marine,

had been arrested by the local

'garde champetre," just at the

moment when she was entering the

Minister's automobile. Even her

employer, prominent in affairs

though he be, and a Senator to boot,

had no influence with the local

representative of the Federal Gov-
ernment. Nor, indeed, did he

attempt to interfere. It was a

striking example of the vigor of the

law at such times. The governess

had to go to Police Headquarters

and submit to an examination of

her effects before she was released.

We were about to drink a cup of

tea in the garden when the village

church bell began to toll a quick,

nervous alarm. The most dramat-

ic moment had come. Every one

about knew what it meant except

ourselves, poor, ignorant foreigners.

It was the tocsin! In America the

trains in a great railroad system are

sometimes halted out of respect for

the passing beyond of some great

political or commercial chief.

Everything in our busy life is at a

standstill, if only for five minutes.

Somewhat similar, but infinitely

more tragic, was the scene I now
witnessed. The French among our

companions knew the full signif-

icance of that tocsin. Instinc-

tively we gathered together almost

without a word. The air suddenly

grew heavy. Men and women
looked in each other's faces and

their eyes filled. I looked at my
watch. It was 4.50. The bell

continued to ring in the belfry of

the old twelfth-century church near

by. It rang for fifteen minutes.

As wives threw their arms about

their husbands, as children, wonder-

ing, clung to their parents, it was

easy for us to understand what the

bell meant. It was the "mobilisa-

tion generale" of all France, the

order for which had been posted
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in Paris barracks exactly at 4.19,

and had been telegraphed to every

post office in the country. No
time had been lost. Government

ownership of "postes et tele-

graphes" had this time worked

well.

No sooner had the bell ceased

than a drimi-beat was heard at a

neighboring street-corner. We all

rushed out to hear the news. A
crowd had gathered to hear the

"garde champetre" read the offi-

cial dispatch from the War Office.

He was accompanied by his ten-

year-old boy, who served as drum-

mer. Putting on his glasses, and

assuming his most official pose, he

read the dispatch, and then pro-

ceeded to another post of vantage

to read it again. It was primitive,

old-fashioned, if you will, but in-

tensely impressive. It drew us

all together in sympathy as we
shook hands with some of our

acquaintances and tried to tell

them what we, too, felt in this mo-

ment of grief and possible calamity.

According to the order, the

mobilization was to begin on the

following day, Sunday, the 2nd of

August. At dawn on Sunday, the

youngest reservists began to leave.

Family ties began to break as old

fathers and mothers put their sons

in the auto-bus for Trouville.

Young fathers bade farewell to their

wives and babies. The paralysis

of the national business had begun

in earnest as the workers dropped

their tools, their trades, their fish-

ing, and responded to the call to

arms. All reservists who served

as far back as 1887 are subject to

call. The younger men go first,

have already gone. The older men
will all be gone in a few days to the

frontier or to the concentration

camps. Sunday morning the high

road between Honfleur and Trou-

ville presented an animated scene.

Files of requisitioned horses were

led by; private automobiles and

public vehicles shot past, crowded

to capacity on their way to distant

stations. The local inhabitants

were waiting at 9.30 for the Paris

papers. Presently, at the top of

the high hill which slopes down to

this village, appeared the bicyclist

colporteur of Le Petit Journal, fol-

lowed in a moment by him of Le
Matin. Each tossed off a bundle

of one hundred copies from his

basket and continued his furious

pace toward Honfleur to spread the

news. Yes, the expected had hap-

pened. We learn it as we fight in

the crowd to get possession of a

sheet. VAllemagne declare la

guerre a la Russie! That is a head-

line which is worth keeping as a

historical document. Alongside of

this column on the front page is

the text of the order we heard the

evening before, and M. Poincare's

dignified and impressive appeal to

the patriotism of the French nation

in the present crisis.

At 11.30, prompted by a natural

desire to associate in the interests

of the townspeople, I attended the
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men's mass in the church. Many
of those who were about to depart

for the army or the fleet were seated

in the choir. How they sang in

French those patriotic ca«/igMe.y with

which heroism and the spirit of self-

sacrifice are stirred! The cure ad-

dressed his remarks for a few

minutes directly la the defenders

of the fatherland. Jeanne d'Arc

was recalled. The war of 1870 was
mentioned. Yet there was no bla-

tant chauvinism in the address

from the altar steps. It was

straight patriotism supported by

Christian faith. Some tears were

shed, but the concluding hymn was

sung clear and loud like a ptean of

moral victory. There were scenes

at the church door and in the streets

which I shall not forget. It would

have been easy to use a camera

and publish the result of a snap-

shot. But there are moments when
a sense of delicacy is uppermost.

Vulgar curiosity is shamed by

heartfelt grief. It is better to trust

to mere words as more human than

mechanics.

\V. W. C.

The Alumni Department is in

receipt of an interesting letter from

Philip B. Deane, '11, dated

Kingsden Hotel, Hong Kong, China,

August 17th. We are glad to

insert it in entirety:

"You might insert in the Alumni

Column something to the efTect

that Samuel E. Hilles, '74, of

Cincinnati, Ohio, his son William

T. Hilles, '04, and myself had a

Haverford d nner recently at the

residence of Hilles,' 04, in Manila.

Also that I was the guest of Doctor
Cadbury, '98, in Hong Kong and

Canton, where he is doing splendid

medical work. I am continuing

on my trip around the world for

the H. K. Mulford Co., Chemists,

of Philadelphia, in spite of the war.

Things are quite upset in the far

East and most lines of business are

at a complete standstill. If a

fellow has made up his mind to

play the game squarely there is

a tremendous field in export selling.

Individually European salesmen

are by no means superior to Amer-
ican salesmen ; their advantage

lies in their firms having had export

experiences and knowing how to

conform to different demands. A-

merican manufacturers are fast

falling in line and their export

business is increasing tremendous-

ly-

" Tell the fellows to support Sim-

kin, '03, well; his work is the kind

that really counts out here. Best

wishes for a prosperous year, etc.

P. B. Deane, '11."

Ex-'62

On October 12th George Wood
will celebrate his golden wedding.

Mr. Wood is one of Haverford's

most prominent alumni, having

filled many important offices, a-

mong them Director of the Penn-

sylvania Railroad, President of

the West Jersey & Atlantic R. R.



Alumni Department 197

Co., Director of the Philack-lphia

National Bank, etc., etc. Mrs.

Wood was formerly Miss Mary
Sharpless Hunn.

'65

Dr. Ai-LEN C. Thomas returned

to Haverford September 26th, af-

ter spending the summer in Eng-

land. Dr.Thomas last June resigned

his position of college librarian

but has consented to remain as

consulting librarian, thus keeping

acti\c for the benefit of Haverford

a knowledge of men and books

which is probably unique.

'69

Henry Wood has contributed

a two-column article to the New
York Evening Post, in which he

defends Germany's point of view

in the present war.

'72

Dr. F. B. Gummere delivered

a course of lectures on English

Ballads and on Shakespeare at

the Chautauqua Institute last

summer.

William Draper Lewis, the

Washington Party nominee for

Governor and Dean of the Penn-

sylvania Law School, has recently

withdrawn from the gubernatorial

race, in favor of Mr. McCormick,
the Democratic nominee.

'89

Dr. Wm. Rush Dunton Jr.

has been appointed Instructor in

Psychiatry at Johns Hopkins I'ni-

versity. Prior to this he had been

Assistant Physician at the Shep-

pard and Pratt Hospital for Men-
tal Diseases.

'91

J. Wetherill Hutton and El-

len S. Cope were married at

Tacoma, Oregon, on August 21st.

'95

Samuel H. Brown, who was

awarded an Austin Scholarship,

is taking a special postgraduate

course at Harvard L^niversity.

J. Linton Engle, formerly as-

sociated with the Franklin Printing

Company, is now associate mana-

ger and treasurer of the Holmes

Press, printers, at 1336-40 Cherry

St., Philadelphia.

'96

T. Hollingsworth Wood has

dissohed his partnership in the

firm of Kirby and Wood b>- mutual

consent. Mr. Wood will continue

the practice of law with offices

at 43 Cedar Street instead of 2

Wall Street.

J. Henry Scattergood man-

aged the Merion Cricket Club team

in its tour of England. Six Hav-

erfordians played on the team,

which had a very successful tour.
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winning four games, losing two Grayson M. P. Murphy was
and drawing three. C. C. Morris, recently appointed one of the

'94, led the team at bat, having receivers for the International

an average of 64. Steam Pump Company.

'97

The Rev. Elliot Field was

installed at the First Presbyte-

rian Church of West Hoboken at

an evening service held on the

2Sth of June. The installation

was followed by an informal re-

ception given to the pastor and

his wife in the church parlors.

Dr. Francis Norton Maxfield, of

the Psychology Department at the

University of PennsyK-ania, has

been promoted from instructor to

assistant professorship.

'99

John Howard Redfield, S. B.

(Haverford College); S. B. (Mass.

Institute of Technology), 1902;

A. M. (Harvard University), 1910,

has received the degree of Ph. D.

from Harvard Uni\'ersity.

Announcement is made of the

publication by the Central Publish-

ing House, Cleveland, Ohio, of a

volume dealing with the book of

Job, by the Rev. William Bode.

'GO

Mr. and Mrs. Henry S. Drink-

er Jr. announce the birth of

a son, Henry S. Drinker 3rd,

at their home at Wynnewood.

Ex-'OO

Major John A. Logan Jr.,

U. S. A., is now on duty on the

Continent, aiding American tour-

ists.

'02

Dr. Charles Wharton Stork has

been promoted to assistant profes-

sorship in the English Department

at Penn.

John McCormack, Alice Neil-

son and Frank Crexton are using

songs composed by C. Linn Seil-

ER, and two large New York choral

societies are to present certain

of his part-songs.

Ulysses Mercer Eshleman
was married on August 6th at

Fair Oaks, California, to Miss

Eleanor Brown Thompson, niece

of the Reverend and Mrs. Robert

M. Stevenson. They will live

at 821 S. Hope St., Los Angeles,

California.

Mrs. Antoinette Nyitray has

announced the marriage of her

daughter Louise to Dr. Howard
MoFFiTT Trueblood. Mr. True

blood received the Ph. D. degree

from Harvard in June 1913.
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Dr. Randolph Winslow has

returned from London, where he

was a delegate to the Inter-

national Surgical Congress, and

has resumed his position as In-

structor of Surgery at the Univer-

sity of Maryland.

'04

D. Lawrence Burgess spent

the summer in Germany, studying.

After a troublesome time he suc-

ceeded in accomplishing a retreat

through Holland and England the

end of August. He could not

correspond in English to let his

friends know his whereabouts, for

all English letters were returned.

Cnl\- those written in German were

allowed to pass. He will resume

his position at the Germantown
Friends' School this fall.

'05

SiGMUND Spaeth holds the po-

sition of musica' critic of the New
York Evening Mail. He is also

musical editor of a recently es-

tablished monthly, The Republic.

'06

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Kelly,

of Richmond, Indiana, have an-

nounced the marriage of their

daughter. Miss Agnes Kelly, to

Mr. Roderick Scott, on Thurs-

day, August 14th.

Mr. and Mrs. David Everett

Allen announce the marriage of

their daughter Maude to Mr.

Jesse Dale Phillips on Saturday,

September 19th, at Wilmette, Il-

linois.

Mr. Raphael Johnson Short-

LIDGE married Miss Helen Wet-
more Houghton on the 2nd of

September, at Nelson, New Hamp-
shire.

Ex-'06

"Sonnets from the Patagonian,"

Donald Evans' last volume of

poems, reached its third printing

September first. This volume, in-

cidentally, had the interesting dis-

tinction of having e\'ery line of it

Cjuoted by some critic or other

within six weeks of first publica-

tion, December 27, 1913. Another

book of poems, "Sidestreets of

Evasion," will be published in De-

cember. In it Mr. Evans has for

the first time made experiments in

vers libre.

'08

The engagement of Mr. Albert
Linton and Miss Margaret S.

Roberts, of Moorestown, N. J., has

been announced.

Carrol Thornton Brown was

married to Anna, daughter of

Mr. and Mrs. Charles R. Harts-

horne on Saturday, August 22nd.

The wedding took place on the

lawn of Hillcrest, Brighton, Mary-

land. Among the Haverfordians

present were Howard Burtt, '08,

and Morris Longstreth, '08.
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Joseph Bushnell has returned August 22nd. They will live in

from Tulsa, Oklahoma, after sue- Moorestown, N. J.

cessfully installing the Taylor Sys-

tem in McEwen and Co.

'08

The engagement of M. Albert

Linton to Miss Margaret Roberts,

of Moorestown, N. J., has been

announced.

'09

Aaron D. Warnock, '09, and

George W. Emlen Jr., '08, have

to announce that they have formed

a partnership, trading under the

firm name of Warnock & Emlen,

with offices at 612 Commercial

Trust Building, for the transaction

of a general real estate and insur-

ance business.

James W. Crowell is assisting

Dr. Spiers in the French Depart-

ment at Haverford.

F. Raymond Taylor and Miss

Rachel Farlow were married at

Guilford College, N. C, on Septem-

ber 25.

'10

Mr. and Mrs. James Whitall
are now established at Chelsea,

London. Mr. Whitall is at present

engaged in translating some French

plays into English.

Alfred S. Roberts and Miss

Anna Elizabeth Collins were mar-

ried at Hopkinton, Rhode Island, on

Ex-' 10

Mr. and Mrs. John French

''A Live Store''

Pyle, Iknes
b Barbieri

TAILORS
^ TOR. ^>

MEN AND BaV;S

1115 WALNUT ST.,

PHILADELPHIA.

is the only
kind to which

a young man
should tie

—

where the
stock is always

new; where
good taste
prevails and
courtesy rules.

Such a store is

right here and

it is becoming

more popular

every season.

The largest

g a t h ering of

Foreign and

Domestic
woolens in the

city is await-

ing your inspection and opinion.

Suits and Overcoats - $25 to $50

Full Dress Suits - - $40 to $70

Pyle, Innes & Barbieri

College Ta ilors

1 1 15 Walnut Street

PHILADELPHIA
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Wilson announce the birth of a

daughter, Carohne, on the 18tli

of August.

P. J. Baker, of London, is

organizing an ambulance corps for

service with the English army.

'11

L. R. Shcro sailed for England on

September 23rd, to begin his studies

as a Rhodes Scholar at Oxford.

LeRov Jones has accepted a

position as teacher at the West-

town Boarding School.

'12

William H. Roberts Jr. and

Helen Bo\d Kester were married

in Philadelphia on September 28th.

'12

\MlHam H. Roberts was married

to Miss Helen Boyd Kester at

Christ Church Chapel, Philadel-

phia, on the 28th of September.

Francis Stokes, ex-' 14, was the

best man, and Messrs. Lowry,

Morris, Rhodes and Ritts, '12, the

ushers.

Herhert M. Lowrv and Mil-

dred Dorothea Vollrath were mar-

ried at Penlyn, Pennsyhania,

on October 3rd.

'13

Fraxcis Mitchell Froelktii;r

was married to Miss Elizabeth

Collins Lowry in Philadelphia

on September 5th. The ushers

were Mitchell Froelicher.'IO,

Hans Froelicher, '12, Charles
Hires, '13, and Richard Howson,
'13. Mr. and Mrs. Froelicher will

be at home after November Isi at

Tramore Road, Hamilton, Bal-

timore, Mar>-land.

Norman H. Taylor was study-

ing chemistry at the University

of Marburg in Germany when war

broke out, and has recently arrived

home after some thrilling expe-

riences. WiLLARD TOMLINSON, '10,

OVER 360 SAMPLES OF

GOOD LETTERHEADS

X' OU will find here an unique display so

arranged that you can see the entire

number in 5 minutes, or you can profita-

bly spend half an hour; a wide range of

prices, plenty of good colors in both paper

and ink, and a type display suitable for all

kinds of business from the professional

ones for the lawyer and doctor on up to

the elaborate ones for the business that re-

quires that kind.

You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet.

"Where To Euy Letterheads."

ACTON ItJg^lli;^?

29 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

PHILADELPHIA
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and J. D. Renninger, '12, were

also at Marburg at the time of

the declaration of war.

Ex-' 13

E. T. Kirk has been given

charge of the entire photographic

department at Pennsylvania State

College.

'14

After captaining the Haverford

Cricket Team through a most

successful English tour, John K.

Garrigues has settled down as

a teacher at the Haverford school.

Thomas W. Elkinton, Howard
W. Elkinton and Alfred W.
Elkinton are working for the

Philadelphia Quartz Company.

Rowland S. Phillips, who has

been attending the summer school

of the University of Pennsylvania,

intends to take up the study of

medicine at that institution. Em-
len Stokes, an important unit

of the "war time cricket team,"

is also entered at Penn Medical

School.

Douglas Waples has entered

upon his duties as instructor of

English at the Oilman Country

School, Roland Park, Maryland.

This summer was spent with Messrs.

C. M. and Hans Froelicher Jr.

at their new camp in the Pocono

Lake Preserve. By all accounts

a most successful opening season.

L. Bl.\ckledge Lippmann, who
is now on the Evening Ledger, is

living at 318 S. 15th St., Phila.

"Careful Handling and Quality"

Send us Your Suitings to be

Dry-Cleaned, Scoured

and Pressed
At Reasonable Rates

Our College Agent

Mr. I, Thomas Steere

Aubrey Howell Richard S. Dewees

Insurance
HOWELL & DEWEES

SPECIAL AGENTS

Provident Life and Trust Co.

Fourth and Chestnut Streets

Philadelphia

For the gentlemen who appreciate

the refinement of good grooming.

Our Barber Shop was inaugurated

50 years ago. No Tipping.

13th above Chestnut, Phila.
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J. C. Ferguson is with the W. G. Bowermax is taking the

Philadelphia Trust Company after actuarial course at the Uni\'ersity

a summer on the Continent. of Michigan.

P. H. Sanc.ree is employed in

the offices Of Rufus W'aples and

Company.

Carroll Uinham Champlin

and Herbert \\'. Taylor are

teaching fellows at Ha\erford this

year.

Edwakd M. Joxes is now em-

ployed by the Haines, Jones and

Cadbury Co. He has associated

himself with the Germantown Boys'

Club, and wore their colors in the

Middle Atlantic Championships and

in the National Championships

held at Homewood, Baltimore.

His present address is 516 Queen

Lane, Germantown.

Harold M. I.ane is with the

Society for Prevention of Cruelty

to Children, S. 15th St., Phila.

His residence is at 1344 Spruce

St., Phila.

J. P. Greene is teaching in a

Washington, D. C, high school.

R. MacFarlan is secretary to

the President of the Keen Kutter

Company.

R. P. McKiNLEY is with Rufus

Waples and Company.

R. C. Smlfh is in the P. R. R.

shops in Altoona, Pa.

W. H. B. Whitall is with the

Whitall, Tatum Co.

Ex-' 15

Carl L. Newell is studying

at the Philadelphia College of

Osteopathy.

Karl Dodge is one of the firm

of the Siner Paint Company, man-

ufacturers of metallic paints, lo-

cated at Germantown, Pa.

^czjr
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Cbitorial Comment

HAS HAVERFORD GOT THE " PUNCH?"

THERE is an attitude towards athletics at Haverford that is fraught

with grave peril for Haverford Spirit. We are in danger of

accepting the dangerous doctrine that athletics is for individual

exercise and recreation alone—in other words that athletics is play.

We are so afraid that we may get the "win at all cost" attitude towards

sport that we are in danger of going to the opposite extreme, emasculating

our Haverford Spirit.

Athletics is not for mere exercise nor is it for the attainment of glory

:

its great value lies in its character building power. The inculcation of

discipline, obedience, courage, endurance and self sacrifice on the field in

no small manner aid in the formation of manhood.

Whatever task Haverford may face all Haverfordians must present

a united front and display both self-sacrifice and determination. Such a

spirit is satisfied with nothing less than victory.



iWobern iWagic

By Eugene M. Pharo, 'IS.

You may prate of and may wonder at the crystal-gazing seer,

You may prattle and grow wordy over travels far and near,

But with all your bloomin' crystals and your sights of sand or snow

You cannot hope to draw me from the movin' picture show.

For inside its shinin' entrance there are things Aladdin now
Couldn't get his ugly genii for to bring him anyhow.

There are mermaids there and fairies, and it's said that there's been seen

Old Satan with his pitchfork and an imp or two between.

I've even seen the Maker, though a mist was round his head,

Receiving guilty sinners who'd repented on their bed.

The riches of a millionaire, the beauty of a queen,

The rotten might that grinds us is right there upon the scene.

The very soul within us, shinin' angels with their 2vings,

And kitchen knaves and scullions all a-chumming it with kings,

Food that's set out for a banquet, richest robes and marble halls.

All are waiting—for a nickel—and I say, the movie calls.



lamerica'g iWugic problem

By Sigmund Spaeth

[Mr. Spaeth is Musical Critic for the "New York

Evening Mail," and the "New Republic." Many of his

articles are appearing in " Vogue" and " Vanity Fair."

He is a Haverfordian of the new school, and one well fitted

to handle this complex problem.]

The Failing of American Art

The spirit of provincialism is generally displayed by a naive cre-

dulity combined with a self-satisfied complaisance. Judged from this

point of view, the Americans are at present artistically the most pro-

vincial people in the world. At the same time, their commercial urban-

ity, if I may be permitted the expression, is unsurpassed. The combi-

nation is not a happy one. Provincialism may in time be eradicated,

or at least modified, by a process of humility and determined study.

But commercialism is ingrained, not merely in the American character,

but to a certain extent in all human nature. Therefore, in a conflict

between commercialism and art, particularly when the latter is struggling

under the added handicap of provincialism, art will inevitably be defeated.

The problem of American art is to rid itself of the burden of commercial-

ism, and nowhere has the problem assumed greater proportions than

in the field of music.

Music's Foreign Dependence

The unqualified declaration of America's artistic provincialism,

especially as applied to the art of music, may occasion surprise. We
have been led to believe, by our newspapers, magazines, press-agents

and music publishers, that tremendous strides have been made by

our country in the last decade, and that we are now fit to compete

with any foreign people in musical knowledge, taste and discrimination.

This is only partly true. Our commercial success and the application

of commercial methods to matters of art have laid the costliest treasures

of the world's music at our feet. We can well boast of our three leading

opera companies, of our Boston, Philadelphia, New York and Chicago

orchestras, and of the marvellous army of concert artists that annually

pay us a visit. Such a state of affairs represents progress, of course.
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It represents an increasing number of sincere music-lovers whose finan-

cial support makes these expensive undertakings possible. It means
that our population is constantly absorbing a foreign element which

is responsible for new and higher standards of art. But have the Amer-
ican people, as such, improved in their powers of discrimination?

Has the American character thus far given any indication of an aesthetic

sensibility to counterbalance its commercial instinct? Have we, in

other words, shown any signs of an artistic independence, or, more
particularly, a musical independence? Emphatically no. Insincere

or blindly prejudiced critics have told us of the rise of a distinct Amer-
ican school of musical composition, of the supremacy of the American-

born artist as an interpreter of music, of the taste and sincerity of the

average American audience. As a matter of fact, with the possible

exception of MacDowell, we have produced no original composer

of more than average ability; our few great interpreters of music have

owed their greatness almost entirely to foreign training; and an average

American audience, if it can be trapped into a sincere expression of taste,

will unquestionably admit its preference for ragtime and the easy

melodiousness of cheap sentimentality. The few who are exceptions

to the rule are doing their best to spread the doctrines of a more culti-

vated taste, and the ignorant and self-satisfied masses willingly accept

credit for an artistic intelligence which they do not possess. The com-

mercial purveyors of music gladly cater to this complaisant ignorance

and flatter their victims on the unerring correctness of their judgment.

Public Insincerity

It is this insincerity deliberately obscuring the real issues in Amer-

ican music, that makes the true state of affairs so difficult to compre-

hend. The limits of the present article permit only a brief outline of

the leading features of this music problem, with a mere suggestion

as to a possible method of solution.

A hint has already been given of the real condition of the so-called

"American musical public." It is not only uneducated but funda-

mentally and characteristically undiscriminating. Its gullibility is

stupendous. Insincerity is its only protection, hence its most advanced

members are chiefly poseurs. The few who are sincere are either in-

tensely ignorant or intensely intolerant. With blind arrogance we
boast of always getting the best, without ever gaining a clear conception

of what really is the best.
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Troubles of the Artist

And what of the artists themselves? They are tempted as a rule

by the financial rewards held out to them by unscrupulous managers.

Their art is surrounded from the outset by restrictions. They are not

allowed to play what they wish, but what is calculated to please their

audience. Often they do not even attempt their most artistic methods of

interpretation, knowing that the more obvious tricks of technique

and sentimentality possess a surer appeal to the gallery. They are

harassed with reporters and press-agents who insist that they shall

express their views upon all the commonplaces of life. They are expected

to be bizarre and "original" in their public appearances, and they

know that while they are on the stage their "personality," their clothes

and their hair are considered as important as their music. They are

constantly tempted by the commercial offers of music publishers,

piano manufacturers, and other business concerns with whom they

come in contact, ready at all times to appraise the artist's ability and

prestige in terms of dollars and cents. Add to this the horrors of con-

tinual hard travel and the tortures of the social whirl, and the lot of

the touring artist is readily seen to be an unenviable one.

Dollars and Cents

But the real stronghold of commercialism in American music is

to be found in the managers and press-agents. Here business rules

and methods are supreme. The manager well knows that the complex-

ities of a concert tour are far beyond the mental grasp of the average

artist. Therefore he forces him to pay a considerable sum in spot cash

before consenting to take him under his wing. Thus the manager is

insured against loss at the outset, while in the event of gain his profits

will be even larger than those of the artist. It is difficult for a compar-

atively unknown performer to acquire a first-class manager without

the preliminary payment of at least $2,000. With this sum an appear-

ance in New York is guaranteed, whose sole object is to obtain favorable

press notices, for a New York debut is never anything but a total loss

financially. If, however, the approval of the New York critics is won,

a tour may safely be undertaken and by skilful advertising a solid

profit may eventually be recorded. In all this the manager is all-impor-

tant. He is by nature a speculator. He takes big chances with the hope

of winning big rewards. He treats his artists purely as commercial

wares, and figures carefully how many dollars' worth of advertising
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each one may be worth. He has the business man's instinct of making
all of his wares seem just a little better than they really are, and he

does not hesitate to recommend an inferior article if his own gain will

be the greater. The press-agent is his hired slave, paid to publish all

manner of highly-colored statements, often deliberate falsehoods.

As a rule he knows nothing about music, and has only a faint conception

of the possibilities of English style. His value depends upon his ability

to "plant" material in the newspapers and magazines, for the "reading

notice" is far more seductive than the most carefully worded advertise-

ment.

The Musical Critic

The managerial side of the music problem is at least frank in its

commercialism. How much more insidious is the commercial spirit

of the "musical magazines" and the daily papers! Taking up first

the lesser evil, we find that the average "music critic" of an American

newspaper rarely has the opportunity of writing an unbiased and in-

telligent criticism, even supposing that his training and his - instincts

made such a proceeding a possibility. He is often deliberately restricted

by his advertising department and constantly subjected to the direct

and indirect bribes, threats, and cajolings of managers and artists. Even

were he able and willing to write unprejudiced comment, he is so harassed

by conflicting engagements and so pressed for time in the preparation

of his material that deliberate or thoughtful work is practically im-

possible. Under the circumstances it is only natural that our "music

critics" should be appointed chiefly for their ability to write an inter-

esting or amusing newspaper style or to fill space with noncommittal

vaporings liberally sprinkled with high-sounding technical terms. Some
of the best of them have gained their experience in reporting baseball

games and the proceedings of the criminal courts. Their ideal of critical

comment seems to be a mixture of satire and flippancy. Of serious,

constructive criticism they have scarcely an inkling.

Blackmail and Musical Magazines

As for the "musical magazines," they are the whited sepulchres

of their professed art. Their aims and ideals are completely commercial

and they neither know nor care about distinctions between good and

bad music. Most of them fill their editorial departments with so-called

"propaganda," in which stupid prejudice and blind patriotism are
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called upon to gloss over the obvious defects in American music. Their

chief purpose is to depreciate the work of foreign musicians as compared

with the pitiful efforts of native Americans. But if a foreigner has

become permanently settled in this country and advertises liberally,

he is hailed as a glittering ornament of the "American school." It will

be noticed that nearly every "American composer" of prominence

bears a German, French or Italian name, while few of "our" greatest

interpreters of music are Americans in the strictest sense of the word.

But the musical magazines keep these obvious facts in the background.

Their game is to arouse enthusiasm over "American music" and thus

victimize both advertisers and subscribers. Aside from the editorial

misrepresentations, their columns are entirely filled with advertising.

For every "reading notice" is in reality a paid advertisement, since

it is definitely understood that all advertisers are entitled to a propor-

tionate amount of "general publicity." I know of one case in which

a prominent musician desired to contribute an article of real merit

on a subject of general interest. The magazine refused to publish this

article over the name of the author until the latter had contracted for

one hundred dollars' worth of advertising. (Naturally the question of

paying the author for his article was never raised.) Itcan easily be seen how
a powerful publication of this kind may institute a system of blackmail,

eulogizing those who have paid for eulogies, and ignoring or even "roast-

ing" those who have not. In some cases the real financial support of

a magazine lies in an advertising supplement, or trade journal. With
such an arrangement, blackmail can be brought to its greatest effective-

ness. It is significant that one of these trade journals, connected with

a reputable magazine, was recently sued for blackmail by a piano manu-
facturing company which not only won the case but collected big dam-

ages.

Government Control the Solution

If, then, the managers, the press and even the artists themselves

conspire to keep Americans in ignorance of the true state of their music

problem, where are we to turn for help? There is only one possible

answer: to the government of the United States. The salvation of

American music lies in a system of Municipal and Federal control.

We are already on our way to such a solution, in the constantly increasing

number of free public concerts, the greater attention paid to music

in the public schools, and the growing agitation in favor of Municipal

Opera in our larger cities. Under an administration which chanced to
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take as great an interest in the aesthetic as in the commercial welfare

of the community, an administration with other ideals than the mere
distribution of dollars and cents, the wheels of government might

easily set in motion a machinery which would ultimately make of our

country a musical Utopia.

Details of the System

Such a system would necessarily begin, as it already is beginning,

in the cities. Municipal Opera and Municipal Concerts would precede

Federal Opera and Federal Concerts. The establishing of a great na-

tional Conservatory of Music, with branches in all our musical centers,

would be a fundamental necessity, not only for the development of

interpretative and creative artists, but for the education of the general

public. Through dependence upon the right sources of information

and guidance, we may gradually achieve a real independence of taste

and discrimination.

After a long and steady process of evolution, the perfected system

would probably exhibit the following leading features : A Commissioner

of Music, located at Washington, having full charge of all official musical

performances in America, and equal in importance to members of the

President's cabinet; a series of committees on the various forms of

music, largely taken from the teaching force of the National Conser-

vatory, whose duty it would be to decide upon the artists and organ-

izations employed by the government, and, in consultation with the

Commissioner of Music, to arrange the season's schedule of performances;

a municipal opera house, a municipal concert hall, and a municipal

orchestra in every city of prominence, supported as far as possible by
the city government, but with the Federal government always ready

to fill out the schedule as the need demanded, and to assume the entire

burden of supplying music to those committees unable to depend on

municipal support. I need sum up only a few of the benefits of such

a system. The general public, in addition to a marked improvement

in its musical taste and intelligence, would have the chance to hear

the best music at the lowest possible prices, often practically free of

charge. It would not have to depend upon a press-agent's imagination

or managerial advertising for its knowledge of an artist's ability. The
judgment of a committee of experts could be considered dependable,

and all artists would have a public rating, the result of actual perform-

ances. There would be no unpleasant conflicts, such as are now fre-

quent in our larger cities. Moreover, it would no longer be necessary
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to go to a musical center to hear the best music, for every community

would be within easy reach of the best.

Gain of the Artist

The benefit to the artists would be almost as great as to the public.

Even though some of the high-priced pets of concert- and opera-goers

might have their gross incomes somewhat reduced, the average financial

return would be much larger. The artist would save all the expenses

of a manager and a publicity agent, and would find it much more satis-

factory in the long run to receive a definite sum for each engagement

than to depend on speculation, with its frequent failures balancing

its sensational successes. He would enjoy all the prestige that goes

with a governmental appointment, and his standing would be unques-

tioned. He would be encouraged always to give of his very best with

the constant incentive of a higher rating in the official classification of

artists. He would be free to arrange his own programs and play or

sing what he liked, without regard to the preference of his audience or

the pressure brought to bear by interested music publishers. Travelling

would be made easy for him, and he would not be compelled to appear

oftener than he wished. In short, all the inconveniences attendant

upon commercialism, which the majority of sincere artists hate above

all things, would be completely removed.

Even the purely commercial features of the present system would

derive some benefit from the change. Most of the private managers

would be glad to accept salaried positions under the government, for

here again a definite if moderate return would be more attractive than

the risks of speculation. Their experience would be valuable in the

arranging of tours, concert schedules, and the various complexities of

the business side of a musical season. Governmental offices situated

in our most important musical centers could carry on all the necessary

business for the neighboring towns. In many cases an entire office force

could be utilized as it was under private management. The press-

agents would still be useful in organizing the legitimate advertising

necessary for any performance, and in keeping the public informed

of the doings and records of artists.

The "musical magazines" being forced to abandon their commer-

cial policies, might easily develop into useful organs of comment and

criticism, aiding by their intelligent articles the direct work of the

National Conservatory. As for the critics, they would at last get

the opportunity of doing constructive work, improving the general
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taste in music, and holding up ideals of art instead of writing flippant

space-fillers under the watchful eye of the advertising department.

In place of having to "cover" half a dozen performances in one day,

as is now frequently the case, they could concentrate on a single musical

event and give the resulting comment a permanent value. They would

no longer be restricted by considerations of advertising, and an honest

opinion would be welcomed instead of discouraged.

This proposal of a governmental control of American music may
seem fantastic at first glance, yet a close analysis will find difficulty

in establishing any fundamental defect in the scheme. Its application,

which, in a modified form, has frequently been tried with success abroad,

has been prevented here only by the influence of those who demand
the prostitution of music in the interests of commercialism. Until this

influence is permanently removed by the forcible interference of our

government, music in America will continue to be a commonplace,

prosaic trade, instead of a noble and inspiring art.
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ENOSHIMA, lying off Katase strand, is a jewel island rising from

the sea. A rickety wooden bridge stretches over the shallow

water that eddies between the island and the shore. Like

Mont Saint Michael off the coast of Brittany, at times when the moon
is right the intervening waters recede and Enoshima becomes a penin-

sula and can be reached dry-shod by the pilgrims who seek its shrines.

For, like Mont Saint Michael, this too is a sacred place, dedicated to

the goddess Benten Sama, who is one of the seven household deities of

Japanese good fortune.

Benten Sama is a beautiful woman with tresses of long black hair

looped up in the ancient Yamato manner. Pandora-like, a casket is in

her hands and she is usually pictured standing upon the scaly coils of a great

dragon. Benten Sama's shrine is on the other side of the island; the

side that fronts the sea, and a half-hour's climb from the inns which are

located in Enoshima village.

In the setting in which one beholds it upon a summer's day, Eno-

shima seems to be a creation of Maxfield Parrish—so fantastic are the

structures against the soft effulgence of the pine-shadowed isle—so

vivid is the azure of the sky and the sea. But at dusk or in the bluish

haze of an autumnal morn the village fades into outlines so illusive that

the scene gradually passes from reality into a dream existence and one

seems to be viewing as from the shores of a nether world the turrets and

gabled roofs of some phantasmal city of the sea.

When the long wooden bridge has been traversed and the penny

toll been paid to the keeper thereof, the visitor will discover himself

beneath a sacred gate of bronze which marks the entrance of the island.

And upon it he will read the following carved inscription:

Shrine of the Goddess of Good Fortune, Queen of Enoshima,

Benten of the Dragons

Before the visitor there then appears, as if it were a picture framed

by the outlines of the arch, a strange view of this extraordinary village.

Step upon step, a narrow stairway street ascends to the wooded bluffs

above and on either side of this island staircase, are charming elfin shops

offering omiyage (souvenirs) for sale. There are junks formed from a

single shell, with sails of mother of pearl; coral jewelry for girls, and

pretty but very unscientific collections of shells for little children. And
most wonderful of all are specimens of the spider crab with dimensions
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of many feet. Like goblin spiders lurking in their caves, so do these

dead crabs wait for their purchasers in the dark recesses of each shop.

Besides these shops are restaurants a-flutter with blue and white

towels on which grotesque ideographs crawl and twist with every passing

breeze. Common folk chatter and gossip over their savory dishes,

the most popular of which is a sea-snail broiled in its own shell. [And

by the way, a sea-snail cooked with soy should not be judged by its

name. There is nothing slimy about it; it is a most appetizing and
appealing dish.] And above these quaint little cook-shops with their red

blanketed benches tower the columns and porticoes of the great inns

and tea-houses. Ladies and gentlemen from Tokyo and the aristocratic

villas of Kamakura sit in the cool of airy balconies, fanning themselves

and sipping tea of faintest aroma. Some look out over the thatched

roofs of fisherfolk to the sail-flecked bay of Sagami and Fuji, a snow-white

cone beyond. Others, their eyebrows arched and with unsmiling faces,

idly watch the passing throngs.

From the end of this extraordinary street, a path leads through

a veritable Arden to the cliffs upon the other side of the island. There

the prospect changes, for no longer is the scene one of wooded crests

and fairy structures. We are near the abode of the dragon and the

battered cliffs, the surging sea and the limitless horizon give us a sense

of awe and even trepidation as we clamber down the cliff into what
seems the very mawl of the sea. Yet upon the brink of the ocean, a frail

bamboo bridge, skirting the base of the cliff, saves us from the angry

waters. Following this bridge we suddenly turn a craggy bend and

behold the sacred cavern of Enoshima.

Into the gloomy depths thereof the sea rushes in turbulent chorus and

the re-echoings of that sound, the voices of the pilgrims, the smell of the

salt sea and the incense of the gods give the visitor a weird and strange sen-

sation.

The cave is as high as the vault of a cathedral, and extends in ever

diminishing size into the bowels of the island. An old fisherman meets

us upon the shore of the cavern and offers to be our guide. The drip-

ping walls of the subterranean temple are lined with images of stone

which seem to peer at us with their sightless eyes. This is a veritable

haunted place; haunted by the spirits of Shinto pantheism, haunted by

the ghosts of pilgrims who came in ages past : the echo of whose myriad

prayers seems to sound to us through the years in every drip of water and

in every gurgle of the sea.

As we creep through the darkness the guide illuminates the face of each
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god with his candle and utters his name and legend. Between times

he recites to me the following tale:

"Young Master, one thousand five hundred years ago in the place

where we now stand was no cavern, no village, no Enoshima. There

was naught but the howling of the sea, for this was the abode of a dragon.

The dragon devoured the children of Koshigoe hamlet, much to the woe
of the inhabitants thereof. They, being pious folk, prayed unto our good

Benten Sama for deliverance. A great earthquake thereupon smote both

sea and land: Benten Sama in great glory appeared in a cloud over the

place inhabited by the monster and the isle of Enoshima suddenly rose

from the depths beneath. The goddess upon a rift of cloud descended

thereon, married the dragon and put an end to his ravages. Thus runs

the Legend of Enoshima. Young Master, please be so generous as to

offer a penny to the gods."

And to appease the old fisherman, the dragon and Benten Sama, I

throw three coppers into the grated box, listen to their prolonged echoes

and again traverse the bamboo bridge. As I emerge the sparkling of the

water, though the sun is now setting, dazzles my eyes. The song of

fisherfolk as they pull in their nets, the creaking of returning oars and the

hush of the breezes tell me that it is eventide.

A little weary, I recross the island and stop for the evening at the

Kinki-Ro Hotel. The host receives me at the entrance of the inn, which

faces a lanterned courtyard. He is kneeling on the polished floor and

welcomes me with hospitable phrases. I am led along picturesque pas-

sageways, broken here and there by tiny flights of steps, and even over

a bridge or two, until at length my host ushers me into a room from

whence there is the loveliest of views.

Seated upon cushions of softest silk I eat my supper and watch the

white sails of junks as they glide idly to port.

The waiting-woman of the inn (she must be over fifty) has just dis-

appeared with my tray. She is a pleasant-faced obasan, with features

unusually refined for a serving-woman. I notice a smile though at times

wistfull playing over her features. Perhaps she has seen better days.

Now she has returned with a fan and, bowing low, very gently asks

me:

"May I have the august pleasure of fanning Young Master, for

the mosquitoes are very shrewd and the night is warm."

As a mother might fan her child so does this old woman fan me,

tenderly, though I had never seen her before.

Then the charm of Enoshima settles softly about me: the hushed

song of the sea and the pines; the distant, dim hum of gentle, pleasant
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folk at dinner and from a far tea-house the melancholy tap, tap of a

geisha's drum. And now the temple bells in unison sound the vesper

hour. Sleep comes, and nodding, I am at rest.

When I awake the moon has risen and the sea miming the shimmer

of silk lies pale before me. The airy balconies of the great inns are aglow

with lanterns swaying to an almost imperceptible breeze and which cast

weird silhouettes upon the shoji—silhouettes which seem like phantoms

flitting to and fro.

Then in the stillness of the night I hear a woman's voice utter this

song:

If in this troubled world of ours

I still must linger on,

My only friend shall be the moon
Which on my sadness shone

When other friends were gone—

"That is a beautiful thought, but for a night such as this it is too

sad," I said, rousing myself. Then looking towards the beach, I added:

"Who would ever sing a song like that?"

"No one—except someone very foolish," the obasan answered and
laughed. But her laughter trembled, for her voice was the voice of the song.

Even in this isle of pleasure, life's little tragedies run their course;

though Benten Sama in her hallowed cavern daily hears the supplication

of pilgrims—pilgrims whose faith has brought them from afar.

Y. N., '15.



By Kempton Taylor, '15.

PART II

(Synopsis: John Bird and Edith Walton, engaged, dine together

the evening before the departure of the latter to join the Red Cross in Europe.

A discussion arises and ends in Bird's insulting his fiancee, who throzvs

away his ring. Bird, jealous of disposition, attributes Edith's interest in

the war to a German Uhlan, Van Hovenburg, whom she met in Germany.

Pink7iey, Bird's manservant, appears in time to take Edith to her home,

while Bird sends her a note, promising to write her a steamer-letter which he

hopes will effect their re-engagement. This he does the next morning.

Pinkney secretly reads the letter, thereby coming to blows with his master,

who blackens his eye and receives in return a broken nose. After Bird has

left for the boat, Parker, his chauffeur, returns to the house with a bundle

of clothes. By trickery, Pinkney gets this and a ticket for the voyage from
Parker. With the clothes he dresses himself as a jewelry agent and makes

for the boat.)

PART III

By the time Edith Walton reached the Caronia's dock her gayety

had retreated in disheartening fashion. Grave doubts assailed her

puckered little brow. Going to the front was not all that had been

claimed for it when the very start was encompassed by such troubles

as a broken engagement and promised reconciliation. There could

never be that! she vowed, her rage against Bird whitening.

None the less, she was more of a woman than many less purposeful,

and, woman-like, the first thing she did upon boarding was to descend

to the saloon and secure her mail from the great piles on the plush-

covered tables.

There it was! Her heart thumped outrageously, and she confessed

the thrill of a schoolgirl on receipt of her first billet-doux when her hand

closed round the fat envelope addressed to her in Bird's familiar scrawl.

With a sudden sense of misery and loneliness she reflected on the great

difference between this letter with its promise of insidious business

and the glorious one written on the leaves of a copy-book she had re-

ceived on a like occasion the year before she came out. He could write-

there was no denying that!

Slowly she climbed the stairs and made her way to a quiet spot

on the upper deck. With a considerate slowness the great liner had



220 The Haverfordian

cleared away, and was now forging the river under the effort of a half-

dozen snorting little tugs. In the air was the soft haze of autumn,

silvered with the smoke of shipping. The Palisades glowed a bounty
of color in the rays of the setting sun. Truly, this was God's time for

change! She felt a satisfaction in knowing that even she was in motion

towards being a tiny part in that great change that was shaking Europe.

Slipping into a chair, she tore open the envelope and drew out the

letter. How did he dare write her such a thing? It was prefaced:
" This letter tells a story. It is divided into five parts,—one for each day

of the trip. I shall rely upon you to read it day by day, in the evening of the

days represented."

Read it day by day? She rather guessed not! It was enough

to have to read it anyway, let alone making it a daily rite. She would read

it at once.

As the sea-breeze began to tingle in her nostrils and darkness to fall,

she spread the letter out on her knee and bent to the task.

"EDITH ELOPES"
"Don't Marry in a Hurry"

"First Day. Heroine at last is off on her sea-trip. She has

done a great lot of last-minute shopping, and arrives on the good ship

with her arms full of Mothersill's. Her friends have been very

kind to her; she has eighteen baskets of fruit, each more closely re-

sembling a baby's coffin than the last. She also has many bunches of

flowers to go with the coffins. Three of her admirers who do not believe

in display have sent simple bunches of violets. Heroine wishes there

had been some wreaths and crosses, and at least one Gates Ajar. There

is recompense, however, in the steamer-letter which Lover-left-behind has

sent her. He has made her promise to read one installment each day,

—

to read the first installment the evening of the first day, and so on, one

for each day of the voyage. She is very sure that, unlike most women,
her curiosity can never get the better of her strong mind and make her

read the whole letter at once
—

"

Here Edith paused to re-read quizzically. For a moment she

seemed on the point of accepting Bird's dare and read the thing as he

requested; then, with bitterness, she continued:

"With this determination, Heroine retires to her cabin to make
ready for her ocean conquests. She finds herself quartered with a

quaint old lady who at once assumes the prerogatives of a parent over

her. Her name is Natty, but she is not. She has had the steward
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bring her all the extra lunch-boxes on board ship, and now they festoon

the edge of her bunk. Evidently she is preparing for a rough passage.

Heroine takes an intense dislike to her, arrays herself in her most fetching

gown, and goes on deck to look them over.

"She finds to her dismay that most of the handsome chaps were

just on board saying 'good-bye.' She thinks the trip will be a very

dismal one, and goes to dinner with the thought of Natty and her boxes

uppermost in her stomach. Perhaps there would have been no story at

all had not the gentleman at her left upset his tumbler in her soup bowl.

He is a flashy devil, with checked suit, purple sox, tan shoes, light mus-

tache, and a black eye, but he apologizes beautifully, and gives her his

soup, which he had only taken a little of. He is representing Steinwald

Bros., he tells her, and hopes to pick up some of the royal gems during

the European scramble. He knows a great deal about stones, too, even

if he does, ridiculously overvalue her own seed-pearls. It is easy to

judge from his accent that he is an Englishman of the first water.

He can keep his elbows on the table and still seem nearly a gentleman.

"When dinner is over they go on deck, and Heroine notices he has

a slight limp. It is quite cool, so she slips down in her cabin to find a

wrap. Natty is still there with her boxes. She keeps hooking and

unhooking them to the side of her berth, changing their position and

counting them to the tune of 'Eeny-meeny-miney-mo.' 'Nutty, not

Natty,' says Heroine, as she returns to the deck.

"Blackeye is waiting for her in wooly cap and Balmacaan coat.

He is splendid to walk with he is so big and strong, but he is rather fresh,

for he promises to kiss her before the trip is over, and makes a try at it.

Horrors! Natty has seen them!

"Second Day. This day is to be the most dismal of all, for

when Heroine wakens she finds that the artful Natty has locked her in

her stateroom. 'No more of this scandalous flirtation with Blackeye,'

comes her voice from the other side of the door, and then she is gone.

Lucky for Heroine that she has her eighteen baskets of fruit. Ail the long

morning she weeps and devours their contents. Towards noon she

succeeds in forcing the bolt on the cabin window, and with great efi'ort

squeezes her small body through the opening. Plump! She lands

squarely in the lap of a gaunt farmer from Iowa, who is enjoying the

sunset from his steamer-chair. Gently he removes her and apologizes

for being in the way. 'This climbing out of windows,' he says, 'is the

best exercise to be had on these he-are steamboats.'

"Heroine is greatly humiliated, because she likes the Farmer despite

his flaxen whiskers and crooked nose. She moves away, with her eye
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set for Natty or Blackeye. Natty she finds on the bridge, asking the

captain if porpoises ever bite. 'No! But sometimes I do!' she an-

swers for the captain, flashing her white teeth at the disgruntled

Natty.

"Blackeye is making a great hit with the ladies. He seems to have

forgotten her, so she sticks her tongue out at him and goes to bed with

aching heart.

" Third Day. Heroine wakes triumphant, for it is very rough,

and Natty is sick.

'"Poor Natty!' she says, bending over her convulsed form, 'I said

I could bite, and now I'm going to!'

"With that she nibbles a little at Natty 's ear.

"'Will you ever lock me in my room again?' she asks, as she pre-

pares to go.

"But Natty is too sick to know.

"Blackeye is easily king of the ship. He has organized the pool

on the day's run, and won enough to pay his passage over. He has spent

all his spare moments in the smoking-room, and has won enough there

to pay his way back. He wishes to have a raffle and win enough to pay

expenses on the other side. His wide knowledge of Italian Art has won
the confidence of every fond mamma.

"'Heroine!' he tells her, 'every girl on the boat is going to love

me!'

"Heroine resents this, but later in the evening, when she sees him
making good his promise with amazing rapidity, she yields herself gently

to his persuasive eloquence.

"Fourth Day. Natty is still confined to her lunch-boxes;

Heroine greets the rising sun with a sense of insecurity. This is to be the

greatest day of them all.

"Blackeye devotes his morning to Bull-Fights, Pillow-Fights and

near Prize-Fights. He already has enough for that trip through the

chateau country. The returns from an afternoon of ring-toss and

shuffle-board net him enough to determine his joining the Cavalry of the

Indian Princes.

"Darkness falls. Ardor unabated, Blackeye draws Heroine aside,

seats her on a coil of tarred rope, and proposes with unrivalled ardor.

Without conventional demur. Heroine accepts him

"It is all arranged. The next morning, Heroine is to lock Natty

in the cabin and stay on guard until Blackeye checks her seven trunks to

London and returns to the boat. Then the honeymoon!"
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"Fifth Day. The best-laid plans ! Heroine, dreaming happily,

oversleeps, while Natty, herself once more, bolts the door from the

outside.

"'Do porpoises bite?' she snickers through the key-hole, 'we're off

to London!'

"To London! Natty and Blackeye! With Heroine's seven

trunks

!

"Sobbing, Heroine unbolts the stateroom window. Once more her

slender form wiggles through the aperture, and plump! she has landed

in the lap of the Farmer from Iowa.
" 'Wal, my dear, I've been a-waitin' for ye," says Farmer, folding her

in his arms and kissing her gently. Heroine, in her Tarry skirt, clings

unabashed."

PART IV

During the reading of this remarkable document, the anxiety on

Edith's brow deepened steadily. When at last she was through it was

almost dark. With a little moan her hands crushed the paper in her lap

and remained very rigid and white. Far away the last light of her

country and her home glimmered a moment and then went out.

What did Bird mean? What was this pretty plot the outlines of

which were so skilfully traced in the story of " Heroine " ? Was Bird on

board? Was Pinkney on board?

These were the questions that tortured her brain until she could

think no longer. Despairing, she rose and made her way aft. In the

ghostly half-light she caught sight of a gigantic thing of metal and

white, spreading its wings over the deck like a strange bird. She shud-

dered as she made out an aeroplane

A steward, key in hand, marched her off to her stateroom. Un-

locking the door, he flashed on the light, left her luggage, and departed.

Edith crossed the threshold and shrank back in horror.

"Why, howdedo?" came a querulous, sing-song voice. "I'm Natty,

I am, and I expect to be sick, though this is my ninth. So cozy to have

just two in a cabin, ain't it? Lor', how I hate 'em with four! Good
sailor?"

Edith could not answer. She was fascinated by the strange little

creature who emerged from a corner of the cabin and stood glued before

her. Round her head clustered a circle of irrelevant curls, peeping out

coyly from the lace cap of aged respectability. Her clothes had the

Puritan primness of a forgotten generation. But there was one out-

standing characteristic that held Edith with a terrible fascination,—she
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had no teeth. On her gums her thin white lips sucked and whistled.

The picture was complete, even to Bird's disgusting "lunch-boxes."

Natty had strung an even half-dozen of these along the edge of her

berth.

'Four-warned is six-armed!" she cackled gleefully, tapping the boxes

to illustrate her point.

That last expansive grin furnished the missing clue to Edith's

groping mind. "Natty" was none other than Belle, Mrs. Herbert Bird's

aged seamstress.

"Belle!" asked Edith calmly, "what have you done with your false

teeth? You look ridiculous."

As she spoke her heart raced like a caught bird's. Taking off her

hat, she held a long pin suggestively in her hand.

From exaltation to despair was the change of a moment to Belle.

Sobbing and wringing her hands, she fell to her knees.

"Oh, Miss Edith!" she cried, hobbling forward and groping for her

skirt, "oh. Miss Edith! Take me off this awful boat! Mr. Bird came
for me this morning while the missus was out, made me come with him,

gave me these curls, took my teeth away—

"

"Go on!" said Edith, stifling a laugh.

"Told me to stay in here till you came, and lock you in to-morrow!

Then I was to get sick, and stay here till the last day, and lock you in

again!"

"Never mind, my dear. Be a good girl and you'll suffer no harm,"

said Edith, feeling very much like a new Sunday school teacher. "Now
help me dress, and I'll tell the steward to bring you supper."

By the time Edith entered the dining-room fear had again settled

like a cold vice about her heart. Bewildered, she stood in the entrance,

fainting before the eyes that were trained on her beauty. The head

waiter showed her to a seat at the Captain's table. She dared look

neither to the right nor to the left, terrified lest she meet the gaze of Bird

or Pinkney.

Suddenly at her elbow sounded the crash of broken glass. A flood

of cold water poured into her soup dish, trickled to the edge of the table,

and pattered to the floor.

It seemed hours that she watched the steady trickle of the stream,

fascinated, and not daring to move. Finally she raised her eyes to the

man on her left. Checked suit ! Blond moustache ! Dimond stick pin

!

There came a great roaring sound in her ears. The dining-room spun

round and round and round, a kaleidoscope of black and white checks

and diamonds
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PART V
On his way down town, Pinkney bought a pair of handcuffs, and

half a dozen excellent imitation pearl necklaces. He boarded the Caronia

with an easy assurance that belied his state of mind. The tan shoes

pinched, and that confounded moustache persisted in slipping down on

one side and up on the other with an effect altogether coquettish. Silver

McGee, he reflected, was not the sort of man to bother about such details

once they were carefully attended to, so his head was high and his eye

proud.

Should he go to stateroom No. 526 and brave Bird, trusting that

his clothes, limp, and black-eye would pass him off as Parker?

The question was answered for him when a tall, angular farmer, with

side-whiskers and a crooked nose, shot out of the grill, zig-zagged across

deck to the rail, and hung over,—a mute, pathetic picture that told its

own story.

How often the strategist neglects the detail that spells his ruin!

The Farmer from Iowa was never meant to get ingloriously sick on seven

Stingers and a Pourse Cafe!

From the vantage of a lifeboat Pinkney gloated over the misery of

his master. In particular he fancied the crooked nose that tallied so

admirably with the one demanded by the Farmer. It was well worth the

black eye, he thought.

Bird raised bloodshot eyes and veered off down the deck. A sick

man and a drunken one must seek the point of equilibrium, so Pinkney

followed close at his heels. He entered stateroom No. 526.

Listening quietly, Pinkney waited till he heard the heavy, rhythmical

breathing of the sleeping drunkard. Then he opened the door and passed

in.

Bird stirred and opened one eye cannily.

"Oh! 's that you, Parker?" he muttered, "don't forget t'shpill th'

water—all over her, but don't kiss her. Hear? Don't kiss her to-

night! Goin' sleep."

This time Pinkney waited till he was well off. His head was pillowed

on one arm, the hand lying away, and close to the other one. Quietly

Pinkney slipped on the handcuffs. From Bird's coat he removed all

papers that might establish his identity. Only his ticket, made out to

Hiram G. Smith, farmer, and the bill of lading for one aeroplane, made
out to John Bird, he left in the breast pocket. In the others he dis-

tributed a half-dozen excellent imitation pearl necklaces.

Then he tipped the head-waiter to secure the place to the left of
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Miss Edith Walton,—and overturned his glass of water in her soup

dish.

When Edith came to, she found herself prone in a steamer-chair.

Overhead a myriad stars were shining. The Caronia rolled gently in a

heavy swell; a cool night wind fanned her cheek, and a gentle hand

passed and re-passed over her forehead.

"Carl!" she cried, turning to the bent figure at her side.

"My dear!"

"Carl! Take off that awful moustache!"

Laughing, he complied.

"You have been very brave," he said, "to rely upon me so. You'

—with a sigh
—

"are not so—so slender as you were in Casel, I think.

It took three of us to bring you up here." He leaned over and kissed her

protesting eyes.

"Where is Mr. Bird?" she asked, shuddering.

"Soundly asleep, trussed—how do you say?—like an owl. When
he wakes up I shall have him arrested for sailing under a false name,

wearing the whiskers of a—a wheatseed (?) and stealing from me six

pearl necklaces of priceless worth."

"This terrible letter—what did he mean by it?"

"You were to read it and find it like your own experiences. Bird

trusted in your superstition. He was to come forward in the end as

the noble farmer, and you were to forgive him. If anything went wrong,

it was all to be a clever joke, and you were to admire him again. Parker

was to be Silver McGee; Belle took the part of Natty. John Bird is a

clever man—

"

"But you are cleverer!" breathed Edith.

He intended her to say that.

"And just to think!" she went on, her childlike enthusiasm bub-

bling up again, "if you hadn't followed us that night and picked up his

ring"-—she touched the fourth finger of her left hand—"you'd never

have been here, and—and he might have done whatever he wanted. It

was dear of you to come 'way across the ocean just for me, and hire

yourself out to that awful man—

"

"I have never admired his taste in cigars myself," broke in Van
Hovenburg, producing one of Bird's favorites, lighting it, and settling

himself comfortably with his head on Edith's shoulder, "and during

my stay I have learned much of the American aeroplane."

"And get me the Red Cross appointment, and let your poor eye be
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blackened," went on Edith. Then, with a start, "But how are we ever

to get to the German lines?"

"Easy!" said Van Hovenburg, puffing idly at his cigar. "Cry out

'Man over the side!' some night, and—

"

With a long forefinger he pointed to the white, ghost-like bird that

spread its great wings over the after deck.

Ci|ougi)ts( in ^olitube

By Felix M. Morley, '15

Once, nestling in the kind surrounding woods,

I chanced upon a deep secluded pond;

Far from the dusty travelled road it lies,

A charmed spot alooffrom prying eyes.

Hid just beyond a quaint old mossy stile.

The sheltering woods do but approach the marge,

Where the warm sun breathes down on curling frond.

And gleams upon the darting dragon-fly

Poised in the air, or swiftly flashing by

The pure soft daisies, nodding mile on mile.

And sometimes where the fairy lilies float,

Their golden altars shrined in virgin white.

If you kneel quiet, looking, eyes held wide—
'Way down among the stems dim shadows glide

Now seen, now hidden mid the weaving green.

So oft at evening, on this sheltered bank,

I see the ebbing day fade into night.

And there sometimes the mind goes peering down

Where visions unattainable are found;

Dim phantoms, far beneath the surface gleam.
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By Edgar C. Bye, '16.

LIFE says that Bliss Perry says that what the average college

man knows about the great books of the last three hundred

years isn't much. Bliss Perry says further that what the same
species knows about the great books in its own mother tongue may be

even less—and it worries Bliss Perry. It doesn't worry Life—not

much. Life wants to know what's the odds—perhaps the collegian knows
something else which may be more useful. Perhaps he does—who
would ask questions when Life has the floor?

Assuming, then, that the lament of Bliss Perry over the ignorance

of the collegian is the fruit of bitter experience—and even Life doesn't

question that—it is at least possible that the non-collegian knows less.

However this may be, there remains a third fact which is a fact beyond

peradventure. There is no doubt about it. The manager says so.

The man who knows books can't sell them.

It may be unnecessary to point out that this was not intended as

an invitation to collegians, and others, to engage in the book business.

Neither was it a lick for Life and a dig at Bliss Perry. It was merely

a casual observation on the shocking ineptitude of the average college

man, from the commercial standpoint. On the ineptitude qualification,

the professor and the manager agree. They differ only as to the par-

ticular brand of ineptitude afflicting the patient. Why argue?

The situation, broadly speaking, is this,—the collegian knows little

about books, the non-collegian presumably knows less, the salesman

must know—nothing. What's the answer?

The manager spoke with an air of finality—that air which is such

a convenient substitute for argument—but, being of a loquacious turn,

he was easily induced to develop his theme. And the drift of it was

something like this:

"The fellow who knows books, you see, has formed opinions about

them. Now, opinions are fatal to salesmanship. / never read, myself.

A sneaking little opinion is likely to ruin my selling ability for a week.

If one of my salesmen starts to tell me what he thinks of one of the

best sellers, I tell him to forget it all as soon as he can. If he can't

forget it, I know that the rest of us will have to do all the work on that

particular book. Once in a while we get a conscientious chap afflicted

with the "good reading" bug. He isn't worth anything. He has the

wrong point of view. His loyalty to what he thinks is his opinion spells
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disloyalty to the firm. The first duty of a book salesman is to sell

books. We are not in business to give him an opportunity to air his

opinions. Excuse me a minute, will you, while I wait on this customer?"

I excused the manager and pondered on the ethics of book sales-

manship. I also overheard, unavoidably, the details of the transaction

on the other side of the table.

"Give me a good novel," the customer was saying. "Something

with punch in it."

The manager recommended four or five from the piles most con-

venient to his hand, quoting at the same time an astonishing assortment

of "book talk" such as publishers use to decorate their announcements,

and finally dismissed his delighted victim with "the most invigorating

and virile specimen of Mr. B. Seller's characteristic style." After which

he returned to me.

"That man took me for a mind-reader," he said, "and I did my
little best. A good novel! Why, man, they are all good. They wouldn't

be here if they were not. Every book here has a string of testimonials

to its goodness which would make Lydia Pinkham turn green with

envy. Then, there's the author—he thought he was doing a good job.

The publisher thought the thing was live enough to sell. And our

buyer fell for five or ten copies. Why should I doubt all these expert

opinions?—especially since I haven't read the book myself. Besides,

I didn't know that customer—never saw him before—knew nothing

whatever about his literary tastes. No time to diagnose—not worth

it anyway. You wouldn't expect me to pump him for symptoms, the

way the doctors do, would you? How should I know what he considered

good? My opinion wouldn't be of any use to him, even if I had one.

So there you are. That's according to Hoyle, isn't it?"

The arrival of another customer happily saved me from a fatal expres-

sion of unsophistication. It was a lady this time. She wanted something

standard, suitable for a birthday gift for her husband, who, it appeared,

was just crazy about the classics. The word standard was enough for

the manager. Looking very wise, he led the way to an ominous corner

labeled Standard Sets. He discoursed learnedly on the standardness of

Ruskin and Carlyle and Ainsworth and Bulwer-Lytton. He was

especially enthusiastic about the last two, whose standardness it ap-

peared was pre-eminent. The lady was undecided. Bulwer was

bound in red and would match the color scheme of the study admirably,

but Ainsworth had five more volumes and looked much more impres-

sive. I did not stay to hear the decision, but fled the super-classic

atmosphere to find relief in a table full of Gift Books in Dainty Bindings.
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Back of me was a miscellaneous section of works on history, biog-

raphy, politics, and the like, labeled Reference Books, from which a

meek-looking individual was endeavoring to select a standard history

of the United States. The obliging manager soon came to his as-

sistance.

"Lucky sale, that," he said to me after the customer had gone.

"That Bancroft, you know, was celebrating today the fifth anniversary

of its residence with us, and I had just about decided to mark it down
half for the stock-taking sale which begins tomorrow."

He broke away again long enough to dispose of a Macaulay to a

lady who wanted a good history of England for her son who was in high

school. The manager could certainly sell books. Taking him at his

word in regard to the literary intelligence of a good salesman, I ven-

tured to suggest some obvious facts in regard to the scope and peculiar

value of Messrs. Macaulay and Bancroft. He was interested, but

apparently quite content to know that Macaulay was good and Ban-

croft was standard. More than that was de trop from the standpoint of

salesmanship.

"Interesting dope," he said cheerfully. "But why should I worry?

I am here to sell books, you know, not information."

All of which goes to show how foolish it is for Bliss Perry to worry.

By L. B. Lippmann, '14.

Death-heavy the night was with flowers;

And dark was the copse where I stood,

Save fire-flies rising in showers

As sparks do from smouldering wood.

And there as I waited they found me;

Pale shadows, all wraith-like and mute,

Encircling as vapors around me
To rhythmical throbbing of lute.

They faded; a nimbus showed through them;

An ecstasy filled me, and wrung

The depths of my being; I knew them—
The souls of the songs yet unsung.
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By Yoshio Nitobe, '15.

I
WAS at the opening concert of the Philadelphia Orchestra the

other day. All music lovers go to the amphitheatre, so of couser

I had to get in line and shuffle along with the rest of them—like

so many hoboes in a bread line. Furthermore, it was raining, but

that didn't bother me very much, because I had an umbrella; but it

was mighty tough on Cremonas. I know; because the Public Ledger

said: "The weather was such as to test severely the sensitive tempera-

ments of old Cremonas, and four of the violins lost the E strings in the

first movement of the Brahms Symphony alone." Cremona, by the way,

is a little town in Lombardy where the Amati family started to make
fiddles in 1600 until Antonius Stradivarius came along and beat them
all at it. He really and truly made 540 violins, 12 violas and 50 'cellos,

but his fiddles, like certain forms of animal life, increased, multiplied

and waxed great upon the earth, so that you needn't be surprised if you

meet one some of these days marked down to $97.

An amphitheatre is "an edifice of elliptical shape, constructed

about a central open space, with tiers of seats sloping upward and back-

ward." The only trouble with the Academy of Music amphitheatre is

that there is not enough back to the "backward," it's mostly all up-

ward. Furthermore, it crowds your legs, which is disastrous to appre-

ciation of true art. Add to this considerable warmth climbing sky-

ward and you feel that perhaps being a "true music lover" is a little

cheap at 25c. And then, it being a Friday afternoon concert, every-

body that wasn't a man was a woman and most of the men were women
too. To borrow a sporting catalogue term, they were mostly 30-30s,

but they seemed to be well primed for the afternoon's entertainment.

Most of them, at least in the amphitheatre, looked as if they ought to

chew gum, but they didn't. They were just musical. For instance,

some of them talked about where they used to sit
—"See—just where

that man is standing
—

" Others were inspecting the gathered multi-

tude. "Oh, look, Margy, there's a coon over there. Goodness! I

wish they didn't like good music so
—

" These Ethiopians in appearance

at least appreciated the music exceedingly. They endeavor to look

very intelligent and after the concert you can hear them audibly com-

menting on the programme. "Oah yes—you know that Korsakow's

a Russian, which undoubtedly accounts for the feelin' in that there

last piece
—

" This said with a roll of the eyes to the throng scrambling
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up the ladder-like aisle. Nevertheless we cannot depreciate the negro's

place in American music.

By this time we have come to that delightful portion of the pro-

gramme which so pleased the late Shah of Persia. When asked at a

concert which piece most charmed him, he replied, "The first one." The
orchestra started to tune up again in order to repeat the first number.

"Ah," said His Majesty, "that's fine!" Gradually the violins, oboes,

flutes and clarinets are keyed up to a fine edge, while the heavy artillery

—the double basses or .bull-fiddles, the kettledrums and brasses—groans

and snorts and rumbles into proper action. Then suddenly the ninety-

five artists who man the orchestra cease their tinkering, blowing and

fiddling: the audience bursts forth in applause. The lights are dimmed
and Mr. Stokowski appears in that delightful tailored effect of his.

"What nice long legs he has!" I hear someone say to my left. Mr.

Stokowski mounts the red carpeted director's stand, extends his grace-

ful slim arms as if in benediction, pauses a dramatic half-minute

—

then slowly lifts his baton about his blond head. Fifty-nine bows

are for a moment poised in air and then gently, very gently, sweep down-

wards in the first sweet notes of the Adagio passage from the overture

of "Der Freischutz." Like some woodland echo springing from a

silvan nook, the music gathers in volume, filling the whole hall with

a stream of melody. I am enraptured; then the music takes a quicker

turn—the hero is cogitating; next we are in the wolf's glen, weird in-

cantations fill the air and magic bullets can be heard as they drop into

the melting-pot. That's the trouble with overtures: they are a regular

potpourri. One has not time to enjoy one passage before they start

something else. It is all right when the opera is to follow; but given

alone, an overture is like a menu served up without the meal.

Carl Maria von Weber, a German, died in 1826 in London, whither

he had gone to supervise the production of his opera, "Oberon." He
was a cousin by marriage to Mozart. Meyerbeer and he studied music

together. Von Weber was the father of the German Opera and the

founder of the Romantic School. The Romanticists were not only

freer in the use of Form, but they also allowed imagination, racial

characteristics and reality to have full but harmonious sway. Von
Weber's greatness in descriptive skill—such as the portrayal of moon-

light, the murmur of mighty trees and the song of the nightingale

—

has never been surpassed.

Next on the programme was Brahms' Second Symphony in D
Major. Brahms, before his uneventful but great career ended in 1897,

composed four symphonies. These works placed him side by side with
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Mozart and Beethoven as one of the three great masters of symphony.
Intellectual, despising all display, unimpeachable in his correctness,

Brahms is generally thought of as a composer of "pure" music. To
this day a few purely intellectual artists group themselves about his

memory as Brahmists, in opposition to the more crowded school of

Wagnerites. Brahms has the reputation of being dry, he has given

us no programme and it is hard to find even a suitable name for his sym-
phonies. Hanslick's characterization of the Second Symphony as a

pastoral seems to have met some criticism, inasmuch as it does not

account for the strain of Iieroism that is to be felt in the restrained

yet impressive movements of this great symphony. To me, it seemed as

if I were listening to an Enoch Arden, a Jean Valjean, or some heroic

character who had suffered, sacrificed, who had weathered life's storms,

accounting to me in the serenity of a life triumphant, his expectations, his

sorrows, his joys, and finally his victory. In the first movement there is

a natural freshness, a simplicity—yet the promise of power and great-

ness. Perhaps it is Enoch Arden accounting to me the spontaneous joys

of a golden childhood long past. In the Adagio there is a "sense of anxious

questioning"—the shadow of some grave situation that is to be met.

The situation is faced, the sacrifice made and Enoch Arden proceeds

in sweet solemnity to tell me of the quiet of a soul that is at peace.

The Scherzo is a dainty melody in dance time of exquisite lightness and

delicacy. The movement fairly glows with light, yet there is a certain

subdued restraint which still restrains the touch of the heroic. For a

moment I felt that

—

"The bride hath paced into the hall,

Red as a rose is she;

Nodding their heads before her goes

The merry minstrelsy."

The last movement was allegro con spirito, summing up the symphony in

passages of humor, quiet melody and finally a tumultuous climax of

restraint and power at the end.

To hear this symphony is to have one's senses flooded with the

chaste beams of an autumnal moon; it lifts the hearer out of his sordid

self, but it does not leave him depressed. There is no reaction. But

just why it does so, one cannot tell. Its greatness is subjective: it just

is.

The third number on the programme was composed by a Finn,

forty-nine years old today. Jean Sibelius is now the head of the Finn-



234 The Haverfordian

ish Conservatorium—a state institution supported by the senate.

In Sibelius one finds the genius of the Finnish race: the languid mysti-

cism of the East, the vigor of the West. Sibelius is unique—he can be

compared to no other composer, because above all he is Finnish. His

material is from the Kalevala (collection of Runes and Folk Lore

gathered by Prof. Lonnrot in 1835). His favorite subjects are Tuonela

(Hades) and Kuolema (Death), as conceived of in the legends of

Suomi (Finland).

Separating man from Hades there circles a stream, the waters

of which are black and ominously still, though the current is rapid.

The Swan of Tuonela, uttering a strange wild song, glides in majestic

course upon these terrible waters. The poem is a "dark dream of

mysticism"—but there is greatness in the theme. The Song of the

Swan is not mere anguish, nor is it hopeless terror; it is, to be sure,

unutterably sad, but there is in it the beauty of resignation—the ac-

ceptance of the inevitable. In the voice of the Swan, it seemed to

me that Sibelius has given us a very fine conception of death from a

pagan viewpoint.

The finale of the concert was Rimsky-Korsakow's brilliant, scintillat-

ing Spanish Caprice. This former naval ofificer is entirely free from

the melancholy or the violent methods we unjustly attribute to the

Slavic temperament. Rimsky-Korsakow's outlook is very clear and

objective; he sees what he wishes to portray and paints it with much
skill. He is a master of onomatopoeia. Above all his Caprice strikes

one as interesting—his use of cymbals, castanets, triangle and other

paraphernalia keeps your eye jumping from one player to another.

His orchestration is, I suppose, impressive; but somehow after that

haunting song of death in The Swan of Tuonela the antics of the

orchestra failed to make me feel the soul in the Caprice. The Caprice

rises in a grand finale—the climax is reached.

The folk about me grab for hat and hatpin. The concert is over.

I seize my umbrella, jam on my felt and scramble cut.

And as I saunter down Broad Street towards Penn Square, I meet a

friend and he asks me my impressions of the concert.

And I truthfully answer:

"Brahms is smoking a pipe—no, it is an English horn—he is speak-

ing and I am deeply impressed. But my feet are asleep and I must

run—run, for the stream of Tuonela approaches, sinister, irresistible.

Now I see Rimsky-Korsakow and Enoch Arden ; they dance a fandango

;

Korsakow loses his spectacles dodging the chandelier; he grabs for

them. Alas, it is too late! the Swan of Tuonela stretches forth its neck
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and—gobble!—the spectacles are gone! Poor Korsakow! Poor Swan!

Dum, dum, dum, what is that? The fandango again? No, it's bullets

—

bullets falling in the pot."

In the outskirts of a certain city in Japan there lives in a rustic

cottage a blind samuraii. He is old and he is much honored. Most of

the day he spends in trimming his garden plants, but at times men
gather at his home. And after the ceremonial tea has been drunk,

this venerable man draws from a lacquered box an object covered

with soft yellow silk. Carefully unwrapping it, he holds in his hand

a bamboo root. The root is dark with age and pierced with holes.

Then deftly placing the shakii-hachi to his lips he blows

—

And lo
—

"a tenderness invisible seems to gather and quiver about us;

and sensations of places and of times forgotten come softly back, mingled

with feelings ghostlier,—feelings not of any place or time in living memory."

In Satsuma there are musicians—some of them military men—who
play upon the feiwa. And when they play the "Battle of Sekigahara,"

it is said that strong men weep.

These artists are not to be found in studio or concert hall. Despis-

ing money, often living in poverty, these bards sing on unmindful of life's

petty ways.

In ancient Attica Pan ''culls the swaying reeds to cut them in uneven

lengths and bind them side by side. Then, placing them to his lips, he

sighs The clear notes glide out across the fields. Some-

times they are very sad and men who hear them weep; sometimes they

are loud and clear and men who hear them laugh and sing; sometimes

they are shrill and men draw their cloaks about them, dreaming of singular

things."*

After hearing a symphony orchestra, it is refreshing to remind our-

selves how near to our reach Heaven has placed what is beautiful, and

how the great and true may be found by the simplest of means
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By Eugene M. Pharo, '15.

ARESOUNDING smack, or I should say the sound of a resounding

smack, awoke the Professor from troubled slumber on his rope

and corn-husk bed in the little hotel at Kellum, Pennsylvania.

Half awake, his ears were again assaulted, this time by words evidently

meant to be angry, issuant from the mouth of Mary the cook. It was

five-thirty and from the clatter of tin the Professor judged the words

were spoken to the milkman.

"You just try to kiss me again! Just try it and see what you get!"

Another smack smote the air—this time with a long-drawn-out

sweetness.

"Why, you bold man! You did it! Well, you can have—me heart."

The Professor rolled o\er with a grunt of disgust and looked at the

calmly smiling features of his slumbering spouse.

In the course of the next half-hour the clang of the breakfast bell

awoke them both.

"Oh, Henry," quoth the Professor's wife, " I've just had the strang-

est dream! A great bull with a jangling bell about his neck was after

me. And you caught him by the horns and broke his neck, because

you loved me so." A third kiss disturbed the torrid serenity of the

summer morning.

They descended to the breakfast table. The usual assemblage was
in evidence about its heavily laden area. There was the fat man, whose

stomach shook the table when he laughed ; and the thin man, who
never laughed at all; "Old Maid" was his sobriquet. Near the end,

old Elmer the peanut man mouthed his food across from a strange

arrival of the preceding night. That is, he was strange to the Professor

and his wife, but he seemed to know the rest.

"Why, Elmer, you're not married yet! The last time I was here

I was sure you was standing for double harness!"

"I ain't got nobody to take me," whined Elmer. "Perhaps if I

didn't have these knots on my face I might o' had a chanct."

Elmer was undeniably "knotty" about his visage and neck.

"It ain't that I don't want to— I sure love the ladies—God bless

em!

The Professor smiled, choked down his cabbage and ham and walked

to the Post Office for his mail.

On his way he passed a knot of the young "bloods" of the village.
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" I went to town last night."

"Where'd youse go?"

"Oh, Queen Street
—

'Big Anne's.' She's some class, fellers, and I
—

"

The Professor blushed and hurried by, feeling very stiff and creaky.

In his abstraction he bumped into a bunch of girls, sixteen years

old or so, returning with the mail.

"Did you get a letter from 'Punk,' Irma.-' I got one from Jimm>'.

He'll be here next Saturday to the picnic. 'Oh, it's good, good, good.'

You kid, but we'll have some fun."

The Professor muttered something about "silly girls," and entered

the "General Store" and Post Office.

Notices from home announced that his cook, his good cook, was

leaving after fifteen years of faithful service. She was going to marry

the butcher's delivery man.

The Professor read the rest of his mail on the way back to the

hotel. It contained nothing very interesting. His sister's child had

another tooth. Son Paul had found another "peach of a girl" at At-

lantic City. "Really serious this time, Dad." Dad smiled.

On arriving at the hotel he gave his wife her mail and an affectionate

kiss, and went upstairs.

Comfortably seated in his room, he lit his calabash, drew a pad

towards him and started on an article for the Atlantic Monthly. The
dear man wiote three thousand words before the next Saturday, in dead

seriousness, affixed his title" The Unnatural Predominance of Sex Interest

in Modern Fiction," and confidently awaited an approving check.



Syrinx. Pastels of Hellas

Mitchell S. Buck; Claire Marie, New York,

IF
the object of Mr. Buck's work is to interpret the sensuous epi-

cureanism which so strongly characterized the art and life of the

wealthy Greek colonies in Asia Minor, Sicily and southern Italy,

he has undoubtedly been very successful. His pastels present the ideals

of the Hellenic voluptuary with taste and refinement. The sparkle

of the winecup, the merriment of the feast, are well set ofif by the pic-

tures of sylvan and pastoral life. One finds Pan and Dionysus, the gods

of rustic life, ever in his pages. There is an abundance of verdant

glades, of tinkling fountains, of piping shepherds and joyous nymphs.

The tutelary gods of wood and stream are seldom far from the poet's

lips. Nor is the mysterious element in Greek thought neglected The
mysticism of Apollo worship, notably in the pastel entitled " Delphi," the

night and its manifold secrets, are delineated with the hand of an artist.

DELPHI

On the wide green slopes of Parnassus there is a marble temple, a

very holy temple in the eyes of men, where a god speaks in a mysterious

way.

Purified by the ritual ablutions, clad in spotless white and crowned

with laurel, a young priestess, very pale and very beautiful, approaches the

dread chasm which opens upon the underworld.

Her flesh quivers at the approaching ecstacy, her breast rises and falls

in the divine afflation, her eyes darken with prophecy. How proud she

is to be the mouthpiece of a god! But at length her limbs

relax, her head falls forward and, very slowly, she begins to speak.

But I—/ love the simple gods of the woods and fields; they are nearer,

they speak more gently, and their voice is the song of birds and the murmurings

of the night.

The author proves himself a master of the difficult pastel form. His

coloring is orientally rich without being garish For instance, an ex-

ample in the beautiful word painting, entitled "Lesbos."
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LESBOS

Upon the bosom of this sun-kissed sea, beneath fair skies, caressed by

gentle southern winds, perfumed like enamored sighings, lies the Isle of

Dreams.

Its marble cliffs, bright with anemone, fragrant with myrtle, rest like

glorious temples on the blue luaters. On the flowered grass among the

olive groves or shadowed by the pines where lapping waves caress the sandy

shore, virgins and youths, inspired with beauty, walk singing, hand in

hand.

In the bright cities, laughter fills the air, mingling with pulsing music

and fresh voices. From the altars of the sanctuaries, thin filaments of in-

cense waver out, diffusing through the sunlight.

There Sappho lives to sing of love. There young Lanchus, white-

limbed and beautiful, pours from the glittering wine cups crimson libations

to the gods. And over all, the breath of desire floats like a perfumed cloud.

And yet, even to one who knows ever so little of the Hellenic life and

culture, it would seem that Mr. Buck's fleeting pastels interpret only

one phase of the glorious whole, and that phase neither the most im-

portant nor the most enduring. One searches in vain through his work

for any trace of the stern spirit of Lacedaemon; there is little that seems

to bear the stamp of Attic inspiration. Something there is of Sicily, and

yet, when one compares "Syrinx" with the matchless pastoral idylls

of Theocritus, the modern work seems a trifle strained, a trifle unnatural,

by contrast. Mr. Buck seems to have taken the Asiatic Greeks as

his models, and to have based his work on the poetry of the second and

third, rather than on that of the fourth and fifth centuries. The at-

mosphere of his shadowy pastels suggests the twilight, not the dawn
or the noontide of Hellenic literature. And yet, even though they must

be considered, in some measure, the product of a decadent age, these

"Pastels of Hellas" reflect, albeit faintly and imperfectly, the richest

poetic literature that the world has ever known. In their delicate

shading and true sense of artistry one may well find rest and relief from

the noise and clangor of the everyday world.
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Ex-'46

David Sands Brown, Jr., of

the Class of '46, died at Bala, Pa.,

on October 3d, at the age of 87.

Mr. Brown was born in Philadel-

phia. He entered Haverford in

1841 and left the following year.

He became a manufacturer and

later married Miss Catharine P.

Stewardson.

Dr. R. M. Jones has published

a review of Shand's "Foundations

of Character" in the October issue

of Present Day Papers. Dr. Jones

considers this work "a masterly

piece of psychological study,"which

"will for many years be recognized

among the leading books on those

great, subtle forces that make hu-

man life—namely, the instincts,

emotions and sentiments." He
thinks, however, that Shand does

not place sufficient emphasis on the

formative influence of the intellect,

will and ideals on character. But
he covers the subject of "the inner

life" with the care and complete-

ness of scientific investigation.

Dr. Jones considers of especial

interest the author's classification

of human sentiments and emotions

under "systems," instead of treat-

ing them as elements. An instinct

is differentiated from an emotion

by the fact that the former is only

conducive to one kind of behavior,

while an emotion, even of the sim-

plest nature, has "a variety of

different kinds of behavior con-

nected with it."

Anyone who reads this book
sees how unfounded and mistaken

is the idea that sentiment is effem-

inate. In fact no "solid charac-

ter" can exist which is not the

growth of sentiment.

Dr. Jones says the book contains

so much thought and is so scien-

tifically written that it is not easy

reading. But anyone who is in-

terested in this subject, will be

amply repaid by its perusal.

'82

George A. Borton published

an article in the June number of

the Journal of Biblical Literature,

in which he shows that a sabbatical

year is alluded to in Galatians 4:10.

This proves, Mr. Borton goes on to

say, that the Epistle to the Gala-

tians was written at the end of the

year 54 or the beginning of the

year 55 A. D.

He also has two articles in the

Sunday School World; one on a

New Testament account of the

creation, the other on the "De-
cipherment of the Hittite Inscrip-

tions."

'85

Articles by G. A. Barton have

appeared recently in the Biblical



Alumni Department 241

World and in the Journal of Bib-

lical Literature.

'87

The Macmillan Company pub-

lished in July a volume of nearly

six hundred pages by Dr. Henry
H. GoDDARD, on "Feeble-Mind-

edness, Its Causes and Conse-

quences."

'88

J. E. Johnson, Jr. delivered a

very interesting lecture on "The
Recent Developments in Cast Iron

Manufacture" at the Franklin

Institute, 15 S. Seventh St., Phil-

adelphia, on October 8th. In his

paper Mr. Johnson discussed the

present theory of cast iron, ex-

plaining its deficiencies, and point-

ing out the unknown or neglected

quantities which cause them. He
connected up this completed ex-

planation with the known facts of

practice in regard to coke and char-

coal irons, and finally described a

method for converting ordinary

coke iron into a product superior to

the best charcoal iron, at low ex-

pense. Samples of the converted

material were shown, together with

photomicrographs of its structure.

The lecture was illustrated by

lantern slides.

'89

Warner Fite has an article in

the October issue of the Harvard

Theological Review on "The Motive

of Individualism in Religion."

'92

Mrs. John Peart has announced

the marriage of her daughter Caro-

line to Christian Brinton, on

Thursday, October 15th. The
ceremony took place at West Ches-

ter.

'93

Charles J. Rhoads was recently

elected governor of the new Fed-

eral Reserve Bank of Philadelphia,

which was formally organized in a

meeting of the directors at the

board room of the Girard Trust

Company. Mr. Rhoads, who was

vice president and treasurer of the

Girard Trust Company, will be the

active executive head of the new

institution, the chairman being the

representative of the Federal Re-

serve Board at Washington, D. C.

It is generally understood that Mr.

Rhoads will resign his position with

the Girard Trust Company, in

order to give all his attention to

the duties of governor of the bank.

'96

Dr. Thomas H. Haines has been

chosen chief psychologist of the new

psychological bureau now being

established by the State Board of

Administration to study and place

juvenile delinquents who are com-

mitted to the Administration

Board. Dr. Haines will have to

classify such delinquents by mak-

ing an exhaustive psychopathic

study of them, and determining

their mental and physical defects.
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He has been a professor of psy-

chology in Ohio State University

since 1901, and first assistant phy-

sician in the Boston Psychopathic

Hospital for the last fifteen months.

His connection with the Boston

Hospital, which is recognized as

the greatest of its kind in this coun-

try, well fits him for the work he is

about to assume.

Dr. Haines received the degrees

of A. B. and A. M. from Haverford

in 1896. Later, Harvard conferred

upon him the degree of Master of

Arts, and also of Doctor of Phi-

losophy. He received his M. D.

degree from Starling, Ohio, in 1912.

Two years of his study were spent

in Europe. He studied mental

diseases and defectives at Munich,

Germany; Zurich, Switzerland;

and London. From March until

June of this year he acted as half-

time professor of psychology at

Smith College, Northampton, Mass.

'97

Rev. Elliot Field recently left

the church at Wissahickon, Phil-

adelphia, to assume the pastorate

of the First Presbyterian Church

of West Hoboken, at the following

address: 252 Palisade Avenue, West
Hoboken, N. J.

The engagement is announced

of Edward Thomas, to a Brain-

tree, Massachusetts, girl.

'00

W. W. Justice, Jr., has recently

been appointed as a member on

Philadelphia's Foreign Trade Ex-

pansion Committee.

The Class of 1900 expect to cele-

brate their fifteenth reunion next

June. Arrangements are already

being made for this anniversary of

the class.

'02

An article on "The Influence of

the Popular Ballad on Wordsworth
and Coleridge" by C. Wharton
Stork appears in the September

issue of the Publications of the

Modern Language Association.

'03

Franklin E. Barr and Miss

Elsie Smith, of Newark, N. J., were

married on November 5th. Their

home will be 5820 Morris St., Ger-

mantown, Pa.

The 1903 Class Letter has been

issued by Dr. H. J. Cadbury, the

class Secretary-Treasurer.

Henry H. Garrigues is re-

ported to be still in the employ of

the Penn. R. R., but to have been

transferred to Broad Street Station

in an important position. He is

living in Ardmore.

J. E. Hollingsworth is in-

structor of Latin and Greek in

Whitworth College, Spokane,Wash.

This college was formerly in Ta-

coma. Mr. Hollingsworth has been

head of the Greek department at

De Pauw University.
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Dr. H. M. Trueblood has

taken up the duties of his appoint-

ment in the department of Physics

at the University of Penns>'hania

and is living at Haverford.

'05

Marion B. Seevers has entered

into a partnership with George E.

Brammer and Fred W. Lehmann,

Jr., for the practice of law under

the firm name of Brammer, Leh-

mann & Seevers at 517-20 Fleming

Building, Des Moines, Iowa.

'06

The engagement of Mr. Thomas
K. Brown, Jr., and Miss Helen W.
Barnes, of Philadelphia, has been

recently announced.

Roderick Scott, who was re-

cently married to Miss Agnes

Kelly, is assistant Y. M. C. A. sec-

retary at Vincennes, Indiana. Scott

expected to return to Petrograd

as secretary of the Y. M. C. A. in

that city, but was detained by the

war.

'08

M. Albert Linton recently

read a paper at the annual meeting

of the American Actuarial Society

at Milwaukee, dealing with certain

features of the mortality experi-

ence of the Provident Life and

Trust Company.
Announcement was made that

for the paper read last year the

Society had awarded Mr. Linton

the prize of $100 for the best paper

presented by an Associate.

'09

Henry Doak is now on the fac-

ulty of the University of North

Dakota.

T. K. Lewis is practicing medi-

cine at Merchantville, N. J.

H. M. Lutz was married to Miss

Jennie Lind on September 1st.

Chas. B. Thompson is an interne

in a Boston hospital.

OVER 360 SAMPLES OF

GOOD LETTERHEADS

\^OU will find here an unique display so

arranged that you can see the entire

number in 5 minutes, or you can profita-

bly spend half an hour; a wide range of

prices, plenty of good colors in both paper

and ink, and a type display suitable for all

kinds of business, from the professional

ones for the lawyer and doctor on up to

the elaborate ones for the business that re-

quires that kind.

You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet,

''Where To Buy Letterheads."

ACTON m^'^^
29 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

PHILADELPHIA
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Percival B. Fay is Associate

Professor of Romance Languages

at the University of California.

Lawrence C. Moore is engaged

in the practice of medicine at Chat-

ham, Pa.

The Haverfordian

"Careful Handling and Quality"

Send us Your Suitings to be

Dry-Cleaned, Scoured

and Pressed
At Reasonable Rates

Walter C. Sandt is pastor of

the Holy Trinity Lutheran Church

at Cattsauqua, Pa.

R. A. Spaeth is on the faculty

of Clarke College, Massachusetts.

The Spiers Junior School, Devon,

Pa., opened for the scholastic year

1914-15 on October 1st. M. H. C.

Spiers is headmaster of this insti-

tution.

'12

W. H. Roberts, Jr., was mar-

ried on September 28th to Miss

Helen Boyd Kester at Christ

Church Chapel, 20th and Pine Sts.

Mr. and Mrs. Roberts intend to

build at Moorestown, N. J. next

spring.

L. M. Smith has returned from

mission work in China, and is

studying at the University of

Pennsylvania.

Lance B. Lathem is studying

the piano at the Leefson-Hill Con-

servatory, Chestnut St., Philadel-

phia. He also has many pupils in

Chester and on the Main Line.

'14

Thomas R. Kelly is teaching

at Pickering College, Newmarket,
Ontario.

Our College Agent

Mr. I. Thomas Steere

Aubrey Howell Richard S. Dewees

Insurence
HOWELL & DEWEES

SPECIAL AGENTS

Provident Life and Trust Co.
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(Ebitorial Comment

ADVERTISING HAVERFORD—LET IT BEGIN

LAST June a certain effort to secure for Haverford a fair representa-

tion of Philadelphia schoolboys found expression in an article,

"The Energetic Alumnus," published in the Alumni Quarterly.

To quote President Sharpless: "The percentage of rejected appli-

cants to Haverford is not large, perhaps ten per cent There ought

to be twice as many applicants as at present," the author of the article

in question comments, " It is necessary to swallow our pride to look at the

percentage of rejections with a view of increasing it, or else to claim that

every admission is the admission of a paragon Football, soccer,

and what-not teams have been lauded to the skies with the score against

them at least 48-0, 4-0, or 290-15! With due respect to the

members of the Phi Beta Kappa, the holders of Corporation Scholarships,

prizes for reading, writing and arithmetic, how do we know what standard
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of scholarship we have? Complacency is a congenital character-

istic of the jelly-fish, and also a baccalaureate acquisition of a Haver-

fordian."

That this comparison is not over-drawn is shown by the fact that

four months passed by after the publication of this article with many
comments, but absolutely no action from the Alumni body. It remained

for the public-spirited founder and editor of the Alumni Quarterly to

appoint an undergraduate committee to tabulate schools and school-

boys. It remained for the Board of the Alumni Quarterly, at a meet-

ing held late in October, to organize a plan of campaign.

From the standpoint of the undergraduate, a reform of some sort is

urgent. He is weary of the formula: "No, Haverford, not Harvard.

No, it's just outside of Philadelphia. We have one hundred and eighty-

five, but we hope to grow. Yes, we're just a mile from Bryn Mawr."
He is weary of the ineffectual running of as many college activities as

grace a university. He longs for greater specialization, and more time

to devote to his work. He sees the defect in a Founder's Club which urges

proficiency in a few activities when there are not enough proficient men
to go around. He looks forward to the time when restriction to a few

activities shall be a necessity rather than a rule.

The manufacturer increases his sales by bettering his product, or

by increasing his publicity. Some favor the first method. They would

enlarge our equipment and strengthen our Faculty. Others have con-

fidence enough in Haverford's wares to demand their advertisement.

Both plans are necessary to progress, but it is the second of the two which

makes the stronger appeal at this time.

Whatever the method adopted, Haverfordians must be unanimous

in their desire for prompt action. Too often at Haverford the wheels of

reform grind slowly and not even exceeding fine. The premise is granted

—we wish more students. The Alumni Quarterly has our confidence.

As yet in its infancy, it has had the courage to originate a plan of great

import to the future of Haverford. It should be properly authorized to

take the next steps in the campaign. Whatever policy may be outlined

in its next issue, let the Quarterly, its sponsor, carry it to completion,

and let whatever power to which it appeals exercise discretion in naming
properly authorized persons to organize the new work.

K. P. A. T.



WHERE IS OUR SENSE OF HUMOR?

THE above question was lately asked by the News in an article

deploring the seriousness with which Wogglebug football games
were beginning to be regarded. We beg to suggest that this sense

of humor in a distorted form may be found in some of our Thursday
meetings.

We are such an industrious body of students, and we do so hate to

lose any time, that some of us make good use of the meeting to gain some
much-needed sleep. Others seek nourishment in gum-chewing, carrying

on business in whispers, or reading. Then again, in accordance with our

spirit of efficiency, when something worthwhile is being said, we pause

awhile to listen. And there is no doubt that at the end of four years of

this industriousness we gain some good. When, however, remembering

that a certain amount of play is necessary for every hard-working man,

we start to make use of meeting to laugh outright at the speakers, our

desire for recreation and our sense of humor are decidedly out of place.

Our lack of reverence and our disrespect are largely due to the fact

that we do not realize that we are in a house of God. There are no

stained glass windows, no imposing paraphernalia of worship, and no

soft-toned music to "soothe the savage breast." The simplicity of a

Friends' meeting-house is beautiful when we realize the sincerity and

refinement which it embodies; but simplicity is not always impressive

and the average college man is perhaps more susceptible to display than

to any inward workings of his soul—at least judging from his behaviour

in worship. Add to this lack of impressiveness the disrespect for authority

on the part of the American youth, and the Quaker system of preaching

whereby there is exercised little control over who should speak, what

he should say, and how he should say it, and we get some of the behaviour

which has disgraced Thursday meetings of late.

Taking all this for granted, however, there is no reason why the

Haverford man should not be manly enough to exert a little more self-

control. If he cannot be a Christian, he at least can be a gentleman.
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By Edgar C. Bye, '15.

THE chief crime possible to an American poet is to remain among
the Hving after publishing a few verses. Dead poets command
respect for th ir successes and intelligent sympathy with their

failures. The second offense is like unto the first. It is the audacity

of dar'ng to be original. The successful poet of these United States

must deliver his goods in Grecian urns or Cloisonne vases. The carpet-

bag is anathema.

In 1871, a thin little volume appeared in London, bearing the title

"Pacific Poems," and containing two rather long efforts in narrative

verse. Anonymity awakened interest, as usual. Reviewers were very

kind. The St. James Gazette attributed one of the unfathered twins to

Browning. When the modest author emerged from his third-floor back,

he proved to be, not Browning, but an eccentric American by the name
of Miller. Here was a chance to lionize. The lionizing began, with

much joy to all concerned, including Miller, who felt that, at last, his

feet were on the first rung of the uncertain ladder. He soon brought

out "the book," as he fondly calls it, and had it dubbed, "Songs of the

Sierras." Literary London found the author amusing, as it had found

Robert Burns once upon a time. Miller's life had been so romantic,

don't you know? especially since everybody had such a deliciously

uncertain idea of just what it had been. He was said to have been

miner, journalist, renegade, filibuster, lawyer (no climax intended!).

Here was the companion of the notorious Walker, here was the original

Joaquin Murietta, here was the tall Alcalde—right here in London,

gentlemen—civilized and rendered approachable by a year on the Conti-

nent. The British press was enthusiastic—their encouraging remarks

form the pathetic collection of clippings preserved by Miller in the last

collected edition of his works. Not so in America. The lion returned

to find himself scarcely more in honor than before he had sailed. After a

period of journalistic work in the East he returned to his beloved West,

where he produced several volumes of verse, at least one successful novel,

and a mall group of plays. "The Danites," dramatized from the novel,

kept the boards for a season, although Miller afterward wished that he

had never written it. The play and the novel are negligible; the verse

has been treated as if it were so, too. One two-volume history of Ameri-

can literature devotes a half-page to the accumulation of cobwebs and

dust upon its memory; ; nother octavo ignores Miller entirely. Th



An Uuappreciated Pioneer in American Verse 249

death of the poet last year eHcited perhaps a score of magazine articles,

as if nothing in his life became him like the leaving it. The current

encyclopedias accord him a paragraph. Truly, the path of the American
poet leads but to neglect

!

Now that he has expiated the crime of being alive, perhaps one may
venture to inquire into the enormity of his other offense—originality.

It was this tendency which made him the victim of the lionizing process

—

a process, please note, indicating merit, and by no means disgraceful.

The fact is that the perspective of the British critic in reviewing a trans-

oceanic poet is truer than that of the American critic. The Englishman

realizes that the poetry of a young country, deficient in national experi-

ence, must exhibit crudity if it be truly indigenous. The great poets of a

country are those who are a product of the type of civilization in which

they live, and the interpreters of it, not those who are the finished masters

of an exotic culture. It is therefore inevitable that the greatest poets

of these United States should exhibit the most glaring faults. Long-

fel'ow, Bryant, Whittier, even the gifted Poe, while they wrote verse of

varying merit in the English tongue, have contributed to the corpus of

English literature, but have done little or nothing to found a distinctively

American school. If there is to be an American literature which will be

more than a transatlantic English literature, it must be built, not merely

upon the peculiar tint of its local color, not upon the flavor of its dialect,

but rather upon a fundamental difference in the national genius which

motivates it. Since our national genius is immature, our great poetry

must be immature. The poets of America who have sought to emulate

their English predecessors are little old men, holding their learned noses

in big books, when they ought to be in the backyard apostrophizing

pushmobiles. American critics have been unable or unwilling to ac-

knowledge the immaturity of our national experience, and, after lining

up American poets against a conventional background, have praised those

who harmonized with it and damned those who did not. The English

critic, by supplying the pr-per background, has been able to see the

incongruity of the traditionalists and the real greatness of those who,

while they were an appropriate part of the landscape, sharing its faults

as well as its beauties, were nevertheless egregious. Hence it is safe to

say that when the thoughtful Englishman hailed Joaquin Miller as an

American poet, he was not entirely deluded by the romatic charm of an

unfamiliar local color. The man was delivering American goods.

No one will claim that Miller was a great poet. His faults are

obvious. He allowed his natural lyric ability free reign before he had

learned the essentials of his art, much as he allowed his moods and pas-
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sions to control his conduct before he had learned to live. In this, by
the way, he was not wholly un-American. Born with a poet's heart, he

fed upon Byron and Swinburne; bred to a wild, free, open-air life, he

crystallized his emotions in verse not incomparable to theirs in its ro-

mantic quality and its felicity of expression, but lacking unity of purpose,

judicious balance, and artistic restraint—again, not unlike his life, and

not altogether un-American. For this reason his long poems are largely

unsuccessful, the conspicuous example being "The Song of Creation."

Perhaps the best of them is "The Arizonian," the poem which the St.

James Gazette attributed to Browning. In an entirely different line,

"The Ideal and the Real" most nearly approaches success. It is need-

less to enlarge on the characteristic defects by which both of these efforts

are marred.

Most of Miller's work is narrative. He excels in short descriptive

passages. In "Joaquin Murietta," the early poem from which he took

his name, for instance, he bids us

"Behold the ocean on the beach

Kneel lowly down as if in prayer,

I hear a moan as of despair,

While far at sea do toss and reach

Some things so like white, pleading hands.

The oc an's thin and oary hair

Is trailed alon the silver sands

At every s'gh and sounding moan."

From the impossible drama called "Ina," we cull this fine bit

"'Tis midnight now. The bent and br ken moon,

All batt r'd, black, as from a thousand battles.

Hangs silent on the purple walls of heaven."

When he says,

" The long, white moonbeams reaching there,

Caressing idle hands of clay.

And resting on the wrinkled hair,

And great lip pushed in sullen pout.

Were God's own fingers reaching out

F om heaven to that Lnesome place,"

one is reminded of Cy: ano de Bergerac's dying conceit,

" Vous voyez, le rayon de lune vient me prendre.
"
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His youthful ancy delighted in descriptions of beautiful women.
Again and again, throughout his work, he returnes to the theme and

elaborates it with tropical luxuriance. To take a single example, one of

the most restrained, perhaps

"Her long, strong, tumbled, careless hair,

Halj curled and knotted anywhere,—
By brow or breast, or cheek or chin.

For love to trip and tangle in!"

Miller's skill in transmuting commonplace and even disgusting

details into poetry is similar to Masefield's, and not inferior. For in-

stance :

"And then a half-blind bitch that sat

All slobber-mouthed, and monkish cowled,

With great, broad, floppy, leathern ears,

Amid the men, rose up and howled.

And doleful howled her plaintive fears."

Or this delicate master-touch from the poem on "Attila's Throne,

Torcello,"

"Some snails had climbed the throne and writ

Their silver monograms on it

In unknown tongues."

But enough of quotation. The examples given are sufficient to illus-

trate the lyric and descr ptive power of the man. It is hardly to be ex-

pected that he will be remembered for such jewels as these, scattered

here and there through the pages of his six volumes. No doubt his fame

will rest on such scrap-book effusions as "Is It Worth While?" "In

Men Whom Men Cond mn,"or "For Those Who Fail." And, perhaps,

in the production of these and their reception by the public (I do not

say it disparagingly) , there is, again, the note of Americanism.

Miller is greatest in short pas-ages or single lines. He lacks the

power of sustained effort, a deficiency which may not be so damning

after all, if Poe's heory 'n regard to the imposs'bility of a long poem be

tenable. It is for this reason that his bes lyrics are those short sets of

verses prefixed to his longer poems, especially the ones which introduce

th? "Songs of the Sierras" and the "Songs of the Sunlands."

The "Songs of the Sierras'' was the book which had to come out as

soon as Miller found that an audience awaited him in London. It con-

tained his earliest eflorts, and we may now say, his best. It was in
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his book that the English reviewer saw the element which was not

British. It is upon this book that the reputation of Joachin Miller,

as an American poet, will rest. Even though we do hear the splash of

"the beautiful, high-born rain" on the Rialto and smell the aroma of

the alfalfa in Torcello, nevertheless, we do not find ubiquitous in the

later poems that indigenous quality which characterizes the poet's work
before his Continental tour. If Miller had followed consistently his own
sincere conviction that "the world has no use for two Homers or even a

second Shakespeare, if he were possible," we might have had five volumes

of virile Western verse as the product of his more mature genius—more

songs of the Sierras without the juvenility of the first—instead of sundry

Byronic fragments scattered through four volumes, and a single book-

full of promising Americanism.

It has been suggested that Miller's English admirers were carried

away by the romantic atmosphere of a far country, mistaking what was
merely unfamiliar for virgin soil. In addition to what has been aid

in regard to the cor ectness of the British perspective, it only remains

to indicate briefly that the originality of Miller consists, not solely in

th nature of the material with whi h he worked, but in the essential

spiritual peculiarity which motivates his songs. It is hardl possible to

prove this within the limits of this essay, but, ju t as the attempt has

been made to show, by means of a few characteristic quotations, that

Miller is really entitled to the designation poet, so here a few examples

may serve to suggest, if not to prove, his Americanism.

It should be said at the outset, that here, as elsewhere, the faults

are those of an immaturity never outgrown, and of a technical ignorance

never dispelled. The greatness is in short passages and in the intro-

ductory lyrics rather than in the construction of the long narrative

poems, except, possibly, "The Arizonian." This poem may be called

the poet's masterpiece in the line of work to which he gave most atten-

tion—namely, narrative verse. When we consider Miller's lyrical power,

together with h's incapacity for sustained effort, we cannot but feel,

in spite of the mediocrity of the verses included in "The Ultimate West,"

that he would have succeeded better if he had crystallized his tropical

emotions into short lyrics instead of into lengthy narratives.

If you doubt the essential Americanism of the "Songs of the Sierras,"

read the first few pages of "Walker in Nicaragua" with a mind free from

patriotic prejudice. You will find there love of life in the open, love of

strife for gain and glory, side by side with a recognition of the beauty of

home-life and peace. You will find a noble confusion of moral values, a
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tendency to justify by argument what has been done, unwisely, out

of the fullness of a good heart.

"/ did not question, did not care

To know the right or wrong. I saw

That savage freedom had a spell,

And loved it more than word can tell.

I snapped my fingers at the law,

And dared to laugh, and laughed to dare."

" The standing side by side till death.

The dying for some wounded friend.

The faith that failed not to the end.

The strong endurance till the breath

And body took their ways apart,

I only know, I keep my trust.

Their vices: earth has them by heart;

Their virtues: they are with the dust."

It may be said that these are not distinctively American qualities.

This is not the place to discuss the American character. Whatever view

one may take, few will deny that they were qualities characteristic of

the environment which Joaquin Miller was interpreting. They will

hardly be found in such combinations, and so emphasized, in any other

literature. Throughout the poem the same spirit is present, often more

prominently than in the examples given. The same rhetorical com-

mendation of the quiet life and the same longing for it in the midst of

stress and passionate effort, characterizes "The Arizonian." What a

strange combination of New England and the Southwest one finds in it!

One other example must serve to express, in closing, the essence of

Joaquin Miller and his Westland. It is the lyric which introduces

"Ina." The local color is characteristically luxuriant; but there is

besides a supreme expression of the wild, unmeasured, unsuccessful

efforts of the poet to crystallize the transcendant thoughts and expe-

riences which swept his soul. His spiritual strife and his comparatively

insignificant results are but a reflection of the travail of our nation.

Parturiunt monies, nascitur ridiculus mus. The lines are these:

—

"Sad song of wind in the mountains

And the sea wave of grass on the plain.

That breaks in bloom foam by the fountains,

And forests, that breaketh again

On the mountains, as breaketh a main.
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"Bold thoughts that were strong as the grizzlies,

Now weak in their prisons of words:

Bright fancies that flashed like the glaciers,

Now dimmed like the luster of birds

And butterflies huddled as herds.

"Sad symphony, wild and unmeasured.

Weed warp, and woof woven in strouds,

Strange truths that a stray soul had treasured,

Truth seen as through folding of shrouds

Or as stars through the rolling of clouds."



"WW
By Jack G. C. Le Clercq, '18.

An answer to Dr. Burgess and to any others who fail to see why America

should favor the Allies.

EVERY nation directly or indirectly concerned in the present war
has published declaration after declaration testifying to its

innocence in bringing about this titanic struggle which seems

to have shattered modern civilization with one blow ; however, on the

Day of Judgment it must and will be proved that the guilt of the

present catastrophe lies upon Germany. France is being blamed for

being instrumental in beginning the great war, because she has been

ever fostering the feeling of revanche in her children's breasts by drap-

ing the statue of Alsace-Lorraine in Paris with black.

No greater error can be made.

The royalist party in France (which is in a very great minority),

with Leon Daudet and Charles Maurras at its head, has again and again

done all in its power to stay the socialistic doctrine of anti-militarism;

because it was the only faction in the republic able to foresee what
was going to happen, and because it was well aware that disarmament

for France without the disarmament of every nation in Europe would be

nothing short of sheer folly. Thus we see that the sociaUst party in

France was the first advocate of disarmament, but that it was stopped

in its inefficient desire; this movement was excellent, no doubt, but to

the salvation of France the royalist party saw that Germany would

never abide by it.

Therefore France had to keep up the race with Germany, and in order

to do so she appealed to the emotional patriotism of her sons by putting

in mourning the effigy of a possession which she had come to consider

as her own.

And then, in a burst of patriotism, the French government had the

three-years military service practically decreed; Germany thereupon

saw that it must deal a swift blow if it wished to subdue France.

Just then a scandalous trial and a ridiculous verdict staggered all

France, and one and all the people were ready to accept a king—either

the king of the Belgians or Philippe VH, due d 'Orleans, the exiled prince;

Germany had another reason for attacking France, for the hour of the

salvation of France was about to come with royalism and the old regime.

In striking France and the republic a swift-dealt blow, Germany
expected to see the French royalists side with her against the republic,
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but she did not know what French patriotism was; and to her intense

surprise, royalist and republican, socialist and imperialist, with a wave

of enthusiasm, sinking all petty governmental differences, flocked to the

flag as brothers and as Frenchmen in defence of the patrie against a foe

at its very doors, menacing it with ruin.

And Germany committed a similar blunder regarding the Irishmen

and Home Rule.

These reasons are all political, of course, and perhaps some years

after the war we may find them entirely erroneous; but France is espe-

cially emphatic on one point, and that is, that she is fighting Germany
more than the Triple Alliance.

France herself sympathizes with Austria against Servia's cowardly

action; she sees that Russia must, some day, take Germany's place,

and that another War of the Nations must ensue—she is fighting against

Germany for all that she holds dear: Ufe, liberty, democracy, justice,

and Alsace-Lorraine. But now the question arises: what point of view

is America to take?

It is the duty of America to sympathize with the Allies, because from

France and England is she risen, because in the very earliest days of

American civilization, England and France gave her the best of their

blood and sent her the men whose seed now forms the nucleus of greater

America, because the Allies are now fighting for all that America respects

:

universal peace, liberty, freedom and the Federation of the World, because

if Germany wins this war America, free and democratic, will find herself

face to face with Germany, autocratic and fundamentally despotic.

America has other reasons yet for favoring the Allies. She well re-

members that France helped her to gain her independence and that it was

largely thanks to the help of Lafayette that George Washington , the Father

of American Liberty, was able to bring about the freedom of his motherland

.

And then, last of all, come the reasons of sheer humanity, fellow-feeling

and brotherhood; she sympathizes with the Triple Entente because

Germany has put to the sword man, woman, and child, because she has

made of prosperous Belgium a desert and desolate waste, because she

has destroyed masterpieces of human architecture, inspired by God and

dedicated to His glory, because she has made the rivers red with blood

and the countryside horrible to behold with the mangled and gory bodies

of the slain.

To think that not even the Red Cross flag, in addition to the sanctity

of the place, could deter the Germans from shelling the glorious Cathedral

of St. Remy at Rheims, and what is yet more shameless, it had been used

for none other but religious and humanitarian purposesl
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But by destroying the Cathedral of Rheims and depriving France

of it, she has nevertheless bequeathed to France a Parthenon—a never-

to-be-forgotten memorial of France at bay against the Lion of Germany.

And Louvain? what of Louvain?

"My heart bleeds for Louvain," remarks the war lord, but will

words ever restore the beauteous city hall, even if they be sincere and

heartfelt?—a thing incongruous with the Kaiser's character. America

will give but one thought to the present events in Europe, to the Belgian

homesteads broken up, to the Belgians without a morsel of food, to the use

the Germans are making of floating mines (a degradation to which none of

the Allies have ever descended) ; now that the Angel of Death is hover-

ing over the battlefields of France, spreading death and desolation on its

path, America will call on Germany to repay the havoc she has wrought.

In the Court of Civilization, in the "Parliament of Man," in the

Justice-House of "the Federation of the World," with the martyrdom

and crucifixtion of Belgium, with the vandalism of Rheims, with the

needless loss of guiltless life on the high seas, with the utterly godless

irreverence of William IH, with the terrible famine, poverty, wrong and

death staring her in the face, the United States of America, in the glory

of her justice and magnanimity, will absolve Germany of any worldly

or material sentence, leaving her to remember these remarkable lines

from the pen of the newest of England's poets:

"But after the day there's a price to pay

For the sleepers under the sod.

And He you have wronged for so many a day—
Listen and hear what He has to say:

'Vengeance is Mine. I will repay.'

What can you say to God? . . . . . ."



pallabe of Autumn

By Felix M. Morley, '15.

Across the gentle golden glow

Where summer, fickle to the last,

Lies dying, decked with splendid show.

Unmindful that her reign is past;

Above where birds are flitting fast,

Round the soft bud the warmth deceives,

A strange, mysterious sound is cast:

The rustle of the falling leaves.

But when the evening zephyrs blow,

Sweet harbingers of wintry blast,

Foretelling gloomy sleet and snow,

December days and skies o'ercast.

Then every green enthusiast

Thinks with dismay of past reprieves.

At sunset comes a dread forecast:

The rustle of the falling leaves.

The brook his voice has lost, and slow

He cringes through the woods, aghast;

Some subtle change is in the flow.

Reflected from the dull clouds mass'd,

Sunless, in sullen legions vast;

Oh, strange effect that night achieves

When hearing, with a mind outcast,

The rustle of the falling leaves!

Envoi

Friend, since thine own free choice thou hast,

Whether to sun or shadow cleave,

Must then -with fading life be classed

The rustle of the falling leaves?



By Yoshio Nitobe, '15.

" There is a tide in the affairs of men,

Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune. ..."

Part I

BY the Tobyhanna stream, which flows through the Pocono hills,

there is a gnarled and ancient pine, beneath which the needles

have fallen season after season. The forest fires which swept
the hills, by some providence or other passed on either side of this tree,

leaving it unscathed. Later, saplings and birches grew up on the charred

ground, over which the pine stood forth in rugged prominence, domineer-

ing the forest.

One sultry summer's day, when the sky was brazen clear except for

the miasma which lurked along the river banks and which seemed to

render the very atmosphere torpid, a party of picnickers gathered beneath

the shadow of the pine. The party consisted of an elderly man and
some eight young people, the girls in middy-blouses and the men in white

flannels.

The elderly man was tall and, in spite of his white hair and beard,

very erect. From under his shaggy brows his eye at times peered with

a far-away look; then again his glance would brighten as someone ad-

dressed him, and his almost stern features would soften into lines of

the utmost beauty. On his rugged countenance were stamped those quali-

ties which spell the master man, and with it a spirituality which added

to strength the power of a seer. Dr. Matthew Kirk was a Quaker minister

and scholar. Traveled and lettered, with friends in every walk of life

and clime, a man of hard work and practical ideas, he was withal a

prophet—the kind whose hand guides the plow along its furrow while his

eyes are set upon the stars. And from the eminence of spiritual power and

intellect, Dr. Matthew Kirk looked forth upon the world and wherever

he beheld suffering or wrong, there went his prayers and efforts for its

rectification.

When the sandwiches, the salad and all the good things had been

eaten, and the spoons and cups had been packed away, the picnickers

threw themselves upon the fragrant needles to chatter and laugh awhile

in merry groups, and to rest till the heat of the sultry day had passed.

But gradually the merriment of separate groups subsided , as one by one

they stopped in their chatter to listen to Dr. Kirk. For as the pine be
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neath whose branches he sat, dominated the sapHngs of the forest, so did

this master of men dominate the group around him.

And among those that Hstened there were two whose earnestness

and interest were the object of Dr. Kirk's special attention.

One was a German girl, who was studying at Vassar. Her home
was in Berlin. The other was a Japanese navy officer attached to the

Imperial Embassy in Washington. Lieutenant Masunosuke Matsudaira

was the son of a nobleman.

"You, Gertrude Von Tirpitz, and you, Lieutenant Matsudaira, are

from nations which glorify arms. You perhaps will not agree with me,

but, in the eyes of God, the profession of arms is the profession of murder.

The God of Love and the Prince of Peace cannot distinguish the murderer

who in passion kills a fellowman from the soldier who, with a bayonet,

throws himself upon the enemy."

"Ah, Dr. Kirk," exclaimed the young German girl feelingly, "do not

say so! It is that his fatherland may live that the soldier kills in battle

"Yes, Fraulein, it is that his own ends may seemingly prosper that a

man commits murder," answered Dr. Kirk.

"But, Doctor" said the Japanese lieutenant quietly, "did not

our Jesus say that 'greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay

down his life for his friends'? Surely, to die for the Emperor, and that

others may live, is righteousness?"

"Lieutenant Matsudaira, I have great respect for Bushido and the

knightly code of honor inculcated in the Samuraii, but that does not mean
that there is not something better. If to die were the ambition of a

soldier, he would take the first opportunity to get shot by the enemy.

But instead, he hides behind trenches, in the shadows of the forest, and

picks off the enemy; for his ambition is not to die, it is to kill. If,

unfortunately, he gets shot, his comrades say he has done his duty

—

not because he was shot, but because he did his best to kill before he got

shot! At the moment when a soldier feels the sickening crush as his

rifle butt sinks into a human brain; at the moment when his opponent

grows pale, gurgles and flutters his eyelids as the bayonet seeks his

inwards and the warm blood spurts and gathers on the cold steel—does

the soldier think of love? Is his soul filled with a sense of love for his

emperor, for his wife and children leading him on to run the danger of

losing his own life? No! his soul is filled with hate. Kill, kill, kill is all

that urges on his being. And therefore, Lieutenant Matsudaira," and

here Dr. Kirk became very earnest, and he lowered his voice so that only

Gertrude Von Tirpitz and the Japanese could hear, "if you have accepted
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Christ as you say you have, His call to you in that passage which you
mentioned is this, that you should go home to your country and renounce

arms and speak of the 'greater love' which alone can lead to righteousness

and your country's greatness."

The Japanese navy officer bowed his head for a moment in thought,

then he looked up with a rather puzzled expression and smiled—a Jap-

anese smile. To the occidental it may mean anything, whatever his

imagination or suspicions may figure: to the Japanese it meant, "I

appreciate your earnestness, but I do not agree with you. I do not

understand. But let there be nothing but pleasantness between us
"

Lieutenant Matsudaira said:

"I thank you for your kind advice. I will think the matter over."

It had started to darken and little rifts of clouds scurried overhead.

The ominous hush of an approaching storm was broken only by the

treacherous gusts of wind which whined in the tree-tops and rushed

down the ravine.

Then suddenly great drops of water splashed on the dust-parched

leaves, followed by a regular tattoo—the vanguard of the approaching

storm. Before the little party of picnickers could gather up their odds

and ends and start home, a veritable cloud-burst deluged them, driving

them to seek shelter beneath the pine.

To the howl of the wind and the driving rush of the rain, lightning

soon added new terrors. Some suggested walking home; others, wait-

ing, while Dr. Kirk advised them to get out in the open and face the

rain, rather than stand beneath a tree in danger of being struck by light-

ning. Two of the girls, however, refused to budge, saying they preferred

getting struck to being drenched to the skin. The truth was, they were

terrified. In this commotion, in which the poor campers could hardly

hear each other above the storm, a bolt of lightning struck the pine, tore

one side open to the heart, and striking the ground by the campers,

rolled off towards the ravine. The whole party were flung violently

to the ground—all they saw was a blinding glare of light, all they felt

was a terrific crash.

The lieutenant struggled to his feet and extended a hand to Gertrude

Von Tirpitz.

"Are you hurt?"

"No—look out for the Doctor."

They both started. Matthew Kirk was still sitting at the foot of the

shattered tree. His face had turned to the whiteness of his hair; his

lips were apart as in benediction; his eyes peered straight before him

with that far-away look.
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The lieutenant scooped up a palmful of water and laved his brow.

Dr. Kirk fluttered his eyelids; then his strong, pale lips enunciated, so

lightly that only Gertrude and the Japanese could hear, the words : "I

fear not, for God is love."******
It was evening, two weeks after the terrible accident. Dr. Kirk had

been buried in the forest, in obedience to his will. The summer colony

was adjusting itself to a new order of things.

In that time Lieutenant Matsudaira and Gertrude Von Tirpitz had

been much together, and now the young sailor was to leave on the mor-

row.

" Masunosuke, will you never forget me?"
"Never!"

"Are we—are we, then, really in love?"

"Yes,—it is not a dream. It cannot be: it is too fine, too beautiful

to be but a mere dream. It is love, and there is nothing that can stand

between us; for is it not true that God Himself is Love?"

"Yes

—

Godis Love. How beautiful is the idea! But do you remem-
ber Dr. Kirk saying that? It meant something so impractical to him—

I

couldn't understand him."

"Neither could I, but perhaps we may be able to discover it some-

time when we—you and I"—and Matsudaira pointed to the roseate

sunset glow—"are away beyond."

"Yes—perhaps."

"And now, farewell— I go!" The young Lieutenant clicked his

heels together and saluted
—"My Admiral!" he said laughingly, and

was gone.

Gertrude Von Tirpitz sat on a moss-grown rock and cried like a

little child.

Part II

Several years later, Japan as ally to Great Britain had been drawn
into the maelstrom of the Great War.

Lieutenant Matsudaira, after years of experimentation, had invented

a terrible explosive which had become a secret of the Japanese Ministry

of Navy. A 14-inch shell loaded with Matsudite would burst into several

large fragments powerful enough to shatter a gun turret and into

thousands of splinters, which sought out every nook and cranny within

a hundred yards' radius of the explosion—each piece red-hot and setting

fire to everything inflammable within reach. The poisonous gases

released by one shell were powerful enough to kill a company of men in
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close marching order. Because of the tremendous killing power of his

discovery, the Imperial Household had conferred on him the Second

Order of the Rising Sun, and the Ministry of Navy had raised him to

the rank of Commander.
In spite of these honors, on a certain day in December the fol-

lowing conversation took place in the office of the Ministry, Hibiya

Park, Tokyo. Three men were present, the Minister of the Navy,
the Chief of the Yokosuka Admiralty, and the Chief of the Intelli-

gence Department. The last-named was a man called Akiyama: for

certain reasons the names of the others are withheld.

The Minister: "Mr. Akiyama, what have you to report concerning

Commander Matsudaira?"

Akiyama: "Your Excellency, I have to report that correspondence

still continued from Berlin until after the Ultimatum of the 15th. From
certain trustworthy sources in Germany, the lady is a distant connection

of Admiral Von Tirpitz. The lady is also a close friend of Lieutenant

Hegelmann, who was in Tsing Tau on the 27th of July, but has since

not been reported upon. Probably he is on one of the 'lost' cruisers."

The Minister: "Is that all? Is there no evidence in the letters?"

Akiyama: "The letters are very difficult examples of the Obvious

Class. Their tone is that of love, but a man from the Ministry of Justice

and I hope to decipher them by tomorrow night. We have certain

clues. We are, however, positive that the Commander has no copy of

the formulas of Matsudite in his rooms."

The Minister, relieved: "I am glad of that, but otherwise your

report is exceedingly unsatisfactory. I for one have perfect confidence

in Matsudaira. How has he been behaving of late. Chief?"

Chief of Admiralty: "As usual his behavior has been unimpeachable

excepting for some rather suspicious talk of pacificism. I am afraid he

is a socialist."

Akiyama :

'

' Yes, your Excellencies, he is a very suspicious character.

"

Admiral: "But this suspense is bad: I would sacrifice my best

friend to be sure that that Matsudite formula was safe; in no small

manner does the glory of our Empire depend upon that secret."

Just then a buzzer rang beneath the Minister's desk. The Minister

pressed a button, the door opened, and a frock-coated secretary entered,

bearing a telegram. It had been received in the building.

The Minister opened it, gave it a glance, rose and handed it to the

Chief of the Yokosuka Admiralty.

He read: "The two German cruisers, Breslau and Scharnhorst,

sighted in square 463, steaming S. S. W., 14 knots. 9.18 a. m. Despatch-

Boat, Suzuya."



264 The Haverfordian

The Chief went to the phone: " Yokosuka Admiralty, Room Seven!

Hello, Plan Number S-47, relative to square 463 plus submarine Ka-3 im-

mediately. Order of Chief of the Admiralty."

The Minister: "Who is in command of Ka-3?"
"Lieutenant Katsura, sir."

"Replace him by Commander Matsudaira!"

"Yes, sir, but
"

"If he fails, Matsudite is safe. If he succeeds, we need not suspect

him."

The Chief again went to the phone: "Release Lieutenant Katsura:

Commander Matsudaira commands Ka-3."

A few minutes later, in Yokosuka, Masunosuke Matsudaira was
ordered to lead the submarine against the Germans. He donned his

service uniform, gathered up a few odds and ends and went straight for

Dock No. 6, where the Ka-3 was lying sleek and sinister. On the way
an orderly handed him some letters. He jammed them in his pocket.

At the dock a small group were gathered together. On board the sub-

marine the engineers were going over the oil-engines with a last caress;

on deck a score of men were, rapidly taking down the railing, the flag-

posts and a machine gun.

As Commander Matsudaira approached the group, the officers lined

up and saluted. A staff officer stepped forward and handed him his

orders. Matsudaira bowed, received them and saluted in return. A
command spoken to a lieutenant, who barked them at his sailors, and the

ropes were cast off. The engines whirred and Ka-3 was off. In and out,

past the great grey dreadnaughts and battle-cruisers she glided, and to

the harbor mouth, where she zigzagged through the mines. The
beautiful green hills of Yokosuka receded ; the silent battleships were lost

in the shadows and faded away. The droning whirl of the engines and

the rush of the waters alone broke the silence; then at times a wave
would fall, pounding the steel deck of the ship with a hollow boom.

And off in the dim horizon, in the neighborhood of Square Number 463

of the Pacific, lurked her prey; and at the thought of it Ka-3 seemed to

laugh and to shake the spray from her sleek steel sides.

"Commander, she rides nicely today; all is ready below."

"Yes, Lieutenant, she pulls like a she-wolf at her leash. Lay off

everyone possible and tell them to go to bed. No talking—they've got

to sleep. We will sight the enemy at about daybreak."

"Yes, sir."

Then the sun set and the twilight darkened with all its roseate

glow; into the black night, with the roar of her engines muffled by
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the blanket of the sea, scurried the Ka-3. In the little water-tight

conning tower sat three men: the Lieutenant with charts and instru-

ments before him, an ensign at the wheel while Commander Matsudaira

scribbled in the log.

Finally he closed the log and sat awhile in thought. Then as if at

a sudden memory, he pulled a letter from his pocket. He glanced at

his two companions; with set, determined faces they were peering into

the darkness. Their lips were compressed and they talked in whispers;

their eyes were illuminated with a strange, cruel light. Then furtively

he raised the letter to his forehead ; if he had been an occidental he would

perhaps have kissed it. He opened the letter and read

:

Berlin.

My dear Commander Matsudaira:

I can no longer call you by your first name. You are an enemy of the

Fatherland and I must hate you. Not only must I hate you, but I do hate

you, for you are a Japanese and I abhor your nation. Whatever may have

passed between us is upon receipt of this letter annulled.

I have given my hand to Lieutenant Hegelmann, your old rival and an

honorable man. Your navy will have a sore reckoning when Lieutenant

Hegelmann meets them; for he is on the Breslau.

Gertrude Von Tirpitz.

For a time Commander Matsudaira sat perfectly still: step by

step he reviewed his friendship with Gertrude, their common ideals,

their confidences, and finally his first meeting with her at Pocono. Yes,

he remembered it all—could he be the same man who, clad in flannels,

had gaily picnicked in the Pocono hills? What was he doing cooped up in

this little steel box full of volcanic explosives? Why was his brow so

feverish? Why, though his voice was steady, did that queer lump make
him swallow so often—and why did these men of his flit around so si-

lently beneath the waves of the sea, with that tense, hungry look in

their eyes?

Then, as if recovering himself from a trance, he shrugged his

shoulders, and said half aloud:

"Ah, she was only a woman!"
No sooner had he spoken than he began to wonder whether he had

really said it or not. Could Masunosuke Matsudaira, whose ideals were

so high, to whom Gertrude had meant all the world, suddenly dismiss

the whole matter by saying, "Ah, she was only a woman"?
Then he slowly reread the letter and this time he smiled.

"Ah," he thought, " Hegelmann on the Breslau! What luck!"



266 The Haverfordian

A couple of hours later, when dawn was starting to lighten the east'

the man at the wheel leaned over to the Commander and said

:

"Smoke ahead, sir."

Matsudaira pressed a button, pulled a lever or two and gave out

some orders. The the combined bridge and conning tower was opened

and ten sailors crawled out on the slippery deck and removed the wire-

less apparatus and adjusted the periscope.

Half an hour later the tanks were opened and Ka-3 sounded; the

two cruisers were right ahead. The men were at their positions, the

torpedo tube loaded. Matsudaira made a rapid tour of the boat. To
the torpedo crew he said:

"I salute you—we go to die for our Emperor!"

"Yes, sir! and to destroy the enemy, Nippon Banzai!" they an-

swered in unison. Their voices were hoarse from suppressed excitement,

and their sweat-seared faces glistened and their eyes gleamed terribly

in the dim unnatural light.

Commander Matsudaira took his position at the periscope. The
two mirrors swept the sea. The Scharnhorst was first, the Breslau follow-

ing her. By maneuvering he had gotten ahead of them, and with speed

lowered, the Ka-3 stood by, waiting for her prey. With eyes fastened on
the periscope, he kept calling out the degrees with the utmost precision:

"27-28-31-40-43," etc. The wheel swept back and forth in response.

Commander Matsudaira could now distinguish the officers on the bridge

:

they suspected nothing.

"27—ready—Pull!" he shouted. The Lieutenant yanked a lever:

on the sign board in front of the torpedo crew flashed out the word

Fire. A short metallic click, the noise of the water rushing into the

empty tube, and the Ka-3 seemed to buck as she vomited forth the

torpedo. Then the crew breathlessly glued their eyes on Matsu-

daira. Excepting for the unearthly pallor of his face, he seemed more

like a scientist studying the stars than a fighter, as he peered at the mir-

rors. Suddenly his face relaxed, a horrible grin spread from the corners

of his thin lips.

"Struck!" he shouted. At that word the torpedo crew burst out

in a devilish yowl: "Nippon Banzai, Teikoku Banzai!" Their naked

bodies feverishly sprang into action as they charged their tube anew.

"21! Pull!"

Again a moment of suspense. This time the torpedo struck the

Scharnhorst amidships and finished whatever work the first one had left

undone. The Scharnhorst seemed to rise in a thousand fragments and,

as if in agony, literally torn in two, she plunged into the sea.

Matsudaira grinned and as if in a trance kept saying.
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"Matsudite, Matsudite—oh, what a powder!" An exultant satis-

faction and pride filled his heart.

Through the periscope he could see the tossing of arms, and here

and there the pale speck of a face. Though no sound could reach him

except the whirl of Ka-3's engines, there suddenly crashed upon his

hearing the moans of the drowning and the mangled. He looked about

him. Were those naked men with gleaming eyes and cruel faces his

men, his crew—doing his will?

The Ka-3 was now opposite the Breslau.

Mechanically he shouted:

"22!— .

" Then it seemed as if his voice choked. "Lieutenant!"

he shouted, "hard to port!"

The Breslau loomed big and passed unharmed.

"Thank God!" he whispered.

"Shall we fire, sir?" cried one of the men.

Matsudaira only answered,

"To Yokosuka!"

Part III

The news of the victory had been wirelessed ahead, but the crew of

Ka-3 could only think of the Breslau they had not even fired upon.

They could not understand it, but they kept their silence.

The Ka-3 glided into Yokosuka harbor; the great dreadnoughts

and the battle-cruisers were not silent this time. They thundered their

applause with guns and sirened their greeting with horns, for Ka-3, their

little sister, had gone forth and killed.

Unheeding the congratulations showered upon him, and as if living

in a dream, Matsudaira boarded the first train for Tokyo.

At the Ministry of Navy everybody stood aside to allow the hero

to pass. Matsudaira went straight to the Minister's office.

"I have come to ask permission to inspect the formula of Matsu-

dite," he said simply. "I have observed its action in use and I wish

to make some changes."

The Minister of the Navy called his confidential secretary.

"Allow Commander Matsudaira access to the archives."

Matsudaira followed his guide past several guards into a subter-

ranean hallway, at one end of which was a small steel door. The sec-

retary unlocked the combination, switched on the electric light and

entered. Matsudaira beheld a small chamber lined with countless

boxes, each with its steel door and combination. He could hardly

believe that this un-awe-inspiring, apparently unguarded vault con-
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tained maps, manuscripts and communications for the possession of

which certain powers would have given millions.

The secretary opened a box labelled, "In Reference to Matsudite,"

and removed a manuscript bound loosely together.

"These, Commander Matsudaira, are your papers," he said smil-

ingly.

The navy officer grasped them eagerly.

"Are there no loose papers?"

The secretary turned his back to look. Matsudaira removed a

small bottle from his pocket and dashed it over the manuscript. Then
with a single motion he lit a match and set fire to the invaluable papers.

The flames flared up to the ceiling; the secretary turned in utter

astonishment.

Matsudaira whipped out an automatic and covered the secretary.

"I beg your pardon, sir, but on penalty of death I ask you to be

silent."

The secretary could scarce believe his eyes; he looked at the flam-

ing pile—at that countless treasure which he regarded as almost holy,

disappearing to blackened ashes. And then he looked at the features

of Matsudaira-—at this maniac, this traitor, this anarchist; and his aston-

ishment grew to wonder. The feverish anxiety on Matsudaira's coun-

tenance seemed to leave him and pass away with the ruddy glow of the

charred embers. And the secretary more and more marvelled at

his calmness.

When the last scrap of paper had been burnt, Matsudaira held the

automatic by its barrel and, bowing, handed it to the secretary. The
secretary, as if dazed, mechanically accepted it. The two passed out

of the vault together without a word.

But in the heart of Masunosuke Matsudaira was great peace; for

the first time in his life he felt at rest, and it was because he had under-

stood. To himself he murmured:

"I am not afraid: God is love."

Many, many months later, in a fashionable apartment on the

Unter den Linden, Fraulein Gertrude Von Tirpitz was entertaining her

future husband. Captain Hegelmann. The two sat together on a sofa

in a trim little parlor; Gertrude was presiding over a tea-table. Out-

side the curtained windows, the rain pattered gently and the arc-lights

were shimmering on the wet pavements. The rumble of traffic sounded

like the wash of a distant sea. . . .

"Yes, Gertrude, it was early dawn—I was on duty on the bridge,
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when suddenly the Scharnhorst was struck. Ah, it was terrible! By
bad seamanship we were so close that we could not go far away, and in a

twinkling, the cry of " Unterseeboot " rose all along our decks. The
ugly beast passed right by us. We could not depress our guns suffi-

ciently to hit her—and it happened so quickly that nothing but the ma-
chines could be manned in time anyway. Why they didn't strike us I

have no idea, unless they had run out of 'fishes,' especially since those

Japs are devils when it comes to fighting, although they are uncivilized

monkeys. Bah!"

Just then the maid entered with a letter. Captain Hegelmann

got up, stretched his legs, twirled his blond moustache, and folding

his hands behind his back, gazed out the window.

Fraulein Von Tirpitz rose and took up the letter. It had been a long

time in coming, and had evidently passed through many hands. She

read:

"My dear Fraulein,

—

"Masunosuke Matsudaira, late Commander I. J. N., on

the eve of his execution salutes you. My family have forsaken me, my
country has repudiated me. I am utterly alone. Yet there are two

towards whom my thoughts have wandered of late, and the thought of

them has cheered my heart. One of them I hope to soon see; the other

I now address.

"I am to die because I at last understand the significance of the

words, 'God is love.' To such a one the profession of arms is nothing

less than a dedication to the forces of evil and darkness.

"Do you remember the strange words which Dr. Kirk spoke to you

and to me beneath the pines of Pocono so shortly before his death?

Those words, which I did not then understand, like a spring of pure

water have bided their time and at last in their fullness have flooded

my soul.

"And though I shall never live to see that day, yet can I see it now
upon these prison walls, when there will be neither 'Greek nor Jew,

barbarian, Scythian, bond nor free, but Christ will be all and in all.'

Then the battle flags will be truly furled and the world will be ruled by

God and the parliament of man.
'

' And what I have done and what I must undergo I would not have

otherwise. The storm is over. Above all, I fear not, for God is love.

Farewell.

Masunosuke Matsudaira."

As Gertrude Von Tirpitz finished the letter, a puzzled expression

crept over her countenance; then, tossing it aside, she exclaimed:

"How odd! Fritz, won't you have another cup of tea?"
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By Douglas Waples, '14.

Far in the purple distance hangs a mist;

Deep in its bosom lie two pallid stars,

Adrift within a sea of amethyst.

These love and in their loving hold their tryst,

As far and faint they hear the grinding worlds:

Far in the purple distance hangs a mist.

Like mortal man and maiden oft they've kissed—
Those lovers fair, so pure, so wonderful.

Adrift within a sea of amethyst.

Here listening, hand in hand where toil is missed,

They watch the sun sink in the saffron sea:

Far in the purple distance hangs a mist.

Here wandering, naught unlovely is enticed

To grate against the melody of 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.



By Joshua L. Baily, '12.

HAVERFORD'S greatest product in the field of musical activity

gave his annual song recital at Witherspoon Hall, November
11, and the opportunity to hear Dr. David Bispham was too

great a temptation for the present writer to resist.

Perhaps the most convincing evidence of Dr. Bispham's popularity

in his home city was the fact that every seat in the house was sold an hour

before the recital took place, and those not fortunate enough to hold

season tickets were assigned to chairs placed on the stage, and the pleasure

of sharing the platform with so distinguished a soloist was largely diluted

by his being compelled to turn his back on this part of the audience and
stand on the other side of the piano.

Dr. Bispham prefaced his program by a brief address, in which he

stated that he believed art in general, and musical art in particular,

should be absolutely independent of present belligerency abroad, and that

his program included songs in four languages, by composers of six national-

ities. He then put his audience in good humor by apologizing for his

inability to sing any songs in Bulgarian or Turkish, as he would like to

do. To those who heard his rather severe arraignment of those who sing

"in tongues not understanded of the people," at Haverford a few years

ago, this did not seem inconsistent, but merely an indication of his unwill-

ingness to become a fanatic for any cause, no matter how worthy. Fur-

ther, Dr. Bispham deserves credit for not letting his enthusiasm for the

American composer overcome his aesthetic judgment, and so the names
of Mozart and Schumann appear on the same program with Walter

Damrosch and Henry Hadley.

The program fell materially into two parts, the second of which was
confined to American composers. The first song, from Mozart's Figaro,

like all operatic selections, seemed incomplete by itself, and it was fol-

lowed by four other songs so little known that an intelligent criticism of

them is beyond the power of the present writer. But the next three

deserve special mention. Schubert's extremely lyric version of "Haiden

Roslein" possesses all the beauty and simplicity of Goethe's poem. Per-

haps it is even too simple, and one sympathizes with the accompanist's

innovation in playing the closing measures before the song as a sort of

musical anacrusis.

The next composition was very different. One might think that

Tschaikowsky's dark pessimism would blend in unison with the despair
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and resignation of Goethe's "Nur wer die Sehnsucht kennt." Yet
there is Httle in the music alone to suggest sadness; perhaps Tschai-

kowsky did not wish to be guilty of tautology. Possibly Schubert's

setting of the same poem has a more sympathetic appeal, but such a com-
parison is unfair, since Schubert's supremacy as a song writer is unques-

tioned, and Tschaikowsky's musical ideals found most perfect expression

in the symphony.

And then came the gloomiest song of all—Richard Strauss' "Song of

the Stone-Breaker." The subject of this is the man who has forfeited his

liberty and exchanged his name for a number, and lost his very personality

and is compelled to break stone on the highway. Such a one is but little

better than a mere animal, or a machine, and the grief he feels, or would

feel, but cannot, is so great that it transcends musical expression. Strauss

appreciates this, and instead of attempting the impossible, confines

his composition to imitating the meaningless clangor of the "hammer
that breaketh the rock," wielded by a hand that works for a social order

of which it is not a member, and has no anticipation of a day when there

shall be no work.

No one can be a good accompanist without being a good soloist, so

it was only generous and courteous that Dr. Bispham saw fit to let Mr.

Harry M. Gilbert play one number alone, the first movement of a sonata

by Serge Bartkiewicz, a modern composer, showing the influence of

Chopin. In fact, the second theme is almost identical with Chopin's

Nocturne in D flat. The generous applause which followed was well

merited.

Dr. Bispham introduced his next two numbers, the Prologue of

"The Atonement of Pan" by Henry Hadley, and the Flint song from

Wm. J. McCoy's "The Cave Man," with a description of the original

production of these two compositions by the Bohemian Club of San

Francisco at night in a large grove of sequoias in the Sierras. The first

number was largely melodrama, but the second was very lyric ; both

gave excellent opportunity for the display of Dr. Bispham's dramatic

art.

Will Marion Cook's "An Exhortation" was the only song by a negro

composer, the only humorous song, and the only one to receive an encore

(Sydney Homer's "Banjo Song"). Dr. Bispham's impersonation of the

colored preacher whose enthusiasm outweighed his dignity will not be

soon forgotten by those who witnessed it.

The last song was "Danny Deaver," which Dr. Bispham has made
famous everywhere. There is little about this song to recommend it to

the average soloist ; it requires a dramatic artist to realize its possibilities.
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and Dr. Bispham is such a one. Suffice it to say that one must not only

hear, but see, the soloist in order to appreciate fully such a work of art.

The program was closed with Rossetter Cole's arrangement of Long-

fellow's " King Robert of Sicily." In the face of Dr. Bispham's dramatic

ability, the musical accompaniment of this melodrama seems a rank

tautology. Possibly it was not composed for such an artist as Dr. Bisp-

ham, but having been composed, has been retained, quite unnecessarily.

But th best was yet to come. The audience arose and began to

overflow at the exits. As I passed the artists' room and saw the soloist

surrounded by the heterogeneous verbosity of an admiring multitude,

he beckoned me to enter. In such a crowd but little time could be be-

stowed on each one, and a few seconds after, as I was walking up Broad

Street, had any one asked what I had enjoyed most, I might have con-

sidered the "Cave Man, "or the "Stone Breaker," or the "Hedge Rose,"

for they are all beautiful; but I am sure I would have decided in favor

of that warm handshake, and enthusiastic, "I am so glad to see you.

And how is Haverford?"

Earth Triumphant, By Conrad Aiken. MacMillan, $1.35, net.

AFRESH contribution to modern verse is Conrad Aiken's Earth

Triumphant. This is a collection centering about three narra-

tive poems of good length, "Earth Triumphant, "Youth," and

"Romance."
The first of these tells the story of a man's grief at the loss of his

wife, and of his final regeneration in the spring of the year by a new love.

Mr. Aiken's method is perhaps seen to better advantage here than in any

of the other poems. His attack is very direct ; his treatment realistic.

"For still the tall glass glimmered there

Where night and day she did her hair.

And over a chair-back still hung down

Her soft pink satin dressing-gown."

There is no lack of feeling:
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"He would keep

Inviolate her quiet sleep,

Keep her in her own room there,

With shutters down, year after year.

Till some mysterious dawn would break

And she would wake, and she would wake!"

Earth Triumphant is done in rhymed couplets. Unlike Noyes,

Mr. Aiken does not practise dramatic effects, or abrupt changes in versi-

fication. There is a certain haunting monotony, which, for its very

faithfulness, has a more lasting effect than verse calculated to catch the

vagrant sense.

"Youth" is the story of a domineering, Byronic young man who
commits murder for the joy of killing, flees to the country, and falls in

love with a farmer's daughter. Her influence upon him is such that his

instinct for fight and destruction gives way to the calm intention of

spending the rest of his life away from the struggle of the city. To Mr.
Aiken this is the epitome of failure, when to most it would mean the

reawakening of a better life.

"And life made slave of him Meanwhile the earth . >
Still through the starlight danced her endless song,

Turning her lad's-love to slow death and birth,

Still changing gray for green, the weak for strong;

Life's cry she heard not, knew not right or wrong;

Youth rose, youth fell; she smiled to sun, danced on,

Smiling the same smile, dancing, dawn to dawn."

In philosophy, Mr. Aiken is a believer in Youth and the free play of

Instinct. In verse, he depends upon reality and simpHcity of style. Of

all the new notes sounded in modern verse, this one, for its universal

appeal, seems most likely to live.

Mr. Aiken discredits the sentimental jargon that finds space so freely

in our magazines. Speaking, rather, of the true poets:

"Hirelings are we of the time.

God pity us! For we must seek

In city filth, in streets that reek.

Dark inspiration for our rhyme.
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And yet, from sordid and from base,

Passion can lift a shining face

And walking through a street at night

I saw a jail in soft moonlight;

And there, behind the chequered bars,

A still shape came to look at stars

K P. A. T.

Alumni department

IT
is our painful duty to record

the deaths of three of our

alumni: William C. Alder-

son, ex-'58; Charles S. Rowland,
'72, and Charles F. Lee, '07.

William C. Alderson died at his

home in Overbrook, Pa., early in

November. Mr. Alderson was for

several years connected with the

Girard Trust Company of Phil-

adelphia, having been its treasurer

in 1880 and 1881. After leaving

that company he was associated

with the Lehigh Valley Railroad,

and until his retirement a few years

ago he was for some time its

treasurer.

Charles S. Howland, '72, died

on October 23, 1914. Mr. How-
land was born at Union Springs,

N. Y., September 4, 1851, the son

of Charles W. Howland and Gu-

lielma M. Hilles. He entered the

sophomore class at Haverford in

1869, but left college during his

senior year. On December 17th,

1873, he was married to Miss Mary
C. Shipley.

He engaged in business in Wil-

mington, Del., and Philadelphia,

and later became an important and

influential officer in the George

Junior Republic in New York.

He left this office shortly before

the closing of the Republic. His

later life was marked by a period

of ill-health which extended to

the time of his death.

Charles F. Lee died at the Pres-

byterian Hospital, Chicago, on

October 17th, 1914. The inter-

ment was made at FriendsviUe,

Tenn. Mr. Lee graduated from

Earlham College in 1906, and

spent the following year at Haver-

ford. He then entered Harvard

and spent several years at that

institution, studying philosophy

and psychology. He received the

A. M. degree from Harvard in 1909.

The address of his sister, Rosa

E. Lee, is: R. F. D. No. 3, Con-

cord, Tenn.

Thanks to the courtesy of Alfred

C. Garret, we are enabled to insert

the following letter by Dr. Wil-

liam Wistar Comfort, '94, on the
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conditions in England relative to

the present war. It may serve

as the sequel to his article con-

cerning French mobilization, which

appeared in a former numbei of the

Haverfordian. The letter is

taken from the Philadelphia Even-

ing Bulletin.

Lyndhurst, Hants, Eng., Oct. 1.

I have just returned from a tour

of one hundred and fifty miles on

my bicycle in Hampshire, Sussex

and Surrey. I visited many small

towns in business and residential

districts between London and the

South Coast. Except for officers

who had established their men in

some of the country hotels, and fo.

printed directions concerning en-

listment which are posted every-

where, I should not have suspected

that England was at war.

In sp'te of the numbers of men
and horses she is sending to the

fighting line, there is no such pa-

ralysis of the national life under the

voluntary service as theie is in

Europe to-day with universal con-

scription. The roads were well

filled, not only with the motors

and motorcycles oi the leisure

class, but with the homely produce

carts and heavy drays of internal

commerce. At one place were met

hundreds of English gypsies with

their wagons and livestock return-

ing westward from the hop fields

of Kent.

There are, of course, many thou-

sands of Germans in England, who

are supposed to have been regis-

tered with the authorities. In

view of the strict surveillance

under which we had been kept in

France, it is remarkable how indif-

ferent the English are in regard to

foreigners. I had occasion to ride

thirty miles along the South Coast

from Southampton to Chichester,

and was all the way within what
they call the five-mile limit of the

shore. Passing by Portsmouth

and beneath the great forts which

bristle on the chalk cliff behind

this town, I had my papeis in

hand ready to display them at a

moment's notice. Not a police-

man turned his head even to look

at me. It was leally humiliating!

In reply to my amazed story of

the tameness of it all, an English-

man in the hotel at Chichester

remarked: "Well, you know, we
are very slow to get excited. The
people would not stand for it if

they were held up and questioned

on the road. They might think

there was really some danger. As
for catching spies, it is too late for

that; the Germans know already

all there is to know."

The fact is that in a month's

time, in the very centre of a great

concentration camp we have not

been stopped or questioned once

regarding our identity. The sol-

diers talk freely on almost any topic

connected with their work and

training, the public may follow the

troops on their cross-country

"hikes" and roam at will through
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the camp, and there are even on

sale innumerable pictures of Tom-
my Atkins engaged in all his duties

and pleasures. Amateurs stroll at

will, taking photographs of any

military scene that interests them.

Engl.\xd's Fighting Spirit

What I said of the country dis-

tricts visited awheel, is not true of

the larger cities and railroad

centres. There are several great

concentration camps where colo-

nial regiments are got into train-

ing for immediate service, and

where recruits for Lord Kitchener's

huge army are being trained to

take the field next spring. All

the railroads approaching those

military centres and the country

for miles around give evidence of

England's fighting spirit. On the

lines of the London and South-

western Railway, for instance, the

track and all the stations are pa-

trolled between London and South-

ampton. The waiting rooms in the

stations are fitted up as quarters

for the officers in charge of the

movement of troops and recruits.

The regular schedules are some-

what upset on those lines by the

frequent passing of trains bearing

troops to the seaports or carrying

wounded toward the hospitals of

the inland towns. As a rule, only

the less seriously wounded are

brought back to England, and one

frequently has some of these un-

fortunate fellows as traveling com-

panions in a third class carriage.

The country chaps who had

been wounded in the legs and feet

at Mons and Charleroi were as

lively as crickets after a quick re-

co\-ery in the hospital and all

anxious to get back and have

"another crack at 'em." They
all desire the privilege of a personal

interview with the German Em-
peror! Their vivid account of

action on the field was as graphic

as anything I have ever heard.

They all agreed that learning of

rules in advance was a waste of

time: "You soon learn how to do
for yourself under fire." And their

description of ducking shrapnel,

of lying down to fire under cover,

and their jumping up for a quick

advance or retreat over open

ground, of calculating how long an

interval there would be before the

machine guns opened up again

—

all this was thrilling when heard

from the participants themselves.

Some Defects Admitted

They all agreed on some points:

the infantry equipment is too

heavy, more artillery is needed,

shrapnel wounds are worse than

rifle bullets, and that the news-

paper editors who print letters

from privates to their families

ought to be put to torment! These

lads were as merry about the whole

adventure as schoolboys on a

holiday, and I can well imagine

the admiration of the highly strung

French for these cool, good-natured

Allies who sing their songs and

crack jokes in the trenches.
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Here at Lyndhurst in the beau-

tiful old New Forest, associated

with the life and death of some of

the earliest Norman kings, we have

witnessed the mobilization of the

Seventh Division. I may not say

how many troops are here. It

would be indiscreet to publish the

figures, and besides, I cannot get

the same from any two informants

!

Those who know what a division

is may form their own estimate.

There are at any rate many thous-

ands of them: some home regi-

ments and reservists, some from

Gibraltar and Malta, and the

Gordon Highlanders from Egypt.

On reaching here, they certainly

get a dose of hard work. Twenty
and thirty mile jaunts are in order

several times a week. Infantry,

hussars, light artillery, heavy artil-

lery—everybody goes.

They start generally early in the

morning, and after their distant

maneuvres they come back in the

dusk of the autumn evening when
the moon is already well in the sky.

No rain has left the road dusty,

and the state they are in after ten

or twelve hours of marching and

drilling can be imagined. But as

the long lines approach the vast

camp on the heath from various

directions, the men break into

songs and hurrahs for everything

and everybody. The fifes and

drums of the regulars break out,

and the Scotch bagpipes bring all

the ranks into step, and the nurses

and chambermaids to the windows

to see the kilts swing by. Then
many a kiss is thrown and the jest

passed between the whitecapped

maids and those jaunty gallants.

They are all anxious to get away,

and it is said that now their com-

plement is made up, they will be

off in a few days. How many of

them will never come back, and

how many of those superb horses

are destined to be blown to pieces!

Scrupulous Care of Horses

I meant to say a word about the

horses; they deserve it for them-

selves, because they are counted

more precious than mere men.

The cavalry horses in general, and

all the officers' horses are beautiful

creatures, long and slim like hunt-

ers, with manes clipped close and

tails bobbed, but not docked. All

whites and grays are tabooed, so

blacks and bays predominate. The
artillery beasts are, of course, of

an entirely different stock, being

on the Percheron lines with heavy

fetlocks! All are most scrupulously

cared for, being tethered in long

lines by one fore foot and one hind

foot, as well bedded in dried heather

and foddered with pressed clover

as any hunter in his box stall. The
saddle and harness of each is neatly

stacked behind him and covered

with tarpaulin against the heavy

dews. The whole camp which ex-

tends over a couple of miles of

heath is laid with water pipes con-

necting with troughs of wood or

rubber where the horses are led
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to water as regularly as in their

stables at home.

Under the very trying situations

which arise sometimes when hun-

dreds of horses are ridden to water

at the same time, I have not heard

a single word of strong language on

the part of the men, who are in

many cases trained hostlers and

who love their charges. Though
drunkenness causes the military

authorities some trouble, the lan-

guage, demeanor and attitude of

th privates toward the public is

most commendable. The canteen

is the only legitimate source of liquor

and the "publics" are out of bounds.

The great camp near us is always

alive, and offers a fascinating spec-

tacle when viewed from one of the

little hills that rise on what was

till recently the New Forest golf

links. The "greens" are roped off

to prevent damage, but there will

be no more golf for a while. At

meal times the companies line up

before the wooden field kitchens,

where each man receives his por-

tion in his mess pan. Then they

sit down in groups on the natural

carpet provided by the heather,

and eat as men do eat who live in

the open air and take such violent

exercise. The white tents stretch

as far as the eye can reach, and

if one is indiscreet enough to ap-

proach, one sees queer sights wh ch

strengthen the current belief in

the passion of the Englishman for

cold water. Each officer's tent is

provided with folding bed, table

and a rubber wash basin, beside

which stands a canvas bucket of

fresh water. The men, seventeen

of whom sleep in one of the big

conical tents, like the spokes of a

wheel have to go to the water tubs

and wash in public. Shaving is

going on everywhere and under the

most difficult circumstances. A
mirror is stuck in a tree or even laid

on the ground and the fellows get

somehow in front of it. The lath-

ering of the whole head, followed

by frequent plunges into a bucket

of water, gives a most favorable

impression of cleanliness to the by-

stander. The most comical sight

is that of the Gordon Highlander

in neglige making his Sunday even-

ing toilette. He has left off his

bonnet and his khaki coat. The
effect is produced by what is left:

flannel shirt, Gordon plaid kilties

with khaki apron over the front to

protect the shirt, bare knees, fancy

stockings and white leggings, and

a Turkish towel about the neck!

He looks like an animated pen-

wiper doing a "pas seul" on the

stage.

Ch.'^fe Under Delay
Each main section of the camp

has its canteen, its big tent for

writing and music, and another

tent where ladies serve tea. Of

course, the officers have nothing to

complain of in these admirably

comfortable quarters. But they

all chafe under the delay and wish

to be off to the front. No news

makes any difference to them.
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There is plenty to make them seri-

ous; partings between men and

women and Httle children, espe-

cially on Sundays, when they come
all the way from London for the

good-byes; Sunday services, when
solemn messages are spoken, and our

old hymns sung with tearful eyes;

printed prayers, which are distrib-

uted by the sergeants to be stuck

in their caps for use over there in

France. Yes, there is plenty to

sober up a father of a family.

But they are volunteers, every

man, fighting of his own free will

for his honor, his home, his country,

and King. And they know the

whole nation, the empire, is back

of them; back of them with-

prayers, back of them with moral

support, back of them with a thou-

sand agencies to look after their

widows and orphans, back of them

to the extent of fifty-five million

dollars for the last week without a

grudge. So they want to be off.

This is only the overture of the

great symphony of glory and an-

guish on th; banks of the Marne
and the Aisne.

After taps I step out and survey

the great sleeping camp in the

moonlight—the pointed tents look

for all the world like the ranges of

moun'ains I used to make out of

clay on the modeling board years

ago at school. It is all so peaceful,

as the sentries pace back and forth

in the soft heather behind the big

field guns.

W. W. C.

Among the Haverfordians on

soccer teams in and around Phila-

delphia are the following: Pearson,

'05; Priestman, '05; C. Long-

streth, '13 ;—all of the Germantown
Cricket Club; C. C. Morris, '04;

S. W. Miflin, '00; Rossmaessler,

'05; Brey, '09; Edwards, '10;—

representing the Merion Cricket

Club; and Cadbury, '03; Furness,

'10; Taylor, '11; E. Stokes, '14;

T. Elkinton, '14;—of the Moores-

town Cricket Club.

In this connection mention may
be made of several members of the

alumni who have officiated in

football games this fall, the names

of Thome, '04; A. Lowry, '09;

Wheeler, '12; Ramsey, '09; and

Murray, '12 ;—being most conspicu-

ous.

The Committee of the Alumni

Quarterly lunched at the Univer-

sity Club, Friday, October 30th, to

plan for the December issue. Those

present were: P. S. Williams, '94

E. R. Tatnall, '97, treasurer; J

H. Scattergood, '90; J. W. Sharp

'88; R. M. Gummere, '02; W
Sargent, Jr., '08; C. D. Morley

'10, and K. P. A. Taylor, '15. J

H. Haines, the secretary of the

Committee, was unavoidably ab-

sent.

'93

Charles Osborne is employed as

engineer in the New York State

Highway Department, having been
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located at Albany for several years Farnum's "Economic Utilization

in this connection. Mr. Osborne of History " in the last issue of the

is taking a course in shorthand and American Economic Review (Pages

typewriting, aside from his work. 1 19f.f.)

'94

W. W. Comfort had an essay in

The Dublin Review for last July, on

"Professor Bedier and the French

Epic." His permanent address is,

Care of Morgan, Grenfcll & Co.,

22 Old Broad Street, London.

Samuel W. Morris has been

elected secretary of the Girard

Trust Company, of Philadelphia.

'97

William O.Beal had a chart show-

ing the "Photographic Positions of

Comet 1911c" in X.\\e Astronomical

Journal, published August 13, 1914.

Mr. Beal received his A. M. from

Haverford in 1897.

Elliot Field is the author of a

new college song, which was used

by the student body during the

Swarthmore game.
f

Edward Thomas was married on

November 10th to Miss Margaret

Loring Dike at Braintree, Mass.

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas will be at

home after January 1st, at 841

West End Avenue, New York City.

R. C. McCrea, Dean of the

Wharton School at the University

of Pennsylvania, has a review of

The Annual Dinner of the Class

of '97 was held in the College Din-

ing Room (upper room) on Satur-

day evening, November 21st. The
president and secretary of the

class are Elliot Field and Ben-

jamiti R. Hoffman.

G. M. Palmer is general sales

manager for the White Adding

Machine Company, at New Haven,

Conn. His address is. Care of

White Adding Machine Co., York
and Grove Streets, New Haven.

'98

W. C. Janney has just returned

from an extended hunting trip in

Maine.

'00

H. H. Jenks has moved to 414

Midland Ave., Wayne, Pa.

'01

The John C. Winston Co. has

published a volume by E. Marshall

Scull on "Hunting in the Arctic

and Alaska."

'02

William Pyle Philips was mar-

ried to Miss Harriet Bininger
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Paris on December 1st, in New
York.

Shipley Brown has left his posi-

tion in the Hotel Morton, Atlantic

City, N. J., and has bought a farm

near Kennett Square, Pa.

The Class of 1 902 held a reunion

Saturday, November 21. Those

present took tea at the home of

Dr. R. M. Gummere.

Another volume of German
Classics in English has been pub-

lished, in which Dr. C. W. Stork

has several poems.

'03

Robert Louis Simkin spoke re-

cently in a meeting of the College

Y. M. C. A. He described some

of his experiences in China during

the late revolution. Mr. Simkin

is prominent as a missionary in

West China. He is studying in

the United States this year.

A. G. Dean recently gave an

address at the Philadelphia Foun-

drymen's Association.

'04

Recently a son was born to Mr.

and Mrs. H. H. Morris, at Shang-

hai, China.

Chester R. Haig, M. D., was

married to Miss Hilda Morse, of

Merchantville, N. J. The wedding

took place on Wednesday evening,

November 18th, 1914, in Grace

Church. Rev. Harold Morse, who
is Miss Morse's father performed

the ceremony.

C. C. Morris, '04, and Arthur

H. Hopkins, M. D., '05, were

among the ushers.

Ex-'04

Wilfrid Mansell Powell, son of

the British consul at Philadelphia,

is a soldier in His Majesty's Army.

'05

At the last annual meeting of the

Class of 1905, J. H. Morris, of

Bryn Mawr, was elected secretary

of the class.

A. M. '05

Ralph Waldo Trueblood and

Miss Elsie Marion Smith were

married at Los Angeles, Cal., on

November 9th.

'06

On June 13th, 1914, a daughter,

Anna Craven Smiley, was born to

Mr. and Mrs. A. K. Smiley.

'07

Micharl Henry March married

Miss Susan B. Richards, of Potts-

town, Pa., at the residence of Dr.

and Mrs. Charles W. Richardson,

in Washington, D. C, on June 10.
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Emmett R. Talnall, '07, was best '11

man.

The Class of 1911 held a re-

William R. Rossmaessler spent union the Friday before the Swarth-

this summer in England, traveling more game.

part of the time with the Merion

Cricket Club team.

On June 24, 1914, a daughter,

Alice Bent Tatnall, was born to

Mr. and Mrs. Emmett R. Tatnall.

On July 16, 1914, a son. Chap-

man Brown, was born to Mr. and

Mrs. Paul W. Brown.

On June 25, 1914, a daughter,

Sarah Willets Godley, was born to

Mr. and Mrs. Francis D. Godley.

Ex-'08

Wilson Sidwell, after spending

several years in Argentine Re-

public, is now superintending the

road and bridge construction for

the government of Paraguay. He
expects to return to the United

States in 1915. His address is:

Care Departmento de Formento,

Asuncion, Paraguay, S. A.

'10

Guy S. K. Wheeler, '10; E. Page

Allinson, '10; C. Mitchell Froe-

licher, '10; Charles Fygis Clark,

'10; and Victor Schoepperle, '11;

—

held a reunion at Town's End
Farm, West Chester, Pa., the week-

end of the Swarthmore game.

''A Live Store''

Pyle, Inne«
b Basbieri

TAILORS
'*' FOR, JO

MEN AND BOYS

Ills WALNUT ST.,

PHILADELPHIA.

is the only
kind to which

a young man
should tie

—

where the
stock is always

new; where
good taste
prevails and
courtesy rules.

Such a store is

right here and

it is becoming

more popular

every season.

The largest

g a t h ering of

Foreign and

Domestic
woollens in the

city is await-

ing your inspection and opinion.

Suits and Overcoats

Full Dress Suits

$25 to $50

$40 to $70

Pyle, Innes & Barbieri

College Tailors

1115 Walnut Street

PHILADELPHIA
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Charles Wadsworth, III, is study

ing Chemistry in the Harvard
Graduate School.

'13

The engagement has been an-

nounced of Philip C. Gifford and

Miss Helen S. Thomas, of Avon-
dale, Pa.

John U. Van Sickle and Norris

F. Hall are studying in the Grad-
uate School of Harvard University.

Mendenhall, Pickett and Porter

represented the Class of 1913 at the

Trinity game in Hartford, No-
vember 7th.

A. H. Goddard is now in Wash-
ington, D. C, working in the Civil

Service.

P. H. Brown had the honor of

presenting to the Class of 1913 its

first class baby, a boy—Harold W.
Brown—born in June, 1914. Mr.
Brown has been promoted to the

head of the Department of Manual
Training at Earlham College.

P. G. Baker is still with the

Westinghouse Electric Company,

of Pittsburgh, Pa.

Joseph Tatnall is traveling for

the Brown and Baily Company, of

Philadelphia.

C. O. Young is now located at

Washington, D. C, and is working

for the government in the Chemis-

try Department.

Joseph M. Beatty is teaching at

Pomfret School, Pomfret, Conn.

Norman H. Taylor has entered

the Harvard Medical School.

W. Webb is studying at the New
York State Library School at

Albany, N. Y.

Philip C. Gifford is teaching at

the Moses Brown School, Provi-

dence, R. I.

'14

The engagement has been re-

cently announced of Herbert W.
Taylor, to Miss Irene Lawrence, of

New York.

OVER 360 SAMPLES OF

GOOD LETTERHEADS

YOU will find here an unique display so

arranged that you can see the entire

number tn 5 minutes, or you can profita-

bly spend half an hour; a wide range of

prices, plenty of good colors In both paper

and ink, and a type display suitable for all

kinds of business, from the professional

ones for the lawyer and doctor on up to

the elaborate ones for the business that re-

quires that kind.

You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet,

"Where To Buy Letterheads."

ACTON l^!^\^^

29 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

PHILADELPHIA
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Cbitorial Comment

THE SUNDAY REVIVAL

THE Billy Sunday revival is such a dynamic event in the his-

tory of Philadelphia and forces itself so vigorously upon the

attention of every thinking person that it calls for some con-

sideiation in these columns.

There can be no question in anyone's mind that Billy Sunday is a

person of extraordinary power. He is sincere, white-hot in his convic-

tions, possessed of very unusual oratorical gifts, and he is a genius in his

use of advertising as a psychological preparation for his message. He
is as intense as a Hebrew prophet in his denunciation of individual and
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social sins, and a wonderful play of humor is joined to his powerful

diagnosis of sin.

The effect of his revival woik in other cities has been impressive

and far-reaching. He has done things which speak loudly in favor of

the effectiveness of his ministry. Thousands of men and women aie

leading Christian lives today because he reached them, and many
cities have been "cleaned up" as a result of his moving appeal.

But at the same time there is much to be regretted both in his method
and in his message. His slangy and bizarre descriptions of Bible nar-

ratives and especially his colloquial way of spealdng of God and of

Jesus Christ tend to lower the tone of religion and to obliterate reverence.

His crude and dogmatic way of dealing with the discoveries that have

been made by modern scientific and historical research is trying to one

who has learned to respect and admire the patient work of truth-seekers

and to all who are loyal to truth. His failure to appreciate the honesty,

sincerity and goodness of those with whom he differs is also a mark of

narrowness which is regrettable. The Christianity which is to win

and hold and inspire mature and serious men must minister to the

mind as well as to the emotions and must not compel one to surrender

what he knows in order to become religious. Billy Sunday will do much
good and he will probably accomplish a work which quieter and saner

methods would not accomplish, but we must not for that reason con-

clude that his type of Christianity is either complete or all-round or even

best adapted to the life and thought of our age.

RuFus M. Jones.

ANNOUNCEMENT

The Haverfordian announces with pleasure the election of William

Henry Chamberlin, '17, to the Editorial Board, and of Arthur E. Spellisy,

'17, to the Business_Board.



THE AMERICAN-JAPANESE WAR

IN the United States there is a wide-spread belief in the inevitable-

ness of an American-Japanese conflict, which at the present time

has figured largely in Congress and in the press due to the dis-

turbed condition of the world and to the encouragement of such a belief

given from German quarters.

This belief is exceedingly dangerous, for in itself it is the gravest

cause for a possible American-Japanese conflict. Some there are who
declare that the cause of the European War is Pan-Slavism, pacificists

are blaming it upon militarism, while the economist will prove that the

war was brought about by the commercial expansion of nations. One
cause, however, seems to be all-embracing and fundamental: without

it there would have been no commercial jealousy, no militarism, and
but little dread of Russia. That cause is international suspicion arising

from fear due to ignorance, and it is exactly from this stuff that

the idea of an American-Japanese conflict arises.

There is no reason for an American-Japanese conflict, but it will

inevitably come if the peoples of the two nations become so suspicious

of each other that they see in every passing rift of circumstance a storm

cloud pregnant with the utterances of Mars.

Ex-President Taft, who was Governor General of the Philippines

under McKinley and Roosevelt, lately expressed himself as follows

before the Senate Committee of the Philippines:

"Chairman Hitchcock—'Aside from the cost of maintaining the

Philippines in case of war, is it not likely to prove an issue?'

"Mr. Taft
—

'No, I do not think so. I do not see why it should.

The only power that would be likely to regard it as a desirable place

for itself and as a reason for beginning hostilities, I do not think wants it

at all—I mean in the popular estimation—^I do not think cares for it at

all, and by that I mean Japan. I was twice in Japan, and had con-

ferences with the authorities there on this very subject. They have had

quite enough to satisfy any sentiment of that sort in the difficulties

they have had in arranging matters in Formosa.'
"

Strategically—whatever that term so much bandied about by

superficial journalists may mean—the Philippines would add little to

what Formosa already furnishes to Japan. And as for colonization,

the not abnormal pressure of 342 persons per square mile would hardly

persuade a people living between the latitudes of Newfoundland and

Florida to migrate to a locality which lies between the latitudes of Hayti

and Brazil. That this is not theorizing is proved by the refusal of
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colonists to go to Formosa, which is north of the Philippines. Japan's

debt of $1,276,852,486 makes it furthermore impossible for her to support

a luxury which has cost America 2 millions, is not yet self-supporting, and

which has only 9.5 per cent farm lands of which only }/2 are tilled.

It is doubtful if Japan would take the Philippines as a gift unless

America would pay her an income to act as a nurse.

Another fear is that Japan in the course of her expansion will seize

California. It is well to remember that nations expand in the line

of least resistance. The 4,791 mile width of the Pacific hardly con-

stitutes such a line, not to mention the strength of the nation already

occupying California. If Japan is bound to expand, the 390,000

square miles of Manchuria will be found more convenient than

California.

Expansion of Japan's ego, combined with the Alien Land Law
trouble, as a reason for her fighting America, can hardly offset the fact

that of the 527 million dollars Japan exports, America takes 143 million

dollars. Where would Japan get her sinews of war?

Thus there are absolutely no reasons for such a war. And even if

they did exist, it takes two to make a quarrel. So long as the American

people refuse to be excited by jingoism, and the Federal government

tempers firmness with justice and courtesy, there need be no fear of

an American-Japanese conflict.



^rt for ^vt's; B>nkt

By W. H. Chamberlin '17.

REALLY, Kathleen, I'm afraid we'll have to put off our happiness

a little longer. You know the hard times have made me lose

a good many pupils; but I trust that, perhaps, in a few months—

"

" It's the same old story, Fritz. You sacrifice yourself, and me, and
the happiness of both of us, to some absurd and fantastic notions about

the kind of music you ought to write."

The first speaker was a young man, perhaps twenty-five years of

age. He was of medium height, with slightly rounded shoulders. His

face was pale and not particularly interesting, except for the blue eyes,

which were at once kind and abstracted in their expression. His com-

panion, a girl two or three years his junior, presented a magnificent type

of Celtic beauty. Her figure was full and perfectly proportioned. The
deep blue of her eyes was set off by the sheen of her glossy black hair.

Her complexion, a perfect combination of red and white, offered a rare

union of health and beauty. The pair were seated on a retired bench in

one of New York's larger parks.

"I don't quite understand what you mean when you speak of my
notions about music, Kathleen. I only try, humble and unworthy as

I am, to follow in the footsteps of the great masters of the past. I know
that a poor, struggling music teacher, who only dimly aspires to become

a composer, has little claim upon the love of such a being as you are; but

I can't change my nature, Kathleen, or fly through the air on wings

when Providence has only given me the means to plod wearily along on

the ground."
" I'm not blaming you for lack of ability, Fritz, but for lack of sense

to direct that ability. These masters of the past, whom you speak of

with such reverence—did they make themselves successful in life?"

"They made themselves immortal."

"That isn't the question. I mean, did they make themselves generally

known, did they enjoy their fill of fame and riches before they died?"

"On the contrary, they met with very little material success. But

the art they produced
—

"

"Oh, for heaven's sake, forget your tiresome art for a while and

think of life! Life calls to us, beckons us, opens her treasures for us to

enjoy; and you hold back with some quibble about art. Can't you see,

Fritz,"—the girl's voice took on a softer and more ingratiating tone

—

"that the strict ideas about so-called 'good' music, which are all right in
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the older countries, lose all their meaning and become senseless and anti-

quated in this big, free New World of ours? What's the use of sacrificing

all the joy and richness of life to a set of hidebound musical conventions

that no one in this country, outside of a few anaemic men and dried-up

old maids, even pretends to understand?"

"But the conscience, the artistic conscience
—

" stammered Fritz,

almost overwhelmed by this flood of arguments, supported by facts

which he knew to be true.

With a woman's quickness of perception Kathleen reaHzed that the

victory was now well within her grasp. Bending her eyes upon him in

glance of irresistible sweetness, she rejoined, in her softest accents: "Is

art always to reign supreme in your mind, dear Fritz? Do you give no

thought to me? Do you have no consideration for the fidelity with which

I have preserved my love for you through all the long hours, and the

weariness, and the drudgery of my office work?

"

"Well," replied Fritz, acknowledging his submission by an appear-

ance of roughness, "tell me plainly what you want me to do."
" Don't talk as if I were trying to persuade you to break into a bank

or commit a murder," said the girl, with a pretty pout. "All I want you

to do is to turn your great musical ability to writing something that the

public likes, something with a 'punch' in it." Fritz threw up his hands

in a gesture of protesting horror ; but Kathleen, pretending not to notice

the motion, rapidly continued: "You know, Fritz, you have a remark-

ably good opening in that line. My brother has a position in one of the

big music stores, and he has a collection of catchy verses, that only need

a good tune to make them popular hits. With your talent and industry

it won't take you any time to make yourself financially independent and

comfortable. Then everything will come out all right; you can write

all the operas and symphonies you want to; and, as for us, will there be

anything lacking to complete otcr happiness?"

"I suppose your advice is for the best, Kathleen, and yet—I can't

help feeling
—

"

" Come, Fritz, follow my counsel for this one time, and we will have

no more worry or unhappiness. You know," she said, with a charming

smile, "you musicians never do have any capacity for practical things;

you have to leave these to us poor beings who have less artistic genius."

"Dear Kathleen," replied Fritz, carried away by a sudden sensation

of love and tenderness, "I will follow you in everything, even in this."

" I knew you would be sensible, Fritz, when you saw the matter in

the right light. But now I am afraid we will have to part, for it is grow-

ing dark and the people at home will be worried about me."
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The two parted without further conversation, Kathleen feeling

content to rest on her victory, while Fritz was too dazed and confused

to offer any observation. Kathleen took the elevated at a nearby

station and cheerfully rode home to tell her brother and parents that she

had finally succeeded in overcoming her lover's inexplicable aversion to

a practical and easy means of getting money. Fritz slowly walked to his

tiny studio in a crowded East Side quarter, thinking many indistinct

and confused thoughts. Finally he reached his room, entered, and,

sitting down without turning on any light, sank into deep meditation.

The very foundation of his principles of life, his belief in art as the

supreme end, had been cruelly shaken by Kathleen's arguments. The
belief so religiously inculcated in the Fatherland, that it is the duty of

every man to consecrate his existence, as far as possible, to some higher

cause, such as State, Art or Science, seemed to have no meaning in this

strange new country, where everyone's first care was for himself.

Gradually, as he sat in the dark, his whole past life rose up and passed in

review before him. He saw himself again a boy playing in the streets

of Leipzig. He remembered his rapturous joy upon first hearing a con-

cert of the famous Gewandhaus orchestra, of which his father had been

concertmeister. Again he recalled the fond pride of his parents at his own
musical precocity; he saw himself winning a prize at the great conserva-

tory of Berlin and pursuing his studies under the celebrated masters of

the institution. Then came the crushing blow, which ruined his prospects

of a brilliant career as a pianist. His father suddenly died of heart failure,

leaving him as the sole support of his mother. It was then that he re-

solved to come to the New World, where opportunities of success, as

he had heard, were so plentiful. He had now been in New York for five

years; but the hoped-for success had somehow evaded him. He had

soon learned that a little-known foreign pianist, who had not, as yet,

achieved a Continental success, had no opening in America. The money
which he earned by the dreary routine of teaching was barely sufficient

to maintain himself and to enable him to send remittances to his mother

in Germany. He had tried his hand at composing; but music dealers

returned his carefully constructed sonatas and concertos with pitying

smiles and the information that the public wanted something with more

"snap" in it. And finally Kathleen Spencer had come into his life like

a burst of sunshine on a day of clouds and gloom. Her never-failing wit

and cheerfulness, combined with the wonderful charm of her physical

beauty, had been the one bright spot to vary the dull and uniform monot-

ony of his life. And somehow the earnest, plodding, conscientious

young German had attracted the proud and wayward Celtic beauty,
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perhaps by the very contrast between his character and hers. So for a

few months Fritz had put added zest and interest into his work, having

the prospect of a happy marriage to look forward to. But now he was

confronted by the problem of a definite conflict between his love for

Kathleen and his devotion to music. Long he wrestled with himself,

silently, in the darkness; finally the more human love won a hard-fought

victory. Rising, he lit his lamp, walked to his desk, and, with an inward

shudder, took out a packet of "popular" songs which Kathleen had once

given him to look over.

Taking up the first one that came to his hand, he looked at the

title, "Love Me While the Lovin's Good." Overcoming a strong tempta-
tion to throw the paper into the scrapbasket, he read the song through.

And as he read, a cheap and tawdry tune, fit to match the vulgar words,

came into his mind. He started to play it on the piano; but the busts

of Beethoven and Wagner, which stood on the top of the instrument,

looked at him with such an air of stern accusation that he hastily got

up from the stool and walked back to the desk. Here he took out some
sheets of music and paper and commenced to write down his tune.

As he wrote he instinctively felt that he had caught the swing and
spirit which characterize the songs popular with the American public.

The discovery, far from elating, depressed and disgusted him. "Have I,

then, fallen so low in such a short time?" he muttered. But necessity

was upon him, and he rapidly sketched out the musical backgrounds for

"Be My Little Cooing Turtle-Dove," and "Daddy Was One Grand Old
Man."

Suddenly he heard a letter strike in the box outside his door. Step-

ping out, he picked up the missive, and instantly recognized the hand-

writing of one of his old friends at the Berlin conservatory. Fritz had
watched with great interest and sympathy the development of the

mighty war into which his Fatherland was being plunged, and he tore

open his friend's letter with avidity. A good long letter it was, describ-

ing the universal enthusiasm in Germany, outlining the position of the

Fatherland in the war, and also giving Fritz news about his mother and
his other friends, from whom he had not heard for some time. But it

was the closing paragraph that seared itself upon the young musician's

mind as though written in letters of fire.

"When this mighty conflict broke out I grieved much, my dear

friend, that you were not here to take part in it like a true German. But,

as I thought more about the aims and ideals of our great and glorious

Fatherland, I came to feel that you were doing more in their behalf by
your musical work in America than you could possibly do by military

service here. For what is the motive power, dear Fritz, that is driving

us all here in Germany to go into the war, to slay our fellow-beings and
to risk being slain ourselves? It is our feeUng that the State, which has



Art for Art's Sake 293

a just claim on the lives of all of us, which is the pledge of our national

existence, is in danger of destruction. And, just as we are devoting our

lives to the preservation of the German State, so you, less conspicuously,

but no less nobly and heroically, are devoting your life to the preserva-

tion of the high ideals and traditions which characterize our glorious Ger-

man music from Bach to Wagner. Let no obstacle that you encounter

deter you from this high purpose; we, too, are fearfully outnumbered;
but we will triumph by our courage and patriotism.

Yours in devotion to the Fatherland,

Herman."
A gathering light illuminated Fritz's countenance as he read his

friend's letter; at the close he reverently folded it and thrust it into the

pocket nearest his heart. Then, walking with a firm step to his desk,

he picked up the songs and music, tore them to pieces and threw them
into the open grate. After he had carefully destroyed every one of them,

he sat down at the piano and struck a succession of bold, heroic chords

as the introduction to his new symphony. And Beethoven and Wagner
seemed to look kindly upon him, as if to encourage a new comrade to

mount with them to the serene elevation of Art for Art's sake.



PallabE of 0nt Wav

By E. R. Dunn, '15.

The town where Achilles won fame

Was burned for a fair woman's face.

And cities as great, without name,

Have come in the same sorry case.

In Babylon, Sidon and Thrace,

The stories of tragedy scan:

The cause of them all you can trace—
The way of a maid with a man.

To precedence none may lay claim;

Before the beginnings of race.

The players had played in the game,

And lost and had slackened their pace.

And won and had gone to disgrace.

In Egypt and Scythia's clan.

They felt and endured for a space

The way of a maid with a man.

brothers, not ours is the blame.

The gods also fell to disgrace.

Since Venus from white water came

And kindled the world with her face.

Now ladies in velvet and lace

Keep up the original plan,

And still as of yore they embrace

The way of a maid with a man.

L'Envoi

queens and all maids of fair face,

Come disprove my words if you can.

Before other ways I would place

The way of a maid with a man.



Cugene PrieUX: An Appreciation

By Jack Le Clercq, '18.

EUGENE BRIEUX has come and gone and the time is now at

hand for us to comment upon his first visit to Philadelphia.

His striking personality, his presence at a time when one of his

dramas was being played, and the interest attached to the advent of a

member of the Institut de France during the crisis through which his

country is passing—all these things contributed to the heartiness of his

reception here.

Hailed by George Bernard Shaw as "the most important dramatist

west of Russia," the disciple of Ibsen, the interpreter of the vague dreams

which Zola and Ibsen had not the power to transform into realities—is

it a wonder that Philadelphia received the great dramatist with open

arms?
* * *****

Eugene Brieux was born in the "quartier du Temple" at Paris on

the 19th of January, 1858. The son of a carpenter, he was left an orphan

at the age of fifteen. Unable to continue his schooling, he was left to his

own devices and obtained a small clerkship, which sufficed to defray his

living expenses.

His excellent resolutions to continue his Greek and Latin did not

last long, but he was so enthusiastic over modern writers that it was

not an uncommon thing on a winter's night to see a youth with a 25-

centimes book, leaning against a lamp-post at the corner of one of the

"grands boulevards," reading Goethe, Ibsen and Zola till his eyes could

read no longer.

And thus it was that, by sheer perseverance, rigid morality, and

uncommon ability, a penniless clerk rose to be one of the greatest drama-

tists of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries.

His ambition was then as elevated as it is still; in those days he

dreamt of becoming a missionary to the heathen, but when he saw how

great was the number of heathens among his own fellow-countrymen he

abandoned his first idea and determined to teach a lesson to his own

people.

He began play-writing by the production of a play called "Bernard

Palissy," which was acted at a " Matinee des Jeunes" at the Theatre

Cluny, Boulevard Saint Michel, Paris; the one and only time it was

put before the public was on December 21st, 1879.

This play was the dramatization of the old story in which Bernard,
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under peculiar circumstances, discovers the secret of enamel, and in

writing it Brieux had the help of Gaston Salandri.

Next came "a cheap farce" written in collaboration with Gaston

Salandri and entitled, " Le Bureau des Divorces "
; it was not good enough

to be produced and was pubHshed in book form in 1880.

Poor as these two efforts may seem, they nevertheless showed the

early bent which the dramatist's mind was taking, and so great was the

encouragement given to him, that he decided to take up literature as a

calling—we especially write "calling" because Brieux's sole aim is to

teach—and as a livelihood took up journalism.

A short stay at Dieppe, and then three and a half years at Rouen
as editor of " La Nouvelliste," made him a full-fledged journalist—" some-

what of a poet, of a philosopher, of a politician, of a lawyer, even

of a priest"
—"with a knowledge of practically every topic under the

sun."

In 1890 Andre Antoine, the revelation of the century in theatrical

staging, produced Brieux's "Menages d'Artistes," which, though it

failed, nevertheless showed that the young dramatist had, for the future,

boundless possibilities.

Two years later came "Blanchette" ; with the exception of " Hernani,"

"Cyrano," "Les Cloches de Corneville, " and " Chantecler, " no play

since "Le Cid" has been so popular; like "Le Cid" and "Cyrano" it

brought a practically unknown dramatist before the public as rapidly as

surely. That same year he was appointed associate editor of the

"Figaro," on which he worked uninterruptedly for the next twelve years,

except in 1896, when he failed to write for a considerable period of

time.

Since that date he has never looked back and has successively pub-

lished: "L' Evasion," "Les Bienfaiteurs," "Les Trois Filles de M. Du-
pont," "Resultat des Courses," "Le Berceau," "La Robe Rouge," "Les

Remplacantes," " Les Avaries," "La Petite Amie," "Maternite," "La
Deserteuse," in collaboration with Jean Sigaux, "L'Armature," "Les

Hannetons," "La Francaise," "Simone," "Suzette," and last year,

"La Femme Seule."

Seventeen plays in eighteen years is really a great record, the more

so when we remember that he also wrote in the "Figaro" and in all the

leading reviews or magazines at least once a year.

"La Robe Rouge" was produced by Arthur Bourchier at the Garrick

Theatre, London, as "The Arm of the Law"; "Les Hannetons," first

produced by the late Lawrence Irving at Hackett's Theatre, New York,

in 1909, was entitled, "The Incubus," but afterwards, when played at
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the Comedy Theatre, New York, was rechristened "Affinity," and "Les

Avaries, " or "Damaged Goods," needs no introduction or criticism.

No better idea of a dramatist's capability can be had than by quoting

that dramatist himself; we therefore translate Eugene Brieux's

" L'Armature," the last scene of the play. Baron SafTre, a multi-million-

aire, has consented to help Jacques d'Exirueil to rebuild his fortune, but

SafTre, abusing of the love that Jacques' wife bears for her husband, vio-

lates her chastity. Jacques vows to kill Saffre; at the beginning of

Act 3, SafTre has discovered that the only money left in his own hands

belongs to his wife, and that he, the great millionaire, is near to

bankruptcy.

SafTre (aside) : "Good Lord! Bankruptcy! Who is there?"

(enter his wife.)

The Baroness: "It is I. But what is the matter?"

SafTre: "I've been for a walk in the forest. But enough! (ner-

vously). I tell you I do not wish this to be discussed. Let me be!

Let me be! I've ordered this; I wish to be obeyed. (Suddenly grows

calm.) But since you are here I have to discuss my business with you,

and it will need a signature or two by you."

The Baroness: " I also have to speak about business. I should have

been shamefully frivolous had I not been moved by the seriousness of our

situation. And now I know it."

SafTre: "What do you know, anyhow?"
The Baroness: " If you please, let us talk frankly. . . . Besides, I have

no business to hurl reproaches at you ; I wish to avoid those you will

make to me."

SafTre: "What do you mean?"
The Baroness: "I am talking about our financial situation. I was

told that it was hopeless."

Saffre: "Never has my position in every respect been more satis-

factory than now."
The Baroness: "No. You are done! The minute I was warned, I

telegraphed and ordered."

SafTre: "You ordered!"

The Baroness: "I have children; could I stand, arms akimbo, and
say nothing?"

SafTre: "Do not worry about all this! If you wish us to remain good
friends, take care not to disturb things, do not hazard

"

The Baroness: "However, I have to obtain a judicial separation."

Saffre (fiercely) : "What! you would not dare to act so infamously."

The Baroness: "Yes."
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Saffre: "You wretch! judicial separation would be the most nefari-

ous deed! What are you thinking of! What financier has a fortune

capable of resisting such a depression, so brutal an obstacle to his designs!

my designs ! No, never ! . . . . You will not commit a crime against me
which will be no less criminal to yourself .... You would not have the

courage to assume so great a responsibility, adverse to your children,

whose future you would ruin, under the pretext that you are safeguard-

ing it."

The Baroness: "As far as the future is concerned, the only future

left to us is what I personally shall be able to touch from what is still

mine."

Saffre: "God! I will not let you cripple me thus! Why, the idea is

absurd! Why, Heavens! What advantages would you gain?"

The Baroness: "The three million five hundred thousand francs

which you received from me when we were married, and the other sums
of money which were bequeathed to me."

Saffre: "And those wretched little sums are what you are worrying

about when we have got four hundred millions between us?"

The Baroness: "But since this is all lost. ..."

Saffre: "No fear! .... My money is in the panic in order to come
out double! Do not stop me in the middle of my work; let me put all

my efforts into it. Did I not get nine-tenths of that huge capital off my
own bat, with only what you brought me, together with what my parents

left me?...."
The Baroness: " I beg to inform you that I have already applied .

.

"

Saffre (thunderstruck): "What? Without my consent!.... You
will at once write to your solicitor and inform him that he shall disregard

the whim of a senseless woman. ..."

The Baroness (trembling): "Well. ... by law the application must
be advertised .... it is too late. (Saffre gets up and raises his arms as if to

crush his wife; his strength gives out and he leans against a table, sup-

porting himself by his hands.)

Saffre: "You do not realize what you have done!. . . . You have
brought about my ruin .... I might have recovered .... a little while . .

.

but now failure and bankruptcy, which I never dreamt of....

you've struck me! (His face becomes expressionless.) But why? for

what reason did you not consult me, eh? Tell me that, you prosti-

tute!
"

The Baroness (terrified, in a whisper, as she escapes): "I feared

you too much." (exit).

Saffre (alone): "There are laws against you when you have sold

out. . . .when you are down. So I'll have to go to jail (bursts out laugh-

ing). Ha, ha, ha! Baron Saffre in prison! That is humorous! I will

not end thus, not I! What is it? The bells are ringing? No, that is

buzzing. . . . Come on, old man, think up something. . . .(he stumbles)
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What! dizzy? (in hallucination). Haspersheim ! Elioboth! What
do you want here? Why did you let them come in? You're here

to crumple me up! Oh, God! I'm smothering. . . .(He crosses

the stage with actions and yells of a doomed man. He pulls off his

collar and breathes loudly, his eyes bulging out of their sockets. . . .etc.,

etc )

Jacques (enters and sees Saffre) : "At last! (shuts the window and
walks towards the Baron.) You've made me the most luckless of mortals

!

By the corruption of your filthy money you have degraded my wife!

(Saffre is silent, Jacques approaches.) Speak, man, speak! (He lays

his hand on his shoulder. Saffre falls fainting in an arm-chair. Jacques
instinctively steps back with an exclamation of terror.) He is dying!

He's dead ! (He seizes him by the throat.) Not before you hear my hatred,

you cur! Not before I have made you feel the curse you've laid on me
(He shakes him.) Thief! Hound! (Saffre's corpse falls to the ground.

Jacques looking at it) : And he has not suffered !

This sample of Eugene Brieux's work brings him to the pitch of ex-

cellence (or not) reached by Bernstein, Sardou and Bataille, where the

terrible violence seizes the audience and staggers it with its very force.

Nobody more than we can appreciate the worth of Brieux's work,

but we must admit that it is far from perfect. Though we are perfectly in

sympathy with some of his doctrines, yet we believe that better methods
might be found for popularizing them than by putting them on the stage.

Brieux's "Damaged Goods" had a purpose, which was to show the

curse of certain maladies, but "Damaged Goods," however humanita-

rian and beneficial its ends might be, nevertheless inspired a score or more
of so-called "problem plays" which vied with each other in obscenity

and whose success lay in the fact that they were thoroughly degrading.

Surely the stage is not a good means of spreading certain teachings if

these are gradually forgotten and all their preaching is deliberately

contradicted by the presence of the public at exaggerated plays inspired

by those teachings!

We thoroughly agree with M. Rene Doumic, that the time has come
when we must abandon "plays reeking of the hospital " or of the slaughter-

house and return to the old tradition. Let us but examine the French

drama of today.

Bataille glories in treating themes such as consumption, which

justify M. Doumic's criticism; Bernstein works on the morbid sense

of the public by offering it violent and unhealthy situations; Lavedan,

Donnay and Capus bring up the "eternal triangle" and other old-time

plots, as adultery, etc. ; de Porto-Riche and Hervieux are as morbid as

Bataille and Bernstein; Brieux himself exposes his ideas in such a way

that they play upon our emotions; de Flers and de Caillavet, Feydau,
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Tristan Bernard, representing the connedy of today, keep up the old

tradition as handed down to them by Scribe, Meilhac, Halevy, Beau-
marchais and Nivelle de la Chaussee.

Of the more serious playwrights, Edmond Rostand alone, as a
bright star in a nearly starless firmament, shines; even if he does not

write in the old, traditional manner, nevertheless he has written following

a way of his own, wonderful dramas which do not please us by their

brutality and tension but by their own beauty and nobility of sentiment.

How far from the gambler or the adulterer of a Bernstein is the

heroism of a Cyrano or a Joffroy de Rudel

!

However, we are far more partial to the work of Brieux than to that

of Hervieux or Bataille; for, whereas the first writes with the sole purpose

of educating us, the two other writers write for the mere pleasure of

stirring up our sentiments by that eternal force which shows but weak-

ness.

These old-time themes are the vestiges of the ideas of Dumas fils;

with all his revolts against the classical and romantic conventions, all

he did was to establish yet another one. He preached a drama of ideas;

Coppee, Feuillet and Augier transformed it to the drama of one idea:

Adultery, and even Brieux had occasionally to depict adulterers.

And then, are not Brieux's finales disappointing? He does not

treat us at the end of his plays to stirring reconciliations or black despair,

but brings down the curtain just because it should be brought down;

though his dramatic sense invariably remains and in nearly every one

of his plays he has lively scenes which even a Bernstein or a Sardou

might envy.

His doctrines, however, are very sincere; in fact, he really is too

sincere, if this is possible, and hurts his case by exaggeration. Take
"Blanchette," in which he blames her schoolmaster's degree for her

being chased by men wherever she goes, ending in nothing else than

prostitution.*

" Likewise in the 'Escape,' " says a well-known critic, "is it not true

that Brieux's attack on medical fads is hindered .... by the fact that

he makes his Dr. Bertry less a faddist than a downright charlatan? So,

in many of the later plays, the untypical is mistaken for the typical, the

mark is overshot and the argument finds its answer in its unsound

premises."

In each and every one of his later plays, Brieux puts forward a case

which misrepresents the very thing he is attacking.

Then, we pray it sound not snobbish, Brieux is too bourgeois; he

There are two versions of "Blanchette"; we are now dealing with the first.
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often reveals a total lack of grasp on his butts as well as a total lack of

sympathy with them; many of his attacks are "quite as notable for their

misconception as for their ferocity." As M. de Segur says, his views

are for "right-thinking men," "for decent folk." Brieux is not the

cynical Parisian at all, but the thrifty brother from the provinces, whose

stolidity is the backbone of the nation. . . .

On May 12, 1910, Brieux was formally admitted to the Institut de

France, the literary part of which is the Academic Francaise; running

against him were Alfred Capus, author of " La Veine," "Notre Jeunesse,"

and Georges de Porto-Riche, author of "Le Vieil Homme," but Brieux

gained a majority of votes. But we must conclude; we could well

finish by quoting the speech made by the Marquis de Segur for Brieux's

reception to the Academy:
"The useful play was your end. Accustomed to the methods of the

usual playwrights, the manager of the Theatre Libre was filled with

astonishment when he read your play. For this maiden effort of yours

had a startling freshness and showed a daring that verged upon extrav-

agance. Would you believe it?—the author championed sound morals

as against folly, and the family as against chaos. He went the length

of depicting a prosperous home that was not befouled by all possible

vices. He asserted that virtues could exist, even outside the purlieus of

want and starvation. Alongside these audacities, the play was not

lacking in dramatic power. It comprised several delightful scenes.

The spectators, though amazed at first, decided to overlook its scanda-

lous decency."

One word more. _
Brieux, the philosopher, may argue confusedly;

Brieux, the playwright, may have but little dramatic sense, but Brieux,

the man, has no perceptible flaw. If it may so happen that some day

we adopt the measures advised by Brieux, and if thereby we are in any

way instrumental in bettering the lot of the human race, a new man,

morally and physically sound, will arise and, as the forerunner of those

who have made him sound and perfect, he will look up to the benefactor of

humanity, Eugene Brieux.



By F. M. MoRLEY, '15.

When knights were bold, long years ago.

All troubles seemed in embryo;

The world was fairer, greener, then—
King Arthur's knights had strength of ten.

And bravely battled, "comme ilfaut."

Yes, life moved more adagio

Where Scott has pictured Ivanhoe

And Friar Tuck, in mossy glen,

When knights were bold.

But mould'ring castle and chateau

No longer shelter damoiseaux,

'Scutcheon and crest have sunk from ken.

Old faded tomes their last warden;

A fitting subject for rondeau,—
When knights were boldl



3s; "iWabam ^utterflp" fapanege?

MADAM BUTTERFLY is an opera. It is exquisite, it is pathet-

ic, it is altogether lovely. I am perfectly willing to let it

stand, and I wouldn't undertake to improve either on Signor

Giacomo Puccini or on Geraldine Farrar. Singing, acting and music

are their business, and they make a neat job out of it. Incidentally,

Madam Butterfly is laid in Japan, in which I am interested, having a

partiality for that country. To be sure, it is incongruous in spots but,

things are always somewhat incongruous on the stage. Incongruity to

me may mean congruity to the audience and allow some orientalism,

which otherwise would be lost, to get over the footlights. To be sure,

it is inaccurate and . But cease! Pray, do you go to "Lucia di

Lammermoor" to get a picture af Scottish life. Did your Sunday-

school teacher, in order to increase your knowledge of the Old

Testament, ever take your Bible class to the Metropolitan to hear Dal-

mores plus a beard, strut around in the guise of a Biblical house-breaker

in "Samson et Delila"?

To most of an opera audience, grand opera is a fad, a social oc-

casion—amusement. The remainder, "sincere lovers of art" get some
intellectual pabulum from the music. But for all other forms of

knowledge I would recommend Witherspoon Hall, Burton Holmes and

the Mercantile Library. But if you insist on taking Madam Butierjly

seriously, I suppose we will have to thrash the matter out.

Madam Butterfly is the story of a Japanese, written by a Philadel-

phian, dramatized by a Jew, scored by an Italian, and sung by an Irish-

American. It was first produced in Milan in 1904, and appeared in

America two or three years later. Since then it has been a popular

success, appealing to women and to the tired business man rather than

the serious music-lover—who, I suppose, is a Wagnerite. After a per-

formance you hear such expressions as "charming," "fascinating,"

"beautiful," "touching," "sad" and "tragic," though the tragedy of

the opera itself is exquisite rather than terrible. After seeing (for this

is an opera that is as much to be seen as heard) Madam Butterfly two

or three times, it palls upon one. This is not extraordinary when one

realizes that its soul-appeal, its tragedy, is based largely on the dictates

of a social institution and conscience peculiar to Japan. Thus it is

sentiment rather than anything absolute or inevitable in which lies its

tragedy. The tragedy is man-made, not God-sent.

The scene is laid in Nagasaki, which, along with Yokohama and

Kobe, is one of the three great ports of Japan. Nagasaki is the south-
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ernmost one, and was open as early as the 17th century for Dutch trade.

These open ports have an unsavory reputation. The foreigners,

merchants and seamen are of the "ship-me-somewhere-east-of-Suez-

where-there-aren't-no-ten-commandments" type; while the Japanese in

these ports are a people almost distinct from the rest of Japan, in morals,

manners, and character, since only such will live side by side with these

foreigners. At Port Arthur, regiment after regiment went unflinchingly

to face death. Only one company balked: that was in a Yokohama
regiment. The tourist going through Japan too often judges her fifty-

fiye million by the element which he sees in the treaty ports. Let us

remember that Madam Butterfly is a picture of treaty port life and
morals.

The time is the present. Here the chief criticism is in regard to the

costumes. Just suppose you weie looking at an opera on present-day

America and some of the characters were dressed like George Washington,

some like your ash-man, others like Lord Baltimore, one like Daniel

Boone, with a couple of Abraham Lincolns thrown in, while the ladies,

Mrs. Ashman, Lady Baltimore and Mrs. Boone were togged out

like the chorus from the Winter Garden show ! Moreover, the Metropoli-

tan Company has the Japanese men wearing the top-knot—a tonsorial

vegetation which disappeared with feudalism. Furthermore, imagine

all the gentlemen with their shirt-tails hanging out of their trousers and

you get somewhat the shock that a Japanese does when he sees women on

the stage with their kimonos folded with the right side over the left.

In Japan we wear the kimono with the left side folded on top; when we
dress a corpse for burial the kimono is carefully reversed. Here I might

notice that a very strange stage tradition has been built up in regard to

the Japanese woman's walk and her use of the fan. Now, suppose,

in this opera on America I was speaking of, the ladies all affected

the debutante slouch, and worked it so earnestly that the stage almost

took on the appearance of a gymn. or dancing class. You would

then get somewhat the effect that is given a Japanese when he sees his

womenfolk go trotting around in Madam Butterfly. Next, imagine

every one of the women holding a mirror in the left hand and a powder

puff in the right, with which she daubs her nose between every syllable,

and you get the counterpart of a Japanese woman working her fan like

a minstrel man works his bones. A very unpleasant custom which

the Japanese acquire in Madam Butterfly is the way the servants in the

first act go running in and out of the house without stepping out of

their sandals. In Japan we always put on sandals upon stepping out of

the house, and discard them upon entering. We would no more think
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of walking in the house with geta than you would of getting into bed with

your shoes on. But it is not to be wondered at that a people who allow

dogs to roam around the house, have no scruples in allowing Japanese

to keep on their sandals in Madam Butterfly.

Lieutenant Pinkerton marries a geisha—Madam Butterfly—and
then deserts her. Butterfly, with their little boy and Suzuki, a faithful

maid, faithfully waits for his return. Pinkerton returns, but with him
brings an American wife, Kate.

Butterfly

(looks at Kate as though compelled)

"Who is this lady

That terrifies me—terrifies me?"

Kate

(simply)

"Through no fault of my own
I'm the cause of your trouble. Forgive me, pray."

(Is about to approach Butterfly, who imperiously waves her off)

Butterfly
"No—do not touch me."

(A long and painful silence ; then Butterfly resumes in a calm voice)

"And how long is it since he married—you?"

Kate
"A year, exactly."

(Butterfly is silent)

"And will you let me do nothing for the child?

I will tend him with most loving care
—

"

(Butterfly does not leply; Kate, impressed by her silence, persists,

deeply moved)
"
'Tis hard for you, very hard!

But take the step for his welfaie."

Butterfly

(after a long silence)

"Who knows!

All is over now!"
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Kate

(gently)

"Can you not forgive me, Butterfly?"

Butterfly

(solemnly)

"'Neath the blue vault of heaven

There is no happier lady than you are

—

May you remain so

Nor e'er be saddened through me

—

Yet it would please me greatly

That you should tell him
That peace will come to me—

"

Kate

(holding out her hand)

"Your hand—your hand, may I not take it?"

Butterfly

(drawing back, but replying kindly)

"I pray you—no—not that!

Now go and leave me."

Kate

(going away, says to Sharpless, the American consul)

"Poor little lady!"

Sharpless

(deeply moved)

"Oh, the pity of it all!"

Kate

(whispers to Sharpless)

"And can he have his son?"

Butterfly

(who has heard)

"His son I will give him
If he will come and fetch him.

Climb this hill in half an hour from now."
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Kate and the American consul, who has accompanied her, leave,

deeply moved. Suzuki tries to comfort her mistress, but is gently put

off by Butterfly, who says, indicating the curtains:

"Too much light shines outside.

And too much smiling spring.

Close them."

Then, dismissing Suzuki, Butterfly prays before the household

shrine, and, taking an ancient heirloom—a dagger, upon which is in-

scribed, "To die with honor when one can no longer live with honor"

—

she prepares for death. Just then her little boy bursts into the room and

Madam Butterfly, in that torturous yet pathetic ^wa/e ultimo, sings:

"Tis for you I'm dying,

I, poor Butterfly,

That you may go away
Beyond the ocean.

Never to feel the torment when you are older

That your mother forsook you!

O my son, sent to me from Heaven,

Straight from the throne of glory!

Take one last careful look

At your poor mother's face!

That its memory may linger,

Even though it be dim and faint.

Let not my beauty's ling'ring bloom

Be faded quite!

Farewell, beloved!

Go—play—play.
'

'

Then with a veil she binds his eyes and, holding the dagger, goes be-

hind the screen.

A few moments later Pinkerton's voice is heard calling repeatedly:

"Butterfly! Butterfly!"

He rushes violently into the room. His little son greets him,

beside whom lies Madam Butterfly—dead.

An authority on things Japanese writes in a chapter entitled, "The
Training and Position of Women," as follows:

"Girls, when they reached womanhood, were presented with dirks

(kai-ken, pocket poniards), which might be directed to the bosom of

their assailants, or, if advisable, to their own. The latter was very
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often the case: and yet I will not judge them severely. Even the

Christian conscience, with its horror of self-immolation, will not be harsh

with them, seeing Pelagia and Domnina, two suicides, were canonized

for their purity and piety. When a Japanese Virginia saw her chastity

menaced, she did not wait for her father's dagger. Her own weapon lay

always in her bosom. It was a disgrace to her not to know the proper

way in which she had to perpetrate self-destruction. For example, little

as she was taught in anatomy, she must know the exact spot to cut in her

throat: she must know how to tie her lower limbs together with a belt,

so that, whatever the agonies of death might be, her corpse be found in

utmost modesty, with the limbs properly composed."

These, to be sure, are the precepts of a Samurai woman, not for a

geisha, but I believe that Butterfly claims in Act I that poverty forced

her to leave a higher rank for the profession of a geisha. Thus the

suicide which constitutes the major act in Madam Butterfly is in accord-

ance with ancient Japanese teaching, and has happened more than once.

It is to be doubted, however, that such a mores is approved of in the new
Japan, which even condemned the suicide of General Nogi, the con-

queror of Port Arthur, as altogether useless, though beautiful.

To offset, however, the correctness of the main theme, there are

innumerable errors which grate on a Japanese. For instance, the

Japanese name of Madam Butterfly should be "Ocho," not" Cho-cho"—
the name of the insect, to be sure, but always abbreviated for a girl's

name. In another place Butterfly throws away the "otlhoki"—the

images of her ancestors. There is no such word, unless "hotoke"—

a

buddha is meant. "Ihai," or ancestral tablet (not image), was the

right expression to use. A Japanese philosopher or poet is referred to

by Suzuki when she says:

"Thus spake the wise Ocunama:
A smile conquers all, and defies

Every trouble."

Ocunama is a name exotic to Japanese ears: it does not exist.

Madam Butterfly kisses the blade in the last act. Japan is a kissless coun-

try. Perhaps Butterfly was civilized to that extent by her American hus-

band—but it is an utter abomination that she should have kissed the

blade,which is the soul of the Samurai. She would have raised it reverent-

ly to her forehead, taking care that it be not defiled even by her breath.

The marriage ceremony in Japan consists of the quaffing of a single cup

of wine, symbolizing that as man and wife they shall drink of the wine
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of life together—it is a most dignified ceremony. The marriage in

Madam Butterfly is utterly fantastic.

The acting of Geraldine Farrar is most effective, and altogether

Japanese, excepting that she has not mastered the art of handling the

long sleeves of her kimono. Every emotion—love, restraint or sorrow

—

may be interpreted in the graceful handling of these sleeves.******
It was in the 38th year of Meiji, in the 7th month, that I made my

way to a spa on the western coast of Japan near Ama-no-Hashidate

—

the Bridgeway of the Gods.

The town was called Kino-saki, and nestled beneath the shelter of a

pine-clad hill; before it a river ran to the sea. And on still evenings,

we were refreshed by the sound of breakers, far away.

And once every day a dusty line of jinrickshaws came rattling in

from the railroad station, which was several miles distant. Then the

balconies of the inns and tea-houses would be lined with idle, curious

faces, watching the new arrivals.

One day there was a slight sensation, for a middle-aged lady of

respectable appearance arrived with a little boy whose hair was blond

and whose eyes were blue.

"Arra," said a woman near me, "she must be the wife of some

Kobe foreigner—how strange!"

She stopped with her son at our inn. At first she was the object

of some curiosity and suspicion. But little by little her quiet, tactful

ways prevailed and she won the hearts of her fellow guests. She was

evidently a woman of poise and character.

To her son she was gentle, but always firm, and though she never

spoke of her little boy to others, I noticed that she watched him like a

hawk. One day, while bathing (contrary to his mother's orders), he

went out of his depth. The current carried him away. Someone pulled

the little boy out, but for a moment there was the utmost excitement.

During the excitement, his mother, who had seen it all, spoke not a word.

To the rescuer she said: "I very much regret that my son has caused

you so much trouble—." Then, turning to her child, she said, "Taro,

you may go to your room now."

Later in the day some small boys came to the inn and said, "We
want Taro San to play tag with us." But his mother answered : "Taro

cannot play with you today—he has been very naughty." And I saw

that she had been weeping.

I took several walks with little Taro, and got to know him well.
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He was a bright little fellow and manly, but there was something very

old about him. One day I said:

" Taro San, do you see your father often?
"

And Taro San answered, " No.

"

"When did you see him last?"

"Many years ago. One day he said something to mother and she

cried. Then he looked at me: I was so frightened, for he never spoke to

me before. Then he went away— But mother says he will return."

"How long ago was that?"

"Oh, I am twelve now: that was six years ago."

That evening the Kobe foreigner's wife was on the balcony. And she

was looking far away

—

This is the story of a real Madam Butterfly.

By E. M. Pharo, '15.

A mist was in a fairy wood,

Through which there glanced a trembling blue.

Bell-like laughter broke my mood,

As Beauty, startling, bade me sue.

She fled as flies the scented breeze

Of Hope through Fancy's slight domain.

She paused, but when I thought to seize,

She mocked, and, taunting, fled again.

Despite her taunts, a witching smile

Compelled me, stumbling, still to yearn.—
I knew not that she but beguiled—

/ did not know, nor wish to learn.
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By W. H. Chamberlin, '17.

JOHANN WOLFGANG GOETHE, in his celebrated play, "Torquato

Tasso," describes the yearning of the Italian poet for a career of

activity and heroism to supplement his life of poetic revery and
contemplation. This ambition, which the ill-fated Tasso was never able

to realize, has recently been achieved in fullest measure by Fritz Kreisler,

who, formerly known as one of the greatest masters of the violin the

world has ever seen, has more recently acquired a very different sort

of fame as an officer in the Austrian army.

An extended chronicle of Kreisler's artistic triumphs would be super-

fluous and out of place. It may suffice to say that, within the last few

years, Kreisler and the Belgian Ysaye have been universally recognized

as the two foremost violinists of the age. His military exploits can be

stated with equal conciseness. Sent to the firing-line at the beginning

of the war, his regiment was engaged in the battle with the Russians

around Lemberg. In a hand-to-hand conflict with the Cossacks, Kreisler

was knocked from his horse and lay unconscious on the ground for several

hours. His life was saved only by the courage and fidelity of his orderly.

As the wound that he had sustained in the leg rendered him unfit for

further active duty, the Austrian government released him from his mili-

tary obligations and permitted him to come to America to fulfil the

orchestra and concert engagements which he had made before the out-

break of the war.

It was an audience well cognizant of the violinist's participation in

the mighty struggle of the nations, that assembled in the Academy of

Music on the afternoon of December 16th to hear his first Philadelphia

performance. And, when the stage curtains were v/ithdrawn and Kreisler

slowly walked forth, betraying his recent wound by his slight limp and

the pallor of his face, the audience voiced its admiration of the soldier-

musician by an ovation which, in sincerity and heartiness, has seldom

been equalled within the walls of the Academy. Nor did Kreisler's

outward appearance seem inconsistent with the popular conception of

a warrior. Standing fully six feet in height, and possessing a powerful and

splendidly proportioned physique, one could well imagine the Austrian

violinist leading a furious charge or cheering on his men in the defense

of a forlorn hope.

But the glamor and interest excited by his deeds of war soon yielded

to curiosity about the possible effect of those deeds on his violin playing.
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Would his sojourn in camps and trenches impair his marvellous tech-

nique? . Would the passions kindled by active participation in war, which,

according to some peace agitators, aie wholly base and evil, would these

passions dim the pure artistic fire in Kreisler's soul and render him
incapable of giving an adequate interpretation to the noble works of the

classic masters? All such fears and doubts were elTectually dissipated

by the first five minutes of his playing. His opening number was a

Sonata by Handel, in A Major, a typical work of the old school, which

requires, on the part of the interpreter, not only technical skill, but also

a dignity and serenity wholly removed from the pettiness of mundane
care and strife. While it is neither wise, nor discreet, as a rule, to make
comparisons or sweeping statements in reviewing the work of an artist,

it may safely be said that no living violinist could have surpassed Kreis-

ler's perfect interpretation of the noble spirit of the classical music.

Nor was the Handel Sonata his only test. In Tartini's "Devil's

Trill" Sonata he gave an exhibition of virtuosity which left his audience

gasping in sheer amazement. The Bach Chaconne presented another

proof of his mastery of the most formidable technical difficulties. But

it was in the second part of the programme that Kreisler made his most

direct appeal to the hearts of his listeners. The programme was still,

for the most part, sober to the point of sadness in its character; but the

compositions had more obvious melody and beauty than the grave and

austere productions of the classic school. As might have been expected,

the audience was unusually insistent for encores, and the violinist en-

riched his already liberal programme with three additional numbers, a

Viennese dance of his own, a Slavic dance by Dvorak, and an exquisite

"Moment Musicale" by Schubert.

I had the honor of meeting and shaking hands with Kreisler imme-
diately after his recital; and, in the exaltation of the moment, this simple

occurrence produced in me a thrill that I shall not soon forget.

But, when all the charm and excitement of that glorious afternoon

had passed, one deep and ineffaceable impression was left upon my mind.

This impression was not created by his feats of technical achievement,

wonderful though these undoubtedly were. Nor was it created by any

particularly well-rendered number. It was rather the impression that

was due to the peculiar earnestness, depth and solemnity that pervaded

his whole recital. One could not but feel that these qualities were char-

acteristic of the spirit prevailing in those Teutonic countries of which

Kreisler is, in a certain sense, the unofficial ambassador. And from these

qualities in themselves, however much we may deplore their present

application, we cannot withhold our highest respect.
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By Robert Gibson, '17.

In the soft, peaceful hush of the evening,

In the moonlit effulgence of night,

I was sitting alone in the open.

Imbibing the glory of light.

Long patines of gold streaked the heavens,

A lone cloud with silver bedight

Lent grace to Her Majesty Beauty,

Made satiate the hunger of sight.

But what is that stir in the silence.

Transcending aerial height,

Compelling with gentle persuasion

The ear, and defying the sight?

Oh! gentle and ravishing sweetness.

Enchanting, delightful, and clear;

Enticing to realms of the fancy.

Inviting the sense of the ear.

What source hast thou, Music of Heaven?

Thou art heard by all who will hear.

Dost thou come from the heavenly choir—
So beauteous, entrancing, and clear?

Or art thou the hum of the planets

As they whirl through the eons of space.

Proclaiming the omniscient Spirit,

Which moulded our human race?

Whatever thou art, or wherever,

We pray and entreat and implore

That thou breathe of thy charm on one planet.

Absolving its nations from warl
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Doubleday, Page and Company
are bringing out a series of nine

volumes called the "American

Books," dealing with current Amer-

ican problems. President Sharp-

-less is the author of one volume

entitled, "The American College."

Walter S. Hinchman, 1910, at

present a master at Groton School,

is the author of another volume;

"The American School." The
books are pocket size, attractively

bound, and may be secured for

$.60 a volume from Doubleday,

Page and Company, Garden City,

N. Y.

Prof. Leonard Charles van Nop-

pen, who received an A. M. from

Haverford in 1893, was lately ap-

pointed lecturer for Dutch litera-

ture and history in the Queen

Wilhelmina lectureship established

at Columbia University. He will

further speak at Michigan, Wiscon-

sin, Oberlin, Minnesota and Rut-

gers this March. Efforts are being

made to get him to Haverford.

Mr. Samuel E. Hilles, 1874,

President of the Samuel C. Tatum
Company, has recently contributed

the following letter to the Christ-

mas issue of the Optimist, a com-

mercial magazine edited under the

auspices of the Business Men's

Club of Cincinnati:

A Jaunt to the Far East

To anyone of observant mind, a

trip to the Orient gives so many and

such interesting impressions, it is

more than usually difficult in the

telling of it, to keep within reason-

able bounds.

Just before embarking at San
Francisco in May, on the Mongolia

of the Pacific Mail Line, I much
enjoyed an hour in the beautiful

grounds of the University of Cali-

fornia, at Berkeley, where were

fine eucalyptus trees, and particu-

larly large groups of the "feathery

bamboo," growing to a greater

height and beauty than I later saw

in the Far East.

Passing near the Exposition

Grounds, and through the wonder-

ful Golden Gate, and last by the

distinctive Farallon Islands, side

by side with a boat of a competing

Japanese line, on the first Sunday

out, if not before, we realized we
were indeed bound for new climes

—

for the church services were con-

ducted by a Korean, assisted by a

Chinaman, and rather incidentally,

an American.

Six delightful days, over quiet

seas, brought us to the beautiful

harbor ot ilonolulu, which has

many charms for the tourist, and

it would take weeks, where we had

only hours, adequately to see the

beauties of these islands.

I was especially interested in

the surf-riding at Waikiki Beach,

and a half-dozen times we rode in,
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a merry party, on the crest of the

wave in one of the native canoes.

These have an outrigger on one

side, but while I saw one upset, to

the great surprise of its occupants,

we were more fortunate, and were

saved a long swim. The use ot

the surf-boards requires consider-

able skill. These are shaped like

a huge ironing-board, and it is not

an easy matter to get started on

the wave, or to keep one's balance,

while being carried at perhaps

twelve miles per hour, towards

shore.

As our steamer turned again to

the west we settled comfortabh-

into our steamer chairs, played

shuffle-board or watched the other

sports, such as a very amusing

pillow fight over the swimming

tank on the forward deck.

On crossing the line of 180 de-

grees of longitude west of Green-

wich, it seemed as. if some of our

passengers never quite understood

what had become of the day we
dropped—for Tuesday came next

to Sunday. There is a suggestion

for the tired housekeeper!

On arrival at Yokohama, Japan,

our party left the steamer for the

time, going through by rail, in

three nights of travel, to Nagasaki,

our last port before reaching

Manila. One night, however, we
spent in a Japanese inn at Kyoto,

the former capital of Japan.

Upon reaching the inn we were

politely handed house-slippers at

the door, for no one is expected to

wear street shoes in the house, and

at the door of the bedroom, even

these are to be removed, to save

the immaculate mattings.

The hotel legister was duly

signed—with a brush! Of furni-

ture in the bedroom, there was

none, antl the walls were usually

of movable screens, which might

be and were moved away at very

unexpected moments. A comfor-

table mattress on the floor would

have made sleep easy for us, but

for a quilted cover which was

c|uite too heavy when on, and quite

missed when ofT. At dawn we
heard the noise of sliding window
sash, and we soon felt stifled in

deference to their fear of the early

morning air.

Of course, we ate, ot tried to eat,

in regular Japanese fashion. Meals

were brought to one's room, and so

we sat on the floor, a little puzzled

to know what to do with our feet

(I never learned the tailor trade),

while the "nesan," or demure little

maid, brought us a tray of various

Japanese foods, of which rice was

the principal. The sum total left

us hungry, but delicately cooked

eggs, in my case, finally saved the

day, and left the account more

nearly square.

There could be no finer courtesy

than that of the little "nesan"

as she waited, kneeling on the flooi

near us, not even a smile crossing

her face at our struggles with the

chop-sticks, except when we our-

selves showed amusement; and
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in it all, the contrast with the

average hotel meal, and hotel

waiters here, was delightfully novel.

Kyoto was fascinating, not alone

for the rare beauty of its temples,

lavishly adorned with gold leaf and

lacquer, but for the many small

workshops, in damascene, cloisonne

and other metal work, including

one jewelry shop making beauti-

fully designed pieces in which the

colored portions were of small

feathers. We visited also a pot-

tery making satsuma and other

distinctive wares. The shops often

had exquisite little gardens with

running water.

They are certainly ambitious,

and some of the street signs are

curious. In Tokyo I saw a busi-

ness sign of a "High Shoemaker."

In Kobe, I found a doctor whose

sign read, "Medicus Fractious."

On the railways, which aie the

property of the Empire, the ser-

vice was generally excellent, trains

usually on time, and meals in the

dining cars less than half our usual

rates—ham and eggs, for instance,

cost 25 sen Japanese (12K cents

our money), coffee, 10 sen, etc.

The gauge of the track is narrower

than with us (42 inches), and

therefore passengers are more

crowded, and in the sleepers the

Japanese average of height is better

accommodated than the Anglo-

Saxon. The beds are across the

car, as often on the Continent of

Europe.

It was a strange experience, and

rather humbling to one's geograph-

ical education, to travel all night

on a fast train towards Nagasaki,

from the straits of Shimonoseki,

southward on the Island of Kyushu,

a name quite unknown to me
previously.

The rice fields and terraces were

interesting, and occasionally one

might see the most primitive tread-

mill pumps for irrigation, with

two to three men laboriously at

work! I was told more than once

that the finer Japanese rice is ex-

ported, and a cheaper grade from

China generally used.

The clack, clack of the Japanese

clogs at the principal stations

grows somewhat monotonous, but

they do not usually wear leather

shoes, and the clogs are very simple

affairs, and easily cast off at the

door—my own shoe laces soon wore

out with the frequent untying.

"Where the shoe pinches" is inap-

propriate in this land of contrasts.

In wet weather they vary the

clogs by using deeper battens, for

it is the battens on the under side

which keep them out of the mud,

and even ladies beautifully attired

go hobbling along with bare feet

encased in what seemed to us this

awkward footgear.

En route to Nagasaki we spent

a few hours upon Miyajima, the

Sacred Island of the Inland Sea.

From this beautiful place of wor-

ship, births and deaths were for-

merly debarred, and even yet dogs

are forbidden. It was novel to see
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the Shinto priests, at the shore, dip

up the clear water in their Httle

buckets, holcHng a Httle more than

a mouthful for the temple use.

The cheapness of common labor

in Japan makes possible many
curious things, such as the coaling

protess at Nagasaki. I roughly

counted a thousand men, women
anti children in this no\"el work for

our steamer, including a mother

with her poor baby slung on her

back, in the hot sun—the women,

in fact, did any of the work that

the men did, except sho\'eling the

coal into the baskets.

All of one da>- we passed along

the fertile cast coast of Formosa, the

mountains often partially screened

b\- beautiful clouds, and we strain-

ed our eyes looking for at least

a few of the cannibals, 80,000 of

whom are said to inhabit much of

the southern end.

The Japanese, now in possession,

have a scheme of charging barbed-

wire fences with electricity, which

helps to keep the natives from

raiding the settlements in the

north. Formosa is the headquar-

ters for camphor and for tea—we
brought away with us, on our re-

turn, 620 tons of tea.

Four days from Japan brought

us to Coiregidor, at the entrance to

Manila Bay, and a few hours later

we were landed at Manila itself, and

drove under the Stars and Stripes

floating high over the Luneta to

our quarters on Pasay Beach, just

beyond the city limits. Later, a

night spent on Corregidor as the

guest of the commandant, was most

interesting, and the pri\-ilege fully

appreciated. It did not look,

around there, on this great fortress

400 feet above the sea, as if Uncle

Sam was going away very soon!

It was with a pang of sympathy

that I heard a lady of the garrison

say, in the midst of such marvelous

^•iews, "
I wish I could have a

camera!

"

In common with most other

countries, and especially in Japan,

as I had already found personally,

photography in the vicinity of for-

tifications is strictly forbidden, and

in Formosa I was refused permission

to photograph even a rowboat full

of natives alongside; a fellow pas-

senger, in fact, had to give up his

films there.

Manila is full of interest—the

old churches and city wall, the

markets and acjuarium—the boats

on the crowded Pasig River—and

the people themselves!

Thanks to the Americans, they

are blessed with many improve-

ments—good water, light and car

seivice, sanitation, streets and

parks, and perhaps best of all, an

admirable school system.

The low position of the city

—

but a few feet above tidewater

—

and the climate itself make desir-

able some resort in the mountains,

and this found at Baguio, about

170 miles to the north, going up the

mountain by auto on the famous

Benguet road for about twenty-

seven miles to an altitude of 5,000

feet.

Here upon occasion, the govern-

ment offices have been removed
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for the hot months, and here among
the clouds one may be braced up

in a delightful way.

Baguio is in the Igorrotte coun-

try—and of course we went to the

dog market. A lean dog is a great

delicacy, the leaner the dog the

better they like it—but the poor

dog!

The Igorrotte dandy, in fact,

almost any of them, is particular

to wear a good hat, a coat, white

shirt, collar and tie, but there the

costume ends, as my picture shows,

and they lost no self-respect if

attending church service in such

garb. The young men are generally

active, fine-stepping and fine-look-

ing fellows, though not far removed

from "head-hunting" days.

The Benguet road up the moun-

tain is so extremely expensive to

maintain, on account of the heavy

rains—once, recently, 50 inches

in 24 hours, or 72 inches in as many
hours—that a new approach is

under construction. Probably it will

have fewer thrills in its course, for

on the present road one certainly

takes some chances at the speed

we turned the corneis.

I saw remains of several bridges

ill ihe bed of the river. One might

see, also, a string of half a dozen

native carts pulled up the mountain

by a tractor engine and passing-

places must be carefully looked out

for, with guards at every few miles

to telephone whether the road was

clear.

There is some gold mining there

on the mountain.

South of Manila the copra (co-

coanut) industry has brought

wealth to those engaged in it, and
a piece of cocoanut land is sold, not

by its measurement, but by the

number of trees upon it. It seems,

in fact, quite a sure crop, but the

average way of handling it seems

most crude, really ludicrous, in the

mill I visited.

As an instance of what incon-

veniences were suffered under

Spanish rule (and not yet rectified),

a ride in a native cart or " caratella"

from the station to Binan, only a

few miles from Manila, down to the

shore, is recalled with interest and
thankfulness, now that it is over.
" It is a bad road," the driver said,

and so we found it, for it led us

through a series of caribao (water

buffalo) wallows, and at the shore,

the only way to catch the market

boat was to go out in a "banca"
or native canoe and be hauled up
on deck of the small steamer. A
woman passenger just ahead of us,

in another "banca," fell between
"banca" and steamer, and was
fished out, though it did not seem
to matter particularly. Their hos-

pitality, in the three hours we sat

under a blazing sun in the "banca,"

was creditable, a native woman of-

fering to share with us her betelnut

and lime-paste, but we gratefully

declined, and our lips are still of

natural color.

In Manila itself I was interested

in the government printing office,

where the Filipinos are given a

systematic apprenticeship in the

various trades involved, with all the
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adv'antages of a \ery complete

plant.

The printing and stationery es-

tablishment of E. C. McCullough
& Co., fronting on one of the prin-

cipal business streets and running

clear back to the Pasig Ri\er, was

most creditable.

A novel feature of the McCul-
lough store was the forced ventila-

tion through small air-ducts set

flush in the floor, making a pleasant

temperature, where otherwise the

average climate and the shutting

off of air from the river might

hasten the departure of profitable

callers.

Another feature almost universal

in Manila was the tight closing of

stores and offices from 12 noon to

2 o'clock, the heat or direct force

of the sun at that time being

particularly trying.

My experience in the Philippine

Islands, and it seems to be the ex-

perience of practically all Caucasian

visitors, leads me to doubt the wis-

dom of the movement for early

independence; scarcely any of the

natives, in political power there

today, have had schooling under

American auspices, and even around

Manila they seem but children, as

yet, in the science of government

and self-control. It were better

for them and for us, their guardians,

to wait some years for those now
growing up into positions of respon-

sibility, and until they have had

the full benefit of American ideals.

Even Aguinaldo, since his retire-

ment to his farm near Cavite,

seems to have learned some wisdom

in this regard, for he was quoted to

me as saying, just before I left

Manila, "I think of the United

States as an elder brother, and we
should take his advice."

The present agitation for inde-

pendence and the wholesale changes

in officials there have naturally-

brought about a lack of confidence

in the future, very mischievous,

it seems to me, to the present and

future prosperity of the islands.

The Creator has been most boun-

tiful in the natural resources of the

country, and under wise guidance

and a patient apprenticeship, the

future has great things in store for

these new wards of Uncle Sam.

Henry Stuccator Bernard, '11,

has sent us a contribution to our

knowledge of the Far East. This

article will be of further interest

when one realizes that it is from

Canton, whose inhabitants have

a reputation for alertness and

progressiveness, whence ninety per

cent of the Chinese in America

come. This is the stronghold of

the radical republicans, who are

naturally enough opposed to the

seemingly selfish policy of Yuan
Shi-kai. Canton has a population

of over two millions, and is on the

same latitude as Havana, Cuba.

A Glimpse of Canton and the
Cantonese
As typical of ancient China, one

could scarcely select a city more

instructive and interesting than

Canton. Our guide was an old

Chinaman who had learned what

little English he knew from tour-
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ists. He made up in gestures

what he could not put into words,

and all but turned somersault to

make his "explicashuns." Gaug-

ing by the rule of subject and

predicate, he did not make a single

English sentence all the time he

was with us, but like the Chinese

Hong Kong merchant who pro-

fessed to speak English and under-

stand American too, Americans

accustomed to the Philippine

Chinese can sometimes make out

what a Cantonese has to say.

However, our guide spoke "many
Englishes" and we enjoyed his

acting.

Canton is typical of ancient

China. The immediate approach

is almost forbidding, but directly

as one gets into a real native busi-

ness quarter his interest becomes

intense. The streets, or what cor-

respond to streets, look more like

gorgeously decorated alleys than

public thoroughfares. They are

very narrow—so narrow that a

sedan chair makes a very inelegant

turn at the crossings, and usually

brings forth an after call of Chinese

blessings from those whose crani-

ums it has bruised. The stores

and buildings are closely huddled

together, and no one unfamiliar

with Canton or Cantonese would

attempt to wind his way to any

particular place without a guide.

A feature of extreme interest in

Canton is the Water Clock. It

consists of four small tanks so ar-

ranged that the water drops from

one tank into another below and

in front of it. A graduated meas-

ure protrudes from a slit in the

lowest tank, and as the water

rises in this tank, the measure

is buoyed up and the time is

gauged accordingly. The device

is said to be more than 1,300 years

old, and to have been used by the

Chinese before they had other

clocks.

Among other features of great

interest are the Medicine or Doctor

Temple, and the City of the Dead.

The Cantonese are very supersti-

tious and the Doctor Temple is an

expression of this influence. In

this Temple, the patient is brought

to see the Doctor, a hideous looking

wooden image, which is given an

air of solemnity through being

shaded by numerous screens. Pro-

cessions are held to honor the

Doctor when epidemics prevail in

the community. Moreover, he is

consulted by the sick at all times.

The patient visits the Temple
and pays his respects to the Doctor.

He is then handed the Doctor's

tube—a bamboo vase nearly full

of flat sticks, which have numbers

written upon them. He shakes

the tube until one stick drops out

—

its number is observed and the

medicine book is consulted for the

prescription corresponding to that

number.

The City of the Dead is also very

interesting. It consists of numer-

ous small compartments, so many
resting-places where the rich in

death are lodged and entertained

for a year or two prior to their

final interment. The price per

berth is $5 a month for the up-to-
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date quarters. That includes

"chow chow" for the dead: man-

goes, apples, oranges, etc. The
less opulent, for whom only $3 a

month is paid, must subsist on

"cha" (tea) alone. The cup of

tea is in evidence, as also the fruit

in the compartments of the more

opulent.

There are numerous temples in

Canton, gorgeously adorned with

wonderfully carved and richly

gilded woodwork, the more im-

portant of which are, perhaps, the

Ancestral Temple and the Temple
of the Five Hundred Genii; but

the real, live interest lags as one

begins to see in each idol a tyrant,

and in the Five Hundred Genii so

many oppressors of a poor, honest

and hard-working people.

The Cantonese are ceaseless

workers. Everybody works: father,

mother, and "pickaninnies"—all

work hard and are content. In

a number of large manufactories

visited, not a power machine was
to be seen. Human labor is even

cheaper than horsepower: women
and children propel big junks and

sampans. It is very common to

see two or three women harnessed

to a cart and pulling at a load which

in our country might attract the

attention of the Band of Mercy if

it were drawn by only one horse.

Superstitions, however, still hold

the big majority in bondage, and

the more enlightened, writhing

under the yoke of the ages, are

fighting desperately against the

ancient civilization which for cen-

turies has been allowed to grow

in upon them.

We regret to announce the

deaths of three Haverfordians:

William R. Bullock, Ex-'43; Ellis-

ton P. Morris, '48; Lewis P.

Le\ick, '67.

William R. Bullock was born at

Wilmington, Delaware, October 4,

1824. He entered Haverford Col-

lege in 1839 and left in 1842. He
became a physician, and later

was married to Miss Elizabeth A.

Emlen. Dr. Bullock was engaged

in the practice of medicine at Wil-

mington, and at the time of his

death on November 18th, 1914,

was one of Haverford 's oldest

Alumni.

Elliston P. Morris was born in

Philadelphia on the 22nd of May,
1831. He entered Haverford as

a Freshman in 1844, but left the

following year on account of the

temporary closing of the institu-

tion.

Mr. Morris was manager ot

Haverford College in the years

1884-91, and was secretary of the

Corporation from 1886 to 1891.

He was Trustee of Estates, b?sides

holding various other offices. He
was married on March 21st, 1861,

to Miss Martha Canby, in Wil-

mington, Delaware.

He was living in Germantown,
Philadelphia, at the time of his

death on December 3rd, 1914.

Lewis J. Levick died on Novem-
ber 27th. 1914. He was born in

Richland, Bucks County, Penn-

sylvania, on October 15th, 1845.

He entered Haverford in 1863, and

left at the close of his Sophomore
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year. Mr. Levick was class

"prophet," and secietary of the

Athenaeum. From 1892 to 1894

he was vice-president of the Alumni.

On September 6th, 1876, he was

married to Miss Mary A. d'lnvil-

liers. Mr. Levick was engaged in

the oil and petroleum refining

business.

Walter Wood, '69, and Joseph

H. Haines, '98, have been elected

to the board of directors of the

University Club, Philadelphia.

F. H. Strawbridge, '87, and P.

S. Williams, '94, have been re-

cently elected directors to the New
England Society of Pennsylvania.

1858

William Weaver Potts, of Norris-

town, who was at Haverford from

1851 to 1854, and who enjoyed his

76th birthday last December 1st,

has answered our postcard as

follows

:

"If I should write reminiscences

of my schooldays at Haverford,

you would think you were reading

about Peck's bad boy. I was
twelve years old when I went to

Haverford, and full of mischief.

My room was 3rd story south.

Had a clothesline doubled and

knotted a foot apart, tied it to bed-

post, and put it out of the window.

Go down to porch roof, then down
post to ground. With old pair

of pants tied at bottom,would go to

orchard, fill pants with apples, put

legs around my neck, fill hoard

down in lawn, in short time would

be good and mellow. Five boys

down at dam, four playing cards.

I was looking on. Professor came
out of woods, caught boys, held

out his hand for cards, counted

them, asked for the rest of them.

I asked him how many there ought

to be. He said, " Fifty-two. " I told

him he knew more about a pack of

cards than I gave him credit for.

He smiled. A few days after, I

went to his classroom. He told

me I rather got the better of him
the other day. We had a good

laugh over it. " Peck."

1865

C. Cresson Wistar has changed

his address from 422 Bourse to

5355 Knox Street, Germantown,
Philadelphia.

1876

R. Henry Holme was a candi-

date of the Prohibition Party for

the long term senatorship in Mary-
land. Mr. Holme has been made a

director in the recently organized

City Dairy Co., which is a merger

of all the large dairy products

companies of Baltimore. Mr.

Holmes was formerly a member
of the firm of Holme, Waddington

and Company, which was merged

in the new concern. Mr. Holmes

was president of the Haverford

Society of Maryland in 1912-13.

1882

Wilmot R. Jones has opened a

boys' school on his farm at Con-

cord, Mass.

1890

Robert R. Tatnall has changed

his address from Evanston, 111.,

to Syracuse University, Syracuse,

N. Y.

1892

Stanley R. Yarnall is a member
of the committee of the Philadel-
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phia Boy Scout Mo\'einenl, whose

purpose is to raise fuiuls to enlist

an additional number of hoys.

189.5

Charles J. Rhoads has rlianged

his address to Villa No\a, Pa.

1896

Prof. H. J. Webster, of the Uni-

versity of Pittsburgh, read a paper

on "Bouquet's Campaigns" at

the Bouquet Sesqui-Centennial of

the Historical Society of Western

Pennsylvania at Pittsburgh, Pa.,

November 24.

1899

Mr. A. C. Wild is now associated

with former Judge Jesse Holdoni

in the general practice of law, with

ofifices at 2072 Continental and

Commercial Bank Building, Chi-

cago, 111.

On October 6th, 1914, a daugh-

ter, Nancy Wain Maule, was born

to Mr. and Mrs. Alfred Collins

Maule, at Haverford, Pa.

1900

Walter S. Hinchman, master in

Groton School, Groton, Mass.,

has a volume on "The American

School" published by Doubleday,

Page and Co. It is one of a series

of books on current problems in

America.

1901

The 1901 Class dinner was held

on Friday, November 20th, at the

Merion Cricket Club. Those pres-

ent were: Harold F. Babl)itt,

Ellis Y. Brown, John W. Cadbury,

Jr., Wm. E. Cadbury, A. Lovitt

Dewees, Theodore J. Grayson,

Wm. H. Kirkbride, Geo. B. Mel-

lor, Jr., Walter Mellor, E. C.

Rossmassler, E. Marshall Scull,

J. Herbert Webster, and Arthur

R. Yeansley. After the dinner

the class adjourned to the Haver-

ford Smoker.

1902

The annual dinner of the Class

of 1902 was held at the College on

Saturday, December 19th.

''A Live Store''

^^^^^^—_^^__^

Pyle, Ikne5
& Basbieri

TAILORS
<*/ FOR. <*>

MEN AND BOYS

t̂lJS WALNUT ST.,

PHILADELPHIA.
1

ing your inspection and opin

is the only
kind to which

a young man
should tie

—

where the
stock is always

new; where
good taste
prevails and
courtesy rules.

Such a store is

right here and

it is becoming

more popular

every season.

The' largest

gat hering of

Foreign and

Domestic
woollens in the

city is await-

lon.

Suits and Overcoats

Full Dress Suits

- $25 to $50

- $40 to $70

Pyle, Innes & Barbieri

College Tailors

1115 Walnut Street

PHILADELPHIA
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C. Linn Seller has changed his

address to Bronville, N. Y.

W. C. Longstreth is with Brooke,

Stokes and Co., Philadelphia, Pa.

J. W. Reeder is with the Pasa-

dena Ice Company, Pasadena, Cali-

fornia.

Herman Newman is located with

the Illinois Children's Home and

Aid Society, an organization tor

the care of dependent and home-

less children, at Chicago.

On June 12th, 1914, a daughter,

Barbara Lloyd Cary, was born to

Mr. and Mrs. C. R. Cary.

1904

Mr. and Mrs. Chester R. Haig

have recently sailed to the Philip-

pines, where Mr. Haig, who is

lieutenant in the Medical Corps of

the United States Army, will be

stationed for two years.

On Saturday, December 26,

1914, the Class of 1904 held their

annual winter meeting and dinner

in the dining hall of the College.

The following members were pres-

ent: E. J. Bevan, H. H. Brinton,

D. L. Burgess, J. W. Clark, A.

Crowell, P. D. Folwell, W. M. C.

Kimber, R. P. Lowry, C. C. Morris,

and J. M. Stokes, Jr.

Officers elected for the ensuing

two years were as follows: Presi-

dent, D. L. Burgess; Vice-presi-

dent, C. C. Morris, and Secretary

and Treasurer, P. D. Folwell. At
present the class is widely scat-

tered. We have representatives at

the front in the English Army, in

Brazil, in China, in the Philippines,

in Canada, in Colorado, in Kansas,
in Michigan, in Massachusetts, in

North Carolina, in Connecticut, in

Indiana, in New Jersey, in New
York, as well as in Pennsylvania.

1908

Morris Albert Linton and Miss

Margaret Stokes Roberts were

married at the Friends' Meeting

House, Moorestown, on Tuesday,

December 8th, 1914. Among
those attending the groom were

Henry J. Cadbury, '03; T. M.
Longstreth and Howard Burtt,

'08.

1910

C. Mitchell Froelicher, master

in French at the Oilman Country

School, has been appointed head

of the Department of Modern
Languages. Mr. Froelicher is sec-

retary of the Haverford Society

of Maryland.

On December 11th, 1914, a son

was born to Mr. and Mrs. Reginald

Morris, of Villa Nova, Pa.

OVER 360 SAMPLES OF

GOOD LETTERHEADS

\^*^U will find here an unique display so

arranged that you can see the entire

number in 5 minutes, or you can profita-

bly spend half an hour: a wide range of

prices, plenty of good colors in both paper

and ink, and a type display suitable for all

kinds of business, from the professional

ones for the lawyer and doctor on up to

the elaborate ones for the business that re-

quires that kind.

You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet,

"Where To Buy Letterheads."

ACTON mk'S^E

29 SOUTH SEVENTH STREET

PHILADELPHIA
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1912

There were twenty-nine mem-
bers of the Class of 1912 at the

Smoker and Swarthmore game.

This was the largest attendance of

any class reunion.

Mark Balderston is with the

Physics Department at Lafayette.

The engagement of Lloyd Mel-

lor Smith, of Germantown, to Miss

Margaret Hall, of Mt. Airy, has

been annoimced.

William E. Lewis is an instructor

in Chemistry at Lehigh Univer-

sity.

1914

Douglas L. Parker is draughts-

man at the Farquhar Furnace

Company, Wilmington, Ohio.

Edward Rice and Leonard B.

Lippmann are living at the Mary-

land Apartments, 315 Hicks-Dugan

Street (near Spruce and 15th),

Philadelphia.

H. H. Kelsey is principal of

Hesper Academy, Eudora, Kansas.

He teaches Mathematics, Latin,

and History.

C. W. Edgerton is at present

with the Sales Department of the

Coatesville Boiler Works, 30

Church Street, New York City.

The engagement has been re-

cently announced of Alfred W.
Elkinton to Miss Anna Trimble,

of Chester, Pa.

Charles Rhodes Williams is on

the staff of the Inquirer, Philadel-

phia. His address is 634 N. 11th

Street, Philadelphia.

Ex-' 14

Lewis J. Finestone announces

that he has opened his law offices

at 827 Lafayette Building, and

also a branch at his residence, N.

E. Corner of Fifth and Fairmount

Avenues, Philadelphia.

JOB PRINTING
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

PROMPT AND REASONABLE

MAIN LINE PRINTING GO.

10 ANDERSON AVENUE

ARDMORE, PA.

Aubrey Howell Richard S. Dewees

COLLEGE WORK

A SPECIALTY

ESTIMATES GIVEN

PHONE 1087

Insurance
HOWELL & DEWEES

SPECIAL AGENTS

Provident Life and Trust Co.

Fourth and Chestnut Streets

Philadelphia

For the gentlemen who appreciate

the refinement of good grooming.

Our Barber Shop was inaugurated

50 years ago. No Tipping.

OPEN EVENINGS
13th above Chestnut, PhiU
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INSURANCE
Fire or Burglary Insurance on Students' per-

sonal effects while at College or elsewhere.

Tourists' Floating Insurance on personal ef-

fects against all risks in transit, in hotels,

etc., both in this country and abroad.

Automobile Insurance covering damage to car
and liability for damage to property or for
injuries to persons.

Longacre & Ewing
Bullitt Building HIS. Fourth St.

Philadelphia

Repairing of Hall, Chimes and French
Clocks a Specialty

• A. A. FRANCIS, Jeweler

lis W. Lancaster Ave. phone 144D
Ardmore, Pa.

C. W. Scott Company
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Carriages, Wagons and Automobiles

"Careful Handling and Quality"

Send us Your Suitings to be

Dry-Cleaned, Scoured

and Pressed
At Reasonable Rates

Our College Agent

Mr. I. Thomas Steere

S. p. Frankenfield Sons

Undertakers

ARDMORE, PA.
Successors to

JOSIAH S. PEARCE

33 E. Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Ardmore 9

J. OWEN YETTER
General Shoe Repairing

ARDMORE, PA.
Will Collect Shoes Monday Evening and Deliver

Thursday Morning

T. B. Whitson, College Agent

Attractive Wall Paper

At Popular Prices

A. L. Diament & Co.
1515 Wa Inut Street Philade Iphia, Pa.

WILLIAM S.

YARNALL

Manufacturing Optician

118 S. 15th Street. PhUadelphia

Phone 258

C. E. Edwards

Confectioner

ICE CREAM AND FANCY ICES,

FANCY CAKES

Ramsey Euilding Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Bell, Market 1632, 1633 Keystone, Main 109, 110. Ill

A. N. RISSER CO., Inc.
PURVEYORS OF

MEATS, PROVISIONS
BUTTER, EGGS AND POULTRY

215 Callowhill Street, Philadelphia

M'HEN Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian
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Cbitorial Comment

FINIS

IN
the first editorial of the Haverfordian of 1914^5 the sentiment

was expressed that this magazine was not for college "highbrows"

or literati, but for all Haverfordians. It was further expressed

that our subscribers "prefer to read thoughts and facts though amateur-

ishly written rather than efforts of imagination which are only too often

crudely expressed." This idea has been steadily adhered to, and we
believe successfully enough to warrant its continuation.

In the nine issues of the Haverfordian, there have been 19 articles,
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7 essays, 5 dramatic, 5 literary, 3 musical criticisms, and 73 pages of

Alumni notes. In imaginative writing, there have been 12 stories, 4

sketches, and 34 pieces of verse. The contributions have been by the

following types of Haverfordians:

Outsider 2

Faculty 2

Alumni 7

1914 11

1915 52

1916 6

1917 13

1918 4

AN ANNOUNCEMENT OF IMPORTANCE

Edgar Chalfant Bye, who has won the respect of his associates by his

work for the Haverfordian, and by the soundness of his judgment in

council, has been elected Editor-in-chief for the ensuing year. Edward
Randolph Moon was unanimously chosen as Business Manager. The
senior members, who retire with this issue, wish them the most heartfelt

of successes.

We announce with pleasure the election of Jack G. C. Le Clercq, '18,

to the editorial staff of the Haverforaian.

JUST BETWEEN YOU AND ME (FOR NOBODY ELSE'S

BENEFIT)

And now it is all over. Gene, Felix, Kemp, Don and Tobe—how
we toiled, caressed and loved thee. Over the cups at L— we three, you
and I and the Book—scheming, scolding and loving. Or perhaps in old

Union, the lights turned low, and Tobe droning over a manuscript while

the others on windowsill or lounge contemplate the smoke-dimmed
walls. . . .In the center the board heaped high with "eats". . . .the faint

incense of tobacco and the beat of some cryptic verse



Culture a la iHobe

By W. H. Chamberlin, '17.

Persons: The Spirit of Culture {A noble feminine figure in

white robes.)

An American Educator (Noted for his championship of practical

and efficient schemes of education. He is conventionally dressed in a

plain brown suit.)

Time: The present.

Scene: The Educator's study. The Educator is sitting at his desk.

The Spirit of Culture appears before him, seeming to form herself out of the

air. The Educator rises and bows; the Spirit of Culture gracefully sinks

into a chair. The Educator seals himself again at his desk.*****
The Educator. May I inquire your name?
The Spirit of Culture. My name is The Spirit of Culture.

The Educator (somewhat at a loss). I'm afraid I cannot claim

a very close acquaintance with you. Perhaps you will favor me by telling

the object of your visit.

The Spirit of Culture. Since the nations of Europe have

so rudely cast me out, I have come to this New World of yours in the hope

of finding here a permanent home. I have come to you, as one of Amer-
ica's most noted educational leaders, in the hope of gaining some insight

into the character and taste of your nation.

The Educator. I shall be glad to give you any information in

my power.

The Spirit of Culture. First, let me ask you about music.

Although this is not your particular field of endeavor, I imagine that you
are well enough qualified to give me an idea of the best taste of the country

in that respect. Do the masterpieces of Beethoven and Wagner meet

with general appreciation in America?

The Educator (with hurt surprise). Beethoven! Wagner! I

should think that the present war would show you how useless or posi-

tively mischievous their influence is.

The Spirit of Culture (somewhat blankly). Do I under-

stand you to mean that Germany's glorious music is the direct cause of her

participation in the war?

The Educator. Perhaps I would scarcely put it as strongly as

that. But this is a practical country ; we believe in results, and the results
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show that Germany, with her much-vaunted Beethovens and Wagnersi

is shocking the world by her unciviHzed conduct, while we with our

unpretentious ragtime composers stand forth as the embodiment of the

highest in peace, prosperity, and civilization.

The Spirit of Culture. I don't believe I have ever heard of

ragtime. Perhaps you can explain it to me.

The Educator {with a smile of benignant pride). Ragtime is one

of the noblest developments of our democracy. Where a few intellectuals

find enjoyment in the complicated harmonies of classical music, our

whole nation enjoys the open and obvious melodies of ragtime. The
exhausted business man, the tired shopgirl, the professional man, the

laborer, all meet on a common footing. (Commences to hum " The Inter-

national Rag").

The Spirit of Culture {turning slightly pale). Perhaps we
had better change the subject. Is there a highly developed taste for the

art of literature?

The Educator. That depends on what you mean. Our

writers don't waste their lives writing books for a remote future. They
believe, and quite rightly, too, that their mission is to amuse and edify

the present, not the ages to come. They are quite different from that

ridiculous Frenchman—I think his name was Flaubert—who
used to spend five and ten years on each of his books. Although I highly

disapprove of such a course, which is totally lacking in practical efficiency

and results, I read one of his books, just to see what so much time and

labor would produce.

The Spirit of Culture. What was the impression you re-

ceived from reading the book?

The Educator. Why, will you believe me, it left me more

depressed after I had finished it than when I had begun to read

!

The Spirit of Culture. Is that fact any objection to its ar-

tistic value?

The Educator {again hurt and surprised). Any objection!

Why, what is the use of a book if it doesn't make the world a little better

and a little brighter for being written? This book didn't even teach any
valuable moral lesson. Such a work may be high art, according to the

canons of captious literary criticism ; but it seems to me to be an unprof-

itable waste of time, both for writer and for reader. No, no! These

highly praised Continental novels may suit a certain type of mind; but

give me the books that carry a little sunshine where they go,that gladden

the hearts of their readers and make them feel that life is well worth

living, after all. I have the same feeling about poetry. Why, in my
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humble opinion, our own Longfellow's "Psalm of Life" is worth all

those elaborate poems of Byron and Shelley and Swinburne, with their

obscure thoughts and classical terminology, both equally unintelligible

to the man in the street.

The Spirit of Culture (wincing). Is your nation inclined

to moral and philosophic thought?

The Educator. Our spiritual condition is most satisfactory

at present. A few months ago, I must admit, there was a distressing

apathy in religious matters. Some people actually went so far as to

doubt whether those who are not saved by faith will burn in eternal

torment. But a most gratifying change has recently taken place.

The Spirit of Culture. How was the change brought

about?

The Educator. By means of a rather singular agency, an

ex-prizefighter turned evangelist. He carried on immense revival meet-

ings and sent thousands of sinners into fits of hysterical repentance.

The Spirit of Culture What methods did he employ?

The Educator. I believe his most effective weapon was a

twenty-round fight that he carried on with the devil every night on the

stage. Then he kept up such intimate and familiar conversations with

the Deity. (The Spirit of Culture shudders perceptibly.) Oh, I admit

that his methods were a trifle crude; but he certainly got the results.

The Spirit of Culture. May I inquire what those results

were?

The Educator. The turning of thousands to faith and re-

pentance.

The Spirit of Culture. Do you consider his teachings the

essence of religion and morality?

The Educator. Not exactly—in fact, they would hardly suit

me at all ; but there is a certain class of people— And you can't get around

the fact that he produced the results. Why, he must have collected thirty

thousand dollars, at least, during his stay here.

The Spirit of Culture. That is, indeed, a decisive result.

But this—this pugilistic evangelist seems to have been emotional rather

than intellectual in his appeal. Do you have any speculative philos-

ophers?

The Educator. I am humbly and profoundly thankful that we
have not. Look at the pass to which Germany has been brought by her

Schopenhauers, Hegels, and Nietzsches.

The Spirit of Culture. But those three men were diamet-

rically opposed to each other in their theories.
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The Educator {somewhat fretfully). That makes no difference!

They were equally detrimental to the moral and religious life of their

nation.

The Spirit of Culture {after a pause). I come now to your

particular lifework, education.

The Educator {with obvious delight). Ah, here I know that you

will be enchanted by our departure from hidebound conventionality. In

our idea of extending vocational education from special trade schools to

the high schools, and ultimately, I trust, to the colleges, we may fairly

claim to be the most progressive educators in the world.

The Spirit of Culture. I wish that you would elucidate

your idea more fully.

The Educator. With the utmost pleasure. We have com-

pletely shaken off the absurd tradition that there is any real advantage

in the study of those two dead languages, Latin and Greek. Of course,

I will admit that there is a certain amount of disciplinary value in the

study of these languages; but it is generally agreed, I think, that a

course in bricklaying is far superior to one in Homer for the development

of patience and accuracy; and when one considers the respective prac-

tical value of the two

—

The Spirit of Culture {interrupting him with a shocked and

alarmed expression). But are you not overlooking the fundamental ad-

vantages of the classics, their literary beauty, and the opportunities

that they give for the contemplation of ancient civilization?

The Educator. Their literary beauty may have appealed to

their own age; it has little meaning for ours. And as for their civiliza-

tion, let me only make a few comparisons between Athens of the fifth

century B. C. and America today. The Greeks of that period had

neither railraods, nor telegraphs, nor steam-engines, nor newspapers

—

The Spirit of Culture {with a melancholy smile). Nor rag-

time, nor religious revivals.

The Educator. Certainly not. And they were sadly indiffer-

ent to the principles of social and industrial justice. Conceive, if you
can, the sensations of strangeness and horror which a modern, progressive,

twentieth century American would experience upon being transported

back to that age and country.

The Spirit of Culture. I can only conceive one case in

which these sensations would be more pronounced.

The Educator. What case is that?

The Spirit of Culture. The case of a Greek of that period

if he were transported to America of the present day.
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The Educator. No doubt it would take some time to educate

such a man up to our standards. But I will go on with our modern

scheme of education. We hope, in the near future, to eliminate every

study which does not directly contribute to the earning power of the stu-

dent. And this principle governs our attitude towards culture, of which,

I understand, you are the patron goddess. If culture will pay a man's

rent or buy him a suit of clothes, well and good; otherwise it has no place

in our modern, efficient and practical educational system.

(As he utters these -words The Spirit of Culture slowly melts away into

thin air. The Educatorfrowns, rubs his eyes, and turns to write thefollowing

climax to his soon-to-be-delivered address, " Culture and Efficiency: When
culture conflicts with practical efficiency, culture must go.")
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By Thomas E. Jones.

[The following article written, by the General Secretary of the Friends'

Board of Young People's Activities, although it speaks only in terms of one

denomination, will be of interest to all Haverfordians as a typical expression

of the recent growth of religious interest in every Protestant church in America.

Every sincere seeker for truth will welcome the effort to enlist the enthusiasm

and intelligence of youth in the revival of true spiritual life within organized

churches.—Editors]

ANY requests for a more definite statement of what the Young
Friends' Movement is, make necessary a clearer exposition of

the nature and the purpose of our work. The Board of Young
Friends' Activities has made no definite statement of what the Young
People's Movement is and for what it stands before now, because it has

been studying the field ; trying to determine our needs, and to define our

church responsibility. We are now more able to make such a definition

than ever before, although even now we cannot give a complete state-

ment. Only the future can reveal what the Young Friends' Movement
really is and what it can accomplish.

The Young Friends' Movement practically defines itself. It is an
expression of new life and interest that has taken hold of the Young
People of our Society. I might turn aside to say that this new life is

not peculiar to Friends alone. It is found in all denominations and is

expressing itself in various ways. The thing that seems to be common
to all is a renewed interest in evangelism and a desire to make our churches

efficient. This spirit has especially taken hold of the young people of our

denomination and is making itself felt among practically all people who
call themselves Friends.

The Young Friends' Movement is characterized by three things.

It is young; emphasizes the message of Friends; and is a decided move-

ment. In the first place it is made up of and belongs to young people.

There are of course many in the middle walks of life who are deeply

interested in our work and are helping us start, but the real life and power

of the movement rest with the younger members of our denomination.

It is young in expression, being enthusiastic, active, and hopeful. Again,

this movement is itself young, being at most not more than ten or fifteen

years old. Of course there were signs of an awakening much before this,
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but the present expression did not find place among Friends until about

the beginning of the present century. The first signs of new life were

among Young Friends in Ireland, then quite spontaneously in England,

Australia, and various places throughout the United States. One of the

great hopes of our work is its youth and spontaneity.

In the second place the Young Friends' Movement is an attempt to

meet the demand for a more definite policy as a denomination. Hundreds

of young people have been asking for what do we as a Society stand?

What right have we for existence? And have we any distinctive message

for the world? By these questions no one is wishing to encourage denom-
inational intolerance nor even further the spirit of narrow sectarianism.

But what we do want to know is why do we call ourselves Friends? And
do we not by the very use of that term place ourselves under a certain

obligation before the world, which demands that we define more clearly

our position? Our C. E. organization and other interdenominational

movements of the past twenty-five years, all good in themselves, and I

for one have nothing but praise for the great work they have done, tend

to obscure the distinctive message that each denomination has to give

and has been struggling these three hundred years to maintain. Despite

the fact that we deplore many of the sectarian differences we have known
in the past, we must realize that the variety of appeal made by the

church as a whole through its various denominations is stronger than that

which any one church can make. If this be not true there is no place for

the small denomination. When we as denominations realize that we are

each integral parts of a whole, and that our very existence in that whole

depends upon every other part, and furthermore that the efficiency of the

church as a whole depends upon the standard of each individual denom-

ination, we shall see how petty it is to maintain a spirit of antagonism,

but instead shall feel under what deep obligation we are placed to do our

work well. The seriousness of a half-hearted policy then begins to make
itself clear.

As I have said before, Young Friends have begun to realize this fact

and are seeking to make our message practical and definite, so that the

world on the one hand may know what we stand for and our denomination

on the other may know what is expected of it.

We must turn the numerous rivulets of youthful enthusiasm from

courses of isolated endeavor into one great stream of spiritual power.

We must hope and work for the time when the hundred and twenty

thousand people who call themselves Friends will work together shoulder

to shoulder to bring in the Kingdom of God. I repeat that the Young
Friends' Movement is not a sectarian revival in the narrow sense, but an
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effort to make efficient all our Young People's organizations and aid them
in doing their work as Friends.

In the third place the Young Friends' Movement is really a move-

ment. It is expressing itself in various ways, but it has a common
purpose. There are two general forms which it is taking. First, it is

establishing, reviving, and stimulating Young People's organizations

in local meetings, and second, it is holding Quarterly Meeting, Yearly

Meeting, or General Conferences. In the first case various methods are

used. Sometimes a gospel team will visit a meeting that is almost spirit-

ually dead and quicken it into new life. Again, the young people of a

meeting may form a circle for the purpose of studying more about the

history and principles of Friends. A dead Christian Endeavor Society

is revived with the appeal to do some concrete piece of social service work.

And sometimes a group of young people form a fellowship group where

they hold an unprogrammed meeting after the manner of the early

Friends. In the second case. Young Friends come together for conference

or spiritual quickening, who have had little or no opportunity of seeing

what we as Friends really are and have to give to the world. We
take on new life, regain confidence in our ideals, and seek to put them
in practise.

The Five Years' Meeting considered the Young People's work so

important that it created a separate Board to look after it. The work
of the Board has been large and varied, but the following are some of the

things it is trying to accomplish

:

1. To unite all kinds of Young Friends' Activities under one head.

This should serve as a responsible center to which all young Friends

can refer and to which they belong, thus making staple and permanent

many organizations that are resting on a shaky foundation.

2. To act as a clearing house for all kinds of suggestions for Young
People's work.

3. To furnish Young People with literature or other supplies for

their work.

4. To serve as an Advisory Board for all Young Friends' organiza-

tions.

5. To gather and file for permanent record all C. E. reports from

each Yearly Meeting and to make our C. E. Societies integral parts of our

church.

6. To encourage the study of Quaker history and principles among
all of our Young People.

7. To make a directory containing the names and a brief biography

of all Young People in our denomination.
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8. To follow up each of our Young People as they go through college

and move from one place to another in business.

9. To seek to bind the Young People closer and closer to the church

by cultivating in them a passion for souls and deepest devotion to God.

With such a program as this we are hoping to enlist the support of

every Young Friend and of every older Friend who is interested in the

Young People.

Zi)t Witikm\JiMt

It grew and gleamed with lurid light,—

-

A squatting, green-eyed basilisk.

It stares unblinking in the night,

Where shadowsfrom my candU frisk.

My questionsfreeze in frightful awe—
Life's adamantine limit seen—
My hopes grow ragged in its maw.

I dread its eyes of glassy green.

I sought to know the great unknown.

Alone and toiling in the night—
So far my hope of sight had grown—
Till this grew, grinning at my might.

E. M. P.



By Jack G. C. Le Clercq, '18.

"Somewhere a voice is calling,

Calling for me."

^HE Comtesse Valerie de Saint Maur looked quizzically across the

breakfast table at her husband, Yvon de Saint Maur.

"Well," she exclaimed pleasantly, "from whom is that

letter? " And as she spoke he dropped the heavy letter on the floor, but

answered not a word.

Valerie frowned slightly. "What has been the matter with you

lately?" she asked; "you seem as if your mind were far away. Have

you been working too hard at the Embassy?"

Yvon,who was an attache of the Belgian Embassy, looked back and,

in a distrait tone of voice, "Yes," he said.

With feminine tact she saw that nothing was to be gained by ques-

tioning him about his troubles.

" I do not see," she remarked, "why the Belgian government should

feel alarmed at the present situation. Even if Servia, Austria, Russia,

France and Germany were to fight, it would not affect Belgium. Why,
therefore, is there such excitement at the Embassy?"

Her handsome husband looked at her fondly as he said affection-

ately, "You do not understand."
" Vraiment," she replied. "But Belgium is neutral, mon ami, and

it has built up its prosperity upon its neutrality. We have, and shall

ever, pin our faith to the sacred promises of the great nations of the

world."

Yvon smiled. "Alas, I would it were so!" He looked very serious

for his thirty years—his brow was knit in a frown and his whole counte-

nance wore an expression of great gloom. "You see, if England, France,

Germany or any other country on the face of the earth could possibly

gain anything by violating our neutrality, I assure you they would not

hesitate an instant. The sacred promises of the great nations of the

world, the oaths of the mightiest rulers—what are they? Forty million

Belgian neutralities could not save our poor little country."

"Do you think that England. ..." suggested Valerie.

" My dear girl," he interrupted laughingly, " England, even England,

would have no scruples. As recently as the nineteenth century England

calmly blew up the Danish fleet in the harbor of Copenhagen, without
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even a declaration of war. And the Jamestown Raid. ..." he laughrd

loudly. " England would not respect us."

But he suddenly ceased laughing and very seriously: "Valerie," he

said, "the letter on the floor comes from the Prime Minister of Belgium.

Every Belgian abroad is to be ready at any moment to leave for Ostend.

A general mobilization is expected."

"What!" gasped Valerie, incredulous.

"Exactly this," explained Yvon: "Belgium fears invasion."

Valerie was thunderstruck. Yvon might have to go and fight! it

seemed cruel, impossible. But Valerie had the best blood of Europe in

her veins; directly descended from the Dutch sailor Van Tromp, she

had inherited his sangfroid

:

"I hope my husband will go," she said, simply.

But Yvon answered not a word.

The Belgian Ambassador to the Court of Saint James rose.

"Gentlemen," he said, "you are all no doubt surprised that I have called

you together. As a matter of fact, I myself am surprised that I had to

do so. But that is Fate. ..." he paused in order to clear his throat.

Silence reigned supreme and the three hundred Belgians present listened

attentively: "This is no time for words. I shall be explicit." The
short, jerky sentences were characteristic of the great warrior who was
addressing the men, and their brutality created a profound impression

on them: "News has come from headquarters in Brussels. A partial

mobilization has begun; a general mobilization will be ordered soon.

You understand? Gentlemen, war is impending. Germany and France

are growling at each other. For our safety we must mobilize. I have

fought; now you may have a chance. You have a call. A call to

arms! Your King and country need you! God save the King !

"

Little did Belgium's Ambassador realize that the words he had

uttered were soon to be on every lip; that the British Isles, Canada,

Australia, India and Africa—nearly the whole world—were to ring with

the echo of those three sentences.

"This is a matter of life and death. Means are being taken so that

every Belgian in this country may reach Ostend by to-morrow. I my-
self sent out papers to every recognized Belgian in England.

"You see what it is. The stronger our army, the less we fear inva-

sion. I believe in you; you are Belgians. Think what it means; think

of Belgium. Then you will go."

The supreme confidence and self-assurance of the grizzled old

statesman and warrior gripped the audience; at the back of the hall
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someone took up the Belgian national anthem. They sang "La Bra-

banconne" as it had never been sung since the poet who composed it,

Jenneval, died at the siege of Lierre, fighting for the independence of his

country; never before had it been jeopardized, and now, dreaming of

dying as Jenneval had done, they sang with fierce enthusiasm.

The lofty music written to the glory of Belgium's unknown heroes

rang through the building, and then all was quiet. The minister again

rose: "Fellow-Belgians," he said, in a voice choked with sobs, "you
have sacrificed everything. I doubt whether you even realize the gieat-

ness of your self-denial. Men will forget what you have done; Belgium

may forget. But up above, in Heaven, lives One eternally who never

lets pass any act of self-denial without retribution. God will reward

you, my noble compatriots. God bless you! Thank you, my friends;

in the name of Albert of Belgium, I thank you."

Enthusiasm reigned supreme; unrestrained joy and exultation

seized the brave men and they yelled themselves hoarse. Then the

minister walked to the head of the stairway and "Thank you," he said,

shaking the hands of every man who walked out. His words were beau-

tiful in their simplicity.

Now and then they joked.

"I will remember you to the Boulevard Anspach," said one of the

secretaries, trivially. Triviality at a moment of heroic sacrifice is indeed

sublime.

Half an hour later, the Ambassador walked back to the room; one

man alone was left out of the crowd that had filled the place.

"Well, Monsieur de Saint Maur, when do you go?" he asked

cheerfully.

Yvon lifted his aching head and muttered harshly, " I go not."

The elder man looked at him amazed, then turning on his heel,

"Coward!" he murmured, aside, but not so low that Yvon could not

hear.

A look of pain spread over the young attache's face:
—"Your Ex-

cellency," he called out sharply, and as the Ambassador came back,

" Does your excellency think me afraid?

"

As if ignoring the question, the other said: "Never shall I forget

the day when I, at the head of the garrison of Liege at that time, was
driving to Jupille with my wife. We had just passed Huy and were
going down the hill when the horse bolted. At the end of the road lay

Death. But, happily, between Death and us stood a boy, a mere child,

twelve years of age. I shall never as long as I live forget his heroism as

he stopped the runaway horse. His name was Yvon de Saint Maur.
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Why, therefore, does he hesitate? A de Saint Maur cannot but fight."

"What of world peace?" asked Yvon.

"It cannot be," replied the Ambassador. "Belgium must fight

or die."

"I go, then," said Yvon, determinedly.

"Thank you," said the old man, for the hundredth time that day.***********
He told Valerie when he got back; she smiled through her tears.

" I am proud of you, Yvon," she said sweetly.

Leaving his wife, Yvon went up to his office to settle any business

he might have. As he was writing, he heard somebody singing. It

was Valerie.

Far away the sound of music came through the doors of his study;

the beautiful voice of his wife, the way she played the song, the touch

and the rhythm, all made him listen. She was singing divinely; her

anguished soul was brave enough to send a message to his; and it was

with an indescribable beauty and melancholy that she sang:

"Dusk and the shadows falling

O'er land and sea.

Somewhere a voice is calling,

Calling for me."

The words dawned upon him in a new light: it was the voice of

Belgium, his country, calling to him from across the sea,—asking him
to follow the motto of the noble Saint Maur family; the pathos of his

wife's song struck home and he felt that she was spurring him on, even

though she was to lose him. "Que voulez-vous! " he said to himself as

he thought of Bertrand de Saint Maur, his ancestor, the conqueror of

the Duke of Alva, and the hero who had handed down their motto to

members of the Saint Maur family, "I am a de Saint Mauri" and "I die

fighting," he quoted.

Two Letters

"Paris, Aug. 30th,

"To the Comtesse Valerie de Saint Maur from Jean D'Estrees.

"Madame:

—

"Without having the pleasure of your acquaintance, the

fact that for the last three weeks I have been fighting side by side with

your husband prompts me to write.

"Alas, Madame, your husband was too good a man to live; we who
were with him under fire alone can appreciate this. The day before the



342 The Haverfordian

battle of Lille he gave me the enclosed letter to send to you. 'Jean,'

he said, 'something tells me I am to die to-morrow,'and when I exclaimed,

'Nonsense!' he cut me short. 'Here is a letter which I beg you to send

to the address I have written; if I come safe out of this battle you will

return it to me.'

"Madame, it has been my sad fate to have been obliged to send it

to you. Please allow me to add my heartfelt sorrow and my sincere

admiration for your husband.

"Well may you be proud of him; he died a hero.

"The colors were nearly in the hands of the Germans when Yvon
de Saint Maur rushed out of the line, and, having recaptured the flag, ran

back. A bullet struck him as he reached our line. His great sorrow

was that he died shot in the back. Death was almost instantaneous;

his last words to me were so low that I barely heard them. ' I die fight-

ing,' he said, and the rest I did not hear, except, 'Calling, calling for me.'

.... If I may be of any service, Madame, I pray you not to hesitate, for

I shall be glad to do anything within my power.

"I am, Madame,
"Jean d'Estrees.

"P. S. He has been buried with the colors he so nobly saved.

Alone on the hill is he sleeping his last sleep. The air is pure there;

there are flowers and light. He has found his place in the sun."

Valerie de Saint Maur looked out of the window ; the shadows were

falling over London, enveloping the capital as with a veil of blue. Long
minutes she spent gazing out into the increasing darkness. Her grief

and pain were too great for tears; with dry eyes she opened the enclosed

letter from Yvon de Saint Maur.

"Valerie," she read.

"We have been working hard all today and now only, at eleven

o'clock, do I find the leisure to write.

"I feel well, Valerie. It seems to me that I have had a chance to

prove my worth. I have taken it.

"O my soul ! Something tells me that to-night is to be my last. As
I sit here with the cold wind blowing o'er the peaceful camp, I realize

that that very wind will blow my soul across the Great Divide

"To-morrow is our hardest fight. I think of you.

" If I die, Valerie, do not forget the song we used to sing:
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" ' Night must pass and day must follow after.

Other joys and griefs must come with day.

Yet through all the weeping and the laughter.

You will ever hear the words I say . . .
.'

"The only hill in sight is looming up in the darkness. I feel as if I

were going to be buried there; durirvg the day it is bathed in golden sun-

shine. Perhaps I may find a place in the sun.

"There are no stars in the heavens— all is dark as though Night will

bring with it a Day of Death.

"As I write I hear the Voice; it is calling me. O'er land and sea it

calls me, but it is not the voice of Belgium.
" I feel good to-night, O my soul, for I have heard the Voice; it is

the voice of Him who came on earth that we might be saved. Above the

tumult of the battle I shall hear the voice of the Prince of Peace calling

me up to Him. Valerie, when you receive this I shall be in His presence.

I think of you and of our child, who may be born by the time I will be

through.

"Good-bye, O my soul! If it be a son that we have, call him Albert,

in honor of our hero-king; if a girl, then Valerie, in honor of you.

"But I must rest. Farewell, Valerie.

"Your happy lover,

'Yvon."

The doctor bent over the unconscious woman in the bed. "I save

either the mother or the child."

His colleague looked down at Valerie de Saint Maur.
"Her husband is dead," he said; " she has nothing to live for."

The other thought a minute: "The child, then," he said, with

determination.

Valerie at last came back to consciousness; the doctors looked at

each other as if to say, "She cannot live another hour."
" Is it a boy ?

" she asked.

"No," answered the surgeon.

"Call her Dolorides," she said faintly: "child of pain."



By Eugene M. Pharo, '15.

The sun steals through the rose window

To see her dancing there.

Her cheeks flush in his ardent glow,

And gleams her golden hair.

Within her silken saffron gown,

Her limbs, like ivory gleaming,

Dance to a lute, dance up and down.

With grace celestial seeming.

Her rosy feet scarce touch the ground,

Her red lips parted slightly.

{It seems her lips drink in the sound

That makes her move so lightly.)

Her eyes are blue (her girdle's hue)

,

All radiantly shining.—
But soon, too soon, the dance is through,

The dancer smiles, reclining.
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AT 11.01 p. m., August 4th, a state of war existed between Great

Britain and Germany. On September 10th Mr. Asquith stated

in the House of Commons that 438,000 men had answered the

call to arms, and asked the House to pass a vote for another 500,000 men.

On September 17th Earl Kitchener, in his unoratorical way, said in the

House of Lords: "In the response to the call for recruits for the new
armies which it is considered necessary to raise, we have had a most re-

markable demonstration of the energy and patriotism of the young men
of this country." All England was covered with placards with the ap-

peal: " Your King and Country Need You !

" in flaming letters—and the

youth and brawn of England were answering the call to enlist with one

accord.

And in this national crisis which called for the use of arms, what
were those Englishmen doing who could not conscientiously bear arms

or kill—who believed that Christ meant what He said when He uttered

:

" This is My commandment, that ye love one another as I have loved you"?

On May 8th, 1907, a tall, slender freshman toed the mark in Walton
Field. At the crack of the pistol he was off, and led his teammates to a

victory against Lehigh and established a college record of 4.35 minutes

for the mile. In somewhat the same manner Mr. Philip J. Baker, now
a distinguished Cambridge graduate, and an authority on international

law, was off at the boom of the first guns at Liege, and is now leading

those Englishmen who cannot conscientiously fight, in a most strenuous

service, not only of their country but also of their Master.

Philip J. Baker undertook to organize an ambulance corps of 80

men. Almost a hundred responded, mostly University men and mostly

of the denomination of Friends. A training camp was established at

Jordans—a short distance from London, and soon they were qualified

for the Red Cross examinations. To join the English Red Cross, how-

ever, it was necessary to enlist and bear side-arms, so Mr. Baker gained

the permission of the Belgian and French governments to go out as an
individual unit.

Thus the First Anglo-Belgian Ambulance Unit was created.

On Saturday morning, October 31st, 43 of these men with motors

and supplies set sail from Dover on the S. S. Invicta. They had not gone

far before a destroyer raced past them at the speed of 30 miles an hour.

Presently a small cruiser was seen in distress with five destroyers hovering

about her. A correspondent of the London Star who was on the S. S.

Invicta, writes as follows in the issue of November 2nd:
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"As we drew close we could see she was slowly settling by the stern.

She was the Hermes, returning from Dunkirk. Twice, at an interval of

about twenty minutes, she was struck by torpedoes from a submarine.

The first shock did little damage, and the crew saw neither the torpedo

nor the submarine. The second time no one saw the submarine, but

many watched the torpedo skimming along the surface till it struck the

ship amidships. The shock was not great, and the ofificers, who were at

breakfast in the wardrooms, hardly felt it. But a great hole was torn

in the ship's side, and she began to sink slowly. Her water-tight doors

were all closed and so the crew gained about two hours to get away.

"Many were already in the destroyers' boats when we arrived, but

large numbers were still on board. The Invicta launched all her boats,

and all of us who could row volunteered to man them. The ambulance

men worked admirably, both in bringing the crew off and in treating those

who had collapsed from long exposure. One young orderly named Gray
jumped into the sea at sight of a floating body and brought it to a boat

very gallantly, but unhappily the poor fellow was dead already. One
other died on board in spite of all efforts to restore respiration; and
one marine was killed by the explosion. But I think all the rest were

saved, though some of the cases that we treated were very far gone.

"The cruiser herself filled more rapidly towards the end. Waves
broke over her decks aft, and at length she turned very quietly on her

side. The steam rushed out, but there was no explosion. Her masts

and funnels touched the level of the water, and she turned slowly over.

The bow and keel took about twenty minutes still to disappear.

"We gathered up the survivors from all the boats, and returned

with them to Dover. The destroyer remained circling around the

place in the hope of catching sight of the submarine periscope.

"No one could speak too highly of the courage and skill and

activity of the ambulance corps, as well as of the Invicta s crew."

In spite of this delay the party got to Dunkirk that Saturday night,

and immediately set to work. A quotation from Mr. Baker's report of

November 6th, printed in the English Friend, is as follows:

"On arrival at Dunkirk the larger number of the party proceeded

almost at once to the station sheds, where the wounded are laid out on
straw The work there has continued, with the exception of half of

Monday night, ever since. It is mostly carried on by relaj' parties of

six to twelve persons, who work day and night in shifts of four hours.

As the stream of wounded is almost continuous, and as it requires at

the least six in a shift, and usually more, to cope with the need, it is clear

that for a party of less than fifty the work has been heavy."
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While the "larger number" of the party were at this work, the

presumably smaller number loaded 4,140 wounded men in four days on

five boats.

The Belgian government then offered them a military hospital at

Ypres, but upon arrival there, it was found that the town was deserted

and partially destroyed. The party slept that night in the deserted

hospital—the bombardment of Ypres continuing at intervals. Their

next step was as follows:

"We therefore went north to Woesten, a village on the main road

to Fumes, where there was a French evacuating station. The medecin

chef of the station at once accepted the services of the party, and pro-

vided a large room for its accommodation. Since Tuesday the party

has done a considerable amount of work, including the evacuation of

hospitals at Poperinghe, Furnes, and Dunkirk of perhaps 40 or 50 very

seriously wounded men, some of whom might have died if they had not

been taken to hospital at once. They have also dressed over 100 cases,

and have on three occasions collected wounded from points just behind

the firing line. They were engaged in an endeavor to remove about

70 men from the village of Zuydschoot when the Germans began to shell

it. They succeeded in removing about 40, but the remainder were killed

by the collapse of the building in which they were lying. Some members
of the party were for some time under fire while this operation was being

carried out."

After this strenuous beginning of their first field-hospital at Wor-
cester, Mr. Baker reports as follows:

"The main part of the work continued to be the collection of wounded
from various villages just behind the firing line, and the evacuation

of cases too serious to be sent by train to hospitals in Furnes and Dun-
kirk. Probably altogether between 200 and 250 wounded have been

brought back from the villages of Zuydschoot, Boesinghe, etc.; and of

these a considerable proportion would have been killed had they not

been removed. On November 18th twenty-five were brought out of

Boesinghe while the village was undergoing a heavy shell fire; on the

second journey twenty-two shells fell while the cars were being loaded.

On November 20th fifty more people, including some refugees, wounded
civilians and nuns, were brought from the same village, which was again

being fired on. The conduct of everyone concerned on both occasions

was admiiable.

"About forty or fifty serious cases have been evacuated during the

week to Furnes and Dunkirk. This work is a severe strain both on the

cars and on the drivers, but is a most valuable part of the service that
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the unit is able to render, as it is undoubtedly the means of saving some

men who otherwise would die. Some much larger and heavier cars than

are yet at the disposal of the unit are really necessary for the purpose.

"In addition to the above work, a certain amount of dressing has

been done. On November 17th, after a heavy fight around Zuydschoot

and Bixschoot, about 100 men were dressed, some of them for the first

time since they were wounded. Altogether about 250 men have been

dressed by members of the unit at Woesten during the last week."

To follow every step in the development and widening of the field

of usefulness of the Anglo-Belgian Ambulance Unit, would be too long

a story to print in these limited pages. A perusal of the reports in the

London Friend, to which we are indebted for quotations, can alone

satisfy such a demand.

From the latest reports, the situation is as follows: There are some

110 persons in the Unit, including 7 nurses. The headquarters of the

Unit is at Furnes, midway between Dunkirk and Ostend on the Belgian

coast. Telephone communications from the local French Army Head-

quarters keep them informed as to the batteries and trenches where the

casualty list is heavy. From this headquarters there are phone lines

to the evacuation sheds at Dunkirk, the Villa St. Pierre at Dunkirk

and 8 Field Stations at the front.

The Evacuation Sheds are those already described—temporary

shelters for wounded on the way to England or elsewhere. The Villa

St. Pierre is a chateau which has been turned into a Friends' Urgency

Case Hospital. The eleven lady nurses are located here. The Field

Stations, of which the one at Woesten is an example, are lettered

W, P, O, Ya, Yb, J, V, O in the censored reports. Over each is a Com-
manding Officer and an Adjutant, with Dressers, Orderlies, Ambulance
Drivers, Stretcher-Bearers, etc. These Field Hospitals are very mobile

and the men attached to them undergo every hardship. They sleep

in haylofts, and in one case occupied an unused pig-stye. Some of the

stations carry from 40 or 60 wounded a day from the trenches to the

Evacuation Hospital at Dunkirk. They are constantly exposed to

shell fire and have to do much of their work at night in order to avoid

being seen. Not the least daring of the things that have to be

done is that of driving ambulances filled with mangled men along roads

gutted by shell-fire, and without the use of lights in the dark. Then
there is the creeping up to the trenches at night and the carrying out of

the wounded, in total silence, far enough back so that stretchers can be

used, and thence to the ambulances. Besides the soldiers there are innu-
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merable refugees, orphaned children and widows—some starving, others

wounded, most without shelter.

At the present time there are 150 at Jordans and elsewhere pre-

pared to join this Unit. There is work enough for a thousand such men.

There is organization enough to handle them. But they can only go in

twos and threes. There is neither sufficient money nor equipment.

Y. N., '15.

Criolet

The shrouds crack in the wind, Marie;

The sailor sails at dawn.

'Twixt yo7i and me creeps in the sea.

The shrouds crack in the wind, Marie.

The seagulls shriek their litany,—
Our clearance paper's drawn.

The shrouds crack in the wind, Marie;

The sailor sails at dawn.

E. M. P



Cfje Snfiipi'ration of a Womisn

By Eugene M. Pharo, '15.

FELIX slipped the little volume of Le Gallienne into his pocket

with an almost surreptitious motion as Belle entered the room.

He had reached the house twenty-five minutes before, and

after waiting ten minutes for Belle to make her tardy appearance he had

taken his travelling companion from his pocket and had soon become
almost unconscious of his keen impatience, in enjoyment of the delicate

prose of the volume.

"Greetings, Belle," he said, looking with an eye of ardent appre-

ciation at the filmy blue glory of her gown, her sparkling eyes and the

eager red of her almost too narrow lips. A dreamy appraisal of her

seemed to fill his eyes, in addition to the glad light of pleasure, as he

looked into her face.

He seemed always this way, Belle thought, as she murmured an

apologetic explanation that she had expected him on the later train. He
seemed to be always looking into and through her, as if looking for some-

thing, and quite puzzled that he did not find it—or questioning whether

he had found it or not.

" Is it cold in Philadelphia, these days? " she said, as, with a glad look

at her proposed fiance, and a careless shrug of her shoulders, she dis-

missed the strange feelimg which had come over her, and took a seat on

the large divan before the fireplace.

"I really haven't noticed the weather much lately," Felix replied

in a negligent manner. "Since father died and his affairs were found

to be in such an unlooked-for condition after the final adjustment last

spring, I have been spending all my thoughts upon how to make a

living."

"But, Felix, are they, then, in such an awful shape?"

"There is practically nothing left. Belle." Felix took a seat beside

her on the divan and looked at her in the pure joy of her beauty, stroking

the little white hand which lay inert in her lap as she looked with a fixed

stare at the leaping flames.

"You know that I had planned to spend a year or so at Harvard

and to do my best to polish up what little style and talent in the way of

literary expression I may have, so that I might make scribbling my
excuse for existence. The competence which father had promised me
would have made this and our marriage perfectly possible. Of course

these plans will have to be considerably modified now and our marriage



The Inspiration of a Woman 351

will have to be postponed several years more. I had hoped that our

engagement might be announced this winter, but even that would look

eminently foolish now. And then, too, my literary ambitions— I haven't

said much about them to you—but they are a very real and living thing

with me. My 'job,' when I get it, will have to be of the sort that will

give these ambitions some sort of play. And the work that literary up-

starts can get is as a rule of a more or less tattered sort unless they

abandon their ideas almost entirely."

"But Felix, is abandonment in any sense necessary? You know
that I am ready to wait ages for you—but—but—oh, dear, can't you

get some sort of business position and do your writing in the evening,

say?"

"I have thought of that, Belle, on your account. It seems that I

owe it to you—and of course you know how desperately I want it myself

—

that I should do everything possible to hasten the time of our marriage.

But I do not think you quite realize the way it appears to me. It seems,

in spite of the beautiful goal of it all—the possession of you—^plenty of

money to make you look as beautiful as you do this afternoon in that

gown and all the rest of it—that I should be sacrificing a sort of ideal. It

would be putting money in the first place over all that has really been

my life up to this time—books and all the good things that they can be

made to express with a little self-denial and hard work—who knows?—

a

chance to make the world a little better. You know how hard the

problem of social work hit me when I was finishing college last year.

Well, it seems to me that in that would be all the chance in the world to

acquire the knowledge that would make my writing of some account

and to do some direct good while I am learning. But the pay is far from

munificent and it would be some time before we could marry and live the

way we must, to be happy together.

"On the other hand, there is that commercial position in New Or-

leans that ' Buck's' father has offered me. But, dear, you do not know
how the dreariness of commerce repels my silly young soul! Foolish

it may be, but I cannot bring myself to accept it."

"Oh, well, Felix, it'll come out all right somehow. Where are we
going this evening? It seems a long time since you were here."

Lost in the enjoyment of "Oh, Oh, Delphine" that evening, Belle

noticed Felix's abstraction, but when he hardly answered her enthusias-

tic comments on the play she did no more than look at him for a moment
in a surprised sort of way and realize that he was in another of his "ab-

surd moods."

The irSO that evening received Felix into one of its "lowers" with
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a chill coldness that seemed a fitting climax to the cold and cramped

feeling that enveloped his whole mind. He had expected that Belle

would be a little more sympathetic. She had always listened to his semi-

poetic rhapsodies on his chosen art, at the few times he had made them,

with apparent interest. A suspicion that this interest was but simu-

lated for his own sake began to assail him forcefully. She didn't care

much for books herself. He knew that.

The rather cold little note that he received the following day telling

him of her pleasure in his visit did not reassure him to any great extent.

Felix was devoted to what he called his "art." His devotion had

as yet carried it little further on its way than to some daintily turned

lyrics in his college magazine during his undergraduate days, and one

or two slight attempts published in Ainslee's since graduation. But he

was continually working on bits of prose, none of which had as yet at-

tained the merit he deemed necessary before he would consent to hold

them up to public view. He talked very enthusiastically to his inti-

mates about his "aims," and at times shyly read them some of his

"stuff." It must be confessed that he still had a long row to hoe, but

his friends had confidence that in the course of time the row would be

hoed. What is more, and really the only fact of importance, is that Felix

hinself had absolute confidence in his ability to "arrive" ultimately.

Pushed by what was almost necessity, following his father's death

and its unexpected consequences, he finally went into the work of which

he had spoken to Belle. The newspapers were full and his first attempts

to get on the staff of one of them proved abortive because of the effects

of the World War and the number of men laid off.

His work in the S. P. C. C. in that home of social work, Philadelphia,

proved highly interesting. He had enough to provide for his frugal

needs and to buy the ink and paper which he used up in such concen-

trated haste. Innumerable sketches of the scenes into which he entered

as a saving factor in the slums of the city, though many of them de-

pressing in tone, delighted him, because he could feel his growing power

over language and the technique of the true story-teller.

Frequent letters to Belle, some of them describing the scenes he

witnessed and the experiences he gained—as, for instance, what time an

irate Irishwoman pursued him for fifteen minutes about a kitchen table

with a narrow but sharp carving knife, because he had come to take away
her drunken "man"—brought to him the interested comments of a

reader of current novels, but very little appreciative interest in the

author of the amusing or tragic tales. In turn she described the last

dance to which she had gone, or the winning of a prize at bridge. She
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occasionally asked him to come and see her—to spend a week or two at

the shore, and then sweetly regretted that he did not see fit to come, with

a total disregard of the unavoidable claims on his time.

For a year and a half things continued in this way—frequent letters

from Felix, an occasional acknowledgment from Belle, and then perhaps

a Sunday spent in dreamy plans for the mansion that would go up for

their co-habitation when Felix should have his first big work accepted

and his name should become known. Felix often thought at these times

of the height to which his happiness might rise if this daintily clad and
fairy-like creature should think of coming to live with him and to wait

with him in the humble dwelling in West Philadelphia which was the

only property his father finally appeared to have left him.

In the summer of his second year, when he was working amongst the

aggravated conditions which the hot weather always creates in the un-

fortunate sections of a large city. Belle wrote him of her expected depar-

ture for the exposition in California. She was going in a party with her

father and mother and a business acquaintance of her father's. This

friend was taking them in his yacht. He was a young man about thirty.

He had gone into the raincoat business, manufacturing with a new kind

of cloth, specially prepared and very cheap. He had made large sums
of money. A real man he was, she said, and one whom she admired very

much. Not that he had much imagination nor could talk half as "pret-

tily" as Felix. He was just "a big hulk of a man"—but very successful.

Felix wrote back his pleasure in her opportunity to see the exposi-

tion, and regretted that he could not take her in his own yacht. "Some
day," he said, "we will sail together beneath the Southern Cross and

think of the one that we have to bear now in being separated." He may
have been a trifle foolish, but she was beautiful, and he loved her very

much.

Belle sailed the first of August, as she had expected. Felix came to

New York to bid her adieu and to extract promises of long letters from

the other side of the continent. The promises were given, the yacht cast

off, and Felix spent a thoughtful two hours on the train. Mr. Murdoch

was evidently entirely the man that Belle believed him—a well-fed, well-

clad, and alert young raincoat manufacturer.

Felix, however, finished his thinking before he reached his lodgings.

He told himself that his thoughts had been unworthy of his firm faith

in Belle.

Though Felix had not told Belle, he had had two articles accepted

in July, one by the American Magazine and the other by the Atlantic

Monthly. He was reasonably sure that Belle would not discover him,
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though one of them was published immediately in the latter magazine.

He was not quite content with this record alone and did not wish to speak

until he had made sure of his powers with the novel upon which he had

been working for the last eight months. When he received Belle's letter

from New Orleans, with a three-page description of the beautiful parties

that they had had on shipboard and a paragraph on the wonders of the

sea, he had just finished the last chapter of his book.

He received her second from San Francisco, when he was half-way

through the revision. He had taken his two weeks' vacation at this

time to work more uninterruptedly at his writing. The publisher had

predicted a huge success for his book, which he said was bound to ride

high on the crest of the reform wave which had inundated the city after

the advent of "Billy" Sunday the winter before.

Another three weeks went by. A long letter came from Belle. She

had much to say of the miracles of modern invention at the exposition

—

the excellent machinery which made manufacturing such a wonderful

operation at the present day; the weaving machines which could do so

much more work in one minute than the "Lady of Shalott, " for instance,

could do in a century at her stupid loom.

She told of a long trip they had made to San Diego and the per-

fectly dear little glass-bottomed boats through which one could see the

fish swimming about and getting their food.

Felix had received the first check on his work at this time and

stopped to pat the long ticket to San Francisco that reposed snugly inside

the inside pocket of his vest. He would show her some beauty, he said,

when he got there.

He read on. Belle asked him about his work. She seemed more
interested in it now than she had ever been before. Felix thought the

long absence was making her realize something of what their love could

mean—the co-operation and enjoyment they could get out of things

together. He smiled, with a distinct warmth in his chest. He had

"arrived" now, if his book met the success which the keen-sighted pub-

lisher had pronounced it would meet. - He would show her how to live.

She should be dressed in beautiful clothes and all the world would look

to see so perfect and happy a couple. No extravagance seemed too

absurd. They would go to Italy, and in the Venetian gondolas she

would beam upon him, and he would sing that the world might hear and

wonder. He would paint in words as Michael Angelo had painted in

oils. He would not take her into industrial exhibits to admire machinery

—not he! Did not the stolid Murdoch know what an angel he was
escorting?
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These thoughts passed through his mind as a warm feeling—an

impression that suffused him as he read.

He turned the page.
"

I hope that your work is coming along finely. I am sure that it

will. Goodness knows that when a man thinks as much of books as you

do, he ought to make a success of them. Mr. Murdoch says—Jack, I

should say, for you know, dear friend, I have promised to be to him as

much if not more than your books are to you—that when a man sets his

mind on any one thing he is sure to get it, some time. I suppose that the

news of our engagement will hardly come as a surprise to you. You are

so clever at reading circumstances. It is so long since things have been

quite as they should be between us— I hardly knew you when you came
to say goodbye at New York—that I feel that I am only doing the right

thing in yielding to my very strong respect and—affection for Jack, and

agreeing to become his wife.

"Your friend, as always,

"Belle."



The Eyes of the World, By Harold Bell Wright. Published by the

Book Supply Co., Chicago. 12mo., $1.35, net.

IN
all the novels he has written, Mr. Howard Bell Wright has proved

himself to be the possessor of an active mind and of a true sense of

the artistic and beautiful.

His latest book, "The Eyes of the World," only shows us what
we already knew from "The Shepherd of the Hills," and "The Winning
of Barbara Worth"; namely, that he still holds the attention of the read-

ing public as one of the most observant and artistic novelists of the day.

What is really unfortunate is that his style is not much improved. With
a little more care, the style might have equalled the plot and action, both

of which are good.

There is power, there is imagination, there is a love of Nature and

Art, and the plot is distinctly original. The contrast between the char-

acters is striking, the main ones are so well painted that one cannot but re-

member every one of them. There is a multi-millionaire, whose life has

been one of vice and debauchery; his second wife, a hypocritical "dame
du monde, " who, for all her professed simplicity and purity, is as sensual

and as bestial as her husband ; his daughter by his first wife, whose only

claim to our sympathy is that she is not what she might have been. Then
an innocent woman, the victim of a coward's base passion; an innocent

young girl, whose beautiful simplicity and purity are as lovely as her

physical charms ; an ordinary type of a young American educated abroad

;

a mountaineer whose courtesy and kindness are charming. Add to these

a sarcastic, cynical novelist, whose sarcasm and cynicism hide a wonderful

mind ; an art-critic, whose inheritance in addition to much money is

much vice and lust; a mother, whose unselfishness is sublime, and an

escaped convict, repentant and chivalrous. Every character is true to

life; Mr. Wright has shown great insight in painting every one of them.

Beautiful also are the descriptions of California: the blue-gray

mountains, the glorious sunrise, the heavenly sunset, the wonderful

sunshine, the orange groves—the whole atmosphere of this Western

paradise.

The author must be an ardent worshipper of Nature as well as a

lover of Art—both go hand in hand. The reader never tires of the praise

of California's beauty, which he may or may not have seen.

More beautiful are the ideas of Art which Mr. Wright puts into the
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mouths of his characters; "Art for Art's Sake" is his slogan, and, to

quote a well-known critic: "he strikes a powerful blow, convincing and

con\'icting, at artists and authors who prostitute their talent."

Let us quote his own words, which Conrad Lagrange, the successful

novelist, says to the hero of the book: "I am a literary scavenger. I

haunt the intellectual slaughter pens and live by the putrid offal that self-

respecting writers reject. I glean the stinking materials for my stories

from the sewers and the cesspools of life. For the dollars they pay, I

furnish my readers with those thrills that public decency forbids them to

experience at first hand. I am a procurer for the purpose of mental

prostitution. My books breed moral pestilence and spiritual disease.

The unholy filth I write fouls the minds and pollutes the imagination of

my readers. I am an instigator of degrading immorality and unmen-
tionable crimes." There is no doubt at all that Mr. Wright has at-

tempted to steer clear of the course of such writers ; his book is a eulogv of

the beautiful and of the right. If only because of his sincerity, the book
is well worth reading. But its sincerity is not its only beauty: Nature,

Art and Lo\e, in the guise of California, the picture and Sibyl, must not

be forgotten.

From "The Fyes of the World " we can see that there are boundless

possibilities and much success in store for Mr. Harold Bell Wright; and

we feel that this is not to be his last work.

Some day perhaps but let us await that day instead of

idly foretelling it.

J. G. C. Le Clercq, '18.



Alumni department

We are glad to publish the follow-

ing letter and article by Mr. Samuel
E. Hilles, of the Class of 1874.

Gentlemen:

I am enclosing No. 2 of some
Sketches I have lately been getting

out for a Chicago trade paper

—

"Offices Appliances"—on my re-

cent trip to the Orient. You will

find an allusion to two Haverford
men in this article, and I certainly

was pleased to meet out there "on
the firing line," such men as Dr.

Wm. Cadbury and Dr. Harold
Morris, as also Dr. Woods and his

wife, in these far-away fields, so

greatly needing just such devoted

work.

Haverford, I am sure, does not

forget them, and it was quite evi-

dent, even in my short stay, that

they have not forgotten dear old

Haverford, and its best traditions.

In China, the new is crowding
out the old, in many ways, and the

wave Df transition which is rising,

is wonderful to see.

At Hong Kong, the cutting off of

their queues; in Canton, a depart-

ment store and incipient sky-

scraper; in Shanghai, beautiful

banking houses and a fine modern
hotel: these are but a few of the

many evidences that this really

great nation is awakening from its

lethargy, and with its many ad-

mirable qualities, needs only the

yeast of Christianity to become one
of the great factors in the world,

for enterprises that are tried and
true.

When they once learn, as a na-

tion, or collectively, the strength

of combined effort for the general

good, who shall set the bounds of

their achievement?

Very sincerely,

Saml. E. Hilles.

A JAUNT TO THE FAR EAST
Art. H

After \'ery interesting experiences

in the Philippines, including an in-

spection of many activities, I took
boat from Manila on July 15th, for

the two-day trip to Hong Kong,
to catch the Pacific Mail Steamer
Korea, for my return to San Fran-

cisco.

One's first sight of Hong Kong
and its wonderful peak and harbor

must always be impressive. We
passed in between beautiful is'ands

and headlands, almost grudging
time given to one side, for fear we
would miss attractions on the

other.

As we approached the city of

Victoria, for Hong Kong is the

name of the island, we passed in

sight of an aerial railway for use

of employes of a sugar refinery. I

was told that some time ago, the

machinery got out of ord;r, and the

passengers were finally rescued by
the flying of a kite across the wires,

high in air.

Towering far above the pictu-

resque harbor and city is the Peak,

standing over 1,800 feet above the

sea, and harnessed by a tramway
which takes passengers (but no
freight) nearly to the top. The
tramway is a single track and there
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is quite an angle near the top, but

these features are skilfully oxer-

come and one car goes past the

other in safet>-, at the passing

point, as at Lookout Mountain.
A Jewish colonial governor, Na-

than, spent a great sum years ago

in planting trees and shrubbery on

the slopes of the Peak, and the re-

sult, with the many attractive

residences of \vealth\' British,

Chinese and others, is most beauti-

ful.

From a wind-swej)! link- pagoda

on the summit, the \ iew was in-

comparable. .Al our feet lay

"Hong Kong," or Victoria, across

the harbor Kowloon and the main-

land. The natixe boats looked like

gnats, and the steamers like beetles

on the water, far, far below.

But to me the greatest charm of

the scene was the stretch of the

shores and the sea, and the tropical

vegetation which gave such beauti-

ful colors to it all.

Retracing our way, I went to the

English cathedtal, for it was Sun-

day morning, and here on the peak-

side, set among grand old trees, and
surrounded by shrubbery, I found

for me a novel feature, in the dozen

or more "punkah" boys, who in-

side and outside the church pulled

the strings for the swaying fans

overhead. "Ah"—the thought

came, "are we so near India?"

Much of the land for the best

official and business blocks has

been reclaimed from the harbor.

The architecture of these newer

buildings is very substantial, and

most of them have deep arched

porches, so the hot sun does not

directly enter the rooms.

The same element of cheap labor,

so apparent in Japan, is here also;

it is men, not horses, who draw the

loads on comparative levels, or

carr>- the passengers in chairs up
the peak-side. Greater dignit\' of

wealth takes four bearers in place

of two. For ten cents Hong Kong
silver, or say four and a half cents

our money, two bearers will carry

one's chair for a quarter of an hour

down in the city, or for double

rates on the Peak. To go to the

boat-landing, from our charming

hotel (St. George's House), part

way up the Peak, the average per-

son would first take a chair, with

two bearers, down steps and slopes,

and then, on the lower level, change

to the iwo-wheeled jinrikisha,

rai)itlly drawn by one coolie over

Heavy Hauling, by Men. in Place of Horses

the well-paved streets. A curious

thing was that if one paid them
too much, they were quite sure

to ask for more—"cumshaw," but

they were most eager for the pit-

tance of employment.
There are no driving roads up

the Peak, and all the building ma-
terial, etc., for the houses and re-

taining walls, all furniture and
bulky supplies, must be carried up
by hand ; much of this is done by
the women, and I counted several

loads of bricks in their balanced

baskets, forty bricks larger than

ours (full 5 lbs. each) for a woman's
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load, fifty-two for a man. In

unloading flour at Hong Kong I

was told it was not unusual for a

coolie to walk the gangplank with

eight sacks of fifty pounds each on

his shoulders and neck.

The cosmopolitan character of

travel about these far Eastern seas

is shown by the recent experience

of a friend in going direct from
Hong Kong to Shanghai.

With seventeen at the steamer's

table, twelve different languages

were spoken; but for any general

conversation, English was always

resorted to.

Canton the Populous
A trip of a night on a comfortable

English boat brought me over the

West and then the Pearl River to

Canton, the seat of many Chinese

revolutions, through its nearly

4,000 years of history. I was sur-

prised to see, on the way, the care

with which the steamer people

guarded against piracy, which is

still prevalent. On a large boat,

the piracy most feared is by an up-

rising among the third class pas-

sengers, who are carefully guarded

by Sikhs, or stalwart East India

men. It is not a safe piece of water
for small pleasure boats, and even
those of good size are sometimes
attacked.

Canton is extremely interesting,

but has a very trying climate for

visitors. The humidity (95 per

cent when I was there), added to a

high temperature, has a way of

sapping one's energy that is hard
to withstand, and I was weary at

nine in the morning.

The life on the river, where thou-

sands of the natives live, is a fas-

cinating scene—here a dozen small

junks, laboriously sculled against

the strong tide by a man and his

wife—the weight of the long oar

overcome by a rope attached to the

free end—there one and another
pulling themselves along by hooking
on to the other boats—out in the

stream, perhaps a rice-power boat
having a treadmill for a dozen men
and boys, connected with a small

paddle wheel at stern—now comes
a modern tug—then a sail-boat

with more wind-holes than sail-

cloth—then a French gunboat, or

a large river-steamer for Shanghai
or Macao, then a dilapidated boat

with five detached square sails

—

surely one could watch it all for

many days.

Punkah Boy. on Verandah oj Hotel. Pulling
the Siring for Dining-room Fan

We land near the beautiful Sha-

meen or foreign concession, where
all the principal governments have
their consulates and post-oflices,

and after a stroll under the grate-

ful shade-trees of "mosquito boule-

vard" cross the guarded bridge to

the native city. This is, indeed, a

part of China, at close quarters!

With a guide, we thread our way
through the arteries of this ancient

city, old when Rome began, in

many places almost able to touch

the fronts of the shops on either

side at once, stepping aside quickly,

as approaching cries announce

bearers with chairs or other bur-

dens; passing small shop after
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small shop where the work is clone

at the door, if one may say door

where there seemed to be none.

One man was laboriously making
small fish hooks; another was
smearing stale fish with blood, to

make them look palatable; an-

other forging iron with a bamboo
air-pump for bellows; in scores of

shops four or five salesmen, naked

to the waist, in beautifully carved

chairs, waiting for the customers

whom we did not see. The dirty

little shrines and temples—the

mud-covered eggs a year or two

old, in baskets—the luxurious den-

tists' offices—one's eyes and mind
were so filled with new impressions

that one really needed to take

time for thought and proper assimi-

lation. At a public dispensary, one

of the prescriptions to be taken

infernally, was of broken sea-

urchin shells!

But the smells! rivalling the

neighborhood of Peter the Great's

house, in far-away Holland, though

here at such close quarters one

could not easily escape.

I asked my friend, Dr. Cadbur\-,

of Philadelphia, now of the Canton
Hospital, what was the population

of Canton. "From 800,000 to

three millions," and he added,

"probably a million and a half."

And of these several hundred
thousand live on the small junks on

the river. "Why pay rent?" etc.

At Canton, Christian College,

near the city, is a fine institution,

set upon beautiful rolling ground,

for training the younger Chinese,

and having some four hundred
students. A great eagerness for

study is apparent.

While in Hong Kong the wearing

of a ciueue is a great exception, in

Canton I saw many; and in various

ways the difference between British

and Chinese authority is evidenced.

In China, away from the coast

cities especially, human heads come
off very easily, and various illustra-

tions were given me, in the tales

told. Formerly, for instance, a

first-class execution of a prisoner,

at the convenience of the tourist,

could possibly be arranged for a

small sum.

I stood for a time on the Bimd,

or Canton water front, to watch the

passing throng—Manchu ladies in

rich attire, carried in their elegant

chairs—ten coolies carrying a heavy

piece of machinery slung under

stout [)oles and the men grunting at

Bowen Road, ihe Arlislic Mouth of the

Water-supply Tunnel

each rhythmic step—a jinriki man
drawing a comfortable looking Ce-

lestial in his silk robe—surely all

sorts and conditions of men!
A notable French Catholic cathe-

dral stands high above the houses

in the nativ'e city. I was told it

was built without hoisting-ropes,

and that the brick in it was, much
of it, tossed up from man to man

—

from story to story.

The swarming tide of life there

does not welcome innovations, ex-

cept as they can understand and

use them. The first railway inter-

fered, they thought, with the spirits
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of their dead ancestors, or with

"feng sui"—wind and water; so

they ran the locomotives and cars

into the water and tore up the rails.

As a reminder of years of ex-

clusion, one of the best streets in

the native city, I suppose it may
be fourteen feet wide, is the Street

of the Thirteen—so named be-

cause at one time there were there

thirteen merchants allowed to do
business with foreigners.

But a better day is coming for

China—these schools and hospitals

are sowing the precious seed, and
even now the Chinese in the East

are subscribing liberally to enter-

prises of the "foreign devils" for

China's welfare.

An enterprising Chinaman from
Australia, and, curiously, "Sin-

cere" is his name—has erected on
the Bund a modern department
store, which, with a new hotel ad-

joining, is proving a nine days'

wonder to the natives; and the

store, with its roof-garden, was
thronged with open-mouthed visi-

tors. I can testify to the good lunches

served in the hotel, where actually

a "lift" took one up to the dining-

room and garden. Those who have
not visited Canton can scarcely

realize what such innovations mean
to the Cantonese.

Strange to say, however. Canton
was ahead of Hong Kong in having

the wireless system on shore. Hong
Kong, a free port, and in tonnage

perhaps the third port in the world,

had, when I was there in July, to

depend on vessels in the harbor for

wireless messages. I fancy this

condition will, by sheer necessity,

be soon remedied. I was told the

site for a station had been selected

and equipment ordered, after four

years of agitation.

Embarking finally at Hong Kong
on July 23, our return voyage was

full of delightful personal experi-

ences, but shadowed soon by the

shock of the European news which
only a few days later reached us.

Our route this time lay west of the

Island of Formosa ("Ilha For-

mosa," or the "Beautiful Island"

of the Portuguese) to Keelung, a

small port in the northern end.

Here, after waiting on a typhoon

to move away, we found again a

fortified site where photography

was quite under the ban, and as the

town of Keelung was not interest-

Road-rolling, by about Twenty Men
and Boys

ing, quite a party of us, including

President Judson of Chicago Uni-

versity and his wife, took train up
to Taipeh or Taihoku, the capital

of the island—about an hour and a

half ride to the southwest. There
we found, in the twenty minutes

available between trains, fine wide

streets and a capital government or

Japanese railway hotel.

The scenery from the train was
more than usually interesting

—

many streams and rice-terraces, but

no savages (cannibals) as may be

found further south. The separa-

tion between a high civilization and

primitive savagery is, in Formosa,

notably close.

How diversified are its principal

products !—head-hunters, rice,
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sugar, gold, siher, copper, sulphur,

coal, petroleum, camphor, rattan,

tea. It was here we took on board
620 tons of tea, worth nearly three

quarters of a million dollars at

average Oolong price.

In going from Keclung, almost
the rainiest place in the world, to

Taipeh, only 20 miles away, we
passed to a comparatively dry

climate, and the seasons are prac-

tically reversed. Further south,

tropical jungles are shadowed by
snow-capped peaks. The Chinese,

Spanish, Dutch, French and now
the Japanese, ha\e all had a hand
in this strangely rich land of the

savage and the buccaneer.

Some day the Japs will, I hope,

plant some shade trees in Keelung;

it reminded one of Curacao, in the

Dutch West Indies, and the heat

and humidity were very trying.

A curious but wise provision

against plague and other epidemics

in Formosa is a law exacting two
rats per year from each householder,

and once in the year all the contents

of the house must be placed out-

side for thorough inspection and
fumigation.

Turning north to the mouth of

the Yangtse, bound for Shanghai,

over the stormy Eastern Sea, our

good Capt. Nelson again delayed

for the passing of the typhoon and
a troublesome bar, and we an-

chored for the night at Wu-sung
in the yellow flood of water, and
early next morning steamed forty

miles up the great riv^er before

finally taking a company launch

for the fourteen miles remaining,

before reaching Shanghai. It is

certainly a long lighterage.

The water-front of Shanghai is

very attractive; a narrow park

fringes the Bund, which in turn is

bordered by most substantial look-

jng banks—Russian and others— a

fine hotel and commercial buildings.

The city, in fact, makes a very

creditable appearance, and has a

x'er},' large distributing trade to

other parts of China.

Much of the street transporta-

tion is upon large wheelbarrows
having a wheel nearly 30 inches in

diameter, set near the center; and
upon these barrows the coolies

carry literally staggering loads,

their feet constantly shifting to

keep balance, as they wheel through

the streets. They did say that the

charge being a stated amount, re-

gardless of load, occasionally I

might, at close of the day, see one
loaded up with five women on one
side and five on the other, the

coolie patiently taking the load.

A statue on the water-front,

to that great man. Sir Robert Hart,

greatly pleased me, and is said to be

a very good likeness.

Here was a man of whom any
nation might be proud. Hats off!

Listen to this epitaph—it deserves

study, and reverence:

"Sir Robert Hart, Baronet, G.
C. M. G., 1835-1911—Inspector
General of the Chinese Maritime
Customs—Founder of China's

Light House Service—Organizer

and Administrator of the National

Postofiice—Trusted Counsellor of

the Chinese Government—True
Friend of the Chinese People

—

Modest, Patient, Sagacious and
Resolute, He Overcame Formid-
able Obstacles and Accomplished

a Work of Great Beneficence for

China and the World."
It is no wonder the Grand Old

Man was stoop-shouldered.

Which, think you, will turn the

balance in the scales of the Eternal

—Napoleon or Sir Robert Hart?

He gave as much as any man—
he gave himself—for China.

Near Shanghai, my friend Dr.
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Harold Morris of Philadelphia,

showed me the beautiful grounds of

St. John's Episcopal College, where
some 450 Chinese youths are getting

the ideals of an American Christian

education. This is the kind of

work that counts. Would that

there was more of it in China. It

is less expensive and surely more
efficient in the long run than an

over-plus of battleships, or granting

of indemnities. From Shanghai

along a well-lighted coast, our

route finally brought us in two

days to Nagasaki, where we coaled

again by that interesting method
shown in my previous article, but

this time, as an experiment, with

Manchurian rather than Japanese

coal.

At Nagasaki, on account of

quarantine rules, we were not al-

lowed to go ashore if to return, and

most strict watch was kept that

photographs were not taken.

A peace meeting of Friends of

both branches was held at the

4th and Arch Streets Meeting
House, Philadelphia, on December
30th, 1914. President Sharpless

presided at the afternoon session.

In the evening session, with Walter

T. Moore, '71, as presiding member,
introductory words were spoken by
Stanley R. Yarnall, '92, and Francis

R. Taylor, '06. An address was
delivered in this session by George

M. Warner, '73.

A series of public peace meetings

have been held in the Haverford

College Union, under the auspices

of the Haverford Friends' Bible

School. Is Peace on Earth

Practicable? It is, according to

Stanly R. Yarnall, '92, and Francis

R. Taylor, '06, who addressed the

meeting, Sunday, January 10th,

on "The Historical Development of

the Peace Ideal." Mr. Yarnall is

Chairman of the Executive Com-
mittee of the Pennsylvania Arbitra-

tion and Peace Society, and Vice-

President of the Philadelphia Peace
Association of Friends. Mr. Tay-
lor is a member of the Philadelphia

bar.

Dr. Rufus M. Jones, '85, spoke on
"Facts and Ideals" in the meeting
on January 17th.

Dr. Sharpless is chairman of a

committee of the People's Rights

Association of Delaware County,

Pa., the purpose of which is a

scientific investigation of condi-

tions at the Media court house,

including fees, irregularities, etc.

J. Passmore Elkinton is Secre-

tary of the Association.

'76

Professor F. G. Allinson de-

livered an address before a meeting

of the Philological Society, on
Wednesday, December 3d. Among
those present were: Dr. H. J.

Cadbury, '03, and Dr. R. M.
Gummere, '06.

'96

L. Hollingsworth Wood read the

call for the meeting of the American
League to Limit Armaments, which

was held recently at the Railroad

Club, New York City. The pur-

pose of the League is to oppose the

campaign for an increase in naval

and military expenditures.

Mr. Wood was elected secretary

of the League.

'97

Alfred M. Collins is head of the

Collins-Day South American ex-

pedition, which sailed recently from

New York for Brazil. Before the

departure of the expedition Mr.
Collins called on Colonel Roosevelt

at the latter's invitation, and re-

ceived many suggestions and much
good advice regarding the difficul
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ties of exploration in the Brazilian

wilds.

George K. Chcrrie, head nat-

uralist for Colonel Roosevelt, will

accompany Mr. Collins in a similar

capacity. Mr. Cherrie will assume
the chief responsibility in making
collections. For Mr. Collins the

expedition will be largely in the

nature of a big game hunt.

'02

The following item concerning

the work of C. Linn Seller, will be

of additional interest to Haver-

fordians, apropos of the fact that

it is from the pen of an alumnus
who is himself a b'terary critic of

recognized ability. We take the

liberty to insert it exactly as re-

ceived from Mr. Sigmund Spaeth:

"The songs of C. Linn Seller, '02,

are attracting wide attention be-

cause of their unusual combination

of melodiousness and artistic in-

dividuality. Boosey & Co., pub-

lishers of a number of his composi-

tions, prophesy a sensational suc-

cess for him. John McCormack,
Alice Nielsen, and David Bispham
are singing his songs."

Mr. Seller's address is, Avon
Road, Bronxville, N. Y.

Charles Wharton Stork was
awarded the Browning Society's

medal for his poem, "The Flying

Fish: An Ode," at the annual

Manuscript Night, on January
22nd, at the New Century Club,

124 South 12th Street, Philadelphia.

The Browning medal is awarded

each year for the best poem and

short story submitted by the mem-
bers.

'03

Mr. Warren K. Miller was mar-

ried to Miss C. Frances Jordan
Sieger on December 18th, at Sieger-

\-ille. Pa. Mr. and Mrs. Sieger

will be at home after May 1st, at

248 North Fourth Street, Allen-

town, Pa.
'04

The Class of 1904 has decided

to edit and print its class paper

again this spring, which it has done
annually since graduation.

'O.S

John L. Scull is now back with

the Standard Roller Bearing Com-
pany.

"Milton's Knowledge of Music"
is the title of a book by Sigmund
Sf'aeth, '05, regarding which the

New York Times says: "It shows
a knowledge and appreciation of

music that are generally foreign to

literary criticism." And the

Buffalo Evening News: "Dr.
Spaeth's book will appeal to every

lover of English literature because
of the new light which it throws on
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You are invited to see the display any

day from 8 to 5-30. Send for booklet,
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the personality of the great epic

poet."

The book may be secured for

$1.00 a copy from G. Shirmer, 3

East 43rd Street, New York City.

'06

R. L. Cary has been recently

made a director of the Bureau of

Municipal Research in Baltimore,

Md.
Ex-'08

Dr. Calvin B. Coulter is now
Resident Bacteriologist in the Pres-

byterian Hospital, Madison Ave-

nue and 70th Street, New York
City.

Dr. Coulter, after leaving Haver-

ford, graduated from Williams

College in 1907, and supplemented

his work with a year at Princeton

and with a medical course at Co-

lumbia, graduating from the last

place in 1913.

His address is 20 East 90th

Street, New York City.

'08

Mr. and Mrs. George Henderson,

of "Friendship Hill Farm," Paoli,

announce the engagement of their

daughter, Dorothy Erwin Hender-
son, to J. Jarden Guenther, son of

Mr. and Mrs. Emil Guenther, of

"Hamilton Court."

Mr. Guenther is a member of the

Class of 1908, and was president

of the Y. M. C. A. during his last

year at College, and Chairman of

the Preston Committee from 1907-

1912.

'10

Charles Fygis Clark has taken

winter lodgings at O'ermead, West

n
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Chester, Pa. His friends will he

interested to know that his health

is excellent, a result of dieting

under the direction of Victor

Schoepperle.
'10

Arthur Hutton spent the week
of January lOlh in Boston, solicit-

ing business for the A. M. Collins

Manufacturing Co., fancy paper

boxes.

C. D. Morley has been recently

promoted to the editorial depart-

ment of Doubleday, Page and
Company, New York City.

'11

Harrison S. Hires is now residing

at East Orange, N. J., having taken

charge of the New York office of

the Charles K. Hires Com[5any.

'12

Robert E. Miller, who is the

ad\'ertising manager for the Hamil-

ton Watch Company at Lancaster,

Pa., was called as a witness to

testify liefore the Interstate Com-
merce Committee at Washington,
on January 9th, on the Price Stand-

ardization Bill now before Congress.

Louis D, Brandeis antl many jiro-

minent men testified at the same
hearing.

Mr. Miller was elected, on Jan-
uary 12th, a mcmlier of the Exec-

utive Committee of the Lancaster

Manufacturers' Association, a

branch of the National Manufac-
turers' Association.

Ex-'12

Gorham Parsons Sargent is at

]3rcsent in the employ of the Hare
and Chase Insurance Agency, 309-

11 Walnut Street, Philadelphia,

Pa.

Ex-'14

Richard Schoepperle spent a

we°k-pnd at College in January.
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Marceau

Photographer

^F
1 609 Chestnut Street

Philadelphia

Special rates to students

Phone, Spruce 5606

Conveniently located for residents

along the lines of the Pennsylvania

Railroad.

Special Terms and Privileges for

Women's Accounts.

Officarf

Rowland Comly, President

Hugh Mcllvain, zst Vice-President

Walter H. Lippincott, 2nd Vice-Pres.

William Bradway, Treasurer

Alfred G. White, Asst. Trust Officer

S. Harvey Thomas, Jr., Asst. Treasurer

Logan Trust Company

of Philadelphia

1431 Chestnut Street

SAILOR SUITS
a Specialty

No Agencies Made to Order Only

PETER THOMSON
TAILOR

-TO—

Men,Women and
Children

Walnut St. at 12th, Phila.

New York House

:

634 FIFTH AVENUE
Opposite St. Patrick's Cathedral

ESTA6USHeO isia

BiUADVUiy coilTWINTY-SECONO ST.

new Yonn*

Evening Clothes and Haberdashery,

Fur-Hned Overcoats,

Silk Hats, Dress Shoes and Pumps

For Winter Sports:

Fur and Heavy Tweed Jackets, Breeches,

Puttees, Leggings, Shetland Sv/eaters,

Caps and Gloves.

Send jot Illusiraied Catalogue

BOSTON BRANCH NEWPORT BRANCH
149 Tremont St. 220 Bellevue Ave.

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Havbrfordian
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VOU can't go out in the market
and buy printing as you can

some commodities, shopping here and
there, and count on the lowest priced

article really showing the lowest cost.

£,ach job of printing is a separate

piece of manufacture. For this reason

no printer can tell exactly what any
job is worth until it is finished. If he

has to figure close, somebody is sure to

lose, and generally it is both the cus-

tomer and the printer. You can't get

quality and service that way. Select

your printer as you would your tailor.

The man who wants a cheap suit,

cheaply made, goes to a cheap tailor.

For a good suit, well made, you go

to a good tailor. You don't shop.

Buy your printing in the same way.

THE Holmes press

J. Linton Engle, Treasurer

1336-40 Cherry Street, Phila.

EVERYTHING FOR THE SCHOOL ROOM
Printing and Engraving a Specialty

Peckham, Little & Co.

SCHOOL and COLLEGE SUPPLIES

Commercial Stationers

59 EAST ELEVENTH STREET,
New York City

Telephone, Stuyvesant 2416

Baseball

Tennis

Golf

Football

Headquarters for ATHLETIC GOODS

A. G. SPALDING & BROS.
1210 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa.

The Largest Manufacturers of

ATHLETIC GOODS in the World
Write for a Catalogue

Track Gymnasium
Basketball Supplies

The Stein-Bloch Smart Clothes

and The Famous

Hart, Schaffner & Marx Clothing

For Men and Young Men

Sold in Philadelphia exclusively by

Strawbridge & Clothier
Headquarters for

EVERYTHING THAT MEN WEAR

Everything for Athletic Sports

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian
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PHILADELPHIA
12 N. Third Street

TANNATE LEATHER
Have you tried to tear out a slender slit sample of Tannate Round

Belting? It is good for the muscle.
Tannate is as durable as it is strong. It lasts from two to five times

as long as ordinary round belting.

Tannate Flat Belting has much the same advemtage. Both flat and
round are great for high speed machines.

And Tannate Lace saves stops and trouble, because it lasts so long.

It does not soon grow hard and brittle.

Tannate saves time and output lost by stoppage and slippage.

Let us mail you interesting booklets.

J. E. RHOADS & SONS
NEW YORK CHICAGO

102 Beekman Street 322 W. Randolph Street

Factory and Tannery, Wilmington, Delaware.

^^^^MS^MSM^^^M&E^^^^MMS^MSMSM^^SS^^^SSMSMSISMSM^S^^SSM

mmermaiiB
MEN'S SHOES

1312 Chestnut St. IJr^B^ 1232 Market St.

MAEKET STKEET SHOP OPEN EVENINGS

Orders Taken For All Kinds of Marketing

E. R. YERGER
Veal, Lamb, Sweetbreads and Calf's Liver

STALLS 612-614 SIXTH aVeNUE
Reading Terminal Market, Philadelphia

Bensssiaer PolyteGiinio Institiits

"%

CIVIL, MECHANICAL, ELECTRICAL and CHEMICAL
ENGINEERING, and GENERAL SCIENCE

Send for a Catalogue. TROV* l^iV*

Aside from its careful work in filling prescriptions

HAVERFORD PHARMACY
has become known as a place where many of the

solid comforts of life may be obtained. One
worth mentioning is the famous Lotion for sun-

bum, chapped hands and face, and other irri-

tations of the skin. Decline, gently but firnjy,

any other said to be "just as good."

WILSON L. HARBAUGH.

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian
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FRANK MULLER

Manufacturing Optician
1631 CHESTNUT ST., PHILADELPHIA

Invisible Bifocal Lenses
Opera, Field Glasses and Lorgnettes

No cord or chain required with our Eye Glasses

Official Photographers of

the Class 1914

The Better Kind of Photo-

graphs

s

William Shewell Ellis

1628 Chestnut St.,

Philadelphia

Send
Her a

Sauiplter

SEND a Samoler to your mother, to your

sweetheart, to the hostess whose hos-

pitality you enjoyed ; to the one who showed
you a courtesy. The Sampler speaks a

various language; its message is always in

good taste. The Sampler is an assortment

taken from ten of Whitman's most popular

packages Chocolates and Confections.

Ash for the Sampler package
of any IVbitman's agency.

^ V
\X

" ^^'^pier

Local Agent

:

W. L. Harbaugh, Haverford, Pa.

Smedley & Mehl

Lumber
and Coal

BUILDING MATERIAL
Phone No. 8 ARDMORE

Howson & Howson
SOLICITORS OF PATENTS

West End Building, 32 S. Broad Street

PHILADELPHIA

Libel ty Towar. 53 Liberty Street. Cor. Nassau

New York

918 F Street, Washington

The oldest woman in Philadelphia can quote
her great grandmother as an authority for the
high quality of

Good old MILLBOURNE Flour

Al All Dealers
SHANE BROS. & WILSON CO.

63rd and Market Streets Philadelphia. Pa

Daniel E.Weston
0©S© (§CaS®i?CDO!W S^SET

[praocyseciCLCPCQaA

The Merion Title and Trust Co.

OF ARDMORE
LIABILITIES

Capital Stock - -$125,000.00
Surplus - - - - 125,000.00

Undivided Profits- 50,000.00

Deposits - - - - 1,000,000.00
JOSIAH S. PEARCE, President

HORATIO L. YOCUM, Treasurer

Check and Savings Accounts, Both Earning

Interest. Every Accommodation Afforded.

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian
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Reed & West

Druggists

Ardmore

Danri'nrr ^"^ Step, The

Castle Walk, Hesitation.

Young and old alike are fasci-
nated with these new dances. Our
method assures perfect dancers.

Write Phone or Call.

The C. Ellwood Carpenter

Studio

1123 Chestnut Street

Classes Formed Anywhere.

Private Lessons Daily by Appoint-
ment,

You run no risks on

TARTAN BRANDS
Canned Goods
Coffee

Macaroni
Tea
Olive Oil

Alfred Lowry & Bro.

PHILADELPHIA

The Bryn Mawr Trust Company
Capital Authorized, $25o,ooo Capital Paid, $125,coo

Allows inlertst on deposits. Acts as Executor, Administrator, Trustee, etc. Insures Titles to Real Estate.

Loans Money on Mortgages or Collateral. Boxes for rent and Valuables stored in Burglar Proof Vaults.

JOHN S. GARRIGUES, Secretary and Treasurer

P. A. HART, Trust Officer and Assistant Secretary

A. A. HIRST, President

W. H. RAMSEY, Vice-President

DIRECTORS
A. A. Hirst Elbridge McFarland Wm. C. Powell, M. D. W. H. Ramsey
L. Gilliams John S. Garrigues H. J. M. Cardeza

William L. Hirst Jesse B. Matlack Joseph A. Morris Phillip A. Hart

J. Randall Williams Samuel H. Austin John C. Mellon

r R A N F ' S ICE CREAMV^XV^XX11_^ k^ CAKES & PASTRIES

are made under the most sanitary con-

ditions. Call and see them made.

Store and Tea Room, 1310 Chestnut Street

Main Office, 23rd Street below Locust
Name Registered August 7th, 1906 Special Prices for Large Orders

When Pati^onizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The HaverfordiaN
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Haverford College

Favorite Tailors

WHELAN & CO.
206 S. 12th Street, Philadelphia

Plate Glass Window 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
205-207-209-21 N. Fourth St. PHILADELPHIA

Hirst ^ McMullin

MAIN LINE

Real Estate

West End Trust
Building Philadelphia

Moving and Hauling Pianos Moved

RYAN BROS.

Auto Truck Seroice

Phone, Bryn JNIawr 216-D

ROSEMONT, PA.

HENRY B. WALLACE

Caterer and Confectioner

BRYN MAWR, PA.

Telephone

Gentlemen's Wardrobes Kept in Good Order
on Yearly Contract

A. TALON

E

TAILOR

Phone, 931A Afdmore Ardmore. P»

E. M. FENNER

Confectioner
BRYN MAWR,

Ardmore, Pa.

PA.

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian
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If you are seeking apartments In the suburbs, don't overlook HAVERFOI^D COURT,
Rooms single or en suite, for transient or permanent guests.

Building and equipment new and up-to-date. One-minute walk to Haverford Station,

P. R. R., and to Merion Cricket Club.

Address all communications to

GEORGES. HAYES, Mgr., Haverford Court, Haverford, Pa.

Ardmore Printing

SMART MODELS
IN

Young Mens',^J^

Fall and Winter
SUITS
and

OVERCOATS
$15 and upwards

JACOB REED'S
SONS

1424-1426
Chestnut

Street

Philadelphia

Co.

M. J. ENSIGN

John S. Trower

—f^
Caterer and

Confectioner

—*
—

5706 MAIN STREET

Germantown, Phila.

TELEPHONE

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian



1865 - FIFTY YEARS - 1915

The Provident Life and Trust Company
of Philadelphia

Capital Stock --.---•
Surplus belonging to Stockholders

OFFICERS
Asa S. Wino, President.
T. WiSTAR Brown, Vice-President.

J, Barton Towns end, Vice-President and
Assistant Trust OfiScer.

J. RoBBRTS FouLKE, Trust Officer.

David G. Alsop, Actuary.
Samubl H. Troth, Treasurer.
C. Waltbr Borton, Secretary.

J. Thomas Moore, Mgr. Insurance Dept.
W. C. Craigb, Assistant Tru St& Title Officer.

John Way, Assistant Tres.surer.

J. Smith Hart, Insurance Supervisor.

- $1,000,000

- $5,000,000

DIRECTORS

T. Wistar Brown Frederic H. Strawbridge

Asa S. Wing John Thompson Emlen

William Longstreth Morris R. Bockius

Robert M. Janney Henry H. Collins

Marriott C. Morris Levi L. Rue

Jos. B.Townsend, Jr. George Wood
John B. Morgan Charles H. Harding

J. Whitall Nicholson

Fourth and Chestnut Streets

Safe Deposit Vaults

Westbrook Publishing

Company

Publitheri Excluiively of

School and College

Periodicals

1312 Cherry St., Philadelphia

Both Phones

Keystone, Race 2966 Bell, Walnut 5137

Spells Confidence

Exclusive fabrics in Neckwear and Shirtings

and appropriate fixings for all occasions

Our shops all near the station—when in a

hurry, visit us. These addresses only:

908 Chestnut St., Juniper & Filbert Sts.,

Mint Arcade and S. Penn Square,

20 and 22 S. 15th Street (Shoe Dept.)

Shirt Tailors to Men and Women

When Patronizing Advertisers Kindly Mention The Haverfordian



HOTEL CUMBERLAND
I-

I-

NEW YORK
Broadway, at Fifty-Fourth Street

"7th Ave." Cars from Penna. Station

Kept by a College Man

Headquarters for College Men
Ten Minutes' Walk to Forty Theatres

Room with Bath, $2.50 and up.

SPECIAL RATES FOR COLLEGE TEAMS
and STUDENTS.

Harry P. Stimson, Mgr.
The Cumberland does more college business than

any other Hotel in New York.

Headquarters for HAVERFORD

-I-

4-
»^»j«]J<»?«A»^o?<»J<AJ<»j<J<»3<>|a>JwT<»T«»T«>T<>T<»-^T<>T'^

eese

1203 Filbert Street, - Philadelphia

A Full Line of

'irst-Class Meats
Always on Hand

Prompt Delivery Satisfaction Guaranteed

Bell Phone, Filbert 2949 and 2950

Keystone Phone, Race 3835 and 3836

PRINTED BY WESTBROOK PUBLISHING COMPANY, PHILADELPHIA










