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The "Haverfordian"—A Retrospect

and Forecast

By Professor Rufus M. Jones

I
AM extremely glad to know that the Haverfordian is to be

revived and started afresh. It has had an interesting career in the

past and it should fill an important place in the life of the student

body and of the alumni in the years to come. Those of us who have

helped to nurse it in babyhood and who have watched its progress

with deep interest will rejoice to see it flourish once more and we shall

all heartily wish it bon voyage.

The Haverfordian came to birth in 1879. C. W. Townsend, A.

P. Corbit, William A. Blair and Walter C. Hadley were the originators

of the project. The first copy, which was in the form of a Prospectus,

came out after commencement in 1879 and the regular series began in

October of that year. C. W. Townsend did not return to college in the

autumn and Joseph Rhoads, Jr., took his place on the editorial board

which launched the venture. The new periodical was created to "repre-

sent the daily life and work of the students of Haverford College, to be

an index of the culture and discipline received in it and to be a means
of inter-communication between the members of the annually increas-

ing family of those who have been here as students." It was hoped and

believed that a monthly paper would stimulate literary work and raise

the level of intellectual effort. "We expect to present our readers,"

the first issue says, "with essays by some of Haverford's most literary

sons." The first editors were confident that they could count for their

material on "internal resources" and on "contributions from abroad",

i. e., from the alumni.

Walter Brinton, William E. Paige, Dr. George A. Barton, George

H. Evans, Charles R. Jacob were some of the men who in the early days

gave the paper distinguished editorial service. Not less important in

those primitive years was the part played by the hard-working Business

Managers of it. Walter C'. Hadley, William A. Blair, George L. Cros-

man, and O. W. Bates secured the sinews of war in this cradle period of

its lite. It was not easy to convince hard-headed business men that an

"ad" in the Haverfordian would put them on the path of success

and would bring in a vast volume of business! These Business Mana-
gers, however, succeeded in getting excellent advertising and they lined

up the alumni as subscribers. But there was never a surplus of funds in

the early period after the bills payable were covered. During my year
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of service as Business Manager (1882-1883) the accounts came out

exactly even without enough balance to buy an ice-cream.

I look back with much happiness on my years of work for the

Haverfordian. I filled first and last every position connected with

the paper. When I entered college as a Sophomore, I was made Assis-

tant Manager and was very shortly after put in full command of the

business side of it. In my Junior year I was on the editorial staff and
tried out all kinds of department work, while in my Senior year I was

Editor-in-Chief. During that year we changed the form and style of

the paper and launched a number of interesting experiments. I have

always felt that I owe whatever literary career I have had to my associa-

tion with the Haverfordian. It was in that connection that I learned

how to express myself and first formed my central interests. President

Sharpless has often told me that it was my work on the Haverfordian
which led him to call me back to Haverford in 1893 when I became
Editor of the Friends' Review in Philadelphia and Instructor in Philos-

ophy at Haverford. Ever since that time, to use the words of a Haver-

ford song, I have been "slinging the ink and pushing the pen along."

I have referred to my experience only in the hope that it might encour-

age some present-day student to think it worth while to work for college

publications, even though there may not be much immediate return lor

the time and labor.

It is, I believe, of the first importance that the revived and restored

Haverfordian should maintain a high literary quality. It must keep

out of the field occupied by the News. Its real function will be, as orig-

inally proposed, to stimulate literary work and to be an index of the

culture and mental discipline of Haverford. It should, too, make a

strong appeal to the seasoned writers among the alumni to contribute

to its columns. The tone and quality of a college are estimated in many
minds by the tone and quality of its literary productions and ours must

bear the hall-mark of undoubted excellence. If it is good enough to be

the index of Haverford the graduates of the college will stand by it and

will bless it.

We are now opening a new epoch and era for Haverford. It has

emerged from the hard years of the World War with increased endow-

ment and with a good increment in the student body. It is a forward-

looking college, with a noble record and a large future promise. Every-

thing connected with its life and ideals must be cherished with great

care and with a sense of honor. May the revived Haverfordian, then,

be the worthy organ of the new Haverford which is to be and may it

be the bearer of a fine and genuine culture and the revealer of the best

spirit of our beloved college.



En Passant

(First Prize, Hibbard Garrett Memorial Prize for Verse)

A window, staring far across the town.

Is mine to sit at watching whitened roofs

Dull rapidly to gray with ni^ht. The grooves

That mark the streets are half-obscured by down

That sinks in swirling clouds from leaden skies.

The crowd, the rush of hasty city life,

Is close akin to my desire for strife.

For combat with my kind. Yet no one tries.

Not even passing girls upon the street.

To draw me, panting, to the gripping clutch

Of keen, hot-blooded living. I am such

As they pass by. But still, it would be sweet

To just imagine all these things, if only

Bitter skies would not cry, "Lonely . . . lonely . .
."

W. A. Reiizel, '22.
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I

THE summer of 185- was as sultry and uncomfortable as any in

the memory of the oldest inhabitant, but the July wheat harvest

in that southeastern section of Pennsylvania amply compensated

for all the trouble it had caused, and the farmers were finishing their

labor and looking to threshing time for the reward. Hence small talk

and liquor flowed more freely than ever at the Dubblestown house that

night, and even the Sheriff—a frequent guest at the old Inn—felt it not

beneath his dignity to appear in shirt sleeves.

The frequenters of the Inn were a mixed group drawn from the

nearby farms and from the village itself, but the sheriff dominated all

of them and while he was present furnished topics of discussion with a

condescension that is the glory of the uneducated. The question of

Slavery was paramount and the usually placid official discussed it with

unwonted heat. "I don't see," he expostulated, "why I can't get aholt

of that fellow you call Abolition Jim, don't see at all. I know him and

he knows me, and I see him go this way and that in his dearborn or his

haywagon, and I see him dump his load here or in the other place, and

says I, 'That fellow's up to something, and again he ain't,' but at any

rate the Southern Officers keep a-telling me that 'black baggage' is

passing up North to Canaday through my jurisdiction. Of course,

I'm not in favor of chasing 'em, but a person's got to abide by the law,

hasn't he? To be sure, and I don't see."

"Well sheriff," drawled a Quakerish looking fellow from the other

end of the bar, "if thee really wanted to catch Friend James I should

think thee could do it. I hear that a negro is working for him at the

present time. The Officers are said to be somewhere about Philadel-

phia, and that means that this county will be niggerless soon. Yes,

Friend Sheriff, I should think thee could catch him."

"By damn thou'rt right Quaker! It's come to a point of honor,

hasn't it? I guess it's up to me to get to work. Yes I'll ride the roads

for the next two weeks, and I'll arrest him just for the fun of it, we'll

see. I'll wager two levy I arrest him." The bet was not accepted, but

the Sheriff was a man of his word, and it was expected that the next

fortnight would see Friend James Trumbull, whom men cajled Aboli-

tion Jim, on trial for the ambiguous crime of slave-stealing. The Sheriff's

decision was particularly remarkable from the fact that he lived so far

north of Philadelphia that the opinion of a Southerner could affect him
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but little ; however, an acquaintance was breaking the law, in open day-

light, and his vanity was touched.

At the same hour that evening Friend James Trumbull was rising

from the supper table and congratulating his family upon the wheat

harvest of the past week. He was a typical Pennsylvania Quaker of

that period: a careful farmer of frugal habits, but a man who would

have nothing but the best of everything. Living not very many miles

south of Dubblestown, he knew very well that as an abolitionist he was

suspected of aiding in the Underground Railroad which ran through that

section, but his conscience on the subject was clear and nothing else

mattered. This evening a careful observer might have noticed that he

was a little more forgettul, a little more nervous, than was his custom,

and the observer might have wondered a bit.

The younger children of the family scampered off to bed before it

was yet dark, while James and his plump wife sat musing on the front

piazza until the evening chill drove them into the sitting room about

candle-light. James was soon poring over The Germantown Telegraph,

and his wife busied herself with mending the torn trousers of her eldest

son, a lad of ten years or so, who rolled about the floor and tried to

embroil the family cat and the watch-dog in a fight. The cat would

only yawn, and the dog was equally listless; James lost interest in the

Telegraph; and "mother "Trumbull, valiantly striving to keep her eyes

open, nodded suspiciously.

"David," the boy's father broke the silence, "how would thee like

to see Nelly leave us?" His countenance bore that calm look which the

family had learned to associate with great undertakings, with great

"testimonies" against the African slave trade. His usually stern face

became suffused with a new light.

"Who, Black Nelly? I wouldn't like it at all. I thought Grandpa
Packson was going to leave her here till theofficerscome, hesaidhe was."

Then to himself, "Hm! So that's what Joel Pusey was talking about."

Black Nelly was a runaway slave who had become very dear to David's

heart, and he did not like the thought of losing his playfellow.

"Mother," continued Trumbull sitting up very straight, "Joel has

just told me that the officers from the city will be up in a few days.

I will have to go the mill tomorrow, and thee had best get Nelly up about

five o'clock."

"Will thee go to Billy Grahm's this time father?" Mother was

wide awake now.

"Yes, I think Uncle Billy would be as safe as any. To bed, David,

to bed, to bed."



Abolition Jim

II

The horses were already hitched to the dearborn when David came
out from an early breakfast next morning, and James and his brother

Jacob were busily loading sacks of grain into the big wagon. Nelly

had not appeared at breakfast, nor did she appear now, but James'

ways were not to be questioned. David ran quickly to his cubby-hole

at the foot of the large maple tree and took from a tin box a pack of

Chinese firecrackers which he had hidden with great secrecy, tor James
would not tolerate fire-crackers.

After a few minutes of jangling and rattling, the wagon, with James
and David on the driver's seat, swung into the highroad, and amid a

loud but pleasant rumbling and a terrible cloud of dust, started north

at a rapid jog, while Mother Trumbull waved an anxious farewell from

the porch.

The sun boiled down upon them, and the dust rolled up in clouds.

Miles of worm-fence passed, and fields that were now green, now brown.

They jogged, they walked, but always north.

At Dubblestown the two stopped to water the horses and David

jumping down to stretch his legs ran to the pump for a drink. The
gourd was soon sparkling full, and he was drinking the water down
with a relish, when he chanced to overhear the conversation of two

Dutch wagoners who were standing near.

"I vas chust delling Chon dot dot officer iss again in Easton.'

A cold shiver ran down his back. There was only one kind of officer

to him and that was very undesirable.

Although this incident gave rise to some foreboding in their minds,

the two Quakers soon left the town behind and rumbled along at the

usual gait, sometimes at a rapid jog, sometimes at a slow walk—mile

after mile. Occasionally they roused the thunders of a covered bridge,

and emerged to hear a fleeting gurgle from the waters eddying beneath

—

then the accustomed thud of the horses' hoofs as they churned up the

dust. The rumble and jolt of the dearborn was not conducive to sus-

tained conversation, so that David dozed off to sleep after the tenth

mile was passed.

Some slight movement on James' part awakened him and he sat

bolt upright, rubbing his eyes. James, who had been whistling and

carelessly clipping the weed-tops with his great whip as they jogged

along, now sat stiffiy erect—his side whiskers bristling and his jaw

set. His eyes shot fire. The Sheriff wearing a high white hat turned

down all 'round—like the man in the Know-nothing song—and a swal-
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low-tail coat, with huge brass buttons, was galloping rapidly toward

hem.

"Hey-day, James," he burst out reining in his horse, "is thee up
here again with slaves?"

"Oh, I don't know," beaming, "thee gives me great credit if thee

thinks I would take such risks when thee is in the neighborhood. Thee

must think that I haven't anything tio do but to evade you fellows."

"That sounds well, but I have some papers to see you about, if

you will look at them."

"Certainly," throwing the lines to David and jumping down

—

James always was accommodating.

"Surely," thought David, "this is funny. Why doesn't father do

something? He looks as happy and contented as if she was at home.

Nelly must be in this wagon below the wheat, and if the Sheriff decides

to search the dearborn we'll both be arrested."

The two men talked and talked, and David was unspeakably bored.

He pulled the Chinese crackers slowly from his pocket and loosened one

from the packet. "I might just light this one and pinch it out before

it fires off," he whispered to himself. A match crackled and the first

cracker sizzled and went out very successfully, the next one worked
almost as well.

"James," the familiar word struck David's ears piercingly. The
Sheriff had crawled into the rear of the wagon without David's knowl-

edge and he was examining the wheat which lay just above the driver's

box.

"James, John Barton wants some wheat very badly, and he told

me to try and find some for him. He lives right next to the jail in Dub-
blestown, and he would give thee double the price that Billy Grahm
would. Thee'd better turn around and come back with me. Thy wheat

wasn't promised, was it?"

Crack, crack, crack David was learning that a person can-

not hold a lighted match and a packet of Chinese crackers in the same
hand without result—no matter how urgent the situation. He threw the

exploding crackers to the ground beneath the horses, which with fright-

ened snorts jumped into the breast bands; the wagon began to pitch

and roll heavily as it gained speed. The Sheriff in dismay released his

hold on the burlap bags, slid calmly over the tailboard, and landed in

the dust.

"Whoa, whoa," David yelled distractedly and made frightened

snatches at the reins slipping slowly from the footbrake.

Pulling, jerking, snorting the excited animals came to a stop a
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quarter of a mile further on. David looked back. Brass buttons recov-

ered his hat, dusted his coat, and limped disconsolately away after his

horse; but James was running at top speed toward the runaways, his

face red with exertion. Hatless, dishevelled, and winded he climbed

into the wagon and caught up the rei's. "David," he said, "thee cer-

tainly is a little rascal; but if it hadn't been for thee I don't know what

would have happened."

The few remaining miles of the trip seemed endless, and the two

Quakers pulled up to Billy Grahm's mill with a sense ot intense relief.

Sure enough when the wheat was removed Nelly was found concealed

among the bottom bags, but five minutes later no one could have found

a trace of her. She was safe and "Abolition Jim" was still free.

That evening the bartender of the Inn at Dubblestown was happy:

the Sheriff was sulky and not inclined to talk. Finally, however, the

Sheriff broke the stillness: "Well it may be luck or mebbe providence is

aginst me, I can't tell. I was as sure, just as sure as anything, that I

had James Trumbull where I wanted him—and to be fooled by that brat

David. It does beat all." The Inn loungers stirred nervously, but the

Quakerish-looking man at a nearby table chuckled to himself.

"Well, as I said
—

" the Quakerish man was about to interject when
the Sheriff's beer mug crashed through the window just above his shoul-

ders and ended the conversation.

J. H. Smiths '21.



spring Rain

{Second Prize, Hibbard Garrett Memorial Prize for Verse.)

Sweet spirit of spring rain! How restfully

You lead along your large, consoling drops

To gently waken life! How quietly

The slow surge of a swelling rain at night

Puts out all harsh ideas, clears the soul,

And bids soft retrospection enter in

The temple of the mind, whence thought has gone.

Lulled all unwittingly asleep by rain!

Hearing the warm drops purr along the ground.

Who is there but relents his sorest sorrow.

Who does not let uncharitable notions

Slip from him, in a silent ecstasy

Of beautiful, delicious memory.

More sweet than love, or joy, or even grief?

What ever was so sweet, but memory
Made the sweet sweeter, as cathedral chimes

Half heard in the far distance have a note

Seraphic more than earthly, and would seem

Almost too melodious to be heard?

What grief has ever chastened human heart

But is more pure, more fair, in retrospect

Than ever when it struck with nascent force?

To look along the long road of the past.

To half smile the old smiles, half weep old tears—
What sweeter hour than the one that leads

Back for a moment to old friends, old scenes.

Almost forgotten dreams, and hopes, and life?

Yet full of life, as well as dreams, the rain

Infuses in the spirit a new hope,

A daring; but no crude, adventurous boast:

Rather a gentle faith, a simple will

To live, and let the unknown fate alone.

There is a depth of confidence in I ife
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That grows within the heart; magnificent,

Yet lowly, bent on man, and on the earth

So lovely that it takes the breath, and makes

The eyes gleam, and the inmost being throb.

Sweet ghost of introspection and new life!

When all the beauty of the day is past,

And nightfall brings a rain, the plashy sod

Is drinking in new life to feed the leaves

That are just budding out to catch ihe swift

Warm kiss of large soft drops; a confidence

Pervades all nature, and the weary mind.

Full now to overflowing, seeks repose.

The rain is stiller than the silences

It breaks, and now the soul is soothed asleep.

The sleep is gentle, and the wakening

As brilliant as the sunrise after rain.

S.A. Nock, '21.



Cyril Tourneur

WHY is it that the name of Cyril Tourneur is so seldom heard?

He was a most prominent playwright of the early seventeenth

century, and with Kyd and Webster developed the type of

tragedy known as the Revenge Play or the Tragedy of Blood. Yet

despite this fact few outside the critics ever read either of his two extant

dramas, The Atheist's Tragedy and The Revenger's Tragedy. Tourneur 's

works have been put before the public by several able editors, and he

has had at least one conspicuous admirer of the last century, who was

always outspoken in praise of him, Algernon Charles Swinburne. Swin-

burne in one of his private letters once said that he considered the pub-

lic's neglect of Tourneur as "the grossest instance of general stupidity

and torpor in literary taste and English scholarship" that he ever

witnessed. Five years later Swinburne wrote of Tourneur in even more

laudatory terms, declaring in a magazine article that "it cannot be too

often repeated that in mere style, in commanding power and purity of

language, in positive instinct of expression and direct eloquence of inspira-

tion, the author of The Revenger's Tragedy stands alone in the next

rank to Shakespeare." Few poets receive such encomiums from other

poets. Why, then, has Tourneur been compelled to sit in the shadow?

Is it because of the world's insensibility, or does he merit oblivion?

The obscurity of this dramatist is, of course, due to his revolting por-

trayal of vice in all its manifestations. Literature of this type, like the

later Gothic Romance, never acquires the meed of glory. But before

we consider this aspect of his plays, let us see what can be said to their

credit. No one can deny that this dramatist possessed exceptional

genius, that at times his lines assume the grandeur of a magnificent

epic. Several passages of terrible power bring to mind the " surge and

thunder" of the ancient epos. Occasionally he permits the reader to

catch a glimpse of his more lyric nature, and we read a description of

singular beauty and delicacy like this from The Atheist's Tragedy, which

commands the admiration of all. Borachio is telling of the death of a

fellow soldier

:

Walking next day upon the fatal shore,

Among the slaughtered bodies of their men
Which the full-stomached sea had cast upon

The sands, it was my unhappy chance to light
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Upon a face, whose favour when it lived.

My astonished mind informed me I had seen.

He lay in 's armour, as if that had been

His coffin; and the weeping sea, like one

Whose milder temper doth lament the death

Of him whom in his rage he slew, runs up
The shore, embraces him, kisses his cheek,

Goes back again, and forces up the sands

To bury him, and every time it parts

Sheds tears upon him, till at last (as if

It could no longer endure to see the man
Whom it had slain, yet loth to leave him) with

A kind of unresolved unwilling pace.

Winding her waves one in another, like

A man that folds his arms or wrings his hands

For grief, ebbed from the body, and descends

As if it would sink down into the earth.

And hide itself for shame of such a deed.

This mournfully sweet description proves that Tourneur was not wholly

a man of gruesome thoughts.

In the fourth act of The Revenger's Tragedy, Tourneur shows himself

a most efficient master of dramatic tenseness of situation. Here Ven-

dice and Hippolito, at last aware of the utter depravity of their own
mother, drag her forth to die. The sons' hard reproaches, the mother's

passionate defense, the revealing of the unnatural sin, her wails of

despair—all are reminiscent of Orestes and the lustful Clytemnestra.

This brings us to the question of Tourneur as a constructor of

plots. He was original, and that is to his credit. The plots of his two

surviving plays are unique and unusual; but in spite of this they lack

many indispensable requisites. These plots do not consist of a natural

evolution of normal events, but a cleverly related^ series of impossible

situations. The tenseness is unrelieved by any entertaining bit ot char-

acter sketching; action follows action with melodramatic speed. In the

second place, the plots are absurd; they lack the faintest traces of real-

ism; they are cast in a cloudy atmosphere of gloomy purposelessness.

Finally, the characters are not only grossly abnormal, but actually

depraved. There are no fine heroes and heroines in the lists of dramatis

personae, nothing but prurient women and revengeful madmen.

One would be doing injustice to Tourneur, however, if he entirely

omitted mentioning the heights of emotional endeavor which he some-

times achieves. In many a passage the spirit of the speaker is glori-
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ously triumphant, and the temper of the poetic measures irresistibly

elevates the imagination to the highest reaches of intellectual passion.

Observe the fall of the verse in this extract trom The Revenger's Tragedy,

which, Swinburne says, has a sort of fierce and savage pathos in the

note of it.

Views the skull in his hand.

Thou sallow picture of my poisoned love

My study's ornament, thou shell of death.

Once the bright face of my betrothed lady.

When life and beauty naturally filled out

These ragged imperfections;

When two heaven-pointed diamonds were set

In those unsightly rings—then 'twas a face

So far beyond the artificial shine

Of any woman's bought complexion,

That the uprightest man {if such there be.

That sin but seven times a day) broke custom,

And made up eight with looking after her.

We now return to our first question—why has Tourneur not acquired

fame? Indisputably he was a great pioneering genius, and was author

of many memorable lines. But despite the worth of certain parts of the

two tragedies, I cannot but charge him with a most uneven Muse. It is

only here and there that he touches the sky ; between his better thoughts

there lies a welter of licentiousness. Living at the time of James I, he

felt no restraint in dealing with subjects and ideas which today would

never be expressed on any stage. But granting him every allowance

for the taste of his contemporaries, one cannot forgive the gross sen-

suality that offends in every scene, the coarse similes needlessly attached

to otherwise innocent remarks, or the excessive lasciviousness which

actuates so many characters to deeds from which all sane men are

instinctively repelled. Swinburne avoids discussion on this point, and

carefully selects the noblest lines to substantiate his opinions. He regards

Tourneur as a hater of iniquity and lover of justice, exposing lust only

to overthrow it eventually; but to a modern reader, it appears that

Tourneur delighted in setting forth lewdness in disgusting detail merely

for its own sake, and in heaping horror upon horror in one long succes-

sion of villainy, incest, and blood.

The real reason Tourneur has been neglected rests in the fact that

he disregarded many important phases of human nature, being woe-

fully at fault in a large and full understanding of mankind; he wandered

in narrow fields and forgot to embrace the world. He often violated
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the first principles of human behavior. No real mother, after the man-
ner of Gratiana, could be persuaded so easily to permit her own daughter

to be ravished by a strange suitor; no mortal man, albeit atheist, could

take such honest cheer in murder as D'Amville. The world has never

granted a poet a rank among the first if he did not recognize the open

truth that the universe moves in a circle whose center is moderation.

Hetiry Salmon Eraser, '22.

A Rainy Day

There's a certain charm in a rainy day,

When the wind is blowing strong,

A nd the dark gray mass of the clouds above

Is slowly moved along,

When you feel the beat of the rain in your face

As you go from hall to hall,

A nd watch the rings in the puddles grow

Till one has outstripped all.

On rainy days I love to sit

In my windoiu over the lazvn

And dream of the days that used to be.

The days that now are gone.

C. D. Abbott, Jr., '22.



Editorial Comment

THIS is a day of strange and wonderful appearances in the field of

literature. There are almost as many schools of poetry as there

are poets; there are those who cling to the past as to salvation;

there are those who express new ideas in old form, and those who couch

gray-bearded ideas in bizarre "vers libre"; there is beautiful and regular

poetry, as well as beautiful and formless; there are the free and the

foolish, the unriming and the unreasoning. Each school has enthu-

isastic adherents, who admire, but often cannot explain or interpret, its

peculiarities.

Prose, while less changed than verse, nevertheless shows the effects

of the times. It becomes polyphonic; rows of periods are used to denote

either a thought half expressed or a thought quite expressed. Commas
grow scarcer day by day. Nouns are pressed into service as verbs;

strange meanings attach themselves to old, familiar words. The trend

of the times is to upset the staid and regular.

It is hard for an outsider to understand the intricacies of the various

theories of vers libre, tree verse, polyphonic prose, rhythmic prose.

It is also hard for him to follow the most intricate formal patterns and
understand them. After all, what appeals to the average reader of

verse is "just poetry" ; the metrical medium of man since his first stages.

Prose, always more difficult than poetry, is likewise appreciated by the

many when it is clear, unaffected, unpretentious.

But an adherent of any school knows it is much easier to write in

a haphazard fashion than to be careful. It is easier to write without

rules than with. However, it is easier to be understood when one writes

so that others regard the result as reading matter, rather than material

for a game of Peter Coddles. A little care, a little consideration tor

someone else's point of view, a little regard for the generally accepted

rules of punctuation, grammar, and syntax, would do a world of good to

many writers who dash off their masterpieces in sublime fury.

An idea is not to be written into literature unless it is a common
one; no unique experience is literary material. A worthy idea deserves

the most intelligent and enticing expression: what is hodge-podge to the

reader is neither desirable nor masterful.

A cessation of the prevalent disease of striving for effect; considera-

tion of an idea at its face value; care and love in expression; and a sense

of humor will keep literary aspirants on a safe and sure, it arduous

and uninspiring road. A beautifully expressed but simple idea is worth

innumerable unintelligible rhapsodies.



Pop Goes

THE Union Hall was a villainously dirty place. An old warehouse

originally, it stood towering on a corner, where it was needed;

close to the humanity it handled, hard by the river—for it was a

Seamen's Union. The big double-doored entrance on Osier Street was

the one always used; a large entrance was needed to accommodate the

mob that the ships dropped on the wharves.

The clerk, just inside the doors, made a quick survey of cards and

hurried the men into the main room. The /. N. Jones was hunting a

crew; this affair would have been carried off as mechanically as the

others, but for one thing: the clerk was having difficulties getting a

cook. This fact would have made any crew take an interest. He stood

on the platform and shouted, but no one answered. The official had

reached the profane stage when a scrawny, stunted old man came up.

"I am the cook," he said. His mouthing of this speech made it

barely understandable.

"Didn't y' hear me callin'?" shrieked the clerk.

"Gaw' man (this was a plaintive appeal for pardon and not an

oath), I can't hear everythin'."

"Well, c'm here, an' sign up. I guess we'll have to take you."

Shyly, furtively. Pop clattered down the alley. He had no luggage,

excepting a dirty shirt and a pair of striped trousers which he carried

over his arm; and a long-stemmed pipe, the bowl half cut away, which

drooped from his mouth. He talked to no one but himself, yet his

actions, a few hasty steps taken so he could walk beside his mates, some
sideward glances of timidly offered friendship, showed that he did not

relish that company entirely.

Shyly, furtively. Pop clambered in a doddering fashion up the

ship's ladder, and once on deck, like a frightened rabbit, burrowed a

wild course through stores and cargo to the galley. Then, having depos-

ited his wardrobe in a stewpan, he squatted on the door-sill, sucked his

pipe and awaited orders. During all the rush and change he blinked

amazedly and uttered many expressions not to be understood by any
one. Even though Pop had found a locker for his clothes and a place

to sit upon while smoking, it was obvious that he was not at home.

The dicing gods were against him from the start. To begin: he

was not endowed with the slightest ability to cook. This was a great

disadvantage. Secondly: two hours out from breakwater a heart-rending
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roll on the part of the ship brought two of his fingers against a start-

lingly hot pan. Pain and amazement broke out on his face. He shrunk

within himself and became utterly useless as a compounder of food.

The second cook, as good a fellow as he was capable of being, began to

do most of his work. Pop lounged, carefully watched huge kettles of

water come to a boil, and lamented concerning his burns to the water

cooler, to any of the messmen who would listen, and to the ocean at

large when others failed.

The Steward, a worker by birth and a slave-driver by long years

of intensive training, was goaded to futile fury by this state of affairs.

He was also worried a little about his position. The second cook, realiz-

ing by this time that he would have all the work on his hands, became
increasingly temperamental. While this storm-laden cloud was circling

nearer and nearer Pop's head, the only effect, visible to the crew, was
that he became a Stoic. This was a good attempt on his part, but it was
partially defeated by the fact that his nervousness and childishness

made him merely futile in the eyes of his mates. Thus where he might

have got active assistance, he reaped only dormant sympathy.

Things lagged for three days. The Steward and the second cook

were now combined against a common obstacle. Pop was forever sit-

ting on a niggerhead, smoking an empty pipe in a feverish fashion,

caressing his fingers and gazing over a gray sea. Then he spoilt a batch

of pies that had taken him two days to prepare.

The Steward and the overworked cook went into conference, tastmg

of the Steward's cigars and imbibing his whiskey. The Steward was

hard-headedly bitter; the cook, sympathetic but determined on relief.

"I ask now, how did he get aboard?" The Steward had pro-

pounded this question so frequently of late that it aroused no response.

This being as he had expected, he went on.

"He can't even boil water, an' those pies. My God!—the sugar

an'—!"

Here it was customary for the other to break in and assist in building

up this tower of culinary woes, but he was after real results this night.

"I know he's rank, but that's not what I want. Somethin' more 's

got t' be done. Can he be got rid of? We're not so far off Tampico
any more an' then we c'n get another cook. Yeh!" said the cook.

"But he's signed on good 'n hard. We can reduce him, but then

nobody else can come on an' you'd have t' do all the work anyhow.

It's got t' be fixed so as another man can come aboard. You can't cook
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so well y'rself!" The Steward's stomach rose above the petty bonds

of friendship.

And the cook, having quaffed the Steward's liquor, and seeing in

his heart the truth, said "Um."
The Steward cogitated for a long period; the cook watching him

closely and smoking a cigarette the while. Suddenly the light of a

wonderful idea shone on the Steward's face. Looking around carefully

he leaned forward and murmured, "Shanghai!" Then he added: "We
can do 't, too, in Tampico."

But the other was incredulous.

"Pop won't go on shore. He saves his money. No booze. No
wimmen. Nothin'; clever, but 'twon't do here."

Now the Steward waxed cynical concerning mankind in general.

"He's a man, ain't he? An' you said, 'No wimmen.' Wait 'n see.

I'll betcha " Here he stopped. The Steward would furnish drinks

up to a certain limit, but no money, on any condition.

The cook was still a doubter, but he was in such a mental condition

that even a wild chance brought relief. And there the matter stood.

The boat bobbed gracefully across the Gulf, Pop on the stern rail smok-

ing air steadily and beginning to express his fears vocally; the second

cook in the galley with a temper, and the Steward 'midships swearing

softly to himself. Life did not brighten for the rest either. The
food was cooked in a hideous fashion. And Pop, the talkative, was

much less bearable than Pop, the semi-stoical. He was continually

pouring the tale of his wrongs into ears that closed as soon as he began.

"Gaw' man, sonny," he would start out in his high voice that rose

with his tale and his anger until every one was awaiting eagerly tor the

moment when the E string would snap (it never did). "You never

can do nothin' to satisfy that man. I work an' work an' make pies,

but he always just yells."

At this point his physical sorrows usually rose supreme.

"Gaw' man, sonny, look't those fingers an' I never get no sleep an'

no whole meal to eat since I come aboard. Oh! that man, sonny."

Dismissing this personage with a wave of his skinny hand he went
on, "Sonny, when'll we get back? Saturday, sonny? No? Sunday,

sonny? No? Gaw', don't we never get back? An' how long must I

cook fer that man, an' you can't do nothin' to please him. I work an'

I work an' " Here the listener realized that Pop was beginning a

second time and left unceremoniously. Pop, however, did not feel this

slight but continued his story to the firmament and to the few sea-

gulls swooping round the ship. The gulls usually wailed. Pop thought

they sympathized with him, and was visibly heartened by them.
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Then the Tampico breakwater, a few poverty-stricken but not

poverty-oppressed Mexicans standing upon it, rose out of the sea off

the bow. The crew was happy; even the thought of bad food did not

weigh them down any longer, for on both sides—we were moving up
the narrow river by this time—were drink and women, than which

nothing more warms a sailor's heart. The effect of shore, even though

it was not the one he sought, was noticeable on Pop. He neglected to go

to the galley at all, even to boil his water, and sat on the deck looking

through his eyelashes at the scenery. He said nothing.

Immediately after the boat had been warped into the dock and the

lines made tast, the Steward and the second cook appeared on deck,

held a short conference with the mate, scrambled over the side, and
after calling a launch chugged up the river towards the town. Pop
was leaning on the after-rail as they passed the ship. He waved at them
in a disheartened manner and muttered to himself about "fools as spend

money on booze and wimmen. Not fer me." Yes, the cook was right

in his attitude of disbelief in the Steward's schemes.

At ten o'clock when the Steward came staggering down the wharf,

arm in arm with two Spanish girls. Pop was still leaning over the rail.

The Steward, tapping one of the maidens on the wrist, called her attention

to the weazened figure.

"That's him," he said.

"But he is of such an age," she answered.

The Steward whistled and called and finally succeeded in rousing

Pop from his lethargy. The old man merely waved his hand again

and would hav^e returned to his dull stupor, but the Steward motioned

for him to join them on the deck.

"Girls, Pop," he shouted, "I brought one down from town for y',

thinkin' y'd be a little lonesome."

Pop seemed to answer this appeal in a fairly definite manner when
he turned his back on the party and sat on a niggerhead. But his

opponent was not thus easily thwarted. He turned to the girls.

"Well that means go aboard," he said.

"That means more money," was the toneless answer. "That makes
it much more dangerous."

The Steward acquiesced but he was no longer smiling. They climbed

the gangplank, crept across the deck, and at last stood before Pop, who
was perched dreamily on his iron seat. He started when he saw them.

Then the game began in dead seriousness. The Steward drew the girl

into his embrace and placed his lips upon heis, lingering long in the act.

The girl nestled close to him. Pop watched them with eyes that might

have been glass. Not a single emotion crossed his face, only as the
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embrace grew longer and closer, his pipe began to fume violently and

smoke floated around his head. At length the girl broke from the

Steward's arms. Pop looked at her companion who had been leaning

against a steel upright during this scene. Her attitude did not indicate

that he would be rebuffed. Slowly he knocked the glowing ashes Irom

his pipe, rose from his seat and shuffled over to the waiting figure. He
muttered softly, and seizing her brusquely by the wrist started towards

the ladder. She followed passionlessly with only a backward nod at the

Steward to show that the game was in her hands.

Dawn came up over the breakwater. The sun passed high at noon

over the ship and sank low in the evening behind the church on the

plaza. Then night went out over the breakwater. The second cook had

worked hard that day, for he was alone in the galley. The Steward

seemed pleased at something, for he whistled as he dressed himself in

shining ducks for the afternoon. The crew, as is their way, made jokes

concerning Pop.

A second time did dawn come and go. A second time did the velvet

night swirl around the vessel and biing fireflies to play in her rigging.

On the third day the Steward spoke to the Captain.

"I don't know where he's gone to, sir, but we'll need a cook soon,

if we sail this evenin'."

"Well, wait until noon, Steward. If he hasn't shown up by then,

you'd better run up to the Consulate and get another man."

"Yes sir, that'll fix things," said the Steward. He hummed a

Spanish melody under his breath as he walked away.

Evening came, and the ship, low in the water, swung sluggishly out

into midstream, scattered a school of porpoises, and pointed her head for

the Gulf. A new prince reigned in the galley. The evening meal was
almost a banquet, and the crew chattered lazily on the after-deck, their

stomachs at peace with the world. Just at this time a disheveled man,
torn and dirty, stumbled across the oil docks, fell and lay with his face

towards the sea. A lew Mexican laborers rushed leisurely over to him
and put him in a sitting posture, plying him with questions which

sounded ineffectual to his American ears. The only response they secured

was: "Gaw", man, sonny, I work an' work ter that fella, an' now he

goes away with my pants an' shirt an' boat, an' . . You can't do

nothin' to please him."*******
Ten miles off the Tampico breakwater, the new cook of the /. N.
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Jones, rummaging among his pots and pans, came upon a pair of trou-

sers, purple-striped, and a shirt, both resting in a shining stewpan.

"Hey," he shouted, "who put these damn things in this new pan?

I'll break somebody's head, messin' around this galley." And carried

away by his anger he hurled the offending garments through the port-

hole. It was evident that he was at home.

"A galley's no place for a pair o' dirty pants," he muttered, and

then forgot about the incident.

W. A. Reitzel, '22.



A Satire on Free Verse

{In Imitation of Pope)

Hail to the magic verse of modern times

That leaves the thought of old insipid rimes!

Some few have said that rime to verse adds little,

But now we damn it as not worth a tittle.

Such men as Shakespeare, Milton, Pope, we find,

By this dread curse were terribly confined.

Imagine what these writers might have been

If tyrant Rimeing had not shut them in!

Alas, the curse came on them like a blight

And closed their genius in with walls of night.

But now a more enlightened age detects

The fault which in those sages caused defects.

We read with sad and condescending eye

And shake our heads and say, "All can but try."

Men of today avoid the fatal fault

Which made Keats hesitate and Byron halt.

And liberated verse now freely flows

Checked only by the thought, "/ am not prose."

One line's as short as breath in wheezing age.

The next extends full three times ' cross the page.

glorious freedom, where there are no rules

And those that versify are counted fools!

How well you cherish carelessness and sloth

And offer laziness full space for growth!

Men think now of the content, not the verse

And so degenerate from bad to worse.

Yet surely themes today are just as great

As Menelaus' love or Herd's hate;

From, common subjects modern verse now flows

And sings a prizefight and a bloody nose.

Success in verse comes with a poiverftd word

Which ears refined have scarcely ever heard;
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The hero with some noble rage should swell

And shout a challenge, such as, " What the hell!"

Such gems of kindly sentiment are fine.

And form a short but admirable line.

The author makes the ladies cry, "0 dear!"

And sees how much vulgarity they'll hear;

To shock the public and to shock them hard

Is thus the high ambition of each bard.

Still to another aspect all must bow.

For every man can haunt Parnassus now.

Here of Democracy we reach the height

Where every numskull has the power to write;

To write he need not versify nor think

For all he lacks is paper and a drhik.

This modern Muse has still another grace,

For lady poets now adorn her face.

To their ripe genius free verse is a friend

Because there is no special place to end.

Their numbers might flow on and on and on.

If James did not serve tea upon the lawn.

Age divine, where art and reason meet.

And poets never stumble o'er their feet!

Age sublime, thee humbly we adore

As culminating all that went before!

David Harris Willson, '21.



My Friend The Weather

WHEN it is raining, and you have a headache, and have broken

your glasses, and your one and only has more or less turned

up her nose at you, you feel blue. I don't want to indulge in

platitudes, but that must serve as an explanation of this performance.

Nothing is done without reason, good or bad. Rain is a good reason;

I don't suppose that the girl is: there is another girl within a hundred

yards of the one and only, and fair weather is miles and miles away.

A friend of ours said that rainy weather was not bad weather, but

merely inconvenient weather. Tonight is inconvenient to the extent

of all outdoors. I usually like rain, but tonight I would venture forth

alone, and stare at the waxing moon, and brood over her callousness,

and then come home and write a sonnet about it. But I don't want
solitude enough to go out in the rain after it. Solitude is all very well

in its place, but it needs sentiment. There is sentiment in a thunder

storm, sentiment in a cloudburst; but in a cold November drizzle it is

strangely non est.

I have a great deal of amusement with the weather. Whenever
it finds out that I am to go anywhere, it rains. Whenever it finds out

that I have got away without its knowledge, it starts a wind, and loses

my hat tor me. But I have found out that the weather is not omnis-

cient; it can be foxed.

When I am to call upon the one and only, I always make an engage-

ment a long time ahead, so that the weather will reckon that there is

little likelihood of its materialization. Then it will set itself out to be

fair. Later on, sure enough, the date is changed, usually to the night

before or after the one originally scheduled; on both those nights there

will be floods. But then, very slily and surreptitiously, I fix the affair

back to the original evening; that fools the weather! That night there

is starlight and moonlight, and a warm south wind, and all that mortal

man could wish. "The rest is silence."

The weather and I aren't really inimical, you know. We just try,

"in a friendly spirit of rivalry"—to outfool each other. The weather must

accept its defeats, and I must accept mine. For instance, as an exam-

ple of our true friendship, whenever the weather is sure that I am par-

ticularly anxious to have a pleasant time (an unusual case) it refrain?

from being unpleasant. And, for my part, when I am keeping an unim-

portant engagement, I don't object to the weather amusing itself at my
expense; I can take a joke.

Now tonight, the weather realized that I would be much happier
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if I didn't go out and brood my valuable time away, and come back and
try to rime bosom with blossom, as did Swinburne, Blake, and others.

So it discouraged the nonsense. But I am not to be altogether outdone;

I am writing this.

Those who attend various schools and colleges throughout the coun-

try claim that the weather takes a diabolical delight in being incon-

venient on week-ends. This is unjust; occasionally, to be sure, it rains

at those times; my friend cannot be totally unamused: there is no fun

in raining on week days. But as a rule it is fair; and, if you stop to

consider, it is fair most of the time, anyway.

Weather reports in the newspapers are interesting. I have always

maintained that the consummate liar was one who lied part of the time,

and told the truth part of the time, and intermingled truth with all of

his lies. Old Uncle Hi Treadway was just such a master. We asked him

one day, when a heavy bank of clouds appeared off to the south, whether

it would rain; we were new to the locality, and knew that he under-

stood its weather. He looked critically at the sky, and replied that

"we would get the edge of the shower". It rained steadily for two

weeks. That man knew how to lie.

It is men like Uncle Hi who make the weather prognostications, I

am sure. They never tell the truth; they never lie; but they tell what
generally has a preponderance of the untrue in it, with a bit of truth.

And then when the psychological moment arrives, they tell mostly truth

with a little lie. They are geniuses, and never miss the moment. It I get

on good enough terms with the weather, I think I can earn a living as

a weather prophet, if I associate with Uncle Hi some more.

There are two things that I don't like at all; one is a wet news-

paper, and the other is a newspaper. I seldom try to peruse the latter,

never the lormer. But it does my soul good to see an unfortunate human
being struggling with matted sheets and rain-obliterated print; it is a

treat. Every once in a while, when I have been particularly good, the

weather gives me that pleasure. And once in about as long a time I

give the weather its fun, and let it wet me. But it is a good sport, and
doesn't catch me in my Sunday best.

It is amusing to try to smoke a pipe in the rain; amusing to the

weather. I thought once I could learn, and smoked all through a shower

bath and shampoo. But they are insignificant compared to the weather

;

you can stick your pipe out of the shower, but not out of the rain, unless

you asphyxiate yourself.******
I think it is safe to say that I am recovered from the fit of blues
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that I was in when I started this thing—thanks to the weather. Had
it not rained, I should have gone off in a moody manner, and thought.

Deleterious to the character, thinking. I have a friend who thinks, and

it has led him into the pathetic way of working. He never gets any

of the real loafer's joy out of life. He never puts his feet on the window

sill and refrains from lighting his pipe because he is too happily lazy

to take the matches out of his pocket. He doesn't smoke, anyway.

Poor fellow! How fine a time he could have! Weather means nothing

to him; he can play no tit for tat with the rain; he cannot exert his

brains to outwit April; not he. But he can do mathematics, and knows

something about economics.

And I— I can do nothing—to perfection, if I do say it myself!

S.A. N., '21.



Alumni Notes

1897

Edward Thomas is the author of

a valuable volume on present

industrial questions, Industry,

Emotion and Unrest. Many of the

instances and situations empha-
sized in the work are drawn from
his keen observation and experi-

ence with the Underwood Type-
writer Company. Publishers : Har-

court, Brace & Howe, New York.

1901

H. S. Langfeld has written an
entertaining and instructive work,

The Aesthetic Attitude. The pub-

lishers are Harcourt, Brace &
Howe of New York City.

1908

Mac of Placid is a novel by T.

Morris Longstreth of the class of

1908. It is a tale of the pictur-

esque Adirondacks of New York
state. The tale is rendered noth-

ing short of marvelous by the

appearance of Robert Louis Ste-

venson, who, it will be remembered,

lived for a time at Saranac Lake.

R. L. S. acts as the side

partner of Mac, the hero, and
by their combined efforts charming

Hallie of the hills is finally won.

The book is published by The Cen-

tury Company, New York.

1910

Christopher Morley, has just

published a volume ot poems,

which he calls "Hide and Seek."

Mr. Morley, not wishing to have

us benefit by his poetry only, has

written a second book of essays

which carries the thoughtlul title

of "Pipefuls." This was released

on October 25th by Doubleday

Page & Company. "Hide and

Seek" is to be had from the George

Doran Company.
As every New Yorker knows,

Morley conducts "The Bowling

Green" on the editorial page ot the

Evening Post, where the political,

literary, and international situa-

tions are given a healthy and hum-

orous airing.

1917

The collection of college short

stories, known as The Best College

Short Stories for 1917-18, contains

a product of the pen of Colby Van
Dam who left us three years ago.

The story is called "Men and Man-
ners," and is well worth reading.



Telephone

Henry B. Wallace

Caterer and Confecliorxer

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Hirst & McMullin

MAIN LINE

REAL ESTATE

West End Trust Building

Philadelphia

llrbmore

printing Company

PRINTERS
and

PUBLISHERS

Cricket and Lancaster Avenues

Ardmore

Compliments of

Lancaster Ave. Bus Line

Day and Night Service

Theatre parties taken care of

Buses run every ten minutes from

6 A.M. to 3 A.M.

Every SO minutes from

3 A.M. to 6 A.M.

I THANK YOU!

OFFICE

942 N. 66th Street

Telephone Overbrook 9505

Home made Candies Salted Nuts
We serve Ice Cream

N. T. RUDDICK
Station Avenue

OPPOSITE MERION TITLE & TRUST BLDG

Jeannett's Bryn Mawr and Warne Flower Shops

CUT FLOWERS AND PLANTS
WEDDING BOUQUETS AND FUNERAL DESIGNS

111 Aberdeen Are. 807 Lancaster Ave.,

Wayne, Pa. Bryn Mawr, Pa

SMEDLEY & MEHL

LUMBER AND COAL

Building Material

Phone No. 8 ARDMORE



Breakfasts,Luncheons

and Dinners

Served Daily and Sunday

at the

HOME COOKED FOOD SHOP
Open from 7 A.M. to 10 P.M.

On Haverford Ave. next to the Penn-
sylvania R. R. Station.

HAVERFORD

Besides the Dining Room, the Shop also

sells Ice Cream and delicious Home-
made Rolls, Bread, Cakes, Pies

and Pastry

(Conducted by the Main Line Com-
munity Kitchen)

Insurance
Fire or Burglary Insurance on Student

personal effects while at College or
elsewhere.

Tourists' Floating Insurance on per-

sonal effects against all risks in transit,

in hotels, etc., both in this country
and abroad.

Automobile Insurance covering dam-
age to car and liability for damage to

property or for injuries to persons.

LONGARE & EWING
Bullitt Bldg., Ill S. Itb Street; Philadelphia

BELLAK
VICTOR
Records

PIANOS for RENT
1129 CHESTNUT

6-8-10 South Fifteenth Street
Below Market Street

OPTICAL
and

PHOTOGRAPHIC GOODS
of every description
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t, to buy your Clothes:,.

Our Popatarity \vith Young

Men hoi been won, and is

held by intelligent and careful

catering to their requirements

JACOB REED'S SONS
1424-26 CHESTNUT ST.

PHILADELPHIA



AVISIT to our Establishment will reveal to you the wonder-
fully large stock of the newest colors and patterns for your
Winter Suit and Overcoat.

A dinner jacket suit—Tuxedo^—will be a necessity this season
and we have secured a large number of the new black stripes for

making them.

Our reputation for making more Full Dress Suits than any
other firm in the City assures you of a correctness in every detail.

Stylish suits and overcoats begin at $60.00.

We can please you perfectly if you place your order with us.
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Haverford and Haverfordians

President W. W. Comfort

THE Editor of the Haverfordian has asked me to try to express

my impressions of a five-weeks' trip taken through the West

in the interest of the College and its Alumni. The task is a grateful

one, for it gives an opportunity to thank those at home who proposed

the trip and made it possible, as well as those along the extended route

who made possible the contact that was sought between the College

and distant Alumni.

The Haverford groups visited in order were in Pittsburgh, Chicago,

Minneapolis, Seattle, San Francisco, Los Angeles, Wichita, Kansas

City, Omaha, Oskaloosa, and Cleveland. To be exact, I met sixty-

eight Alumni on the trip, some of whom had seen no one from the College

for many years and were quite out of touch with her affairs. It was

not hard to awaken their interest and enthusiastic support for Haver-

ford as it is today. After telling something ol the Faculty and our

academic standards, the activities of undergraduate life were touched

upon, and the latest news of the Endowment Fund was divulged. Com-
ments and questions were then in order, and the meetings were pro-

tracted into informal discussions. A lunch or dinner was the usual

form of entertainment, and sometimes, as in Seattle and Omaha, the

Alumni invited some of their fellow-citizens to hear about Haverford.

It appears that, although there is no necessity for young people on the

Pacific Coast to go East for their education, yet a number do so for

family reasons and are diligent inquirers regarding a good small college.

There is no reason why Haverford should not get occasional students

from beyond the Rocky Mountains.

One point is worth making: that men who were students at Haver-
ford for only one or two years are, in proportion to their numbers, in

no wise behind the four-year students in their devotion and loyalty to

Haverford and her ideals. They are entitled to every privilege and
consideration which we can devise for them.

Several of the larger universities were visited to the profit of the
visitor, and an opportunity to address the students was afforded at

Mills College, Pacific College, Whittier College, Pomona College, and
Friends' University. Invitations to speak at the University of Cali-

fornia, in San Francisco, and in Omaha had to be declined with regret.

The message delivered at the Friends' Colleges dealt with the future
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of the American Friends' Service Committee and with the faciUties

offered by the Thomas Wistar Brown Graduate School at Haverford.

I feel strongly that Haverford should mean more to her old students

as an actual asset in business and professional life as they move about

the country. To this end a loose organization was effected in the cities

visited, whereby a President or Chairman together with a Secretary

will be in touch with all the Haverfordians in their respective territories,

and will be ready to welcome and give information to fellow Haver-

fordians who may visit or settle in those parts. The names of these

men with their addresses will be available at the College office, and

will be printed in future editions of the catalogue. All parts of the

country except the Southern States will thus be staked out with centers

of Haverford influence. Such a trip was well worth while from every

standpoint and should be repeated by some representative of the College

from time to time in order to hold the interest already aroused.

I cannot close this brief narrative of seven or eight thousand miles

without expressing my thanks for the hospitality and co-operation of the

ladies who have married into the Haverford family and who did so

much to make our plans successful: Mrs. Gummere, Mrs. Stuart,

Mrs. Hart, Mrs. Lowry, Mrs. Falconer, Mrs. Froelicher, and Mrs.

Claassen.

Triolet

Those sunny hours on the float

Were long and warm and lazy.

They struck a happy, restful note,

Those sunny hours on the float,

The whispering lake, the anchored boat,

The mountains dim and hazy;

Those sunny hours on the float

Were long and warm and lazy!

A. Macintosh, '21.



The Empiricist

IN
a little rock-bound village, close by the sea, lived a philosopher.

No one in the village knew what a philosopher was; no one in the

village cared, for Hfe was hard: fish had to be drawn in by sheer

strength of arm. Still the philosopher knew and cared, which, although

it may have been mere personal prejudice, was sufficient to him. So

he lived content in his dirty, grass-thatched cottage, situated on the

top of the cliff. There he philosophized, ate the food which the fisher-

men did not use, and warmed himself by a fire whenever the wind carried

branches against his hut. He would often sit on a bench outside his

door and watch the waves rise and break, ebb, rise and break. . . .

This always made him philosophize, which was natural.

After many years, Life and Death began to have a great interest

for the philosopher. He even went so deep into the question that he
asked the opinions of his neighbors on it.

"Do you know what Death is?" he would ask.

The fisher folk were doubtful as to whether they could answer

exactly. To be sure, they knew that at times, when fishing was bad
and food scarce, many people became very still and were buried, and
that this state was called "being dead. " They also knew, that at times,

sudden storms would rise and plunge across the seas at their fishing

fleets, and then several men would disappear. These men were also

spoken of as dead. But as to what Death really was they were grossly

ignorant.

This state began to prey upon the mind of the philosopher. Ignor-

ance on vital questions always had this effect. He thought to himself,

"Now is my opportunity to show how a philosopher can aid the world.

Here are my people and they know not what Death is. Here am I,

an explorer. I shall show them the mystery; and mysteries can only
be solved by jumping straight to their hearts. I must go to the heart
of Death in order to find out what Death is."

He spoke of his intention to his neighbors. They showed only
such interest as could be attributed to mere politeness. However this

did not daunt the courageous man, and he became more determined
than ever. "People learn only in spite of themselves," he said. So he
planned an excursion into the land of Death. He realized that he must
make this excursion in a spectacular way so that the minds of his people
would be duly impressed. He set a day for starting on his journey.
He would jump from the cliff.
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This announcement rather startled the simple folk, and they began

to feel that perhaps they had misjudged this man. Because of this

feeling, the entire village clambered up the cliff the following Sunday.

The philosopher, dressed in a suit of black cloth, stood on the edge of

the cliff and looked down at the narrow golden strip of beach that the

sea had relinquished to the shore, during the hours that had just passed,

his face radiant with joy. The villagers stood in a silent mass before

the cottage. The philosopher turned to them and spoke:

"This journey is for you. Therefore, when I have leaped, come
to the beach and I will tell you what I have found out concerning Death."

Then he walked to the jutting rocks and leaped into the air.

After a stunned silence, the men ran hastily down to where the

philosopher lay. He stirred when he heard them. They saw his lips

move and caught faintly, "Oh God! My back."

"The mystery of Death," murmured the men.

"He has solved it," said one more daring in his thoughts. "It

was his back, he said."

Whereupon all the men felt their backs to find out what the mystery

was.

"He was a great man," spoke up one of the women, who by this

time had joined their husbands, brothers, and sons.

Just then a child, running across the sands, stumbled and fell,

"My back!" he screamed, and then sat up half-frightened by the noise

he had made.

Everyone started.

"That's what the philosopher said," murmured the people. And
they looked at the long, black-clad body. It did not move. Then they

looked at the child. He was up and running towards them again. The
fisher folk were very simple people, and could not reconcile these two

controversial bits of evidence.

"He is dead," said one man, and seemed rather surprised at his

having thought of it.

"There's no mystery about that," growled another, who was hungry.

So they buried him, as they had been taught to do with all whom
they considered dead. The little child slowly rubbed its bruised back.

Wise philosopher! Foolish little child!

W. A. Reiizel, '22.



The Secret

I stood upon a rugged, wind-rocked tower,

When clouds were furious at midnight hour.

And watched the elements like fates contend,

Methought, o'er human destiny the power.

A strife 'twixt Storm and Universal Night,

Unfeeling powers endowed with cruel might

0' er feeling souls by blind Creation's God:

The Night prevailed; there rose no dawn of light.

" Ye Powers of Darkness,'' through the blast I cried,

"That mounted on your storm-steeds wildly ride

To keep eternal watch, what help for grief?"

My voice upon the moaning thunder died.

To a lone star that pierced the blackened sky

Bright as the hopes of children, I did cry:

"Does Right endure? And Love, can it be true?

Are tears in vain?" I watched it fall and die.

A whispering cloud its misty pennons spread.

And on my soul a shower of anguish shed.

But hushed my questioning with, "Ask no more,

The dead alone, they know, the dead,—the dead!"

H. G. Timbres, '21.



The Idea of a League of Nations

[As far as can be ascertained, this is the only essay on this

subject that has bee?i published in America.—Ed.]

A WISE understanding of the modern League of Nations is im-

possible merely from a study of the covenant framed at the

recent peace conference. The theories of that covenant are so

complex that a careful survey of the past history of the idea of a League

of Nations is rendered indispensable to the seeker after political truths.

Hence it is my purpose in this essay to review the historical develop-

ment of this idea from its first conception in ancient Greece to its latest

formulation at Versailles.

Voluntary organization and alliance among states to promote a

common interest is as old as the history of states themselves. It has

ever been the case that states have found it advantageous from time

to time to unite in achieving common ends which were beyond the capa-

bilities of any separate political body acting independently. Some of

these confederations dissolved themselves of their own accord when
the period of usefulness was over; others met with temporary success

but final failure; and still others were mistakes from the outset. Since

it would be tedious and unprofitable to recount the details of the many
hundreds of defensive and offensive alliances which kings and statesmen

have negotiated in every age, I propose to discuss only those actual

and projected associations of nations which appear to be prototypes

of the modern league.

Perhaps the most ancient league of nations to be placed in this

category is the Delphic Amphictyony, or "league of neighbors", dating

from the earliest days of Greece. This league comprised twelve Hellenic

tribes united to protect the sacred shrine of Apollo at Delphi. From
the point of view of today, the greatest interest of this Amphictyony
lies in its rules to mitigate the hardships of wars. To this end a clause

in its constitution stated that no Amphictyonic town would be destroyed

or be cut off from running water in peace or war. The later history of

this league might furnish a strong point in the argument of a modern

Republican politician, because when Philip of Macedon began to take an

active interest in Greek affairs, he used the ready machinery of the

Amphictyonic council to further his ambitious schemes. It was at the

urgent request of this league that Philip decided to take part in the
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second sacred war which resulted in making him a force to be reckoned

with in Greek international politics. Again, in 338 B. C, it was the

Amphictyonic league that summoned Philip to conduct another sacred

war. But now Philip was in a position to come not as ally but as con-

queror, and^on the famous field of Chaeronea he sent the Athenians

and Thebans down to a bitter defeat. It is a sad reflection that the

league, which originally had been formed to protect a temple, eventually

was employed to suppress a democracy.

The vast epoch of time from the subjugation of Greece in the fourth

century B. C. to the fall of the Western Roman Empire in the fifth

century A. D. is characterized by no important society of nations that

could be likened to the present league. During the grand period of the

Roman Empire there was no necessity for an international political

confederation, because all the Mediterranean peoples enjoyed the uni-

form and beneficent pax Romana. All lands recognized Rome's sover-

eignty. Thereexisted but one state, one government—that of Rome, and
this fact of orderly empire obviated the need for any league of peace.

But the human race was larger than the Roman Empire, and
the barbarian invasions of the fifth and sixth centuries opened the door
of the Middle Ages. During the first obscure centuries after the fall

of the Empire in the West, nations did not come into existence as in-

dividual and distinctive political units. The ephemeral glory of the
Carolingian renaissance soon passed into the realm of legend, while
only the tradition and empty theory of empire continued to lurk in

the minds of dreaming monarchs. In fact, the strange and almost
mystical persistence of the idea of a universal Christian Empire was
one of the most remarkable features of those centuries. Popes and
Emperors alike could not forget the former grandeur that was Rome.
This politico-religious ideal was most clearly voiced by Dante, who
held forth a picture of the perfect body politic, a humana universitas,

a panacea which would restore the golden age. In his De Monarchia,
he described this theoretic state which should have several kings over
its various divisions, and one king over all. A single ruler was neces-

sary for the unification of society; and this monarch should be none
other than the divine heir to the throne of the Caesars, the Holy Roman
Emperor. The spiritual sword, thought Dante, should be the exclusive
weapon of the Pope, who should stand on a level with the Emperor
in the administration of the perfect world. Thus we see that the aspira-
tions of the Middle Ages were not international but supernational.
To^ us the significance of mediaeval dreams consists in the hopeful
attitude of the scholastic philosophers that a world state transcending
all centrifugal forces is actually possible.
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Not until the early part of the fourteenth century do we encounter

any semblance of the modern conception of an international league;

and then it is not a concrete example in politics, but only the idealizing

of a scholar, Pierre Dubois. He proposed to institute a court of arbi-

tration, consisting of three ecclesiastical judges and three "others"

on each side, which tribunal would meet on the occasion of any differ-

ence between nations. There was to be only one appeal from the deci-

sion of the court—an appeal to the Pope. The scheme of Dubois has

no value for us except as a naive theory of international arbitration.

Two centuries now passed during which the lines of nationalities

were more and more sharply drawn. The European no longer raised

his eyes only to his immediate overlord, but began to turn to his king

for guidance. Borders and frontiers became worth fighting for. The
spirit of patriotism was reborn. Under these new competitive condi-

tions was created in the early sixteenth century a real league of nations,

a league which we may call the first modern society of nations for uni-

versal peace. It was the work of Cardinal Wolsey, chief adviser to

Henry VIII of England. Upon the occasion of concluding a treaty

of alliance with France, Wolsey insisted on the acceptance of a program

for perpetual peace between the two signatories and all those who might

later sign the agreement. In addition to France and England, the

King of Spain and the Pope consented to sign the compact. The pre-

amble of the constitution of this league declared that a general peace

among the Christian nations of Europe was necessary in order success-

fully to combat the Turk. The body of the covenant had to do with

the course of action to be followed in case one of the contracting parties

attacked another. All the signatory princes were pledged to wage

common war against the first disturber of the status quo. The thirteenth

article extended an invitation to all Christian princes to join the federa-

tion. But in regard to this project for universal peace, we cannot credit

Wolsey with any sublime purpose of effecting perpetual peace in Europe,

—he knew his times too well. The ultimate aim of Wolsey was un-

doubtedly to make England the arbiter of Europe, and he seized the

opportunity of consummating this result at the time when the Pope

was urging a crusade against Selim I. Wolsey's league was conceived

in a diplomatic and not pacifistic spirit; the league lasted only one year.

In 1623, a hundred years after the downfall of the league of nations

just described, a little-known French theorist, Emerich Cruce, pub-

lished a remarkable essay on international peace called Le Noiweau

Cynee. Cruce was a man far ahead of his time. His cosmopolitan tolera-

tion speaks forth in the following short passage from his book: "Who
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am I," he asks, "to wish harm to an Englishman, a Spaniard, or a Hindoo?

I cannot wish it when I consider that they are men like me, that I am
subject like them to error and to sin." He advocated the establishment

of a permanent assembly of ambassadors representing all the nations

of the known world from China to England. This congress was to sit

in Venice, at that time a natural center of affairs. Any differences

arising between states should be settled by the judgment of the whole

assembly, and if any state rebelled against the decision of so notable

a body, that state would be disgraced before all other states. Oaths

should be taken to hold as inviolable law the decisions of the congress,

and pledges should be made to pursue with arms any who opposed

these laws. The striking similarity of Cruc6's project with the league

covenant of the present day is immediately evident.

Contemporary with Cruc6 was that well-known political romance,

or Grand Design, given out by Sully, the minister of Henry IV of France.

Recent research seems to have demonstrated that the Grand Design

was never an actual policy of state, but merely the fabrication of Sully's

imagination after he retired from active service at court. Nevertheless,

Sully's theories on international peace are of interest, even though we
cannot ascribe to them too great importance. Briefly, the Grand Design

proposed to establish a general council consisting of sixty-six repre-

sentatives from the fifteen foremost powers of Europe. At the head
of this Christian Republic should stand, at least nominally, the two
elective overlordships, the Holy Roman Empire and the Papacy. The
council was to examine and "settle quarrels amicably, to throw light

upon and arrange all the civil, political, and religious affairs of Europe,

whether internal or foreign." But as far as practical politics was con-

cerned, the Grand Design never materialized.

Several decades after the promulgation of the Grand Design, William
Penn came forth with an essay on the peace of Europe. Viewed from
the present day, his essay is highly significant, especially in the clauses

relating to the use of joint force, if necessary, in carrying out the decrees

of the league, or Imperial Diet as he termed it. Penn believed in a Diet
which should meet regularly and decide on rules of justice for sovereign

princes to observe one to another. All differences between sovereigns

should be brought before this assembly, unless private embassies were
capable of settling the questions. If any king refused to abide by the
judgment of the Diet, all the other kings, "united as one strength,"
should compel his submission. Thus did the great Quaker plead for

peace.

A few years after the publication of Penn's essay, a French econo-
mist and moralist, St. Pierre, wrote a memorable work on perpetual
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peace very similar in some respects to Perm's project. St. Pierre actually

believed that he would live to see universal peace in Europe. His plan

was a congress to settle differences by arbitration. There were to be,

however, no representatives at this congress other than those appointed

by the crowned heads ot Europe, and this perhaps was the greatest

objection to his scheme. Like William Penn, he advocated the use of a

common army at the common expense to compel any dissenting sovereign

to submit to the will of the majority. A very great fault in Pierre's

plan lies in its disregard of political evolution; rulers were to be guar-

anteed assistance against seditious subjects, and the royal succession,

whether hereditary or elective, was to be guaranteed according to the

fundamental laws ot each country. Such a project was impracticable

not only in the eighteenth century, but is impossible in any century.

The eighteenth century was the glorious era ot political philosophers.

Many were the theories and counter-theories presented, either setting

forth the means of securing international peace, or showing on the

other hand that peace was not the natural state of the human race.

In this century we meet such celebrated names as Rousseau, Jeremy

Bentham, and Immanuel Kant. The last especially is worthy of atten-

tion. Immanuel Kant, one of the greatest of German thinkers, advo-

cated a federation of republican states. For the same reason, he argued,

that men first entered into a social contract and formed a community
which grew to a nation, statesmen should seek to form a federative

union among free powers. Kant looked to commerce as creating a con-

dition of international self-interest, which would never be jeopardized

by a commonwealth of enfranchised republican citizens. Kant ad-

mitted that each state would be obliged to surrender a portion of its

sovereignty upon entering such a federation, but this could be justified

by the analogy of man giving up his individual lawless freedom when
he entered into the social contract. But to attain this dream of per-

fection, Kant declared that a moral regeneration must take place in

the hearts of men. Kant's idea of a league of nations may be regarded

as the most ultra theory yet expressed for the attainment of peace.

But an inspiration of this kind, although not practically feasible, often

leads the statesman to practical definitions, and we cannot afford to

overlook its great significance.

Leaving the realm of political philosophy and turning to the actual

history of political events, we come to the famous treaties of the year

1815, which inaugurated a wretched epoch that we may call for want
of a more wholesome name the "Era of Metternich". Although Prince

Metternich of Austria possessed a mind unappreciative of any modern

conception of what a league of nations ought to be, yet his scheme
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for maintaining peace in Europe by an alliance of the four greatest

powers should be reviewed with care by the student of today. After

Napoleon had been con^iuered at Waterloo, the powers of Austria,

Russia, England, and Prussia turned to the difficult tasks of recon-

struction. The conditions immediately following the Napoleonic era

were surprisingly similar to present world conditions. The same period

of upheaval had been experienced, the same weariness of strife prevailed,

and the same dreams of perpetual peace were in the air. The future

of a continent rested in the hands of the makers of treaties. On Novem-

ber 20, 1815, the four powers above mentioned entered into the Quad-

ruple Alliance, for the purpose of preserving intact forever the boundaries

fixed by the Congress of Vienna. By this alliance the four sovereigns

resolved to aid each other in case revolutionary principles again con-

vulsed France; to adopt measures conducive to the maintenance of

the new settlement in France; and finally to hold meetings at fixed

periods to consult upon their common interests, and pass any regula-

tions which might be deemed salutary for the general tranquillity of

Europe.

A halo of sublimity and mysticism was cast about this great enter-

prise by the Tsar of Russia, Alexander I, who urged upon the con-

tracting parties in the Quadruple Alliance the necessity of a sacred

union of Christian monarchs in order to further the happiness of all

mankind. This was the famous Holy Alliance, which is sometimes

confused with the Quadruple Alliance. The Tsar, far off in St. Peters-

burg, had set himself to dreaming of universal peace on a monarchical

basis. Kings were shepherds who should watch over their flocks. All

men were brothers in one grand fraternity. Alexander did his best to

write these ideals into political fact, and although he voiced the yearn-

ings of millions of Europeans who craved a lasting peace, he failed to

take into consideration the rising force of popular government, which
refused to brook the unrestrained exercise of despotic prerogatives. In

many respects the Holy Alliance possessed the spirit of the modern
league of nations. It was the expression, perhaps not entirely sincere,

of a longing for a better world, a world safe for its inhabitants. Peace
was its ostensible object, and it sought to gain peace by preserving

the terms of a treaty made in accordance with the best judgment of the

plenipotentiaries at the congress. The present league, in general, desires

these identical things. But, ot course, the great difference between the

two documents is that the one depended on kings for enforcement,
while the other depends on republics and democracies. After the Holy
Alliance had been signed by Austria, Prussia, and Russia, an invitation

was extended to England to become the fourth signatory, England,
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however, politely refused to sign a document so vague and meaningless.

Thereupon the continental diplomats became bus}', and in the space

of the next two years managed to extend the alliance to include France,

the Netherlands, Wurtemburg, Saxony, Switzerland, and the Hanse
Towns. Have we here, at the close of the Napoleonic wars, a situation

similar to the present international situation in 1920? Does the United

States in refusing to enter the League of Nations stand in the position

England occupied a century ago? Is "Wilson's League" another Holy
Alliance?

The outstanding figure at the Congress of Vienna had been Prince

Metternich. Through his adroit statesmanship the status quo ante beUiim

was restored; and by the Quadruple Alliance, Metternich expected to

create the machinery for perpetuating the terms ot the Treaty. His

theory concerning the duties of kings has resulted in untold suffering

for millions of people. After 1815, monarchs seemed to forget that they

sat upon nineteenth century thrones. They thought the spirit of "liberty,

equality, and fraternity", which had been the thrilling cry ot the French

peasants in arms, was crushed forever. Metternich was not slow in

bringing the Holy Alliance into use as an instrument of oppression.

By its means he extended his reactionary policies from Austria to the

German Confederation, Naples, Piedmont, and Spain, thereby making
this alliance of kings the strongest and most baleful influence in European

politics. But this state of affairs could not last indefinitely: the peace

of absolutism was doomed to failure sooner or later in a century in which

the voice of the people was destined to become the controlling factor.

In 1822, England withdrew from the Quadruple Alliance, and found a

moral ally in the United States of America. In 1823, President Monroe
issued his famous Doctrine which sounded the note of warning from

the New World to the Old. The days of reaction were growing short.

As the deadly influence of Metternich declined, and the wrath of down-

trodden peoples arose, the tower of oppression at last came tumbling

to the earth, dragging with it the pomp of kings. The great lesson which

the history of this alliance holds for us is the fact that enduring peace

cannot be secured through efforts to suppress the constitutional liberties

of peoples. A diplomatist's idea ot wisdom may not coincide with

that of the people, and any machinery by which he can impose his wilt

on reluctant subjects must in time prove subversive of peace and

harmony. The era of Metternich is past, strong kings and kaisers are

no more, but selfish interests, political, economic, and racial, are not

yet banished from the world.

I know of no important move made during the second half of the

nineteenth century towards the formation of a society of nations.
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Essays were written and poems composed by hopeful dreamers, liut

a practical occasion for a league of peace did not arrive. The United

States was strikingly successful in settling many differences by inter-

national arbitration, and this fact gave rise to much comment, both

here and abroad, as to the practicability of some permanent judicial

body, which should hear and decide disputes before passion and rancor

could have time to stir up the litigant nations. To this end, therefore,

the Russian Tsar in August, 1898, addressed a rescript to the principal

countries of the world, inviting them to send representatives to The

Hague to consider questions of international peace and the limitation

of armaments. The conference convened the following year. Although

unsuccessful in regard to the reduction of armies and navies, the con-

ference did succeed in establishing a permanent tribunal for the adjudi-

cation of such disputes as the nations chose to bring before it. Americans

may well be proud of the fact that the United States was the first nation

to take a case to The Hague, in 1902. Again, in 1907, our country took

the initiative in summoning a second Hague conference. It began to

look as though the dreams of idealists might possibly be realized at no

very distant date. But strong as were the ideals of peace, the interests

of militarism and nationalism were mightier. The Hague has rendered

yeoman service ever since its foundation, but has not proved an efTectual

check on a government which is determined on war.

If Roosevelt's administrations were marked by The Hague confer-

ences, the administration of his successor, William Howard Taft, was
equally marked by an ever-increasing agitation for some means of settling

amicably all international disputes. The United States now worked
alone. The other nations of the world discouraged any definite attempt

to cause a material change in their armaments. President Taft was
very active in propagating the ideals of universal peace, and he took

pains to show favor to all organizations formed for that purpose. Most
of Taft's ambitions, however, fell to the ground, because the Senate

at Washington consistently refused to ratify any treaty unless first

rendered futile by conservative amendments. Yet the apparent failure

of Taft was turned into temporary success by President Wilson and
Secretary Bryan in 1913. The Bryan plan for peace proposed to insti-

tute with other governments a system of permanent commissions of

investigation to take up disputes between the United States and other

countries, when an agreement could not be reached through the ordinary

diplomatic channels. The most important feature of this project was
the rule forbidding governments litigant to declare war or to increase

their armies or navies during the investigation by a commission. These
commissions were to possess no executive powers, and their reports
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were not to be binding. The true purpose of the plan was merely to

afford time for an impartial investigation. There were further minor

qualifications which made the project immediately practicable, and a

number of treaties were ratified with other governments on the basis

of Secretary Bryan's proposals.

The outbreak of the World War in 1914 put to utter flight all

hopes of universal peace. The citizens of the United States, however,

refused to be discouraged completely, and many persons accordingly

exerted themselves in behalf of peace. The "League to Enforce Peace"

was formed in 1915; the Lake Mohonk Conference was held in the same
year; a World Court Congress met in Cleveland, Ohio; and the

"Woman's Peace Party" sent forty delegates to an International Con-

gress of Women at The Hague to exert pressure on the European powers

to end the strife. As America month after month beheld all Europe

in the throes of misery due to a conflict which might have been avoided,

she raised her voice again and again in favor of some means to make
future wars less likely. But in 1917 the United States also was drawn

into the war; and in 1918 the victory at last arrived. Soon thereafter

President Wilson sailed for Europe to form a League of Nations.

H. S. Fraser, '22.

Constancy

Within the gray smoke's upward twist

Familiar faces come and go,

Dissolving in the filmy mist

That hangs above the bowl's red glow.

And yet, in all this changing mass.

There lingers one I can't forget.

That will not go though others pass—
The face of her whom last I met.

W. A. Reitzel. '22.



Editorial Comment

PREJUDICE furnishes far the pleasantest and easiest ground

of judgment. A man who has his opinions ahead of time is saved

the trouble of thinking, of weighing values. Honest consideration

is a difficult sort of performance, anyway; thinking is notoriously

laborious. Prejudice does away with both. To dislike a poem of Shel-

ley's because Shelley wrote it, saves not only the bother of caretully

considering the faults and merits of the selection, but of reading the
'

poem at all. To decide that Corot's paintings are not good settles

the standing of a great many individual pictures at once; they do not

have to be separately judged.

A great deal of time would be saved; a great deal of energy and

intelligence could be directed to other matters, if only judgments were

not so often reached by process of reasoning, but by generalization,

by prejudice. This is a matter deserving consideration; let it be not

altogether neglected.******
It is interesting to note that the majority of very 3'oung writers

of poetry—verse, if you insist—are pessimists. The world is a sad,

sad place, principally because of the callousness of some divine maiden.

It is too bad, of course; and the lengthening years bring further dis-

illusionment: love is nothing; soulfulness is nothing; the greed for

financial ease surpasses all. A very unfortunate state of affairs. All

the world is wrong; the broken-hearted idealist stands apart and medi-

tates moodily.

Before long religion proves itself a mockery, and atheism is added
to the burden of worldly woe. This world and the next are now gone
to pot; and the verse produced shows this effect. Death is the dominat-

ing theme; tears and sorrows are plentiful.

Fortunately, before m.any years drag drearily by, the young idealist

loses some of his grief; his vision becomes wider; he sees new things.

And gradually the effect wears off, except in a few isolated cases, too
amusing to be regrettable. Time is a sure remedy for the world-weary
young poets. ******

Those few who do not get over their self-pity are entertainers to

humanity. The trouble with them is that something has kept them
from finding anything they really want to do. Therefore they whimper.
But those of us who are not so unfortunate, and find something of

interest in life, see in the outpourings—^morose, morbid, disgusting,
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wonderfully clever—of these poor chaps a genuinely humorous quality.

They amuse us, and incidentally make themselves so delightfully miser-

able that life seems almost worth while.******
Not that pessimism has not a just and honorable place in litera-

ture. It is a true and worthy point of view, the pessimistic; and one

of profoundest philosophical dignity. But pessimism, the noble attitude,

and what is inelegantly called "the puppies" are two very different

things. The pessimism of Keats and Arnold has nothing in common
with childish whimperings, and sighs of love-lorn lovers, any more than

the optimism of Beethoven is the cheap sentiment of modern ragtime

effervescence. ******
The careful reader will note that in all this valuable discussion

of pessimism and optimism there has been no mention made of Polly-

anna. This is a step forward in literature.

Poetry

Divinely beautiful she walks at eve

Within a wood where darkening shadows fall

And where the soft perfumes of flowers call

The weary earthrnan, eager to receive

A sight of tliat inspired lady fair

Whose graceful charm has held her sway on earth

Through varying moods of pathos and light mirth.

Her very presence clarifies the air

And sheds a fragrance like the breath of May.
The earthly men who look with ardent gaze

See nought but outward beauty in her ways;

They fail to grasp what inner thoughts display

Themselves upon her face; but men whom Cod

Has given sight beyond the edge, see deep

hito her soul, and catch the mighty sweep

Of thoughts too vast for words, of ways untrod.

C. D. Abbott, Jr., '22.



Dead Mans Mill

Set round with Devonshire moor and hill,

Gray down and barrow, glade and fen,

Lies a wandering valley wild and still

With a ruined mill in a lonely glen.

Where the boughs thick laced with rank grown vines

Are so dense that into the long dale shines

Scant light; where down ravine and spur

Low winds imprisoned scarcely stir.

But where the flat pond's weed-choked sands

Spread wide, where the broken mill wall stands.

Over the dam with a spectral flash

The coiling whirls of the chill wave splash;

And in the pit where the wheel once turned

Writhing waters belabored and churned

Cover the deep in which was found.

Bloated and black, the miller, drowned.

Long since are the wheel and the mill race gone.

And the walls sink lower as years pass on,

For the sound of the surging waters shrill

Alone by day haunts the roofless mill.

But woe unto him whom some delay

Keeps from home at the end of day
Woe unto him whose pathway goes

By the grim old mill at the day's dark close!

For, lo, in the night strange sights appear.

And the shuddering passerby there must hear

How the wave in the race makes a murmuring sound,

How the wet wheel creaks as it whines around,

And the mill stones groan as the grain is ground.

He will find that the fallen walls uphold

The shingle roof as in times long old.

And over and back on the warped oak floor

Faint echoing footsteps fall once more.

For there in the drifting fog and mist

The ghost of the miller grinds his grist.
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There guided by hands no hands can feel

The rasping stones and the wailing wheel

Are making for dead men mouldy meal.

And they say as he paces to and fro,

This miller for men whom no men know,

In a hollow tone which the winds prolong

Chants a weird old mournful song.

" Wish ye that I your grain shall grind?

Fetch it at once, fetch all.

Leave portion none for men behind.

Take ye no care, no thought to mind.

Bring it to me for ye will find

That I shall grind it small,

Small.

" Will ye have of the grain I grind?

Take it at once, take all.

Leave none for me or mine behind,

I am no churlish man unkind.

Take all, for swiftly ye will find

That need for more is small.

Small."

N. E. Rutt, '23.



Loss

DIREKTOR GRADINER sat in his room in the Waldhaus at

Vulpera. The window was open and he was looking out across

the village towards the Alps which lay in the heav^y moonlight.

The air was tinged with a slight sharpness from their snow-covered

tops. It was almost unbelievably quiet. Suddenly the sweetly shrill

tone of a violin sounded.

The music seemed to come from a small room in the servants'

quarters, and when it stopped, the Direktor left his room and wandered

over to the outlying building in search of the player. After some ques-

tioning, he knocked at a small door which was opened, disclosing a drab,

low-ceilinged room, the monotony of its outline broken by a bed and a

chair. A short, ruddy youth was standing in the open doorway, one

hand gripped tightly around the neck of a violin, the other on the knob.

"Sir?" he said, haltingly.

"You have been playing?" Gradiner asked.

"Yes, sir," answered the boy.

"Play again for me," the old man ordered quietly.

Half frightened by the unexpected intrusion and the command,
the young fellow raised his violin and drew the bow across the strings

in a hesitating way. Gradiner noticed his hesitancy.

"Do not be afraid; just play," he said.

Then the boy began again and continued for some time. Finally

the Direktor signed him to stop.

"Will you come to Zurich with me to study?" he asked.

"Zurich!" stammered the boy. "You must ask my father."

"His name and address?"

"Heinrich Haberacher, Fontana."
"I will see you tomorrow," and he turned and left.

Hubert blew out the light and sat on the low window sill. His
eyes were bright with wonder and joy. He did not go to bed until the
moon had sunk behind the hotel.

The next day while Hubert was carrying the luggage of incoming
and departing guests, Direktor Gradiner made a journey to Fontana.
The conference with the boy's father was short and satisfactory. Hubert
was to return to Zurich to the conservatory, where he would study and,
when the time was favorable, be launched on his artistic career. All
expenses would be paid by the State from funds set aside for the purpose.
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II

Zurich was near. The journey from Vulpera had been very tiring

and Direktor Gradiner was wedged into the corner of the compartment,

sound asleep. But Hubert, buoyed up by his imagination, sat on the

edge of his seat, breathing rapidly. The lake, blue and bright under the

sun, lay along the tracks. The Alps stood vague in the distance. He
did not even remember them with a backward glance. Zurich was
ahead.

It was dark when the train stopped. Gradiner and his protegd

got out, the latter completely stunned by the glare. They drove straight

to the Hotel, secured rooms and retired. Late into the night the young
fellow gazed out of the window over the town, spangled against the

blackness of the lake and the sky.

In the morning he rushed to the window as soon as he got up.

The city, rather dull in the early light, was already astir. But the

mountains! Where were they? A faint haze covered the horizon.

Then Hubert felt the real pain of separation—a queer, vague groping

for something indefinable—homesickness. His \aolin was not taken

from its case that day, nor the next. Direktor Gradiner understood

his pupil's feelings and said nothing for some days. But as matters

grew worse, as Hubert withdrew more and more into himself, the Direktor

grew worried.

One forenoon the old man found him in one of the worst sections

of Zurich. He was standing on the curb looking through the window
of a dirty coffee-house. He did not answer when Gradiner spoke to

him; and the Direktor, astonished by this, tried to discover what was

attracting Hubert's attention. He also looked in at the window.

Seated at one of the low tables was a coarsely handsome girl, staring

from low-lidded eyes full at the young man. Rather angry, Gradiner

started to lead him away, when he noticed that the youth was looking

beyond the girl. On the wall, over her head, hung a large mezzo-tinted

photograph of Mont Blanc. Crude as it was, the splendor and majesty

of the mountain dominated the picture. A dull pain pulled at the

heart of the old man, and he turned hastily away. When he disappeared

around a corner, Hubert was still standing in the street.

The Direktor stopped him when he returned to the Hotel.

"Hubert," he said, "it is time to get to work. You have had long

enough to accustom yourself to the city's strangeness. Tomorrow your

lessons will begin."

Hubert nodded, "Yes!" and went up to his room. He opened his

violin case, took out his instrument and carefully wiped off the dust.

He tuned it quickly, then taking his bow, played a single chord, deep
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and vibrant. He stopped and sank into a chair, weeping. The violin

dropped across its case. Morning broke through the windows on the

same scene. The lamp was still burning, the violin untouched, Hubert

asleep in his chair, his head fallen back.

HI
One night, about three weeks later, Hubert was returning to his

room, after an evening spent at the conservatory. The pupils had

given a party to welcome Direktor Gradiner back from his vacation,

and as a matter of course, Hubert had been invited. He had accepted

from sheer, overwhelming loneliness, and now he was regretting his step.

The affair had not been successful as far as he had been concerned;

no one had paid more than the most perfunctory attention to him;

his dialect had kept him from entering into any conversations, and his

general unsociable attitude had left him in a position of continual isola-

tion. Now he was more lonesome than ever.

Slowly he climbed the stairs to his room, went in and lighted the

lamp. His violin was on the table ; the music stand covered with open

sheets stood close by. He seized the instrument, turned to his music

and began to play. Then he stopped short, angrily knocked the pages

to the floor, blew out the lamp and began to play again. He was in

the grip of a great emotion and a great longing. Notes sprang in a

jumble from his brain and then cried out to the quiet night their pas-

sionate wail of sorrow and loneliness. The mountain winds sang of their

desires, stronger and stronger; then suddenly weak and dead. He
stopped playing, and ran at once to Direktor Gradiner to play his new
music. The old man, sleepy but attentive, was careful with his praise,

but appreciation and happiness were in his face as he said, "Yes, it

is good. You shall play it at your first appearance if you so desire."

IV
Hubert had two consolations in his life of loneliness and labor:

the lake and the infrequent letters he received from his father. When-
ever possible he would wander down to the shore and watch the water
color under the setting sun, watch the distant vagueness of the moun-
tains die away against the sky of night. There were pine forests across

the blue water and they were the companions of his peaks.

As for the letters, his father wrote neither well nor interestingly;

but there was, in his notes filled with parental advice and village gossip,

a stolid peasant atmosphere and some faint suggestion of the strength
and quiet of the high mountains.

"... you must put yourself to your work as hard as you can.

Direktor Gradiner has been kind to you and you must make yourself

worthy.
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"Mrs. Griiner lost her child the past week in a landslide. The
poor woman weeps and curses the mountains. She will not be comforted.

"Be strong my son, and do not get discouraged. You are very

young . . ."

After each letter Hubert would practise almost ceaselessly. A
soul would enter into his violin. The mountains and the dropping

streams pictured in his mind would speak from his finger-tips and fill

the drab little room. Direktor Gradiner would speak encouragingly.

V
It was the evening before Hubert's first appearance. The con-

servatory concert had been planned in advance. Hubert Haberacher

was to play "Mountain Winds," his own composition. The entire

city was set for the aiTair.

Hubert was in his room, practising. His nerves were tense, his

playing marred by mechanical errors, and impatiently he laid his violin

aside and threw himself in his chair. He was dreadfully overwrought.

His whole career, often rendered doubtful by loneliness, misunderstand-

ing, and lack of confidence, was now at the climatic point. This con-

cert meant success or failure. Failure? No, it could not possibly be

that. He rose and went to the open window. The lake lay a sheet of

black velvet fringed with reflected gold lights; the mountains were

invisible, but their strength came to him through the night. It would

not be failure!

Suddenly there came a sharp rap at the door.

"Come in."

"Hubert Haberacher? A telegram."

He signed for it and slowly tore open the yellow envelope.

"Father killed by avalanche. No need to come, impossible to

recover body. Miiller, Mayor."
His eyes were dry, but the lids twitched rapidly; his throat

tightened as he dropped mechanically into his chair. He buried his

head in his arms stretched out over the window sill. After what seemed

hours, he rose and looked at the clock. It was 7.45. He dressed hurriedly,

bathed his face, and rushed to the conservatory. Gradiner, in a state

of nervous excitement was waiting for him in one of the small rooms,

off stage.

"Hubert," he shouted. "Where have you been? Are you ready

to start?"

Hubert nodded. Gradiner went on the stage and announced him.

The accompanist walked out and arranged his music. The audience

were discussing him eagerly when Hubert appeared ; before them stood
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a boy who looked like a man. His face was extremely pale; his hair

was tousled and his eyes dull. He walked slowly to the very center of

the fore-stage, raised his violin and began to play.

He was bashful and stiff at first. The endless rows of black and

white stared him in the face too critically. Then the hall became the

mountains; the doorway far in the rear was the doorway to his father's

house. He played to the mountains, sweeping on and on, the strings

shouting aloud the pain and sorrow of his loss.

There stood his father! The vision vanished as Hubert looked.

His fingers wavered and tripped. The pianist gazed up sharply,

Gradiner coughed from off-stage; but Hubert came to a feeble end,

stopped, and stood looking blankly at the audience.

The applause was merely polite. He had failed! He turned and

walked quickly off.

Gradiner gripped him as he passed.

"Hubert, Hubert lad," he whispered. "What is it?"

The young fellow shoved the yellow slip into his hand and collapsed.

The Direktor sent pupils scurrying for medical assistance.

VI
The home of Heinrich Haberacher stands a little apart from the

rest of the village of Fontana. The huge foothills rise immediately at

its back. A small, brilliantly blue lake is visible from its front windows.

It is very beautiful and quiet there. The village cattle wander near the

lake. A young, white-haired man lives there. The villagers say he is

harmlessly insane. He supports himself by playing a violin in the

church on Sundays. During the week he sits at his doorway and looks

down towards the lake, or wanders slowly around to the rear of his

cottage and stares with a stupid look in his eyes towards a deep gash

in the breast of the mountain, where Heinrich Haberacher's body and
Hubert Haberacher's life lie buried under an avalanche.

E. B. Rosskam, '24.



Christopher Morley's New Books

Two new books by the most prolific of Haverfordians could never

fail to attract attention, but when two of such dissimilar char-

acter as Pipefnls and Hide and Seek appear almost simultaneously,

then it is time for even the unbelievers to wake up and see what "Kit"
Morley's facile pen has to offer. His popularity has become so national

that there are few who are not familiar with some phase of his work.

And his former work has set a standard which will not be easy to main-

tain. Yet, there is no need for any one to be disappointed in this new
output. While it is not as original or as brilliant as what has formerly

appeared, it does nothing to detract from his present reputation.

The first is a collection of charmingly written familiar essays, all

the subjects of which will appeal to people with a literary bent, and

particularly to Philadelphians. It is quite true that Mr. Morley's

personality pervades all his work, and lies poorly concealed between

the lines. This is one of his chief elements of charm. Who but an

ardent bibliomaniac with a sense of humor could conceive the magnificent

idea of George Snipe autographing the Rubaiyat: "This book is given

to the Anti-Saloon League of Naishapur by that thorn in their side,

O. Khayyam." Who but a modern Epicurean could describe breakfast

in Broad Street Station in a manner that would cause a hungry man to

perish? W'ho but a Haverfordian could paint the campus on a winter

morning with the vividness of this passage:

"It is like a fairyland of unbelief. Trees and shrubbery are crusted

and sheathed in crystal, lucid-like chandeliers in the flat, thin light.

Along the fence, as you go up the hill, you marvel at the scarlet berries

in the hedge, gleaming through the glassy ribs of the bushes. The old

willow tree by the Conklin gate is etched against the sky like a Japanese

drawing—it has a curious greenish color beneath that gray sky. There

is some mystery in all this. It seems more beautiful than a merely mortal

earth vexed by sinful men has any right to be. There is some ice palace

in Hans Anderson which is something like it. In a little grove, the

boughs, bent down with their shining glaziery, creak softly as they sway

in the moving air. The evergreens are clotted with lumps and bags

of transparent icing, their fronds sag to the ground. A pale twinkling

blueness sifts over distant vistas. The sky whitens in the south and

points of light leap up to the eye as the wind turns a loaded branch."

Perhaps he does strain for humorous effects occasionally, but who

can be funny all the time? He confesses that he finds it very tiring
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to think of laughable things. But he turns out so many good ones that

the poor ones can be easily forgiven. This memorable advertisement

alone would be enough to pardon a hundred bad jokes:

"Bailey, Banks and Biddle Company
Watches for Women

Of Superior Design and Perfection

of Movement
It merely requires the caption 'So do we all.'

"

He can be serious too. One might almost say philosophical. "On
Making Friends" has points in it that even Emerson might have been

proud to write. Of course, it is in the usual informal style, and its senti-

ment and delicacy make it delightfully intimate, but still it has some-

thing akin to Bacon's and Montaigne's genius in it.

Pipefuls will grow upon you. You cannot read it without recalling

many pleasant places and occasions familiar to all Haverfordians.

It abounds with artful pleasantries and humorous allusions. Best of

all, however, it tells of the man whom we used to see three times every

week during a whole semester of last year, hurriedly making his way
early in the morning, to Chase Hall.

Hide and Seek—the book of verses—is vastly different. It carries

Us back to that first book Songs for a Little House, which prophesied

what was to come later. It never reaches the heights of homespun
happiness and domestic simplicity that were so evident in that first

attempt. Still, it carries on the old idea, and in a few instances, which

are altogether too rare, approaches them. The Music Box, To Louise,

and Sunday Night seem to echo the old spirit and show that some day
there will be more about the "little house" and its household.

The Nursery Rhymes for the Tender Hearted are a surprise. One
comes suddenly upon the clever parody "Scuttle, scuttle little roach;"

then follow more anecdotes from the entertaining lives of coleoptera.

The last of these is most amusing:

/ knew a black beetle, who lived down a drain,

And friendly he was though his manners were plain;

When I took a bath he would come up the pipe,

And together we'd wash and together we'd wipe.

Though mother would sometimes protest with a sneer

That my choice of a tub-mate was wanton and queer,

A nicer companion I never have seen:

He bathed every night, so he must have been clean.
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Whenever he heard the tap splash in the tub

He'd dash up the drain-pipe and wait for a scrub.

And often, so fond of ablution was he,

I'd find him there floating and wailing for me.

But 7!urse has done something that seems a great shame:

She saw him there, waiting, prepared for a game:

She turned on the hot and she scalded him sore

And he'll never come bathing with me any more.

The Translations from the Chinese of No Sho, Pu'r Fish, Po Lil

Chile, Sai Wen, Chu Pep-Sin, and O B'oi, with their strange kinship

to laundry slips, are extremely clever. No Sho is a cynic of the first

order. Witness this:

One of the penalties

Of being a human being

Is

Other human beings.

The kindly poet seems a trifle bitter and sarcastic in these humorous

bits. He seems to bear a grudge, perhaps only a superficial one, against

all modernists and vers-librists, and takes great delight in aiming a few

darts at them. The Lady Editor of the famous Chicago periodical

may be a subject for satire, but that of Addison might be more efTective

than Swift's. It must be admitted, however, that it is funny.

Mr. Morley deserves tremendous credit for his faithful adherence

to what he calls "verses craftsman-made." Disregarding the modern

tendency for vers libre and novel forms, he clings to the old school

of Dobson and Landor, still occasionally writing rondeaux and bal-

lades. Perhaps the poets of the new era are geniuses, but at least Mr.

Morley is successful. We heartily echo the request of Oliver Twist!

C. D. A., Jr., '22.



The Joy of Living

Lift the rock and thou shall find me.

Cleave the wood and there am I;

I am in the golden sunshine,

In the silence of the sky;

Flying through the prairie breezes,

Dipping in the ocean spray,

Dancing where the clouds are darkest,

Sleeping where the moonbeams play,

Forging hammers for the thunder.

Seeing that the rains are right,

I am like a dancing shadow.

Dying with the dying light.

J. H. Smith, '21.

Alumni Notes

Note—The purpose of this department is to announce publica-

tions of Haverfordians. We are glad to receive information of such

from the authors themselves. Please send such notices to Henry S.

Fraser, Haverford College.

1902 careful anthology of magazine

Charles Wharton Stork has pub- verse for 1920 published by William

lished through the Dutton Com- Stanley Braithwaite.

pany of New York an anthology .„.„

of contemporary verse selected „, . , -m, , • •
i j j

r ^ t ^ Christopher Morley is included
from ten magazines of America. .„.,.,.,

in Braithwaite s index.

A sonnet entitled "Beauty's 1914

Burden" by Charles Wharton L. Blackledge Lippmann is listed

Stork, is included in the very on another page of the same.
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Wordsworth and the French Revolution

ALTHOUGH the French Revolution had a profound effect on

all the poets writing in England in the early part of the nine-

teenth century, its influence upon Wordsworth was perhaps

most characteristic and most worthy of inquiry. The stages of hope,

disappointment, despair, and final recovery through which Words-

worth passed were typical in a certain degree of the mental experiences

which all Europe underwent during this revolutionary epoch. When
the Revolution opened in France in 1789, Wordsworth was a young

man of twenty, who had grown up in singular isolation from the world

of action. He was totally devoid of any knowledge of the crying social

problems of his day. From his earliest years, a love for nature had been

his consuming passion. Mountain, wood, and lake filled him with "ach-

ing joys" and "dizzy raptures," which were to him the very breath of

being. And this life was one of exuberant joy and healthy emotion.

He was filled with the sheer enthusiasm of living, and beheld the good-

ness of man in the innocence and glowing warmth of his own soul. He
approached the shield of human nature from the golden side, and was

certain that the metal which he saw was pure. This idealism was not

suited to bring him into close contact with the hearts of other men,

and hence he possessed very few friends. He could more often be seen

returning alone from a walk or a row than participating in the social

pleasures of the men of his own age. Not that he shunned company

—

but his real life, when he was most truly himself, came to light when
he contemplated alone some wild scene of nature, and drank its beauty

and grandeur into his very heart.

The theories of social perfection and universal happiness promul-

gated by the philosophers and thinkers of the early French Revolution

w;ere calculated to make a deep impression upon Wordsworth. The
ardent young man was at once won over to the new doctrines of the

ascendency of reason and the natural goodness of man. Yet though

he readily acknowledged reason to be his guide, he was first influenced

by the Revolution through his emotions. In 1790, and again in 1791,

he went to France, and there observed the sufferings of a people who
for centuries had been downtrodden by a line of despotic monarchs.
The tyranny of the ages had at last culminated in the bloody cataclysm
which now forced itself upon the astounded consciousness of Europe,
and Wordsworth was only one of many intellectuals who enthusiastically

welcomed the new theories. He was for the first tirne in his life brought
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into absolute harmony with his fellow-men. He felt their misery to

be his misery, and at last his love reached out to include all humanity.

Wordsworth had gone out from England, so a present-day writer re-

cently put it, with the lantern of enlightenment in search of general

man, and in France he found the object of his quest. He returned to

England a complete convert to the revolutionary sentiments. His

joy in life was now redoubled by the conviction that a true solution

for the alleviation of human misery had been discovered, that reason

was to make the world more perfect, and that the true and best nature

of man was being e.xpressed at that very hour on the continent.

pleasant exercise of hope and joy!

For mighty were the auxiliars tvhich then stood

Upon our side, vs who were strong in Iovg!

Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive,

But to be young was very HeavenI

The first shock he received of the possibility that he might be in

error came when England took a definite stand against the doctrines

expressed in France. This was a great blow to the poet. Patriotism

and natural tendencies clashed, but patriotism lost, and "what had

been a pride was now a shame." But this was followed by a more
ominous turn of affairs which very quickly resulted in shattering all

Wordsworth's visions, and leaving him in hopeless despair. The Terror

began in France and an example to all the world was thereby afforded

of the inevitable result of unchecked liberty. Wordsworth still clung

to his belief in the theoretical unselfishness of man, and loudly pro-

claimed, perhaps to convince himself, that this was the final dark before

the glorious dawn. One fact more was still required to complete Words-
worth's bitter disillusionment, and this was not long in arriving. As
soon as the new France got upon its feet, instead of considering the

possibilities of a better social order, she started on a series of wars for

territorial aggrandizement, which involved all Europe in carnage.

Here was the com,plete collapse of all Wordsworth's dreams, the per-

fect proof that man is inherently selfish and is a prey to his instinct for

self-assertion.

Wordsworth was deprived of his faith in man and sank into mental

despair and complete scepticism. He had been shown the unsound-

ness of the French revolutionary principles in a most overwhelming

manner. Yet he clung to the doctrine that reason is dom^inant over all

other aspects of life, and pure intellect the only basic reality in the

determination of human behavior. He lost the emotional enthusiasm

of his earlier convictions, and retreated to the depths of his own intel-

lect, there to seek the causes of the French failure. He was greatly
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influenced at this time by an English radical, William Godwin, who
proclaimed reason to be the only principle that should govern conduct,

but Wordsworth could find no solace in this system. In the last analysis

he was obliged to fall back on himself. As time passed he gradually

recovered his former faith in the things of the spirit, and gave up his

attempt to apply reason as his only guide. He had let the worship of

intellect overshadow all Christian doctrines whenever the two con-

flicted. He now attempted to regain his old spiritual faith as well as

his old joy in living. The first step in the prolonged period of his re-

covery was the proof in his own mind that reason is not an infallible

guide. We see this worked out in a tragedy called The Borderers. Here,

as Goethe had done in the Sorrows of Wertker, Wordsworth relieved and

at the same time convinced himself by the force of the written word.

Oswald, one of the characters in The Borderers, is a man directed solely

by his reason, and also by his sense of justice, to commit a murder
which cold intelligence apparently recommended and approved. Oswald's

gradual realization that his act was cruel and opposed to all the natural

goodness of man was exactly the same process of awakening that was
taking place in Wordsworth. In this drama Wordsworth looked himself

over, so to speak, and came to see where he was in error. When he

abandoned reason, he stepped over to even a more thorough mysticism

than he had entertained as a young man. He spoke of this mysticism

as "reason in its most exalted mood." It was the unaccountable belief

in the ultimate goodness of man and of the world, that at times came
sweeping over him, and convinced him absolutely of its reality. In

other words, he felt himself invaded and at the same time comforted

by a divine something which possessed him body and soul. Nature
was what awakened this mystical experience. The Lines Written above

Tintern Abbey are those which express the new fact of his life, and they

form, it has been said, a belief as new to the mental outlook of that

period as the Sermon on the Mount was to the Roman world during

Christ's mission on earth.

And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with a joy

Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime,

Of something far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns.

And the round ocean and the living air.

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;
A motion and a spirit, that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

A nd rolls through all things.
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Thus nature won the sceptic back from the dark paths of doubt
through which he had been stumbling, and made him more a priest of

nature than he had ever been before.

D. H. Willson, '21.

There Have Been Days

There have been days on which I played

With barefoot boys along the strand;

Cuirass and sword from wood we made,

And forts we built of logs and sand.

And now we charge the enemy,

A cross the sand in line we dash—
"Give up the fort to liberty,

Or down to earth your walls shall crash!"

And now we rest upon the shore,

To dream of gold and islands far

Away where warring breakers roar,

A nd ships are wrecked upon the bar.

But now those days are in the past.

The days we ran beside the sea;

Alone I sit, and write, and cast

About for joys now dead for me.

Old men declare there comes a time

When boys must turn from childhood's way;

But oh, give me those years sublime,

When friends fought barefoot by the bay!

H. S. Fraser. '22.



Gottfried Keller

To EVERY enlightened people there are born in the course of

national development certain poets and writers whose works

are the clear and faithful pictures of the m,anners and ideals of

their era. Because of their personality the more brilliant and success-

ful geniuses often stand forth as the radiant and lasting monuments
of the centuries in which they lived. But it is only seldom, and by a

rare gift of nature, that poets are born who can know and record every-

thing which constitutes the intimate life of their people, their wishes

and dreams, their thoughts and enactions, their moods of happiness and

their times of despondency. Goethe possessed this great power, and

we find the same to exist in Gottfried Keller.

It may not have occurred to the average person to regard the

Swiss who are of German extraction as a people endowed with a litera-

ture distinctly their own, which is at the sarne time a valuable part

of the cultural products of the Teutonic race. In the glorious land of

"green vales and icy cliffs," there has grown up a literature upon which
the healthful contact with nature, together with the enjoyment of hard-

won national freedom, has left its indelible impress. Misery, crime,

and dissension refuse to mar the picture of national serenity. The
moderation and soberness which characterize the phlegmatic "Schweizer"
must not be thought to preclude the existence of a great and potent

fire of genius. No more positive evidence of this fact can be cited than
the great man of whose life and achievements this paper will briefly

treat.

One renowned artist, Arnold Bocklin, and four writers, Jeremias
Gotthelf, Conrad Ferdinand Meyer, Gottfried Keller, and Carl Spitteler,

are Switzerland's contribution to German art and culture in the nine-

teenth century. Of these, Keller is the best known to the world today.
The growing appreciation which his works are now finding in Germany
exceeds the attention which was accorded them during the author's
lifetime. People that have become deadened to the thrills of an un-
speakable war, with its ravages, sufferings, and losses, turn with a
sigh of relief to the refreshing consolation and the soothing balm, which
the great novelist holds forth to them in his tales of simple life.

Keller at the time of his death was one of the foremost German
poets, and still remains the greatest bard that Switzerland has ever
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produced. The Swiss, despite their wonderful inner life, are perhaps

too stern a people to give expression to the joys and sorrows of earthly

existence in the same powerful lyric outbursts which characterize more

manifestly emotional peoples. The number of their poets is few. Even
the merit of Keller's poetic work has been disputed, although the gleattn-

ing gems among them, with their intense patriotic fervor, their passionate

love of the fatherland, have been equalled by few.

Gottfried Keller was born on July 19, 1819, in Zurich, the son

of the master wood-turner, Rudolf Keller, and his wife, Elizabeth.

Gottfried's father is still preserved tons in the great psychological novel,

Der Griine Heinrich, the first part of which is a fairly accurate account

of the author's boyhood and youth. Rudolf Keller is portrayed as one

of those earnest, patriotic citizens whom the wave of progressiveness

in morals and politics, with its striving after a newer, fuller, and more

poetic life, had swept in its wake. An untimely death overtook him,

and his widow and two small children were left in restricted circum-

stances. Young Gottfried was early assailed by the buflfetings of a hard

fate. Summarily expelled from the village poor school because of some

rebellious commotion, in which he was unjustly accused of having

been the ringleader, he was obliged thereafter to pick up a random

elementary education wherever he could find it. While living under

his mpther's roof, his active, germinating genius turned to painting

as the outlet for its creative desire. The decision came too early to

result in a genuine vocation, and it took Keller many years of work and

disappointment to realize that his success would have to lie in other

fields. Possibilities for an artist's career in Switzerland were far from

encouraging. The doctrines of Zwingli had donemuch to make colorful pic-

tures unpopular. After scraping together the meagre family fortune,

the young man, twenty-one years of age, left his home to settle in that

beehive of German artists, Munich. Two futile years he spent at the

Academy, engaged principally in self-tuition which seems never to

have passed beyond the dilettante stage. A fantastic tendency led him

to cast on his canvas naively heroic, unnatural landscapes, loaded with

mythological and symbolical attributes, although occasionally graced

with original ideas, which he had the misfortune to see exploited suc-

cessfully by others. Adversity dogged him at every step. Of his two

most promising productions, the one, which had been accepted for

exhibition, was scorched beyond all hope when placed near the stove

to dry while the artist went to regale himself in a nearby tavern in

anticipation of his advance to fame; the other was irreparably damaged
by water and mud while in transit to an exhibition in his native city.

Thwarted at every turn, Keller found himself reduced to such pecuniary
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utraits that he was obliged to hire himself out to paint flagpoles for fes-

tive occasions. Finally returning home in 1842, penniless and discour-

aged, he found an encouraging welcome in a loving mother's arms.

Keller later in life was wont to call the period from 1842 to 1848

his "wasted years. " But in these same years, spent in wide and pleasant

reading, in writing poetry and discoursing on politics, in making friend-

ships and experiencing a love affair to its unhappy conclusion—Keller's

wooings never were successful—in these years his true self was formed.

It is of interest to note the source which inspired his earliest poems.

They had their raison d'etre in contemporary events. Switzerland had

become the refuge for German liberalists. Men of culture were com-

pelled to leave their homeland, after the failure of their endeavors to

secure governmental reform. Keller's deep sympathy for these exiles

was the inspiration of his first poems. He said later: "I do not regret

today that it was the summons of the living hour which decided my
direction in life."

Meanwhile the poet had attained his thirtieth year without hav-

ing exerted himself to gain a livelihood. The promise of his literary

activity had not, however, passed unnoticed. Poems like mein Hcimat-

land (1844) and Bei einer Kindesleiche (1845) might well be taken to

advocate a paternalistic governm.ent, and such was their worth that the

canton of Zurich voted the author a stipend of eight hundred francs

for study in foreign countries. Immediately giving up the project of a
journey to the Orient, he turned once again to Germany. This time

his steps led him to venerable Heidelberg, where he sojourned a year

and a half, combining in true student style his love for earnest study
with a proclivity to youthful license and revelry.

The letters written from Heidelberg show us Keller as a student
of philosophy, profoundly swayed by the doctrines of the sceptic, Ludwig
Feuerbach. Both in Heidelberg, and later in Berlin, where Keller estab-

lished himself in 1850, he worked in desultory fashion on his biographical
novel Der Griine Heinrich. There was, furthermore, a noticeable in-

clination to try his skill at the drama—a step nearer the work in which
the author was destined to meet with success, but still not the true
direction of his genius. Keller appears to have set his heart upon be-
coming a dramatist. The desire to be nearer the theater carried him
to the Prussian capital, where he spent five years, strange to say, with-
out producing a single piece in entirety. A second volume of his poems
appeared in Berlin in 1851. It was here that the young author had his
troubles with the publishers,—or rather, they had their sorrows with
him. Vieweg, foremost among the publishers in the capital, had to



GoTTFRiEt) Keller 65

wrest the manuscript of Der Grune Heinrich from the author, sheet by
sheet. Keller said that the last part of the great work was "literally

scribbled in tears." The liberal advances which had been granted

him for his novel, as well as the subsequent stipends from the home
government, were quickly consumed during the five years' stay in

Berlin. The story is related that the author one day found himself

reduced to a ten pfennig piece with which to purchase something to

appease his hunger. He entered a baker's shop to buy a roll, made his

choice, and was about to pay for it, when the coin was rejected as a

counterfeit; whereupon he spent the day without eating, and on the

following morning decided to borrow.

No longer entirely unknown, Keller now began to move in polite

literary circles, and incidentally involved himself in another of his

fruitless love affairs. Sickened finally by the affected esthetic varnish

of Berlin society, he tore himself loose, and went home to Zurich (1855).

Here the elTorts of some well-wishing friends to secure him the appoint-

ment of Professor of Literature at the Eidgenossisches Polytechnikum

seem to have failed largely through the poet's own passive opposition.

His was a productive genius, not content with being relegated to the

task of criticism and analysis. Keller was now appointed to the dis-

tinguished office of Stadtschreiber of Zurich. At this time his published

works were few, but the plans for practically all the author's subsequent

writings had been carefully worked out during the sojourn in Germany
and Zurich (1846-1856).

By a bold stroke Keller was thus raised into a high office. The
scrupulous and unimpeachable manner in which he executed the duties

of his office for fifteen years excited the praise of all. He produced

little outside of a few scattered poems during this long period, but we
may rest assured that his fertile brain was busily engaged in treasuring

up and bringing to m^aturity the plans of his earlier years. A lucrative

position and increasing prosperity were slowly and surely paving the

way for the uninterrupted literary activity which began in 1872, and

continued till the time of his death in 1890. He had the satisfaction

of aflfording a comfortable old age to his mother, to whom he felt he

owed a debt of great gratitude, since it was by her self-sacrifice that he

had been enabled to pursue his raraibling studies in Munich, Heidelberg,

and Berlin.

The circle of his acquaintances grew rapidly after his final return

to his native city. Ferdinand Freiligrath, Theodor Storm, and Paul

Heyse, three conten^porary German writers, were among his closest

friends, while Q. F. Meyer and Bocklin, among his countrymen enjoyed

his intimate acquaintance and genial conversation. When the steady
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progress of his pen had once begun, the rare charm of his novels and

stories soon won him new admirers and fast friends in whatever lands

his books were read. In 1872 appeared his Sieben Legenden, similar

to the short stories included in Die Leute von Seldwyla, which had been

published in 1856 after Keller's departure from Berlin. In 1876 appeared

a second edition of a work which is known to every student of high-

school GermsLn—Romeo und Julia auf dem Dorfe. After an interval

of five years, this work was followed by the Sinngedicht. Keller's other

long novel, Martin Salander, was clearly a work of the author's old age,

and was published only four years before his death. The end came

peacefully on the 15th of July, 1890.

About Keller's personality much has been written by his biog-

raphers, and much has been disputed. The poet's physical appearance

w^s not prepossessing: a mighty head was supported by a puny body.

Emil Ermatinger in his valuable work, Gottfried Kellers Leben, based

on the earlier biography of Jakob Bachtold, refers to the strikingly

accurate etching of the poet by Karl Staufifer in the following terms:

"The little figure, which is sitting in a chair, half exhausted, half absent

in thought, holding a handkerchief in the right hand and a lighted

cigar in the left, appears to exist only for the purpose of supporting

the huge head. And this head the artist has sketched in the most admi-

rable manner. A whole world speaks from the heavy, careworn features.

To be sure, it is not the conventional picture of a poet, for there is no

trace of the idealism of flowing locks and eyes upturned to heaven.

But even the casual observer recognizes at once the man of unusual

mentality."

The character of the poet, as it has been handed down to us, was
not that of the a.n\iable and benevolent man of letters that we might

like to infer from his works. A growing irascibility and a propensity

to sudden anger came upon him with years. A violent passion would

often lead him to hurl powerful invectives against those whom he owned
as his closest friends. It is recorded that he even administered bodily

punishment more than once to those who had provoked or irritated him.

Calmer moments would bring repentance, and, usually, an apology.

And as to the charge of egoism which has been laid at his door, we
may ask what great man there is who is not compelled to be self-centered

to some extent, at least. He often loved to engage in pleasant conver-

sation with a circle of intimates. He has betrayed in his stories that,

like every true German, he was a friend of good wine; his occasional

excesses are not unpardonable. His literary labor was spasmodic, but

not because of indolence. He carried the plans of his novels about with

him for months, before he confided them to paper in polished and per-
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fected form. Despite his many amorous adventures, Keller never

married; he enjoyed, however, the acquaintance and tender regards

of a whole host of men and women, some of them the greatest literary

figures of their time. His was essentially the sensitive nature of one

who "early drank of the celestial springs of the upper mountains, where

the flocks of the poet-clan graze." His letters like his stories evince

an intense love for his fellowmen, whose every joy he shared and for

whose every misfortune he had compassion. For those of lower station

he always had a kind inquiry or a friendly word. Even the dumb animals

shared in this universal love, and we find him writing to a friend that

"a perfectly good letter, four sheets long, was ruined, not quite four

weeks ago, by a wee kitten, barely five inches long, which put its little

paw into the inkwell, and then walked away over the table where the

letter lay ready to be folded." What a quaint charm lies in these lines!

What a beautiful insight into domestic serenity they give us!

Gottfried Keller was the product of a hearty, fearless folk, who
will always revere him and treasure his works as the noblest part of

their literature. His writings, however, have travelled far beyond his

own beloved Switzerland, and have given the author a place in that

broader realm of literature which knows no nations and no boundaries.

In the world of letters we look up to Keller as a great and lovable genius.

H. W. Pfund, '22.

Pierrette

Pierrette is dead; is dead to me.

My hopes, once high as the tallest tree,

Are scattered now from sea to sea.

Pierrette is dead!

The woodland flowers, grouped in bands.

Cover their faces with their hands—
And the mountain flowers of all the lands.

Pierrette is dead

!

Bury Pierrette in my heart full deep.

Where only the tiniest sunbeams creep.

Where only the mightiest passions siveep.

Bury Pierrette.

There shall she feel what she once forgot—
Something that passed her and touched her not.

My love for her, my love, and not ....
Oh Pierrette' W. A. Reitzel, '22.



Two Poems

I

Mariners from Martinique,

Rovers of the Spanish Main,

Bold hidalgos sent to seek

Unclaimed continents for Spain,

Launch once more your mighty galleys

Laden low with wealth and men;

Through the misty tropic valleys

Drive your mule trains down again.

Raise above both town and keel

The flag of Aragon-Castile.

Now the murky jungle creeps

Over path and wrecked abode.

Motionless in coral deeps

Gold and galleons corrode:

Yet beneath the moonlight mellow

Bend once more your spars and sheets

Till the bay of Porto Bella

Bears the ships of vanished fleets.

Sail beneath the silver light

Adventuring once more tonight.

Though no longer from your forts

Grimly down the cannon frowns.

Strangers own your lands and ports,

Strangers people alien towns:

Still the same tall palm trees glimmer

Lining dusky gulfs and seas.

And the same clear waters shimmer

Frothy white on sandy keys;

So tonight set saM once more,

Cruising from a moonlit shore.
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II

"An emperor am I," proud Autumn said,

"And my arrival all earth celebrates

With pomp and pageantry; unlimited

My recognition; everywhere awaits

A palace of magnificence unknown
For me, but in its halls where is the throne

I seek? Still, I'll for my reception be

Prepared lest summoned unawares." So he

Thus having spoken from the roadside sod

As sceptre broke a stalk of goldenrod.

From asters and red berries wreathed with brown

Wove skilfully a jewel-studded crown,

And on his shield as an escutcheon drew

Acorns and oak leaves on a Held of blue.

So sped his quest, but ere the search was done

His eyes grew dazzled by the luminous blaze

Of melting golden light shed by the sun.

A t limes his brain steeped in the drowsy haze

Of mellow vale and murmuring rivulet

Was with a blinding languidness beset.

The flavor and aroma of ripe grapes

Clustering, and the soothing of soft shapes,

The somnolence of shimmering fires atul shade

A growing and insistent slumber laid

Upon him. Things assumed new form and guise

Seen through the hair the wind blew in his eyes.

A nd so at sunset down he lay and slept

Soundly beneath the branches of an oak.

And as the pointed shadows past him crept

And distant hills dissolved in gilded smoke,

The boughs above a canopy outspread

To cover his crowned royal careless head.

The drifting leaves descending without sound

In flowing robes of russet wrapped him round.

While in among brown grasses and bent reeds

His withered sceptre bore the next year's seeds.

N. E. Rutt, '23.



Plans of Mice

HAI ! the Shanseng is wearied from a great journey. May he

come in and honor our wretched hovel with his presence.

Here, you lazy food-buckets, are you good for nothing but

to eat? Get out there and carry in the Shanseng's bedding. Quick,

before the storm comes. Will the Shanseng please to be seated? And
what is his highly valued name? My worthless name is Wang. So

he comes from Chefoo? That is a great city. Wu-li, the carpenter's

son, went there once. . . .

Listen! does the Shanseng hear the rain? It is a good thing that

he got here in time. In a few minutes the roads will be rivers. Tien-fu

be praised! This rain will fill the wells to the brim. They will not be

dry again for months.

Ai! She is out. Does the Shanseng hear that? No, not the beat-

ing of the rain on the stones, it is something above that. It sounds

like weeping, a woman sobbing. Ah! he hears it now, but thinks it

is the rain. No, it is not the rain. It is she. Who is she? Ai! that

is a long story. I would weary the Shanseng by filling his ears with such

humble mud. Let him forget what I have said. It is the rain.

There she goes again. She always sobs like that when I mention
wells. So the Shanseng wants to hear the story. Very well, if he insists.

Know that I was born and reared here. This is where we have
lived for fifteen generations. I had one brother, but he was a worth-

less fellow, and we could not get along together; so when my father

died, we did that which is not usually done. We divided the land.

We drew a line down the middle of the property, and he took that side

and I this. Then came Wu-li, the carpenter's son, telling of the mines
and great wealth to be had in Manchuria. I and several others from
the village set out for Manchuria, leaving our families behind. My
brother also stayed at home. We took boat at Lung-ko, and, Shanseng,
in three days did sickness fall upon me on that boat, so that I was assured
I should die. But the gods were good, and I got to Manchuria, where
the sickness left me.

We of the village took lodgings together, and found work together.

We made much money, and prospered. But we fell into evil ways, and
all went to a certain house many times. There were three sisters there;

the two older ones were fat and painted, but the youngest—Ai-yah

!

listen to her, out there in the rain. She always weeps when I mention
her. This youngest one was beautiful as the moon. Her cheeks were
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as plump as pomegranates, and her eyes were as almonds placed in rice.

She required no paint. How the Shanseng trembles! She can do no

harm. Besides, it is only the rain.

Often we would go to this house, for we desired to spend our money,
having made many thousands of cash in the mines, and my belly was
becoming large indeed from the good things that I ate. There was no
restraint in us, and our lives were not in accord with the rules of the

teacher. We amused ourselves with these women much, and they

were vile, save only the youngest. She was better than the rest. I

preferred her to the others, and she trusted me. I promised to take

her away from that evil place and marry her. She believed me, and
we lived happily together for a year. But when I had prospered suffi-

ciently, my mind was cast towards home, and I desired to see my children

and their mother. I left her in the night, and took ship, arriving safely

at home. There I was received with much joy.

Hah! the Shanseng hears it again? It is a little more shrill, is

it not? She always knows when I am talking about her.

After I had arrived home, I cast all memory of her aside. I thought

no more of her, and lived at peace in the midst of my family. Three

weeks after I returned, we drew the body out of the well

Wise is the Shanseng, and he probably knows the custom of a woman
seeking revenge, how she drowns herself in the well of the one who has

dishonored her. The well is blocked up, and the owner is held respon-

sible by the gods for her life. This woman had followed me all the way
from Manchuria, and had drowned herself in the well. The Shanseng

asks why I do not fear the gods? Hah! Hah! The well was on my
brother's side of the land. She did not know^ My brother died the

next year of the white plague.

Hai! listen to her screaming. She is angry because she did not get

her revenge. I fear nothing, for she is dead, and, of course, it is the rain.

D. M. Pruitt, '23.



Editorial Comment

THE voice of one crying in the wilderness, and that sort of thing,

is a very lovely figure of speech to be, and one that all should strive to

become; but it occasionally is a very difficult office to fill with

distinction. There are so many great questions that are to be discussed,

and so remarkably few intelligent things to say about any of them,

that one is seriously tempted to copy the policy of a fonjier editor of

this magazine, who once used up his page of editorial rem_arks in ques-

tioning, in very circumlocutory fashion, whether or not it was an advis-

able policy to shock his readers by saying "hell."
* * * * *

Shocking people is not very harmful, if it is done discreetly. Of

course, a kick like the recoil of a carelessly held shotgun is unpleasant,

and not favorably received ; but a gentlemanly, flattering thrill is rather

enjoyable. People like to be shocked w:hen they are anticipating it,

and they like to have other people's pet ideas knocked about. One of

the chiefest charms of satire is the delicious way it denionstrates the

folly of ideas of others. But, of course, the best satire does not attack

our ideas—yours and mine—does it? And that sort of writing, that

cheerful shocking, is perfectly harmless.
« * * * *

here are a number of things in this world that are considerately

regarded as harmless, and of these are poetry societies. They are the

sort of thing that people belong to when there is nothing much else to

do; the sort of thing that is all right for any one who is interested in

that kind of performance, you know; the sort of thing that really never

did a bit of harm and might just as well be as not. They are mildly

amusing, and give the people that belong an opportunity of reading

their poetry to somebody.

That is all well and good; but a poetry society may accomplish
something, after all. A discussion group for consideration of economic
and political questions is held to be a good thing; it is said to develop
the thinking powers of the members, and help them to get ideas clearly

in mind. A club, meeting to do the same thing for poetry, especially

poetry of the day, while it does not deal with so generally interesting

a subject—perhaps—certainly is not useless. An understanding of

poetry sometimes amounts to something.
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Of course, a mutual admiration society is vicious; but, despite

popular prejudice, mutual admiration does not usually exist in poetry

clubs. Perhaps it is because all the members regard themselves as so

good that the rest cannot attain to their heights; perhaps not. At
any rate, the poetry club at Haverford is not a mutual admiration

society; and its members have turned out some creditable verse, occa-

sionally.

Villanelh

Majestically slow.

To the comprehensive sea

The mighty rivers go.

The tide swings in from low

To high, reposefully.

Majestically slow.

Past grass and sedge that grow

Where only they can be

The mighty rivers go.

Along the undertow

The waves roll sullenly.

Majestically slow.

The piercing winds that blow

Chill nought; relentlessly

The mighty rivers go.

A nd sleet and rain and snow

Drive hissing in the sea.

Majestically slow

The mighty rivers go.

S. A. Nock, '21.



Michelangelo

OF THE world's artists of all times there are several who may
claim first rank; among these we may place those great magi-

cians of color, Rubens and Titian; those master-draughtsmen,

Diirer and Rembrandt; and finally that gigantic portrayer of soul and

sensibility, Michelangelo Buonarotti. In order to comprehend Michel-

angelo's creations, one must know at least something of his life and

temperament. For though this giant of the Renaissance possessed a

rare knowledge of the technique of the diverse branches of his art,

he really owes his fame to the deep simplicity and comprehensibility

of his works. His art, especially his painting and sculpture, delights

us and at the same time inspires us with awe in its untamed passion

and exaggeration, its solemn beauty and power. In a way it resembles

the prophets of old whose greatness we can only understand through

their human failings. It is saturated with the essence of human weak-

ness. But the very presence of this weakness enables average mortals

to fathom the great master's motives.

Michelangelo was born March 6, 1475, at Caprese in the Apennines

of Italy. His natural inclination for art manifested itself in his early

youth. Although his father was strongly opposed to his son's ambitions,

and wished him to learn a trade, he was eventually forced after much
pressure to give his sanction to Michelangelo's desire to enter Ghir-

landajo's "Bottega" as an assistant. Ghirlandajo was an artist of the

first rank, perhaps the best Florentine painter of his period, and under

his tutelage Michelangelo acquired his fundamental knowledge of paint-

ing. But his inborn talent drew him toward sculpture, and hence after

one short year we find him leaving Ghirlandajo and entering the school

of sculpture founded by Lorenzo de' Medici, one of the greatest of that

family of art patrons. One day, shortly after this, Lorenzo happened
to observe Michelangelo at work on the marble mask of a Faun. The
trained connoisseur immediately recognized the unusual talent of the

young artist and adopted him as his protege.

From now on, Michelangelo had every opportunity to improve
and expand his art. The collections in the Medici galleries were opened
to him, and he drew from them an ever-increasing energy and enthu-

siasm. He was promptly taken up by the best circles of Florentine

society. But a hermit by nature, he rather scorned these opportunities;

however, the trend of thought, the ideas, and tendencies of such sur-

roundings left their imprint upon his mind. Thus we see him during

this period of intense study transformed from a mere inhabitant of
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Italy into a citizen of Florence. He soon developed an ardent love for

this city, the heart and soul of the Italian Renaissance, and throughout

his life he manifested the greatest interest in all her afifairs, both political

and intellectual.

While living in the Medici palace, he produced his first work of

importance, the bas-relief of the battle between Hercules and the Cen-

taurs. Though it is somewhat lacking in technique of execution, it

reveals a magnitude of conception and power, in line with the masterly

expression of temperament so obvious in his later products. The period

immediately following his graduation from Lorenzo's school was lack-

ing in notable achievements. He employed his time in filling his mind

with the literary heritage of the Middle Ages, and we find him devour-

ing such authors as Dante, Boccaccio, and Petrarch. Though already

serious-minded and taciturn, he came out from this period of study and

meditation a thoughtful and mature man. Thoroughly dissatisfied

with his contemporaries and their doings, and inspired with the spirit

of his illustrious predecessors, he now proceeded to express his pessimism

in a series of sublime creations, all born within a comparatively short

space of time.

The greatest of these is his wonderful marble-group Pieta, now
in the Church of St. Peter at Rome. With tireless patience Michel-

angelo had previously studied anatomy by gaining permission to dis-

sect corpses in the humid cellars of a convent. How different was he

from his narrow-minded contemporaries who could not view the dead

without trembling and horror! By this method he learned what he so

often afterwards proved in his works, that there is nothing more beautiful

in nature than the human body. This thought dominated his mind when

he fashioned the Pieta, in such masterly style that it may rank with

the statues of Phidias. Into it he breathed a real, a living spirit such

as no sculptor, before or since, has been able to put into the dead stone.

The Madonna is pictured melancholy and thoughtful. The folds of

her simple attire cover her slender figure and half conceal the rock on

which she is seated. In her lap lies her crucified son, the Savior. Only

a genius could so form a corpse. Resting on his mother's lap in solemn

beauty he conveys the still spirit of death in the very limpness of his

fine limbs, yet from every pore of his transparent flesh there seems to

breathe forth the message: "I shall rise again!" An indescribable

melancholy pervades this group, and reflects the unutterable sadness

in the artist's heart.

Deep sorrow had indeed encircled Michelangelo's soul, and he was

now destined to a life of mental anguish, for his mind was too grand to

be normal. At times he would be seized by a sudden and almost insane
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frenzy for creation, and on such occasions he would slave without cessa-

tion, not even taking time to sleep or eat. Gradually he lost all control

over his wild illusions and raging passions, as the hallucinations of his

overworked brain taunted and persecuted him without rest.

In 1501, when these attacks were comparatively rare, he created

a colossal statue of the boy David. The statue, which represents David

with a sling in one hand and a stone in the other, is undoubtedly one

of our most beautiful reproductions of a youthful muscular body in a

state of natural relaxation.

The year 1505 initiated the most tragic period of Michelangelo's

life. Pope Julius II summoned him to Rome to build a magnificent

mausoleum. The Pope's conception of what the mausoleum should

be had been great, but it was now overshadowed by the tremendous

plans outlined to him by the artist. Michelangelo spent the next six

months breaking the necessary marble at Carrara, and upon his return

to the capital began the execution of his commission. Before long, how-

ever, the Pope lost patience, forced Michelangelo to interrupt his work,

and to paint instead the ceiling of the Sistine chapel. The artist re-

sisted with all his might; he begged and pleaded, arguing that his

profession was that of a sculptor and not of a painter. But the Pope
refused to listen, and Michelangelo was compelled to carry out his

wishes. The great artist, embittered by the caprice of his spiritual

father, now turned to his new task, and worked incessantly from 1508

to 1512 on the Sistine frescoes. Into the innumerable mass of figures

composing this gigantic undertaking he instilled all his furious rage and
disappointment. He painted the Creation of the Universe from the

Formation of the Elements to the Deluge. He conceived God in several

different phases: first while He was creating the Sun and Moon, and
thundering through space with a terrible smashing force more like a

demon battling with the elements than a deity fashioning the spheres;

and again Michelangelo depicted the Lord as gliding through the air

in melancholy peace just as he brought to life the first Man. The entire

ceiling is covered with just such wonderful products of his imagination;

even to name them all in this brief space would hardly be possible,

much less to describe them. I can only say that to my mind these

frescoes of the Sistine have never been surpassed.

After the cornpletion of the ceiling, Michelangelo returned to

Florence to take up his beloved project of the mausoleum once more.

Although Pope JuHus II now was dead, Michelangelo was permitted

to work on the mausoleum without interference for three years, and to

this period belong his most accomplished and mature works. The
statues of Moses and of the Slaves which are now at the Louvre in

Paris were products of these fruitful years. The statue of Moses repre-
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sents the artist's conception of the Prophet. His powerful head is sur-

rounded by a long wavy beard and flowing hair, while in his hands

he holds the tablets of the law. He is seated upon a throne of stone,

the very image of invincible strength. His pose and features express

terrible scorn for the sins of his people, and he seems to be on the point

of jumping up and dashing the tablets to pieces. Like Moses, the statues

of the Slaves were also done for the Pope's mausoleum. One of the

slaves is trying desperately to break his shackles,—truly symbolical

of the artist's temperament! The other slave, beautiful of body, leans

against a rock. He is utterly exhausted from a vain struggle with his

chains, and has surrendered his will to the will of cruel fate.

While Michelangelo was working with all his energy and creative

genius on this mausoleum, a new Pope, Leo X, ascended the pontifical

chair. At once Leo proceeded to take Michelangelo away from his

mausoleum, and impress his services along other lines. After several

barren years the genius was allowed to return to his favorite task, but

Michelangelo was now a man broken in spirit. His new respite was of

short duration. Leo X died, and his successor, Clement VH, was a

Medici who immediately laid claim to the artist's services. He demanded

that Michelangelo construct the tombs of four deceased members of

the Medici family.

This renewed interference with his plans caused Michelangelo's

complete desolation of spirit and his sorrow is reflected in the figures

with which he adorned the two completed sepulchres. They are of

wonderful beauty in line and shape, of melancholy depth of feeling,

but are somewhat lacking in realism. These statues, which represent

Day, Night, Dawn, and Twilight, are like those ideal beings of the

Golden Age, who, we are told, combined all phases of beauty, physical,

intellectual, and spiritual. These statues as well as the other two, sym-

bolizing Lorenzo and Guiliano de' Medici, are permeated with an air

of hopeless melancholy. This was the mental state of their creator,

because Michelangelo's never-ending disappointments, and the dire

misfortunes of his native land, especially of his beloved Rorence, had

driven him to the verge of desperation. It is interesting to see how
Michelangelo expressed his mental state in words as well as in stone,

and I shall quote a bit of poetry to illustrate this point. It so happened

that someone who admired and understood Michelangelo passed by

his representation of Night, and wrote on the base of the statue the

following lines:

The Nighl which thou beholdest, bound in deep

And sweet repose, an angel's hand did hew

Out of this rock, and, though she is asleep.

Breathes: doubt'si thou? Wake her, she will speak to yon.
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And Michelangelo after he read the verses added these thereto:

'Tis well to slumber, best to be of stone,

While shame endures and Florence is not free;

So lest I waken, ah! subdue thy tone:

Methinks 'tis blessed not to hear nor see.

Michelangelo attained an age of almost ninety years. Just before

his death he was engaged in designing the dome for St. Peter's in Rome,
counted one of the eight wonders of the world. Realizing the approach

of his end, he regarded this task as a religious offering, and he worked

his dying soul through and through it. His death came in 1564. As
an artist Michelangelo was versatile. His poems and painting were

enough to classify him among the world's greatest, but his sculpture

surpasses these. The pitiful course of his own life developed a mind
able to comprehend and portray conceptions that still sway all man-
kind.

E. B. Rosskam, '24.

A Proposal for a National Budget

ONE of the most persistent problems with which Mr. Harding's

administration will have to grapple is the demand for economy
and efficiency in the working of the national government. Mr.

Harding stands pledged to "less government in business and more
business in government;" and the weary taxpayer seems at last to

have reason to believe that some measure will be taken to reduce the

$4,653,000,000 estimate of appropriations which the President sub-

mitted at the opening of the last session of Congress.

Along with the submission of these figures, the President voiced

a plea "that the government expenditures be reduced to the lowest

amount which will permit the various services to operate efficiently"

and that we should "supply ourselves with a systematic method of

handling our estimates and expenditures; in other words, a workable

budget system." A workable budget system is not as fully understood

in this country as in England, where it has been in operation since 1713,

and it is hoped that the following survey will be of assistance.

First, let us examine the present system by which appropriations

are made. The bureau-chief of each of the 240 bureaus makes up his

estimate of the amount which he thinks is necessary to run his bureau
during the ensuing year. He then submits it to his department-head,

who revises it as he sees fit and then forwards it to the Secretary of the
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Treasury for transmission to the House of Representatives. In the

House, the estimates are split up and sent to the appropriate com-

mittees, and after being "worked-over" in these committees during

most of the session, are reported out on the floor as an Appropriation

Bill, near the close of the session.

The objections to this system are many and varied. In the first

place, there is a decided lack of anything even approaching a program

drawn up by a responsible executive. The original estimates are so

altered by the time the bill is reported out of committee that the public

is at a loss to fix the responsibility for an unduly extravagant or inad-

visable scheme. Moreover, each bureau and department-head expects

to have his estimate "sliced," and so he inflates it accordingly; likewise,

if he is a good chief, he naturally thinks his department needs more
appropriations than it is getting. So we have a mad scramble to get

funds for all sorts of "improvements to the service"—some wise and

some unwise.

Then again the executive bureaus duplicate each other's work to

an astonishing degree. For instance, there are 12 different bureaus

at present engaged in road-construction; 16 engaged in map-making

and surveying; 16 different bodies have jurisdiction over water-power;

and 42 are engaged in matters of public health. Likewise the com-

mittees in the House are not correlated with the Executive Depart-

ments; and hence we find a multiplicity of 13 or 14 Appropriation

Committees in the House and 15 in the Senate with no one committee

in either chamber exercising any control over the whole range of the

appropriations.

Another objection to the present system of making appropriations

is due to the policy of having committee-meetings behind closed doors.

This opens the way to corruption and undue influence, and prevents

the public at large from hearing a man in defense of his own suggestions.

Likewise, through influence with the members of the committee, items

may be inserted to benefit certain persons and communities to the

exclusion of other individuals and communities with less influence.

And finally, there is no one committee whose business it is to main-

tain a comprehensive outlook over both expenditures and revenues,

—

to see, in short, that the outgo does not exceed the income. Objection

may also be found to the present policy in the fact that the Appropria-

tion Bills do not get out on the floor till the last few days of the session,

and are then rushed through after only a few days of formal debate.

Even then, there is no restriction on the insertion of items of appropria-

tion under the guise of amendments.
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James Bryce speaks of this system as follows: "As long as the

debtor side of the National Account is managed by one set of men and

the credit by another, both working separately and in secret without

public responsibility and without intervention on the part of the official

who is nominally responsible; so long as these men spend in preparing

plans the whole time which ought to be spent in the public discussion

of plans already matured, so that an immense budget is rushed through

in a week or ten days," just so long will there be incompetence and in-

efficiency.

To remedy this state of affairs the budget system goes a long way.

It can best be discussed under three heads: (a) The President or some
official appointed by him makes up a budget for all the departments;

(&) The Legislative department receives the budget at the beginning

of the session and discusses it on the open floor. They have the right

to revise it downwards, adopt, or reject it outright; they cannot insert

items of any sort; (c) The Legislative calls on the Administrative

Department to account for the moneys appropriated.

In the last session, Congress passed a budget-bill which was vetoed

by the President on a constitutional point; but in view of the recom-

mendation of the President that a budget-bill be passed, and the pledge

of the Republican Party, there is good reason to hope that a measure

satisfactory to both parties will be placed on the statute-books before

the end of next year. Moreover, since it is very possible that a bill

very siirflar to the one passed at the last session will again be considered,

a consideration of that bill, under the three heads as outlined above,

will be of value:

(o) The bill, known as the Good-McCormick Bill, is a compromise
of two conflicting measures passed by each house, and provides that

the President shall submit to Congress on the first day of each regular

session the budget, which shall set forth his estimate on the appropria-

tions and expenditures for the ensuing year; he must also accompany
it with the necessary supporting data, and, if the appropriations exceed

the revenues under the existing laws, he must set forth his ideas con-

cerning the methods by which the difference can be raised. To prepare

this budget, there is to be established a bureau under the President

to be known as The Bureau of the Budget. The head of this bureau
is to be the Secretary of the Treasury, and in each department and
establishment there is to be appointed a budget officer, who will assist

the departnient-head in making up his budget in the proper manner.
Provision is also made for the department-head as well as the budget-

bureau to revise the estimates in any way he sees fit, before their sub-

mission to the House of Representatives. In addition to these regular
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duties, this bureau is required to make a "detailed study of the depart-

ments, or the establishments, for the purpose of enabling the President

to determine what changes should be made with a view of securing greater

economy and efficiency in the conduct of the public service."

{b) Although highly desirable changes in the procedure of the

House, whereby the budget-bills may be discussed on the open floor,

are entirely omitted in the bill itself, Mr. Good, the sponsor of the

bill in the House, declared, in the debate on the President's veto mes-

sage, his intention of introducing legislation for that purpose in the

near future. The changes made since then are apparently satisfactory

to the President, who feels that the last bar to the successful passage

of the bill is now removed.

(c) To ascertain whether or not the money appropriated is ex-

pended in the proper manner, there is to be created an establishment

of the government to be known as the General Accounting Office, which

shall be independent of the Executive Departments, and under the

control of an official known as the Comptroller-General of the United

States. He shall be appointed by the President with the consent of the

Senate, shall hold office during good behavior, and may be removed

by concurrent resolution of both houses for cause shown. The bill

thus seeks to put him on a quasi-judicial plane, so that a man may
continue in office regardless of any change in the administration. He
would not be one of the "place-holders" to be appointed every four

years, but would be a competent official who would be given time to

become thoroughly familiar with the duties of his office. This pro-

vision, however, was the one which caused President Wilson to veto

the entire bill, on the grounds that it took away his inherent right to

remove officials in the public service, and thus was unconstitutional.

The offices of the Comptroller of the Currency and the Six Auditors

are abolished and the duties of these offices are transferred to this new
department. The duties of this department are chiefly to "investigate

at the seat of government, or elsewhere, all matters relating to the

receipt and disbursement of public funds." Here at last we have an

impartial critic and accountant to regulate the actual disbursement of

the public funds, and to guard against the repetition of the $2,000,000,000

Shipping Board scandal.

It is very probable that a bill of this kind will be introduced in the

next Congress, and though it does not go all the way shown by the

supporters of budgetary reform, it certainly is a step in the right direc-

tion. May it ultimately lead to the saving of many millions of dollars!

E. G. Hauf, '21.



Red Autumn
By Arthur Crew Inman, Ex.- 17

ONCE in a great while appears a book which appeals to every-

body, because it deals with something all love, and deals with

it in a worthy manner. Once in a while we find a book that

we like so well that we insist upon reading from it to our friends. Such

a book is Red Autumn, a small volume of verses about the great open,

the healthy outdoors that every human being delights in. And the

song of the wind and the birds echoes in Mr. Inman's little verses in a

way too charrning to be describable.

Mr. Inman's work is not at all eyen. There are some songs that

have the true ring, and some that sound painfully false. Compare the

geniality of Spring is Coming, which begins:

Sap is welling.

Buds are swelling,

Flicker's drumming,

Spring is coming.

with the ineffective Who Quested Life, which contains the platitudinous

stanza:

/ could not probe the mind
Of God, nor span the space

That curtains life from death:

I could not limn His face.

Again, Mr. Inman makes what seems to me to be a mistake, when
he writes free verse. Sprinkled among well-turned metrical poems he

has some of the other kind which are so easy to write, and so much
less effective than the regular. When a man can write Into the Storm,

with its beginning worthy of Masefield:

She leaps! She leaps! A thing alive!

She runs unleashed, her great white sails

All windy-hollowed to the storm. . . .

why should he publish the fact that he will

. . . seek the sea

And find at last what lies in mysteried sleep

Beyond man's utmost seeing?

I have no doubt, however, that the free verse which appears in

this book is annoying only because of the excellence of many of the

regular poems. It is really very good free verse, and any one unable

to write metrically ought to be proud to write such bits as Night of No
Moon and Still Dawn.

Another mistake, I think, of Mr. Inman, is putting two, three,
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and four line "interludes" on whole pages, like rare jewels in a splendid

setting. Three little lines must be unusually good to merit a whole

page; and Mr. Inman's are not better than other people's. No dis-

credit to Mr. Inman; almost anybody can write two or three present-

able lines; there is no art in that. But it takes a Landor to make them
great. The setting of these bits is too worthy, that is all.

Mr. Inman's ear is not faultless; he cannot rime dawn with morn;

Swinburne could not, hard as he tried. But this is quibbling; we always

forgive a poor rime in a good poem. The poet's hearty joy carries him

along, and us with him, in utter delight. Most of the poems are cheery,

but a few are not, and among these are some of the best, to wit. Life,

in Death and Wind.

It would be a pleasure to quote a number of the poems in Red
Aulnmn, but it cannot be done. I should like to mention the names
of a few that I like best, and then quote a few lines entirely too lovely

to omit. Triolet, Over the Point, Communion, Prayer to a Lonely Land,

The Oriole, Red Autumn, Vagabond, are all worthy of praise, while the

best poem in the book, Who Sleeps Beneath the Sky, I quote:

Fir-couched, star-tented, I

Have heard the lullaby

Of wind-tuned branches; heard

The chords of nature stirred;

Have heard the vague unrest

Of worlds beyond the west;

Have heard the symphony

Of cosmic mystery.

Fir-couched, star-tented, I

Have seen the moon burn high

Into the purple sky;

Have seen her radiance dim
Behind the mystic rim

Where ghosts of dawn up-swim.

Fir-couched, star-tented, I

Have felt the gods draw nigh

Nor vainly questioned why,

Lest they, with mockery

At my temerity.

Should laugh and haste to Uee

Into futurity.

Arthur Crew Inman: Red Autumn. (E. P. Dutton & Co.)

S. A. N.



Allen C. Thomas, '65

WHILE attending a meeting conducted by Herbert Hoover,

on December 15th, Allen C. Thomas died. Dr. Thomas had

been at Haverford for more than forty years, and had worked

his spirit through the frame and fabric of the college. As professor

of history he opened the white avenues of truth to hundreds of young
men, and taught them how to honor and where to condemn the past.

As librarian he made the library what it is today. One cannot but ex-

claim in admiration over the mind that so judiciously selected from the

millions of books the few thousands every scholar needs. I speak the

truth when I say that the other day a Senior observed to me that it

was very clear, after using the library for four years, that the same mind
had been at work upon it for a long stretch of years. The books bought

in 1878 and those bought in 1920, all typify the same master chooser.

It was his wide reading, his all-embracing interest in nearly all the

principal fields of scholarly endeavor, that made his judgment of books

so valuable. A wise president was he who placed Dr. Thomas at the

head of the library in 1878.

In Thursday meetings. Dr. Thomas frequently addressed the

students. His talks were brief and even epigrammatic. They were

always enjoyed. His sparkling eyes would gleam as he shot his earnest

words into the brains of his auditors. And Dr. Thomas always made
his point; I still recall his "man with a measuring-line," and many other

vivid pictures which his moral fancy so delighted to paint. One particular

Thursday he spoke of ships that sailed too near the hidden rocks: the

good pilot kept as far away as possible, and did not try his skill in barely

missing them. Dr. Thomas was not a man to let his age weigh him
down. A true historian he grew with the years; retrospect was not his

characteristic attitude, and he saw good in this generation just as he

saw good in his own contemporaries. He always was seeing good.

In his writings. Dr. Thomas sought to give others the benefit of

his study. His greatest service was as a pioneer in the arrangement
and composition of the modern history textbook, and he did his work
so well that his own book has enjoyed many editions. In him, moreover,
the Quakers found a worthy author to write the history of their Society

in America.
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Notes on Byron's Oriental Romances

ONE of the most widespread tendencies of the Romantic move-

ment which began in English literature in the early nineteenth

century was the shift from the conventional and gossipy topics

of city and rural life to more primitive and semi-barbaric subjects

and settings. The Levant was one of the most popular of these settings,

and Byron was undoubtedly the most popular of writers on the East.

In 1812, he had published the first two cantos of Childe Harold, a poem
that won him immediate renown, and in the following year he began

his series of Oriental romances which were enthusiastically acclaimed

by all England. These tales, fresh from a foreign atmosphere, relate the

extraordinary adventures of bold pirates and attractive women; they

are rich in color and setting. At one moment we sail the wild seas

with our hero, and the next we are riding to battle over the Grecian

hills; now our hero languishes in a dungeon, and now he rescues a

queen from a burning palace. None of the tales is written primarily

to point a moral or give a message, but frankly they are all picturesque

accounts set down by an author to relieve his soul of the mad impulses

that so often surged through it. These narratives are full of faults,

and yet they have the supreme advantage of being highly interesting

and readable. They immeasurably surpass the metrical romances of

Scott which had appeared a few years before, and this fact was recog-

nized by Scott who consequently gave up poetry for the novel. Scott's

lines have all the monotony of the most rocking of rocking-horse couplets,

while Byron's have a flow of poetic diction delightful in its ease and
smoothness, and nothing short of marvelous when one considers the

speed at which he often composed. The rapidity with which these

tales were written and published, one after another, was possible only

through Byron's previous accurate knowledge of the Levant. Ever
since early childhood he had perused travels and histories of the East,

and had never failed to be carried away by the magic and pageantry

of it all. Hence when a man he could bring his wealth of information

to bear upon his themes.

The chief claim of these poems to literary recognition lies in their

dramatic features. Here Byron was a master. He could throw himself

without reserve into any given situation and work into it all the possi-

bilities it could possibly suggest. He did not take time to describe

a violet as Wordsworth would do, but in the glorious sweep of his imagi-
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nation would tell of mighty mountains, lofty characters, heroic deeds,

always the large and striking in the more picturesque realms of thought.

Take for example this wonderful situation in the Corsair: the Corsair

has been captured, cast into the prison tower, and is now hourly await-

ing his execution by torture. A storm in the night suddenly bursts

around the prison walls, and this is the way Byron relates the captive's

actions:

The fourth day rolled along, and with the night

Came storm and darkness in their mingling might.

Oh! how he listened to the rushing deep,

That ne'er till now so broke upon, his sleep;

And his wild Spirit wilder wishes sent,

Roused by the roar of his own element!

Oft had he ridden on that zvinged wave,

A nd loved its roughness for the speed it gave;

And now its dashing echoed on his ear,

A long known voice—alas! too vainly near!

Loud sung the wind above; and, doubly loud,

Shook o'er his turret cell the thunder-cloud;

And flashed the lightning by the latticed bar.

To him more genial than the Midnight Star:

Close to the glimmering grate he dragged his chain.

And hoped that peril might not prove in vain.

He rais'd his iron hand to heaven, and prayed

One pitying flash to mar the form it made:

His steel and impi-ous prayer attract alike—
The storm rolled onward, and disdained to strike;

Its peal waxed fainter—ceased—he felt alone.

As if some faithless friend had spurned his groan!

But it is only in spots that Byron rises to such heights as this.

There is a mass of loosely constructed, carelessly composed verses which
if noticed apart from the context often appear puerile. The Siege of

Corinth is especially weak in this respect. The cause, of course, is to

be found in Byron's method. He wrote at breakneck speed, and was
only too ready to write down the first rhyme and word order that entered

his mind. With this carelessness was combined a certain arroga.nce

that defied both criticism and revision. He strove for powerful effects

and therefore did not devote himself too minutely to the nicer refine-

ments of the poetic art. But we can perhaps afford to overlook the

numerous discrepancies and faults of style in view of the poems as a
whole. We willingly excuse many things in a large modern movie such

as Kismet or the Birth of a Nation, because we realize the enormous
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energy expended in the mere staging of the drama. So it is with Byron's

tales; it is better to appreciate the grand scope and magnitude of his

efforts than to pick flaws of which he himself admitted the presence.

And the music and buoyancy of his cantos, blending admirably with

the tempestuousness of his style, leave no traces of discontent in the

reader.

One of the things that made these poems so exceptionally popular

was the supposed autobiographical element in them. Englishmen

identified characters such as Conrad and Lara with Byron himself.

These heroes are aristocratic and scornful, full of gloomy hatreds, yet

capable of passionate devotion to a cause or person. The untamed
passion as well as the generousness of these men were typical of Byron

himself. But it is a question whether these heroes fairly represent the

whole of Byron's character, for the social Byron, the most popular

man of his gay set, merry and convivial among friends, was entirely

different from the cold and haughty figure which the general public

imagined him to be. On the other hand, is it not Byron, the "spoiled

child of Europe", who thus portrays himself in these lines from Lara?

'Twas strange—in youth all action and all life,

Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife;

Woman—the Field—the Ocean, all that gave

Promise of gladness, peril of a grave.

In turn he tried—he ransacked all below.

And found his recompense in joy or woe.

Chained to excess, the slave of each extreme,

How woke he from the wildness of that dream!

Alas! he told not—but he did awake
To curse the withered heart that would not break.

D. H. Willson, '21.

An American Man of Letters

EVERY thoughtful man or woman loves a country with a past.

Here in America we are greatly handicapped by not having a

long and picturesque history. We cannot point, like the native

of Italy, to some highway and remark, "These ruts in the pavement
were made by the chariots of the Romans!" We cannot, like the French-

man, assert that, "This wall was built by Charlemagne." But although
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our country is of more recent origin, we can nevertheless look forward

with certainty to the distant future when we of today shall form part

of a mellowed American past. Therefore, we should rejoice whenever

we see any man who is helping to mellow the world of cis-Atlantic

letters. We are so impoverished with respect to great poets, artists,

historians, and scholars in comparison with the Old World, that we
ought to welcome heartily all those gifted by nature to contribute to

our nascent literary history. Of those men who are shaping their lives

into the development of American letters, perhaps there is none living

who deserves more credit than a certain citizen of New York, Henry
Osborn Taylor.

Mr. Taylor started out in early life to become a corporation lawyer,

and met with considerable success, but fortunately for us circumstances

were such that he decided to give up his practice and devote himself

to letters. And to one of his temperament this could mean but a single

thing: he would spend his life taking a tour through time, and studying

the past at first hand. The past has never been the past to him, since

a live imagination, alert and sensitive, has enabled him to project him-

self into ancient states and empires, and to live as a companion and

contemporary with the great men of the ages. He has heard the voice

of Confucius and has followed him ; he has fought and bled by Alexander's

side; he has ruled the world with Augustus; he has prayed in the

chapel with St. Francis; he has soared to the clouds with Michelangelo.

Henry Osborn Taylor is an unselfish man. So easily could he have

enjoyed his trip through the centuries without the bother of allowing

others to share his joy; but he was not the man to shut himself into a

speculative closet, and accordingly from time to time as he passed the

milestones, he has given us books of his experiences. Beginning more

than twenty years ago with a work on ancient ideals, he has reached

by now the sixteenth century. His latest work, published a few months

ago, contains many inspiring chapters on the various phases of the

Renaissance in western Europe. Besides these books he has written

on the prophets, poets, and philosophers of the ancient world; the

classical heritage of the Middle Ages; and the history of the progress

of the mediaeval mind. These books have a unique charm, for Mr.

Taylor refuses to take either himself or his mission too seriously, and

we have the spectacle of a man writing solely to interest and entertain

us, and not humbly kneeling at the dictatorial bar of posterity. He
does not strive for the completeness and meticulousness of pedantic

scholarship, but rather for the free literary exposition of the impres-

sions he has derived from his extensive reading. Mr. Taylor is the

product of no historical school; he cramps his mind by no system of
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pseudo-scientific research, but merely speaks directly to the reader

of the ideals and eternal strivings of the human race.

In one place he affords us a glimpse of his very interesting theory

of history by which he guides his thinking. He declares that "some

men live in the eternities, and must at their peril keep in tune with

them. The need of adaptation belongs to them peculiarly. Yet, in

some degree, it pertains to all who are touched with meditation; and

the endeavor for it, which is an endeavor for peace and spiritual freedom,

is an element of life which carries across centuries and millenniums.

Although that which those Ancients reached, or even that which they

tried for, may not be for us, still the contemplation of their efforts is

as the effect of noble sculpture and poetry, bringing something like the

final calm, the emotional purge, of tragedy." Thus we see that to this

scholar of our nation, history has no beginning and no end; to him

there is no such thing as an Alexandrian era, no Dark Age, no Italian

Renaissance, in other words, no "periods" of history. He believes

that history is a continuous "becoming". Cause and effect work in

such subtle ways that one phase of development blends into another,

just as the influence of a declining school of thought shades into the new
and rising theories of another. Events do not mark the initiation or

termination of developments; events are merely objective incidents

having their origin in the continuous march of man. And on this con-

ception of history, Mr. Taylor bases his essays.

The secret of his success lies in his enthusiasm. His whole being

is instinct with the joy of truth-finding, and consequently his illuminating

pages cannot help but inspire and inspire again. There is no other

way to catch something of his spirit than to quote a few lines taken at

random from his works. I only hope that the fire and genius of these

passages may cause some persons to seek further for the high truths

of history as set forth in his brilliant books. Speaking of the glory

and at the same time the folly of classic paganism, he says: "It was a

great lesson, this final lesson of the higher paganism, this steeling of

man through reason against fate, against the whole mass of possible

evils from without or from within, the violence of tyrants, the loss of

everything dear, the tortures of uncontrolled desire. It was a lesson

of self-control, self-poise, self-sufficiency. Yet it was no gospel for man-
kind. Paganism had started from the full compass of human nature,

but it had not followed up all of life. Its great shortcoming lay in its

failure to recognize the ethical value of emotion, the ennoblement of

man through his heart. The greatest of Greek philosophers through

not recognizing the function of human feeling had imagined a Republic
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where there should be no fond father's love, no foolish child's blind

clinging to its dear parents, no closest tie of heart to heart."

In another volume this author crystallizes the fine religious spirit

of the Middle Ages in one succinct paragraph, thus: "Beyond the

region of dogma and metaphysics, the new freedom of the human spirit

will show itself with power in the freeing of the Christian ideal of love

from thoughts of measure and mortality. It will show itself in the monk's

dismissal of pagan proportion and comprehensiveness from his principles

of life. He no longer weighs the goods and ills of earth, or seeks to

make his life humanly complete. He has broken with the mortal and

the finite. He knows that his soul is immortal, and can be blessed

only in the everlasting love of God. The passion of this infinite love

is his joy, and its measurelessness is the measure of his freedom."

Finally let me offer one more passage in which Mr. Taylor sounds

the note of despair after he has tried almost in vain to scale those "lonely

peaks of thought" from which he sees truth's ensign waving. "At
the end, what can we think or say of the adjustments of these great men?
we pigmies! we little hills to talk of mountains,—of those elemental

beings who laid out the paths for humanity to stray in, or, as we hope,

move onward ; who gave clearest voice to the fears which have oppressed,

and the hopes which ever since have lifted men to freedom or to peace.

. Yet though we cannot plumb their depths, and proportion

their veritable values and relationships, it behooves us, for our own
discipline, to order our thoughts concerning them as best we can."

H. S. Fraser, '22.

Color Schemes

THE mandarin was fat and sleepy. There was no more in his

being sleepy than there was in his being fat, for both were innate

attributes of his personality, and fitted each other perfectly.

His great flabby eye' ids too heavy to stay open, and his ponderous

form which was hardly suited to any kind of exertion, light or stren-

uous, required habitual rest and slumber. Of course there must

sometimes be an appearance of work. It was necessary to appear to

perform the judicial functions of a mandarin but merely to appear to,

nothing more. There was Li, the clerk, a little weazened old fellow,

with a thin gray drooping mustache—there was Li, always to help in

case of emergencies. At least, one could sleep through a whole case,
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and at the end pronounce in the official cadence, whatever sentence

Li might whisper in one's ear.

This time, the mandarin was exceptionally sleepy. His great

pudgy eyelids found it harder and harder to stay open, and his body

sat low in his official seat, giving him the appearance of a leaky junk

which is slowly settling in the water. Conte;itment was expressed in

every flabby line of his body, for he was nearing the end of a very tedious

day, and the only thing that kept him from falling asleep instantly

was the fact that, from the numerous cases that had been brought up

before him, he had drawn such an exceptional "squeeze" that he could

feel very well satisfied with this one day's "work". Of course he would

feel insulted should anyone imply that he received bribes. Why even

the Emperor himself took presents before rendering sentence.

He was just preparing to draw himself up to something approach-

ing official dignity so as to order the guards to close the courts, when
Li came up with the statement that another case was waiting outside.

He cursed the gods soundly, but commanded the guards to bring it in.

It might mean a little more "squeeze". The guards returned, bringing

with them a woman, her face in her hands, sobbing. The mandarin's

face expressed his disappointment. There could be no "squeeze"

expected from an old hag like that.

"What dost thou want, old woman?" he demanded rather sharply.

"Oh, Protector of the poor! Oh, Guardian of All Justice!" She

used the customary whine of weakness before power. " I am a wronged

woman deserted by my husband for another—a perfidious courtesan.

Kill this other, I pray thee, kill her."

"Patience, patience," he replied. "One does not kill for that.

Thou must be mad or lying, rather lying than mad, I believe. Guards,

remove her. I have had enough of this."

But before the guards could seize her, she had straightened and

was looking the mandarin straight in the face, and he saw her to be

not old and ugly, but young and beautiful, so beautiful tjiat he sat

bolt upright and his eyelids actually opened wide. He thought of Ai-

Lien his mistress, and all the other women he had ever seen, and decided

that here alone was the culmination of his long search for the beautiful.

A peculiar flow of lines in her scarlet coat and an unintelligible fold in

her lustrous black hair proclaimed her above the natural. She had
been weeping, this more than natural being, and she was pale, but her

beauty was heightened by the pallor, if that could be possible. The
guards stood back in awe.

"Now wilt thou help me?" She spoke in a delightfully sweet

voice, soothing and at the same time commanding. " I am not a woman.
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but the Scarlet Dragon, wife of the Green Dragon, who is master of

the Ho River. My husband is infatuated with a certain courtesan,

the notorious Blue Dragon, whom I desire thee to kill with thine own
hands. Wilt thou kill her?"

And she looked straight into his eyes.

The mandarin blinked, for he did not like the idea of killing dragons.

"I cannot, I cannot. Thou art mad or lying," he whined.

Between the command of her eyes and of his fear, he was miser-

able.

She continued, "Every night they wander down the stream play-

ing in the moonlight, until they reach the Hundred Isles, agd there

they sport until daybreak, while I am left deserted in my cave, eating

my heart out with jealousy. Oh, Most Beautiful and Glorious Mandarin

!

I desire thee to stand on the Wei Rock this evening, and as they pass

down-stream kill the blue impropriety. Thou Lovely One!"

The mandarin felt a great satisfaction enter his breast. Here, at

last, he had found a woman who appreciated his worth. Hitherto

no one had ever said that he was beautiful, but he knew she was speaking

the truth.

She approached him and he felt the warmth of her delicate hand

as it grasped his own. He looked down at it stupidly, for this was not

according to the usual custom of court proceedings. He even tried

half-heartedly to disengage his fingers.

"It cannot be done." He tried to make his voice sound as harsh

as possible.

She stooped towards him and put her face a few inches from his.

His eyes faced hers, and he realized that she was infinitely more than

beautiful.

"Thou canst see that I am beautiful, but never was even dragon-

woman as beautiful as thou art, thou Divine Judge. Wilt thou kill her?

Oh, thou hast eyes like gems!"

He blinked once or twice, and motioned away Li, who was edging

forward. He liked it.

"I cannot," he reiterated, fear still gripping him. He felt her

breath on his face.

"Kill her," she whispered. "Oh, wilt thou kill her?" Then she

kissed him.

"Shades of my Ancestors! I will! I will kill her. Hear, oh court,

it is a judgment."

But she was gone, and he was facing a crowd of court guards,

headed by Li, who were vainly attempting to conceal grins behind their

raised sleeves. Now he realized that he had been a fool, a fact which
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Li did not hesitate to impress upon him. But Li also repeated several

times that it was necessary to abide by court decisions, and that the

Blue Dragon must be killed, and that by the mandarin's own hand.

One hour he shook in the qualms of fear. One hour he called himself

a fool. And then, a sword attached to his girdle and with fear shaking

every bone, he set out for the- river. He brought a bodyguard of a

dozen of the strongest fists of the city with him, and Li himself sup-

ported the right hand, whispering very doubtful words of encourage-

ment in his ear. Down to the river's edge they went, and out upon

the Wei Rock. The moon was bright, wiping all the colors of the land-

scape into one shimmering monotone. Over on the opposite bank
he saw a reddish object, writhing and twisting in the light.

"Remember thy promise. Thou must kill her."

The Scarlet Dragon was there to witness the proceedings, and the

mandarin quaked.

Then above the gurgling of the waters about the rock, above the

beating of his own heart, he heard the roar of two dragons singing,

and, far upstream, he saw two gigantic heads tossing about on the waves.

They were approaching. Li presented him with his unsheathed sword.

"Kill," he whispered.

He stood on the edge of the rock and waited, waited as they came
nearer, chasing each other about like a couple of children. He thought

he could distinguish a blue from a green in those two ducking heads,

and as they slipped by him in the moonlight, he made a lunge with

his sword. There was a bellow of pain. The waters seethed into a
frenzy and then all was quiet. After a moment, he heard, far down-
stream the laugh of a she-dragon, immediately followed by a scream near

at hand.

"Thou hast mistaken them in the dark, thou fool! Thou hast

killed my husband, and the blue devil is laughing at us. I have lost

my husband, but I must, I shall have another! Thou shalt be my hus-

band. Come!"
And he felt an irresistible force which dragged him into the stream,

while Li and the big-fists stood motionless in amazement.
Rumor has it, that the Scarlet Dragon's husband is the most hen-

pecked in nine provinces.

D. M. Pruitt, '23.



Gottfried Keller

II

IT
IS no easy task to select from the works of an author who has

wandered in so many fields of literature with such eminent suc-

cess examples of that one type in which the gifted pen is at its

best. We may not bring ourselves to like Keller's poetry, which first

brought him public attention, and without laying ourselves open to

the charge of being blas6, we may frankly avow that Keller lacks the

lyric temperament of Nikolaus von Lenau, that his verses are loaded

down with helplessness in rhyme and labored selection of phrases,

and that they are thus deprived of the charm and power of Heinrich

Heine's lyric masterpieces. Again we cannot unduly praise Der Grune

Heinrich, his famous biographical novel in four volumes. It is rather

a common type of novel in German literature since Goethe penned

his Wilhelm Meister, and shows how a young man is carried along by
the current of his time and molded by the vicissitudes of his fate until

he himself becomes the type of his period. Keller has not earned the

mead of fame either through his poetic achievements or through his

Griine Heinrich, justly great as that work seems to many, but through

those simple tales of unparalleled beauty, his stories of peasant life:

Die Leitte von Seldwyla, Zuricher Novellen, and Sieben Legenden. Here

Keller comes into his own, here he has given us something which will

be treasured up when minor works have passed into oblivion, here

he has been "discovered" more than once since the first little volume
of Seldwyla made its appearance in 1856.

Seldwyla is the name of a factitious Swiss town. There is a touch

of the Tarascon of Daudet in the passages of the author's preface:

"In the good old dialect, Seldwyla signifies a blissful, sunny place,

and, indeed, there is situated a little town of this name somewhere in

Switzerland. It is still set within the old walls of yore and will ever

remain the same quaint, primitive place; that this was really the under-

lying and original intention of its founders is shown by the fact that

it was laid out a good half-hour's stretch from a near-by navigable

stream, as a clear indication that it was to amount to nothing. It is

beautifully situated in the green mountains which open out toward

the south, admitting the sun but excluding the rough winter wind.

Thriving vineyards grow round about the old town walls, and higher

up on the mountain-side stretch far-reaching woods, the wealth of the

town; for such is its strange fate that the community is wealthy but

the citizens poor, so poor, in truth, that nobody in Seldwyla really

knows what they have been living on for centuries past. They lead
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a merry life, however, and are always full of good cheer; they con-

sider the cultivation of a kind disposition their own special art . . .

"

Such is the background on which we follow up the humorously

naive, good-natured satire on the life of a small provincial town. Keller

in almost agreeable mood introduces us to a little world all his own;

it is an inimitable sketch of a society in which the quaint limitations

of a droll provincialism with its excitement over trifling occurrences,

with its bubbling frivolity and love of petty adventure, are combined

with an insatiable greed for gold, and, in fact, everything that glitters.

The tenets of such folk-philosophy call for complete enjoyment of every

happening in a simple life, of every intrigue that presents itself on the

limited horizon. It is a class which never produces a man equipped

to take up the battle of life and fight it out with unremitting vigor,

but which on the other hand does not permit him to go to ruin, so that

there is always present an older generation of bankrupt faineants to

act the role of onlookers and enjoy the capers of the succeeding crop

of youthful swaggerers. Such then are the folk of Seldwyla as we meet
them in the first volume of the Leute.

It was almost twenty years before the second volume was given

to the public. In the preface of this the author tells us that seven little

Swiss towns have been at feud with one another, each clamoring for

the honor of being Seldwyla. No, Keller answers, "In every town
and in every valley of Switzerland rises the steeple of Seldwyla; it

is to be looked upon as a collection of such steeples, as an ideal town
painted on the shifting mist of the mountains, suspended now over

this province and now over that, sometimes even moving beyond the

boundary of the beloved fatherland, beyond the banks of old father

Rhine." After his return to Switzerland from Berlin, Keller had been
struck by a change that had come over the people: his Seldwylers had
lost their love for politics, since their discussions on that subject had
led only to vehement controversies and bloody brawls. Instead, a
craze for speculation in "known and unknown values" had arisen to

satisfy their craving for excitement. A new viewpoint had to be adopted
to conform with the new pastime. The first volume ranks higher in

the eyes of most critics, and from it we shall select a story as the basis

of further discussion.

One of the best of the tales is generally conceded to be Frau Kegel

Amrain iind Ihr Jungster, not only because representative throughout
of the author, but also because it is an excellent example of the type
known as didactic fiction. It is an encomium of motherhood, a por-

trayal of the wise and noble instinct that guides the true mother in the
rearing of her child. Frau Regel was an outsider by birth, and came
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from a more energetic and enterprising stock than her husband. The
latter has brought all the good and bad qualities of the genuine Seld-

wyler to bear upon the exploitation of his stone quarry, has consequently

suffered the inevitable shipwreck in his enterprise and has emigrated

to America, leaving to Frau Regel the management of his business and
three children, the youngest of whom, Fritzchen, becomes the hero

of the tale. An eminent critic of Gottfried Keller has declared that

nowhere else in the author's work, in fact nowhere else in the whole

history of the novel, is there to be found a finer, truer, and psycho-

logically deeper touch, than in the opening scene of this story. Frau

Regel is being courted by Florian, her own foreman, and his passionate

pleas, finally mounting to the high pitch of an amorous scuffle, have

almost brought her own sternly repressed emotions and natural impulses

to the point of giving way, when Fritzchen, who has been sleeping

with his two brothers in an adjoining room, is awakened by the struggle.

Filled with ominous suspicions the little fellow rushes into the room
at the critical moment, his blue eyes blazing and his golden curls flying,

"like a little Saint George", and assails the impetuous suitor with a

curtain rod and unmercifully belabors his head with all his puny strength.

The day is saved, Florian retreats in confusion, and Frau Regel regains

her dignity and poise. This incident marks the starting point of the

story, which finds a powerful motif in the awakening of the mother's

affection towards her youngest offspring, and in her firm resolve that

he, at least, of her children should not fall into the slack and indolent

mode of Seldwyler life. She is led to this decision by the conviction

that there are latent good qualities in the little fellow.

In subsequent years she "kept her word and brought him up to

become a good and upright man in Seldwyla, who was one of the

few that remained courageous and honest as long as they lived." She

accomplished her task in an interesting manner. Her principle was
to guide him as little as possible, allowing the "young tree, of the same
wood as herself, to grow up in her proximity and take its direction

from her." The elaborate rules and precepts by which Rousseau would

rear his Emile are replaced by a more practicable method in the guiding

hand of motherly love, by which she imparted her own noble virtues

to him. When Fritzchen reaches those years of youth which are regarded

as the most perilous, when churlishness towards elders is combined
with an increasing attention to the opposite sex, his mother becomes

doubly vigilant lest his impulses lead him astray. When she sees him
blush at the approach of a girl, fear strikes her heart.

At this point of the story one is apt to feel that the assumption

of the part of a directing Providence by Frau Regel has been a little
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overdone. An example of her strictness is given on the occasion of a

merry wedding in Seldwyla. Fritz has decked himself out in woman's

costume, using his mother's best dress for the purpose. When she dis-

covers his exploit, she hurries to the wedding herself. Here she finds

him blushing and shy amid the flattery of a youthful company of doubt-

ful reputation, but after her arrival he soon leaves. To us this smacks

too much of the proverbial apron-string, but to Frau Regel it is stern

duty. After a little cheek-stroking episode with a newly-engaged servant

girl, Fritzchen is exhorted to wait contentedly for two or three years.

The picture of an ideal wife is painted for him, and such he finally

secures after the choice has been duly approved by Frau Regel, but

even after marriage he still remains under her tutelage.

His next field of endeavor is local politics. Political reform is always

timely in so drowsy and easy-going a community as Seldwyla, and
hence, after much reluctance on his part and repeated instigation on

the part of his mother, Fritz consents to enter the arena and become
the active champion of a new order. The enmity he incurs by throwing

the long established political bosses out of office, and the burden of

responsibility he assumes in taking over his mother's business, finally

make him sense the duties of a man. When his father returns from
America, where he has been fairly successful, the young and ambitious

son maintains an ascendency over the once bankrupt parent. Frau
Regel spends the evening of her life in happy surroundings, proudly

basking in the success of her experiment.

The treatment of this tale is largely subjective. Keller has included

in it many incidents of his own life with artistic elaboration. Frau
Regel is based upon the character of the author's mother who guided
him in her letters with the same dry and terse admonitions which Frau
Regel administers to her son. But the characterization is clear and
forceful, and in strong contrast to the vague picture of Keller's mother
which we encounter in Der Griine Heinrich. Frau Regel is one of Keller's

masterpieces of female characterization, and that is saying a great deal

for an artist who excelled so remarkably in this respect. With equal
skill does he picture the prudish old maid, Zus Bunzlin, in Die Drei
Gerechten Kammacher, adroitly keeping the three selfish, love-lorn

comb-makers at bay, and directing them like marionettes to a senseless

manifestation of hollow virtue.

In its tender tragic appeal, its romantic pathos, and its wonderful
solution of the problem of milieu, Keller's most renowned story, Romeo
und Julia auf dem Dorfe, stands paramount. It is in marked contrast
to the tales hitherto mentioned. The precious humor of Keller, which
defies description, is here blended with a strain of deep melancholy
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which we meet with nowhere else. Two sensitive human beings, whose

natural impulses have carried them together from the days of golden

childhood to the mature friendship of later years, are kept from the

path of happiness through the deadly estrangement of their respective

families. Rather than carry on a wearisome earthly existence, barred

from one another and with no prospect of future bliss, Vrenchen and

Sali consume a summer's day in joyful rustic exuberance, like ephemeral

butterflies, and then, with clasped hands and innocence untainted,

seek death and a perfect union in a better world.

Keller grapples with problems of real life at every turn, but he

never descends to the vulgar, he never loses his dignified sublimity of

thought and delicacy of expression. He is, however, far from being a

moralizer despite his ethical correctness. He hates everything which

savors of smug hypocrisy. But his sense of humor is too real and his

confidence in man's essential goodness too great not to leave room for

little failings now and then. He is averse to measuring everything

with the rule of moral rectitude, and he has confessed that he is fond

of "tying every mischief to the sphere of humanity with a golden ribbon."

It is to this wholesome realistic tendency that we are indebted for that

splendid array of wonderful characters, both men and women, whom
we encounter in all his works. We cannot help feeling that they have

really been or are, and we should not be surprised if they stepped forth

from the page to meet us with an air of sturdy Swiss integrity about

them. Keller suffered severely during his youth and manhood, but he

never turned pessimist, and whoever reads one of his books must feel

that he has won a new and better outlook on life, a greater love and

indulgence toward his fellow men.

H. W. Pfund, '22.



Editorial Comment

IT
MAY be interesting to others to know some of the subjects that

are suggested by helpful friends as good for editorials. Consider

these: Physical Exercise; Aims of the Youth of America—Not

toward Money, but the Higher Things of Life ; Spelling Reform ; English

in America. It is certainly pleasant to know that there are people

who think the editor able to write about these different things; but

it must be flatly confessed that he is not. In fact, he seriously doubts

his ability to write about anything at all; but this latter is a secret

not to be given away.

It is interesting to notice the contributions that come into the

sanctum, also. There are essays galore; some on painfully inapt sub-

jects; some on subjects that necessitate the use of a dictionary by the

uninformed persons on the editorial board; some on nothing at all,

as far as can be seen. Some there are that are interesting; some there

are that are not. And with them come a few stories, a very few. And
once in an age appears a familiar essay. Four years ago, the Haver-
FORDIAN was practically filled with familiar essays, with a story or

verse between. Of course, we still have verse, and good verse; but

not to space off familiar essays.*****
There is no doubt that the familiar essay is a form of writing that

a man can write or cannot. It is not an acquired habit, the familiar

style. To be sure, it can be developed, but there must be a germ to

start with. The ability to tell a story is also a congenital characteristic.

With the formal essay it is different. An essay may be successful

without style ; a formal essay is more a matter of knowledge about and
acquaintance with a certain subject. Its value is in what is said, not

how it is said, whereas the familiar essay is joyously independent of

what it is talking about, and rambles on, eventually arriving some-
where, but not ostentatiously. The formal essay has something to

say; the familiar essay wants to talk about something, and is not averse

to digressions. The value of the formal essay depends upon its thor-

oughness and clarity; that of the familiar essay upon its charm and
affability.

Familiar essayists are few, compared with the poets, story-tellers,

and essayists. Once in a while appears a Lamb, a Stevenson, who can
sit and chat with us, and give us a jolly good evening, and yet leave
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us much the better and wiser for their company. And then there are

a few who can amuse us by their wholesomely foolish way of discussing

something, who can turn the light of their wit on some hitherto dark

facet of a well-known topic. These men are the real charmers, the real

conversationalists of literature. The poet, the story-teller, the formal

essayist, must give a very definite impression, and reach a very definite

point; but the familiar essayist is constrained only by his own whim;
he is conversing, giving us a Pood time, and having a glorious time

himself.

Mac of Placid

Ey T. Morris Lor.gstreih, '08

THE mists of the Adirondacks, the odor of fragrant balsam, the

sparkling ice jewels of a winter morning—all these things com-
bined with a spirit "whose dwelling is the light of setting suns"

make of Mac of Placid a novel, which, coming in this era of social and
sex questions, is like a breath of pure mountain air in the stifling at-

mosphere of a crowded metropolis. Throughout the whole of it there

surges a love of Nature, an intimacy with wild life which makes the

great outdoors live in the book. It is impossible to read a single chapter

without feeling the grandeur of wooded mountains, and the spell of

lonely forests.

Mac himself, a large-hearted, generous lad, radiating the spirit

of friendliness and reflecting always in his nature the nobility of the

mountains in which he lives, is a creation whom the reader loves at

first sight. His simple, spontaneous character has the added attraction

of solidity in it. He is a red-blooded person who lives hard, and who
loves with the devotion that makes heroes of men. We have Mac
in all his moods, and we feel—a strange thing when reading a modern
novel—that we really understand him. The other characters, although

they are not drawn with the delicate shading and infinite care that the

portrait of Mac displays, hav^e the same naif charm about them—
that is all except R. L. S. And here lies the particular beauty of the

book. The whole-hearted friendship between that fragile and brilliant

man of letters and the strong boyish mountaineer is as impressive

as any Damon and Pythias story. Robert Louis Stevenson brings

into the atmosphere a spirit of culture, and yet his introduction does

not in the least spoil the wildness of the scenery. It really emphasizes

the singular unaffectedness and simplicity of Mac himself, and brings
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out the lovable qualities of R. L. S. at the same time. And then there

is Hallie, who is never definitely described, but who becomes in our

eyes, as well as in those of Mac, the ideal of womanhood—not a great

character but one who is always delightful. The portraits of Tess and

of Mac's mother, both of them sordid women who add the necessary

touch of realism to the otherwise romantic story, show that Mr. Long-

streth is not incapable of painting the low side of life.

There is at no time any dragging of action. Everything works

out with admirable probability. From the first quarrel of Pop Macln-

tyre with his impossible wife, to the final simple marriage ceremony

between Mac and Hallie, performed in the presence of God's moun-
tains and witnessed by no one, the interest is never once allowed to

flag. There is plenty of adventure and fighting—the fighting of strong

men infuriated by drink and knowing no mercy. The great blizzard

of 1888 is brought in with marvelous efTect. In fact the most thrilling

passage is that in which Mac makes his way through the wind that was
"bearded so thick with snow that at the fullest gusts there was no
breathing possible", to carry some medicine to Hallie who lives several

miles from the town.

Yet the book has its faults. We cannot help wondering, even

though we enjoy the relief of idealistic characters, whether there are

enough human weaknesses to make the people seem real. The actually

bad characters are all bad ; they have no good points in their personalities

to give them the air of probability. Then, Mr. Longstreth's style is

not always easy to follow. There are many rough places where it seems

that a bit of polishing would have added immeasurably to the general

effect. Many of the figures which he uses are ingenious and natural,

but there seems to be a constant straining for the unexpected and
unusual. If the style had been straightforward and simple, it would
have reflected the setting to much better purpose, and would have given

much more artistically the idea of simplicity which the book manages
to keep in spite of this preciosite.

On the whole, however, in spite of these faults which could be so

easily remedied, one cannot fail to be impressed by the absolute sincerity

and devotion to Nature that is displayed. The love that the author

has for the Adirondacks is just as evident as that of Mac's. It is felt

on every page and will always be there for anyone who, confined within

four walls, wants to feel again the spell of the great outdoors, and the

attraction of life in the wilderness.

T. Morris Longstreth: Mac of Placid (The Century Co.).

C. D. A., Jr.



"Brushwood Boy"
Out from the town as the sun goes down
And all earth's shapes and shadoius fade,

At the day's decline when street lights shine

And the ghost of a wandering wind is laid,

With the thread of a new moon over me
I set my face

Toward a mystic place

By the shore of a nameless sea.

Far through the zone of a land unknown
By a road no one has trod before.

Till over the rim of a hilltop dim
I can hear the muttering waters roar,

And a sense offright comes over me
With a chill of awe

When I feel the raw

Cold breath of that nameless sea.

Thick and chill are the scents that fill

The winds which haunt its desolate shore.

As I take my stand on a black headland

Where thundering breakers burst once more,

Closely the black sky covers me
And below me strain

From the dismal main
The waves of that nameless sea.

How broad, how wide is the sunless tide

Of your straits, sea unscanned by man?
How weird and deep are the gulfs asleep

In your depths unplumbed since the world began;

And why does the thought recur to me
Somewhere before

I have seen your shore

And surf, nameless sea?

N. E. Rutt, '23.



The Super Power System

THE Super Power System is the name applied to a project which

proposes to link together by a network of transmission lines,

all the electric generating stations of the eastern manufacturing

section under one great control system, thus supplanting inefficient

stations that are wasting coal at present. The project also aims to pro-

vide for any increased demand for power in the future, by building large

and economical power plants at the coal mines and at those sources

of hydraulic power which are not now developed. On July 1, 1920,

Congress appointed a committee to investigate the plan, and appro-

priated $125,000 to finance the investigation. My p^urpose in these

few paragraphs is to show the large advantages of this Super Power

System in power-saving, and to give some idea of what innovations the

plan involves.

The first purpose of such a system is to reduce unnecessary invest-

ment of capital in equipment to handle what is technically known as

"peak" load. Let us take a simple illustration of this latter item.

Suppose that a man builds a plant to supply West Philadelphia with

electric power. Since it is chiefly a residential section, his plant would

have to be large enough to handle all the lights turned on at one time

of day. This largest load is called the peak load. Now his peak load

would come roughly between five o'clock and nine o'clock in the evening.

During that time his plant would run to capacity, but at other times

of the day and night, the electricity required by the homes would be

comparatively slight. In other words his plant is not running to capacity

except for three or four hours out of the twenty-four, and there is a

great loss in efficiency in the generators because they are not running

to capacity.

Now let us look at a plant over in the manufacturing part of Phila-

delphia. This has entirely a day load from seven o'clock till five. The
rest of the time it runs for a few lights or perhaps does not run at all.

It is evident that one plant, slightly larger than either of the two men-
tioned, could handle the whole load, and handle it far more efficiently

since it would be running at near capacity more of the time. In addi-

tion to this, the overhead expense of one plant would be cut out, and
the power would cost less because there would be less capital invested

on which interest must be paid. Technically the single plant would
be said to have a better "load factor" than either of the other two.
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Now the Super Power System is aiming to gain the best possible load

factor and the lowest possible peak load by joining into one system the

whole eastern seaboard between Boston and Washington, and extend-

ing inland one hundred and fifty miles. One of the most fertile lines

that the Congressional investigation has taken is this of the load factor

and the peak load. Although their data is not all gathered, they esti-

mate that one-fifth of the present generating machinery could be stopped

or turned to other purposes if this linking-up of the power sources were

accomplished. In other words, there is at present twenty per cent,

more capital than necessary invested in power generating machinery.

The second purpose of the system is to reduce unnecessary waste

of fuel by eliminating small and inefficient plants now in operation.

This would be accomplished not by legal coercion of any sort but by

the natural operation of economic laws. A large generating plant will

usually reach an efficiency of fifteen per cent, or over, whereas there are

many small plants which fall below four per cent. ; and a plant the size

and type of that at Haverford College can turn at a maximum two

per cent, of the potential energy of the coal burned, into power. Of
course in the case of our college the electric power is merely a by-product

of the heating plant. It is obvious that the small and inefficient plant

cannot last long with such odds against it if the other power is avail-

able. The investigation of the committee has revealed the fact that

the basis of efficiency upon which the Super Power System will be

placed, will conserve twenty-seven million tons of coal now being wasted

every year by inefficient machinery.

A third advantage has to do with expansion. In the zone at present

there are 12J^ million kilowatts of electric power used. This is equivalent

to 17 million horsepower. The most reliable estimates all agree that

the demand for electric power will increase three times over in the

next ten years, and the estimate of the investigating committee even

places the increase well over that figure. The present power companies

frankly admit that they are not prepared to handle such an increase,

and even now under existing conditions they are having to refuse any
increase in load in many places. The reason for this phenomenal in-

crease is partly due to planned increase in the electrification of railroads,

and partly to the rapid extension of the uses of electric power in industry.

Manufacturers are finding every day that they can buy power more
cheaply from the central station power plant than they can make it

themselves. The proposal of the Super Power System to erect immense

generating stations at the coal mines, to develop available water power,

and to send this power into the wires which can take it anywhere from
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Boston to Washington provides a means for the necessary expansion

with as small and economical investment of capital as is possible.

These then are the advantages of the system, the more economical

use of present and future capital, the saving of coal, and the cost of

transportation of coal.

The plan of business organization which the Super Power System

will adopt has not been made clear by its sponsors as yet, and this

will be the crucial point of its success or failure, for there is no doubt

of the advisability of the plan from an engineer's standpoint. As near

as can be conjectured, the Super Power System will be a corporation

independent of any existing power company, selling power as individual

power companies do today. It will buy or sell to individuals or to

existing power companies as the need arises. The possibility that the

government would subsidize such a corporation is plainly in view.

That such a company must have tremendous backing of capital is

apparent when one considers the immense expansion which the plan

aims to cope with. A rough estimate places the capital that must be

invested to gain this expansion at three billion dollars, but it is un-

doubtedly true that the benefits derived would justify the expenditure.

The idea is not new. California is just finishing such a system which

covers the whole state. Michigan has had a system which links together

almost all the water power in the lower peninsula, and has the longest

transmission line in the world. Central New England has a sort of

league of power companies that form in effect such a system. Yet
never before has anyone dared to propose a project of the proportions

of the Super Power System which is being so seriously considered in the

power world today.

A. W. Hastings, '21.

The Present Industrial Situation

WE ARE now passing through a period of economic readjust-

ment consequent upon the conditions left by the war. During
the war production had been developed to a very high point

as the result of the demand for war necessities, besides being diverted

into channels different from those normal in times of peace. It was
therefore inevitable that some readjustment must be made to decrease
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the enormous output and to return to what Mr. Harding calls "nor-

malcy". On former occasions, periods of readjustment from a war to

a peace-time basis have been extremely rigorous in comparison to the

present period, and the purpose of this paper is to survey the causes

and their development, to show the present situation, and to outline

the tendencies prevalent at the time of going to press.

During the years of the war preceding our entry into the conflict,

the United States became the source of supply to the belligerents for

munitions and commodities of every conceivable description. Produc-

tion speeded up, and from a period of depression in 1914we soon changed

to a first-class boom. Incidentally, from a debtor nation in 1914 to

the extent of $4,000,000,000, we changed our status so that by 1917

we had liquidated that amount and a little more. Our entry in the war
merely intensified the conditions already existing. Production was

speeded up even more and diverted into channels unknown to peace.

Our great "nation in arms" had just been tuned up to the pace and

become accustomed to the transition when the armistice was signed.

Then ensued a post-war boom,—as is frequently the case. The
great shortage of goods in almost all lines and the impairment of pro-

duction during the war caused a period of intense business activity.

This condition was aggravated by excessive public buying, resulting

from profitable business, high wages, and an excess of work over avail-

able labor, bringing about an attitude of improvidence towards the

future and a tendency to spend rather than save. Then ensued a period

of rapidly rising prices, and this in turn brought a wave of profiteering

and speculation, which prevailed not only in the securities market

but also in the commodities and real estate market, and even extended

to the conduct of the ordinary mercantile business. High prices and

speculation coupled with this intense business activity resulted in an

expansion of bank credit, and this in turn further stimulated the upward

tendencies in prices, business, and speculation.

About this time (the early part of 1920) along with this great in-

crease, there developed a serious defect in the credit situation. This

defect took the form of an impairment of the liquidity of credit; credit

became, as the financial man expresses it, "frozen". The causes of

this condition lie in the situation resulting from war-financing and in

the way business was conducted during the immediately preceding

period. There are four major causes which stand out rather prominently.

The first cause was the large volume of government paper, which

from its character was not self-liquidating, and which continued to

burden our banking resources. The issue of such a large volume of

government paper was made possible only through the expansion of
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our credit facilities, and this was accomplished even before the war

by the introduction of the Federal Reserve Banking System which

enabled our credit structure to expand to a point over four times the

limit set by our old National Banking System. This should not, how-

ever, be construed as an unfavorable criticism of that excellent organi-

zation without whose aid we could not have financed the war or sur-

vived the present period of readjustment. The government hoped

that this paper, assumed in the first place by the banks, would ultimately

rest in the safe-deposit boxes of the individual investor. Much of the

paper, however, was not taken out of the banks, or, if it was, was soon

reinjected into bank credit as the basis of new loans to the business

interests who found themselves unable to carry them without banking

assistance, or who wished to make them the collateral for new loans

for expansion or speculation. The important thing to remember, how-

ever, is that the banks were loaded up with this kind of paper, and as

a result, were unable to extend their loans to finance enlerprises backed

by ether classes of security.

Another impairment to the liquidity of bank credit came from the

complete break-down of the nation's transportation facilities during

the spring of the year, due to the outlaw strike, bad weather, and in-

efficient operation. Vast amounts of goods were tied up in freight cars,

loading platforms, warehouses, sheds, and shipping rooms. It was impos-

sible to market them and to release the credits involved. Renewal

of the loans was necessary on a large scale, and to impair thus the turn-

over of a bank's resources is to cause serious trouble.

Another factor was the tendency of speculators and farmers in

the fall of the year to hold huge stocks from the market in the expecta-

tion of higher prices and greater profits. These goods had to be carried

on renewed loans and this resulted in another form of frozen credit.

The fourth cause was the public's retrenchment policy due to a

refusal to purchase goods at the present high prices which were con-

sidered exorbitant. Another factor generally overlooked was the fact

that the wages of a considerable portion of the population had not risen

as fast as or to the point which prices had reached. This "buyers'

strike" not only impaired the liquidity of the credit structure but

resulted in a period of depression of manufacturing. The retailer,

instead of clearing his shelves by selling at a lower figure, maintained
his high prices and so kept his shelves stacked up. Thus, the retailer

gave no orders to the jobber, the jobber gave no orders to the whole-

saler, ana the wholesaler none to the manufacturer. The manufacturer
was then compelled to reduce his output, and on the continuance of

the lack of orders to run on part-time or lay off a great number of men.
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Unemployment spread and this further reduced the buying capacity

of the public.

A further urge to readjustment was the curtailing of credit to the

so-called luxury industries —the automobile and allied trades, the

"movie" producers, etc. At the same time, acting under the lead of

the Federal Reserve head, loans were denied to purely speculative

undertakings, and a gradual rise in the discount rate at the Reserve

Banks tended to drive off the "least necessitous" borrower. These

measures had their desired effect. Added to them was the declining

trade balance in the international trade market due to the rapid recupera-

tion of some of the foreign nations beginning to resume production and
to export to this country. At the same time, due to the enormous

borrowings by foreign governments during the war, the rate of exchange

was so decidedly in our favor that prices were almost prohibitive to the

foreigner. Our international trade would have been almost completely

wiped out had there been any other market to which the foreigner

could have turned to supply his needs.

These conditions and others have had their effect, and today we
find ourselves confronted by a very complex and complicated situation

in which the usual indications of such a period are present. Some of the

most prominent of these are a sharp reduction in prices, heavy decreases

in production, extensive unemployment, and a strong psychological

reaction. These are self-evident. Some of the less noticeable are of

no less importance. The fundamental alterations in the distribution

of labor between trades and employments have been a feature of recent

months. In the banking field, the volume of deposits has decreased

instead of increased, although the note circulation was larger at the

end of November than at the end of July.

This brings us to an interesting point which should be carefully

noted in dealing with the present situation. The process now going

on is not a process of deflation. Many inexact writers have characterized

it as such; but they are mistaken. The circulation of Federal Reserve

notes reached its highest point during Christmas week, while the week

of the presidential election was the high-water mark of total money in

circulation; likewise this same week was that in which the banks did

the greatest amount of rediscounting. These facts show emphatically

that this is a period of readjustment and not one of deflation or con-

traction. A better term would be "arrested expansion".

In this connection, we should note that the amount of govern-

ment paper decreased from $1,484,262,000 at the beginning of the

year to $1,158,974,000 at the end; in a similar period the amount of

other paper carried by the Reserve Banks {i. e., commercial paper)
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increased from $746,925,000 at the beginning of the year to $1,437,974,000

at the end. We are accustomed to think that the farmers have been

used rather badly by the Federal Reserve Board, but the examination

of the following figures will disprove any such idea. Loans to farmers

at the beginning of the year amounted to $729,266,000; at the end

of the year they had reached the total of $1,980,033,000. The revival

of the War Finance Corporation was premised on the misuse of the

farmers by the banks, and even cfter the House had been informed

of the falsity of this premise, they passed the bill over the President's

veto. The signifixance of the above figures is that the amount of the

loans secured by government paper was steadily reduced, while more

accommodation was extended on bona fide commercial transactions.

Such are the conditions facing us today. What is the outlook

for the future? In the financial and economic fields, it is very hazardous

to attempt to predict the future; the most one should do is to point

the tendencies and the general direction in which we seem to be travelling.

The situation is desperate at present but there is no reason for pessimism.

Only the most gloomy of the financial writers now deny that we have

"turned the corner"; things are beginning to brighten considerably.

One writer has .said that if everyone would think and act as if we were

in the midst of prosperity, we would soon be there actually. There

is much truth in that statement. Everything is in favor of a recovery

by the beginning of March,—the beginning of the economic year and
the date generally accepted as the time to place the orders for spring.

Some mills are beginning to resume by a slight increase in the number
of days of work a week; inquiries are more numerous and some orders

are being placed. The orders so far are for immediate delivery and
there is practically no stocking up for any long periods.

In the field of international trade, the situation is very encouraging.

Due to the rumors of a comprehensive plan of financing and the suc-

cessful outcome of the meeting of premiers held to fix the amount of

the German Indemnity, all of the continental moneys have been "look-

ing up" for some time. The English pound sterling has jumped from

$3.40 to $3.87 in a few months. Another factor which has helped the

foreign trade situation ha^ been the meeting of bankers of the American
Association of Bankers to launch the Fc reign Trade Finance Corpora-

tion with a potential capacity of $1,000,000,000. This corporation will

extend long-term loans on satisfactory security to aid the foreign buyer.

This removes one of the greatest difficulties to the increase of foreign

trade as hitherto the lack of security to back up a long term note pre-

vented our exporting. Mr. Harding, the present head of the Federal

Reserve System has been offered the Presidency, and under his capable
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leadership, much is expected of this necessity to our economic prosperity.

If one is expecting that the increase of our foreign trade will bring

back prosperity, he will very likely be disappointed. Before we can

proceed very far in stabilizing cur prices and getting trade either at home
or abroad, we must first have lower rates for transportation and lower

prices on steel products, but we cannot have these until the railroads

and steel companies have lower costs,—and this means a lower wage
bill. Thus far, the U. S. Steel Corporation, which controls the policies

of the whole industry, has not as yet made any reduction in its prices,

but it is predicted by responsible financial authorities that such a reduc-

tion will be announced by the middle of February. At any rate, reduc-

tion in transportation charges and in the price of steel products depends

upon wage reductions. It therefore behooves us to consider for a moment
the attitude of labor towards wage reductions. For the most part,

wage reductions have been accepted with good grace by the great

majority of the unions affected, and it seems that the Big Four chiefs

will have the good sense to see that such a reduction is essential to

restore the roads to anything like their usual value to the country.

To restore prosperity, there inust be a drop in the cost of production,

and this necessitates a drop in wages.

The position and price of steel calls attention to several other

inequalities existing in the commodity market. The commodity rrarket

at present is completely unbalanced. On the one hand we have rubber,

hides, cofTee, copper, and a few other products, which are below their

pre-war prices; on the other hand we have cotton, wool, silk, bread-

stuffs, sugar, leather, etc., selling above pre-war prices but either below

or very close to the present cost of production. Contrast with these

the market for pig-iron 200 per cent, above the pre-war level, steel

105 per cent., coal 100 per cent., coke over 100 per cent., petroleum 250

per cent., brick 166 per cent., paper 180 percent, above the levels before

the war and much above the cost at which they can be produced in

1921. Before we can speak of the commodity' market, we must have

drastic reductions in those commodities which up to this point have not

been liquidated.

The government has a function both positive and negative in

this juncture. The government should make every effort to reduce

its budget and to economize. Especially does this apply to the expendi-

ture of hundreds of millions to build a navy superior to any possible foe

—however imaginary or real he may be. The way is open to save

millions by adopting the proposal of a "naval holiday". Let us take it.

Likewise, the government should revise its taxation system in order to

distribute the burden equitably, and not to "hamstring" business.
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All governments (national, state, municipal) can assist by inaugurating

a program of public-works building so that em.ployment may be afforded

many who otherwise would be without a source of livelihood. Again

we may repeat that there is no cause for alarm. The country is basics lly

sound. The crops have been bigger than ever, our banking system is

efficient and able to cope with the situation, and our transportation

system is now giving a good account of itself. Therefore let us all pull

together in doing our economic duties.

E. G. Eaiiff, '21.
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Marie De France

THERE are few figures in the history of literature with personalities

as elusive as that of Marie de France. Yet she gave a definite

impetus to the progress of two great literatures, produced works

that were the best sellers of her age, and was widely read a hundred

years after her death-—something of which few contemporary authors

can be certain. In spite of this evident importance, all the information

which we have concerning her life consists of one short line

—

"My name is Mary, I am from France."

This she says of herself; from it, from a few allusions to her in the

works of her contemporaries and successors, from hints which she lets

fall in her poems, and from a study of the language which she uses, mod-

ern scholars have deduced the main fcCts of her existence. She will

always, however, be enveloped in the mist of the middle ages, a per-

sonality whose work is known, but about whom there lingers an indefi-

niteness and vagueness that makes her a permanent mystery in the

minds of her present readers.

Scholars of three countries have attempted to solve the question of

when and where Marie lived. They have all added something new

to the solution, until finally M. Gaston Paris, taking advantage of all

the discoveries, has reached conclusions which seem to be as nearly

correct as diligent scholarship can make them. According to him,

Marie de France was a Frenchwoman who lived at the court of Henry II

of England. Her familiarity with life in castles and her knowledge of

Latin point to the fact that she was of noble birth. Moreover, she

dedicated her lays to a "most noble and courteous king, to whom joy

is a handmaid, and in whose heart all gracious things are rooted."

No one who was not of the ruling class would have had the privilege of

dedicating any work to his sovereign. Scholars agree that this king

must have been Henry II, in spite of the vast dissimilarity between

his real character as set forth in history, and this paragon of courtesy

whom Marie describes. Whether she was directly connected with his

court, there is no means of learning, but it seems most probable that a

woman of acknowledged talent, such as she was, would have been a

figure at a court noted for its brilliance and for the support which it

gave to learning of all kinds. Henry's queen was a Frenchwoman,

Eleanor of" Aquitaine, and it is not unlikely that it was through her
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that Marie lived in England. Eut just who Marie was is unknown.

Her social status and mode of life must remain an unsolved question,

in spite of the efforts of writers who have attempted to give her a definite

place in the world. We can be certain only of the bare statement that

she was an educated Frenchwoman, living in England, who had a

literary bent which she followed with considerable success.

She wrote altogether in French, but there are evidences throughout

her compositions that she knew English and that she had some knowl-

edge of Breton. French was the language of the ccurt and was therefore

the only medium through which she could reach the readers whom she

wanted to interest—the nobility. The "Lays" were her most successful

productions, but not her only ones. She translated the Purgatory of

St. Patrick from the Latin, and wrote a series of fables. These, however,

did not have the narrative charm of the lays and so failed to gain per-

manent popularity. It is to the "Lays" alone that she owes her immor-

tality. Composed about 1175, according to the theory of Gaston Paris,

their success was immediate and continued on into the next century.

We read in Denis Pyramus, an author of the thirteenth century, about

"Dame Marie, who turned into rhyme and made verses of 'Laj^s' which

are not in the least true. For these she is much praised, and her rhyme
is loved everywhere; for counts, barons, and knights greatly admire it,

and hold it dear. And they love her writing so much, and take such

pleasure in it, that they have it read and often copied. Those Lays
are wont to please ladies, who listen to them with delight, for they are

after their own hearts." So we learn that Marie was particularly popu-

lar among ladies, which is not unnatural when the social conditions

of the times are considered. The women, living in castles where they

had little company, could not help enjoying tales of love such as Marie

wrote. Her subjects were just the things which would be most appeal-

ing to them, and their support no doubt played an important part in

sustaining Marie's popularity.

Now, in order to explain the subject matter of Marie's poems, it is

necessary to trace the growth of Celtic influence upon French literature.

The chansons de gesle which reached the zenith of their popularity in the

early part of the twelfth century had exhausted the store of material

represented in the matiSre de France. The legends of Charlemagne had
been worked until they could no longer attract the flagging attention of

their audiences. French literature was about to die from sheer lack of

nourishment, from scarcity of subject matter. Some new element had

to be infused into the spirit of French writing, if it were to continue.

Celtic literature was turned to for relief and the addition of its themes
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to the artistry of French composition proved the saving grace of medieval

literature.

The lay was a new thing. It had originally been a lyric dealing

only with some incident in a long romance and used to break the monot-

ony of its regular meter. Then the minstrels who told their stories in

prose used them for a like purpose, and they became a regular feature

of the minstrel's tale, so regular in fact that the whole performance

came to be known as a lay, and from this Marie conceived the idea of

calling her narratives by that name. In Marie's hands, however, it

becomes a short narrative in itself. Instead of writing the lyric, she tells

the story which was the occasion of the lyric. This twofold meaning

of the word lay is still confusing. In the present edition of a standard

dictionary it is given in almost the same breath the two meanings—

a

lyric, and a short narrative poem. So, Marie, when she felt called to

write, decided to relate the songs of the old minstrels. As she says in

her prologue, "I considered within myself what fair story in the Latin

or Romance I could turn into the common tongue. But I found that

all the stories had been written, and scarcely it seemed worth my doing,

what so many had already done. Then I called to mind those Lays I

had so often heard. I doubted nothing—for well I know—that our

fathers fashioned them that men should bear in remembrance the deeds

of those who have gone before. Many a one, on many a day, the minstrel

has chanted to my ear. I would not that they should perish, forgotten,

by the roadside. In my turn, therefore, I have made of them a song,

rhymed as well as I am able, and often has their shaping kept me sleepless

in my bed."

The lays which can be definitely called Marie's are twelve in num-
ber. There are several more which are attributed to her, but which

cannot be proved her compositions. Their length varies, the shortest

having one hundred and eighteen lines, the longest one thousand one

hundred and eighty-four. They treat of various phases of romantic

love, from the true love of knight and lady to the false love of the were-

wolf's wife.

To take up each of the lays individually is unnecessary. There is

a certain similarity in their construction which gives each of them the

same general spirit, and the close examination of one—one which is

generally considered among the best—will serve to show the character

of all. The Lay of Sir Launfal, aside from being one of the most beauti-

ful and most delightful in the collection, illustrates very clearly the

good points for which Marie is famous, and the faults which she was
unable to avoid.
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At King Arthur's court, there h'ved a brave and generous knight,

Sir Launfal, whom the King for some reason violently dish'ked. This

knight was extremely generous and had been at court only a short

time when his money supply was exhausted. Deserted by his friends,

he wandered disconsolately through the country, seeking "solace in the

fields of June". While so doing, he was met by two damsels who had

been sent to bring him to their mistress' pavilion. He accepted their

invitation and was conducted into the presence of a maiden
"

. . . whose beauty far surpassed

The flower of the lily, or the rose

New opened in the joyful sumtnertide."

She told him that she was a fairy, and that she had fallen in love with

him ; that if he proved brave and courteous she would be always true to

him and give him the best of the land, provided only that he never spoke

to any one concerning her. He was fascinated by her beauty and imme-

diately lost his heart to her.

"And so the days flew by on gladsome wings."

Sir Launfal gradually became more and more popular, and one day
attracted the attention of the queen, whose passion was inflamed by his

beauty. He scorned to respond to her love and incurred her hatred.

She taunted him with insulting words until in his anger he forgot his

oath of secrecy and boasted to the queen that his lady was far more
beautiful than she. The queen, speechless with rage, hurried to the

king sobbing that Launfal had tried to make her faithless to her hus-

band, and when she had refused to grant him his desire, had insulted

her and vaunted of a lady whose beauty was greater than hers. The King
swore to avenge her. He summoned a council of barons to try the

unfortunate knight. Launfal's fairy love had deserted him, and broken

in spirit he had to appear before his judges. The barons who were

friends of the knight begged the King to give Launfal a chance to pro-

duce his lady and to let her be compared to the queen. The King
consented. When the appointed day came, the lady appeared to save

her lover from a terrible death, and, in the judgment of all, completely

surpassed the queen in beauty. Launfal was rescued and carried away
to Avalon, where he lived for ever with his fairy love.

This hasty and rough synopsis gives, of course, a very inadequate

idea of the lay itself, but it will serve to show the type of story which
Marie told—a tale of chivalrous and romantic love, of eternal devotion,

of fairyland and mysterious beings whose beauty is indescribable, of

magic that can accomplish miracles beyond the imagination of man.
It is simply told; there is no elaborate description, no flight of fancy,
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but everywhere a charming exactness of detail, a boldness of outline

(although the two may not seem to go together) that makes them

unusually delightful. It must be admitted that it is superficial and

slight, and that it lacks any touch of character portrayal whatever, but

that was true of all medieval literature and was one of the strongest

characteristics of the period. No reasons are ever given for the action

—

it merely takes place, and whether or not there was a motive the author

did not care. Nor is there any moral. Marie, as reflected in her works,

was not a religious woman. She was not a sophisticated nineteenth

century novelist. Her characters are at no time influenced by religion.

They are not flesh and blood; they do not live in a world of reality.

They are rather the inhabitants of an ideal land, where love is the sole

religion, where only lovers are of importance, where everything is con-

ducive to the delights of love. Marie is very successful in creating this

atmosphere. As one reads the lays, he cannot fail to be impressed by the

distinct touches of reality which she gives to her un-real world. She

makes it a new country in the mind of the reader. Everywhere love

predominates, but its course is not smooth. It is always the unselfish,

self-sacrificing love that she exalts.

As Alice Kemp Welch says in an essay in the Nineteenth Century:

"Equality in love! Such is the vital note struck amid the artificial and

soul-enfeebling atmosphere of medieval love poetry! This is the note

which Marie set ringing down the centuries whilst her manuscripts lay

unused on library shelves . . In putting into words the dawning
desires of her time she gave form and impetus to feeling and thought

struggling for expression, and gained for her work a definite place in

the development of human utterance. Evolution, whether of the spirit

or of matter, is the supreme law of things. Marie struck a spark from

the ideal which poets and writers down t^he ages have formed in+o a

flame."

C. D. Abbott, Jr., '22.



Seaward

The setting sun drops in a bank of clouds

As evening shadows creep across the bay.

A gentle land-breeze whispers through the shrouds,

Warm from the meadows, scented with ripening hay.

Ashore the twinkling village lights appear.

Low laughter and a herd-dog's sleepy bark

So indistinct as scarce to cal^h the ear.

Drift softly to us through the quiet dark.

Hurrying footsteps, the crash of a gotig.

Sharp spoken orders, the gleam of a light,

As the murmuring engines' throaty song

Breaks on the hush of the peaceful night.

Our faces are wet with bursting of spray

As the coast lights behind us dwindle away.

A. Macintosh, '21.



The East Gate of Jao-Yuen

JAO-YUEN, nestling among the foothills of Shantung, is one of the

prettiest villages in China. As one passes over the summit of the

hill on the great highway from Hwanghsien after a long and toil-

some day's journey amidst creaking mule-litters and cursing muleteers,

the little village below, with a gentle veil of smoke hanging above it,

seems like a gem set in the midst of a valley. It gives true promise of

rest and one feels like praising the auspicious gods of the Orient for their

foresight in placing this haven there.

But when the incentive for pushing on which this picture gives has

worn off, and one is all but at the very gates of the village, and is just

waiting for the next moment when he may be comfortably installed in

an inn and rest, the muleteer for apparently no reason at all except his

general perversity, takes a sharp turn to the right and follows directly

under the village wall to the next gate, a full half-mile distant.

One asks the muleteer why he should be so perverse, and he replies

that the gate is sealed , sealed with the seal of the governor of the province,

so that no one may pass through, and with the seal of the emperor of

China, so that no one dare pass through, and with five feet of Shan-

tung brick, so that no one can pass through. But the reason for these

seals he will not tell. He merely shakes his head and is silent. And
in the inn, during the evening, the inn-keeper is aSked, but he quakes

when he hears mention of it, and intimates the presence of spirits. The
old fortune-teller's eyes glisten, however, for, through the protection of

his profession, he is above the danger of spirits, but not above taking

silver from the "foreign devil" for satisfying his curiosity. Besides,

the fortune-teller loves a good story.

During the rule of the emperor Wang, the country was lazy and
fat, even as the emperor, for through the emperor's just reign the people

were satisfied and lived in ease. Commerce was profitable, and the

great highways of China teemed with a very busy population. The
whole country seemed prosperous.

Jao-Yuen partook of this prosperity also. For, Jao-Yuen was a

stage on the great road from Hwanghsien, and the swarming masses

that passed through the east gate from Hwanghsien brought a wealth

of trade. The business neighborhood centered just within this gate,
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and many were the bakers and cooks who grew fat from their profes-

sion, for the desire of travellers the world around seems to be to satisfy

their hunger.

By far the most prosperous cook of them all was Lu-sze-fu. He
was a jolly fellow, with twinkling eyes, and^—fat, for prosperous men
are always fat. His cook shop was very near the east gate, which prob-

ably accounted for its success, for it was the first to attract the attention

of the weary traveller. Here he would sit all day looking out upon

the street, with a smile and a word for every passer-by, and a general

glow of content all over his genial face, while his little apprentice boy

diligently attended »^o customers. And then in the evening he would

overturn his long bamboo cash box, and count over the day's receipts,

all the while heaving a gentle sigh of satisfaction. For though he knew,

from a tally of the cakes and sweetmeats sold for the day, exactly how

much he would find in the bamboo, nevertheless there was an element

of pleasure in counting it.

But one evening, his gentle sigh of satisfaction was suddenly cut-

short by a grunt. The money did not tally and he started to count it

over again. But try as he would, he could not make it tally. Twenty

cash had grown legs and walked away, as he himself expressed it. Proba-

bly the apprentice had made an error, or he might possibly have stolen

it; Lu-sze-fu gave the boy a thorough thrashing, and there was a genial

twinkle in his eye.

But this did not help matters. The next day again he was lacking

twenty cash, and the next day after that. It could not be the apprentice

boy, because, for him, it was too painful to try it a second time. Besides,

Lu-sze-fu was keeping a very good watch over him now. At last the

old cook became so worried that he brought the matter before a necro-

mancer. He unfolded the whole case and waited patiently for some

solution. The necrom.ancer put on his heavy crystal spectacles and

opened one of his well-worn books. He peered up and down the pages,

until at last his eye lit upon something satisfactory, for his face burst

into smiles.

"
I have found what the book of the dead says of thy case. Please

give me five hundred cash."

After Lu-sze-fu had handed over the money, the old fellow continued

:

"The great book says that thou hast received each day twenty cash of

spirit money. This, as thou knowest, vanishes every evening at sun-

down, returning again to the spirits. Tomorrow, have all thy cusiomers

throw their money into water, and thou canst assuredly find who thy

spirit purchaser is, for spirit money floats upon water."
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The next day, Lu-sze-fu tried it. He had a basin of water ready,

and made every purchaser throw the mcney into it. All day there was

no result, except that a large number of his customers thought that he

had gone crazy, for the money merely sank to the bottom with a dull

thump. Towards evening, however, a tall beshrouded woman came to

the booth. She seemt d to be anxious to hide her face, and was in a great

hurry to be off. And the queerest thing of all was that her footsteps

seemed to make no noise at all, and she spoke no word. She was abso-

lutely silent, merely picking up two tzung-tzes (rice and date puddings,

price ten cash each), and offering her money. She paid no attention to

Lu-sze-fu when he asked her io throw her mone\ into the basin, but

merely held it out to him. At last, compelled, she hurled it into the

basin, where it floated, bobbing up and down upon the surface of the

water. But when Lu-sze-fu looked for the woman he found that she

had started running down the street towards the gate. Lu-sze-fu dashed

after her, out through the gate and into a graveyard nearby. She hov-

ered a moment over a certain grave and then disappeared. A little

nonplussed, Lu-sze-fu approached the grave, not darirg to get too near

and yet interested by his insatiable curiosity. He edged a little nearer

and then a little rearer still, hardly daring to breathe. He listened.

From within the grave came some very peculiar sounds. It might have
been some animal. He listened a moment, quaking, and then turned

tail and bolted, back into the city and to the magistrate. The magis-

trate came to the graveyard with a whole regiment, for protection is in

numbers. They dug up the grave and found in it a woman, dead, with
a little live baby bey beside her. On investigation it was found that

this was the grave of a woman who had died ihiee days before in travail.

Lndoubtedly the gods had allowed her the birth of a son after death.

The spirit with the instinctive feeling of motherly care, had taken the

spirit money, burned to her at the funeral, and every day had bought
tzung-tzes to keep the child alive.

Thr magistrate obtained orders from the mandarin and the emperor
to have the gate sealed, for now that a spirit had gone through it, it

was a spirit gate and would no longer be safe for mortals to pass through.

He also adopted the young child, who became a great general, as beautiful

as the moon and beloved by everybody.
As for Lu-sze-fu, his shop thrived three fold on the strength of the s^ory.********
So says the fortune-teller.

But the muleteers from Hwanghsien curse and go around to the
north and the south gate. D. M. Pruitt, '23.



The Sergeant

Draw your chairs up closer, Buddies—Garcon, bring your finest wine;

Twenty franco—here, keep it, sonny—all the drinks ionighl are mine.

Fill your glasses, make it bumpers, 'cause we're going to drink a toast

To our gallant old top-kicker—fill 'em to the brim—I'm host.

Boys, remember how he cussed us; drilled us till we thought we'd drop.

Kept us moving every minute, never seemed to let us stop.

Always growling, finding trouble, though we tried so hard to please.

Sure—I know, Fve cussed him badly—now I thank him on my knees.

' fe

We were raw and didn't know it, war seemed nothing more than play.

Kind at heart, though stern offeature, our old sergeant had his way;

Made us from recruits to soldiers, taught us all he knew of war.

Boyl—he was a man, God' s finest—you all knew him—why add more.

Over here, he lost his sternness, watched us with a mother's care;

'^ May they always do their duty," was his never-ceasitig prayer.

Eased our hike wiih song and siory, kept our hopes and spirits high.

Life to him, a noble purpose, and as nobly did he die.

In the Argonne, you remember, we were cut off for a day;

Death seemed near, for German snipers kept, us pretty much at bay.

Little Dan—you know— the bugler, volunteered to go for aid.

Though our sergeant loved him dearly, still he said, "Are you afraid?"

"No," the boy replied unflinching, "where my duty lies, I go."

But the sergeant held him tightly, kissed him ere he let him go.

Then we watched him crawl behind us, bullets rained and plowed the dirt,

Till he crumpled, fell face downwards, with a red stain on his shirt.

Stopping not to weigh the danger, our old sergeant broke away;

Crawling, rolling, 'cross the clearing, where our little bugler lay.

Reached him, clasped him, held him tightly, kept him to the oiher side

Where the bullets could not reach him, got him safely back—and died.

W. D. Coder, '21.



The Superiority Complex

EVERY one aims to combine in his own interesting person many-

different social ideals. We are not one but many and can see

in aspects of our own familiar selves the germs of the ideal good

Samaritan, Lothario, Plato, Beau Brummel, Patrick Henry, and Oscar

Wilde. It is not enough to excel in one line; we must be all round

men, at home in ary land, at one with any group. No paths are barred,

—all is possible. Youth is not a function of time but a state of mind,

—

and this is youth.

Then youth is delusion; for the good Samaritan cramps the style

of the Lothario, and the Beau Brummel urges the Plato from his study.

Sooner or later the struggle is on; the lion refuses to lie down with

the lamb, and the peacock shrills her disapproval of the owl. There

is no rest until the lamb reposes piece meal within the lion, or the owl,

maddened by the peacock's strident notes, gives up the ghost. So the

good Samaritan cruelly stifles the Lothario, or the Beau Brummel
smothers the Plato with fine raiment.

One way of life or another wins out and, looking sadly on a host

of dead possibilities, the self is wedded to its fate; to spend and be

spent forever on some romantic charity; to munch forever the choco-

late eclaires and meringues of sexuality; to dawdle forever at the tailor's

and then upon the Mall; or to ponder forever on will-o'-the-wisps in

a lonely hermitage. One such choice is made; yet, though the other

selves have passed beyond the bourne, their spirits return to haunt the

chooser with insidious wishes for what might have been. A solid one-

ness—as the philosophers say— is not attained. There is a rift in the

lute; and even he who has chosen to be a social wit worries, at first,

less over his next witticism, and more over whether it was wrong to

kill that part of him that might have been an Edmund Burke.

Such haunting shadows rise but to be worsted. No healthy being

is so troubled long. With as great speed as the chameleon puts on

protective coloring, as quickly as the disillusioned youth develops pro-

tective pessimism, the self brings casuistry into play to grapple with

the shades of discarded chances. Are not the virtues of other careers

still his in his chosen way of life ; their vices, by his better choice, avoided?

Can not his larger ego contain whatever good there is?

Not long ago two destitute hoboes were hobbling along a cotntry

road in France, discussing the war.
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"Us allies are sure to win in the Icng run," said one.

"Sure—we're so rich," said the other. Thus imperceptibly, by
unconscious yet skilful blending, a pleasant mental climate can be
achieved, whether the role to be played be prince or pauper, poet or

peasant. In this associative process, the universe may well come to be

concentric with the individual; in all cases somebody else takes a back

seat. Our learned lawyer, self styled the guardian and preserver of

society's progress, can not but regard him who makes ihumb tacks as

at best a minor nut en the industrial machine; while our maker of

thumb tacks who happens to be an idealist, outside of business hours,

and so is steeped in a philosophy of the social service of production,

sees in our lawyer an evil;—necessary for a time, but certain to pass

as society learns the art of living together. The shop girl slightingly

refers to "factory hands" and dubs herself a "saleslady".

"Hello, Rube," shouts the smart young man in a Ford.

"Hi, City Guy," calls back the farmer, and, turning to his neigh-

bor, remarks with a note of deep wisdom in his voice: "If it wasn't for

us, them folks would starve."

Each in his own way vaunts his place in life. With all his "facts

not theory" our active business man takes pains to glorify himself by

a utilitarianism, expressed or implied, that is as pure theory as the

aesthete's "art for art's sake". The protective coloring instinct is too

strong for an unbiased opinion. A tale is told of a Southerner who,

meeting a noted negro educator at the White House, could not bring

himself to address him as "Mister", and, thinking "nigger" slightly

inappropriate to the occasion, compromised on "professor". The truth

more often lies between the extreme of self appreciation and of the judg-

ment of others. But why seek a true estimate? Rich man, poor man,

beggarman, thief; doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief;—let each assign

himself as high a place in the sun as possible, for does he not have to

live there?

Christopher Roberts, '21.



Two Poems

WilUO'-The Wisp

Among the waste hills westward whence

This sluggish river winding floivs,

Where, fed with rot and feculence

From stagnant pools, foul swamps expose

Their sloughs to muggy night and day.

Is some one lost, they say.

Through labyrinths of brush where climb

Gray tangled creepers, where rank weeds

Thriving on fiats of mud and slime

Border a wilderness of reeds.

Forever wandering vainly about

He seeks the lost way out.

Unseen by day his fruitless qi.eit

He follows, but when the dull green

Hills blacken, and the wastes invest

Themselves with darkness, may be seen,

Flickering through the dismal night,

His lantern's pale blue light.



II

Strange Ship

When light is scarce and nights are long

And low clouds scud and flee.

When in from the east, an endless throng,

Come the rolling waves of the sea;

Then from the gloom of mists and rains

A s squall and storm begin,

With groaning blocks and clanking chains

An unnamed ship comes in.

No use to hail it; more reply

The wild night gives than it.

No sign it heeds in passing by.

Nor buoy nor beacon lit.

And no man dares (so some avow)

What course it takes, to take,

For no seas foam about its prow.

Behind it spreads no wake.

Up sloiiny bay and inlet steers

The captain at the wheel.

Round winding shoals he luffs avd shears

Where broken breakers reel.

And he threads by no chart availed

The torturous straits alone;—
Could these one hundred winters sailed

Hold reef or rock Jinknown?

So thus on blust'ry nights and wet,

In with a roll and dip.

Its misty white sails fully set

Rides a strange and ghostly ship.

And on it, shunning day and light.

To visit on the shore

His treasure hoardes, through storm and night

Comes Captain Kidd once more.

N. E. Rutt, '23.



Editorial Comment

THIS is our last bow; we of '21 are finished. Whatever we may
have acccmplished incidentally, we have done what we intended

to do primarily: we have put the Haverfordian back in its place

as a means of expression of undergraduate talent. It would be the

rankest egotism, not to say mendacity, to claim that we alone are respon-

sible for all this; the mere thought is actually funny. What we have

done is to give a bit of impetus to something that will carry on through

its own worth.

War years and consequent general disinterest in ordinary affairs,

as well as removal from college of personal and financial support, killed

the magazine three years ago. Until that time it had appeared regularly

for almost forty years. Those who had been connected with it before

were nearly all out of college; but the material for making a first-rate

literary magazine was present in the new classes. This was cur belief,

and it has been more than proved. What we presumed to undertake,

not, be it confessed, without fear and trembling, has simply picked us

up and carried us along.

The prospect of men better trained in editorial work, men of literary

ability of an order worthy of Haverford, bids fair for the future of our

magazine. Now that the start has been made, the efforts of our suc-

cessors can be entirely devoted to improvement and enlargement.

The editors of the future may spend their time in finding the happiest

balance of material, in encouraging soundness in all types of writing;

while subscriptions may be expected to grow as the respect for the

Haverfordian becomes wider spread.

As we said, we merely pushed the reck on the mountainside. The
avalanche (modest, perhaps, for an avalanche, but still permissible as

a figure) of literary productions of merit that followed was due to the

ability already in the college body. Whatever has been excellent in the

Haverfordian this year must be credited to our contributors and the

energy of our associate editors. The commendation we have received

is due to the cordiality of our subscribers and the geniality of our critics.

And it would be both unjust and tactless to neglect mentioning the

support of the advertisers'
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Yet we pass on the magazine to the new board with a feeling of

having been of use. Perhaps we are not altogether deceived!

5. A. N.

A. W. H.

The Haverfordian takes great pleasure in announcing the election

of C. D. Abbott, Jr. as editor-in-chief for the year 1921-22.

To Thomas Hardy

Great, good, sad man, may every best

And sweetest blessing ever rest

Upon your head magnificent!

True friend of all the innocent

Whom evil days and men molest!

All glory to you, who have guessed

The secret of the sea's still breast.

The unrelenting winds' intent,

Great, good, sad man!

Upon your solitary quest

Into the realms of fate, to test

The secret high and excellent

Of man's despair and discontent

And doom, take our love manifest,

Great, good, sad man!

S. A. Nock, '21.



The Sinister Bar

HENRY CATHELTER, Lord Leatherfume, F.R.A.; M.A.Ox.;

Chairman of the British War Temperance Committee and of

several other boards of like nature, sat at his desk in as com-

fortable a position as any man with the weight of British thirst on his

shoulders could sit. He waxed reminiscent. His secretary, Charles

Grandison, was the recipient of his mental meltings away. Grandison

also had several letters after his name, but Lord Leatherfume, feeling

it incompatible with dignity to be of less alphabetical importance than

one's secretary, permitted him to write only B.A.Cam. So Charles

Grandison, B.A.Cam., sat also, punching the keys of his typewriter

whenever he felt the conversation required him to make some remark.

"Or fella," Lord Leatherfume began, "y" "

"Click, click?" questioned Grandison, for the remark had been

inseparably tangled up in a cloud of cigarette smoke.

My Lord blew the draperies away from his lips and began again,

this time intelligibly.

"Old fellow, do you recall our first expedition after the wicked,

but beautiful maiden? That little flower girl?"

The typewriter disclosed only a polite interest.

'*Yes, she was good," pursued Lord Leatherfume, "and how she

said, 'My Gord '." The noble attempt to reproduce cockney

astonishment and sorrow was comparable only to one of Lord Leather-

fume's undergraduate attempts to recite, in original language and

meters, the speeches of Orestes pursued by the Furies, and it produced

only a more confused impression of the whole subject in the typewriter's

mind. The instrument gave forth a pathetic note.

After ten minutes of this subjective conversation, a small youth

with no letters at all after his name, brought in the mail. Grandison

bent his now mutilated energies on opening it, and in the course of his

investigations discovered two bits of interest.

"Only two this morning, my Lord," he said, "one down in Ham-
merwell, the other's along the Thames somewhere. Been selling brandy

after hours. It's Murphy's report, but he's got nothing definite."

Henry Cathelter, Lord Leatherfume, cautiously stretched his limbs

and said, "Good Lord, more labor for the weary. There are entirely

too many public houses breaking rules. Most annoying. Something
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must be done." From the very moment that had marked Lord Leather-

fume's advent into the whirlpool of war temperance, things had been

accumulating that "something had to be done about", until the

Chairman was forced to stretch cautiously in order not to knock things

over.

"Something must be done," repeated my Lord, and for emphasis

firmly placed his feet on the floor.

Grandison, already satiated with this remark, pushed the spacer

until the bell rang, and thus having reached the end of his mechanical

rope, said, "Well, then let's do something. It would be remarkably

easy to make a test by going ourselves to some low 'pub'."

"Grandison, you should be Chairman of this Committee." This,

however, was said without any real conviction on Lord Leatherfume's

part. "We will try that for a change though. We'll dress as work-

ingmen, and try to make them sell us something. On to victory! For

King and Country!"

Lord Leatherfume rang for the youth, and when he appeared

ordered him to procure two huge red kerchiefs, "the kind low persons

use, you know, m' boy." While this errand was being done, my Lord

carefully rolled up the cuffs of his heavy tweed suit, pulled his shirt

sleeves of fine silk into prominence, and turnfd up his coat collar. Grand-

ison did likewise. Then the youth returned, bearing one painfully red

and one sullenly blue kerchief.

"Couldn't get both alike, m' Lord," he whispered. To say "m'
Lord" had always dazed him, and now the failure of his mission had

added fright to his mental state, rendering him almost imbecilic.

"Very well. Lll take the red one, Grandison. It seems more
workmanlike. I suppose less important laborers would only use blue

ones anyway. You can take notes behind it, too." This matter had evi-

dently been carefully thought out, so Grandison took his share of the

goods without demur.

To add the final touch to the costumes the kerchiefs were fla-

grantly draped from coatpockets, and the soft hats were pounded into

hideous shapes and put on backwards. The party, now thoroughly

disguised as the lowly British workingman, departed for the street,

Lord Leatherfume leaving instructions to call a taxi. While waiting,

a friend passed who greeted the couple effusively, much to their aston-

ishment. In the taxi, Lord Leatherfume said to Grandison, "Our
disguise was not so successful, old man. Billy went through it imme-

diately."

"But why shouldn't he? Our faces are what they've been for the
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past year, and Mr. Jamison has seen us almost every day."

"To be sure," broke in my Lord, "so they are. And, too (this

with a great flash of wisdom), we're not going where we're known, are

wer?'

In spite of the vast importance of the Chairman of the British War
Temperance Committee, his picture had graced the supplement sheets

only thrice. My Lord, who had frequently. soothed his spirit by remem-

bering that a prophet was without honor in his own country, now realized

for the first time the meaning of this seemingly undue suppression. He
felt immensely cheered at his discovery and offered his secretary a

cigarette. Grandison, who had become acclimated to being a source

for these articles, was so surprised that he refused—an act which he has

bitterly regretted ever since.

On and on they went, the respectable streets of London falling

rapidly to the rear, and the highways and byways of Hammerwell

rapidly engulfed them. At length the taxi drew up at "The Hammer
and Tongs", undeniably the lowest "pub" in the district.

"Wait for us," commanded Lord Leatherfume as he climbed out

onto the sidewalk, where he immediately became a monument sym-

bolizing the joy of all visible humanity. Grandison followed him and
went through the same process of becoming an artistic figure. A crowd

had formed with amazing speed and only a narrow lane led to the hos-

telry. The excitement was intense and manifested itself in much shoving

and swearing.

Lord Leatherfume was unnerved and blew his nose on his red ban-

dana to steady himself. Grandison, however, looked over the multitude

with a calm, though slightly glazed eye, and his superior, noticing his

coolness, made a mental note to permit him on the morrow to use all

the letters after his name that he owned. "Dignity be damned," thought

my Lord, "the man deserves them."

With a final tug at his cravat and a final blow on his kerchief,

my Lord made his triumphal entry into "The Hammer and Tongs".
Absolute silence reigned in the tap-room in spite of the fact that the

place was crowded; not only were all the chairs taken, but even the

window ledges. The receptive side of the bar, however, was vacant,

and its polished rail and surface glared at the newcomers coldly and
uncompromisingly. A barmaid was rubbing an already mirror-like beer

lever, while the male dispenser was running water into perfectly dry
glasses and then applying himself vigorously to repairing what he

pretended had been a mistake.

Not in the least shaken by these signs, the two walked to the bar.
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"I'll do the talking," Lord Leatherfume had said, "you just be the

unintelligent worker."

Grandison had thought, "Your country's blood be on your own
head," but as this had remained only a thought, my Lord spoke first.

"My good man— I mean, fellow," he began with all the bluff

heartiness of a music hall girl picking a gentleman from those ensconced

in the front stalls, "I desire—no—damn it all, gimme some brandy."

"My good fellow" locked glum at this request and answered,

"Sorrj', sir, but I couldn't get none even for my wife."

"Don't call me 'sir'," said the true British workman patronizingly,

"I'm only a hardy laborer like yourself. Gorblime, tyke, I'm dry.

(This was my Lord's one understandable cockney phrase.) It' s so hot."

And he emphasized his discomfort by flourishing the red kerchief across

his brow.

The "tj'ke" only became more glum and remarked that even if

he'd any, which of course he didn't and never would, he couldn't sell

any to workmen. 'Gainst the rules an' all that talk.

"But my dear lad (a memorj- had flickered in Lord Leatherfume's

brain, which led him to think that British workingmen habitually

addressed one another as "my lad"), I must have some brandy. I'm

willing to pa> any price for it." He showered noisy shillings on the

bar, and then covered them with pound notes. "All yours for a drink

of brandy."

This was the final touch.

"No!" simpered the barmaid.

"No! !" said the barkeeper, sternly.

"No?" whispered Lord Leatherfume.

Then he felt perfectly satisfied with his unsuccessful efforts. Two
more negative nods from the ones facing him and he turned and left

with Grandison following closely. The barkeeper toasted the barmaid

in good brandy as the door shut behind the tweed-clad backs and the

oddly shaped hats of the British laboring men.

"That proves my assertion," said Lord Leatherfume after they

were settled in the taxi, "Everything is absolutely proper. I suppose

we may as well try the Thames one, though, if you want to. I like

to do things up well, Grandison, don't you''"

They tried the Thames one with equal success.

The following day, Henry Cathelter, Lord Leatherfume, F.R.A.

;

M.A.Ox., and Charles Grandison, B.A., M.A.Cam.; F.R.G.S.; M.M.C.,

sat in their office. Lord Leatherfume was dictating from papers lying

on his desk.
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"Take this down, Grandison. The Times: an open letter to the

British public. Owing to much discussion concerning the workings of

the British War Temperance Committee, the Chairman and his secre-

tary made a personal investigation of existing conditions. This investi-

gation proved that all the public hoi ses of London are run in accordance

with the regulalions of the W. T. C. Sign it with my name and yoursf

—

yours below mine. That will be all for the present, Grandison."

In the homes of the British prohibitionists, Lord Leatherfume was
toasted in cold water as the safeguarder of national purity. In the

homes of the laborers and barkeepers, Lord Leatherfume was toasted

in brandy as the workingman's true friend. And Lord Leatherfume is

still Chairman of the British War Temperance Committee due 1o his

ability to satisfy both parties.

W. A. Rietzel, '22.



By the Waters of Babylon

Beside the drifling streams of Babylon

Tall turrets, light-tipped by the setting sun,

Threw their last shadows to the passing day

A nd then they and the night became as one.

But by the drifting streams of Babylon

The wailing of God's people had begun.

Softly the trees were nodding o'er their heads—
Smooth ran the river to the setting sun.

Then from the prisoned people rose up two

Who looked up at the town, as at a new

Well-pictured thing; who softly breathed a sigh,

A nd from their sandals shook the heavy dew.

The two young men stood by the garden's wall

And watched the moon wheel gently; heard the call

Of one last sleepy bird, and saw the lights

Flare up to gold, then saw the gold glint fall

And let the night rush up the streets again.

The older whispered to his friend, "The pain

Of weeping for a past by shallow streams

Is being swept away. Oh, let us drain

The cup the night is holding to our lips—
N'ot as the fiery-breasted hummer sips.

But as a strong man parched by a long race!

The girls are beckoning with slim finger tips!"

He pointed to the old wall at their backs.

Then turned and peered thro' one of many cracks

Seeing, with eyes that stared at the fair sight,

The shaded place with all its moon-washed tracks.
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The garden spread its sweetness far and wide

As if to greet them, while from every side

Laughter and music came and filled their souls,

Suggesting fancies of things yet untried:

The tingling smiles of maids not over-shy;

The sensuous float of incense, drifting by

Upon a wind that wandered from the hills;

The high-lights and the deep shades of the sky.*****
Now in the East the first of dawn was paling

The summer sky; a few gray clouds were sailing

Like ships in a calm sea. But no young men
Returned to sandy streams, to ceaseless wailing.

\

W. A. Reitzel, '22.



Walter De La Mare

ROBERT -W. SERVICE in his Rhymes of a Red Cross Man has

sounded ^he note of whal we Americans choose to call strong

poetry. The soldier leaving for the war, the shock of battle,

the moans of the wounded, these are the themes of Service. In a similar

manner Rudyard Kipling in poems like the Lost Legion, and the Gentle-

man-Rankers has portrayed for us the dauntless warrior of England

and the hardy sailor who has sailed on every sea. Verse of this type,

masculine, throbbing with the pulse of action, has become very popu-

lar, especially during and since the World War, because it appears to

represent the true man of the twentieth century. But for those who are

"touched with meditation", the Spell of the Yukon is not the only

spell which may enchant the mind. There is a land where fancy loves

to dwell. There is a land where shadow plays with light. And into

that fairy realm of unreality Walter De La Mare directs us.

Mr. De La Mare is a contemporary English poet of the quiet retir-

ing type. Apart from the noise of life's forum he writes from the pleasant

world of his own imaginings; not a great poet, but a happy one. He
is content to go his own quiet way, willing to be accompanied but not

begging for an audience. Strolling in his garden of fancy he lets his

thoughts play and roam at will, and the result is the golden poetry of a

mind at peace. He makes no attempt to startle the reader into wonder,

nor shock him into attention, but merely sings of trees and children

with an almost Stevensonian charm. If a man be practical, if a man
be ambitious, if a man be an average American, he will find little patience

for De La Mare, because he is and must be the poet of the few.

The field in which our poet is at his best is in his songs of childhood.

Here his all-embracing love sheds its calm light upon the innocent

heads of boys and girls at play. Is not this a lovely little quatrain?

I had a silver buckle,

I sewed it on my shoe,

A nd 'neaih a sprig of mistletoe

I danced the evening through.

Or what could be more charming than this first stanza from The Chris-

tening?

The bells chime clear.

Soon will the sun behind the hills sink down;
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Come, little Ann, your baby brother dear

Lies in his christening gown.

Or thisj—

How large unto the tiny fly

Must little things appear!

A rosebud like a feather bed,

Its prickle like a spear.

To be sure these pretty litHe lines are perhaps of no value t-o struggling

mankind, but at any rate there does come a time in the day or evening

when one's mind is ready to understand simplicity. Wordsworth has

proved that simplicity- is not to be contemned, but rather cultivated.

Beauty and delicacy are the result of simplicity, and who cares if some

call it sentimentalism?

De La Mare has also composed considerable verse in a weightier

vein. His characters from Shakspere, and his sonnets are of another

type from the songs of childhood. Possibly his lines on Macbeth are

the best of this class,—he calls Macbeth "a soul still childish in a black-

ened hell". The sonnets may hardly be termed exceptional.

In 1914 appeared a volume of forty-seven poems under the name

of The Listeners. Although this volume has been favored by some

critics, it can boast of nothing original. Titles like When the Rose is

Faded, Sleep, Time Passes, Music Unheard, Winter, could not in any

way give promise of original ideas to follow—these subjects have been

too long the stock in trade of greater poets than De La Mare. But the

volume named' Motley (1918) came after four years of war, and even

De La Mare could not escape the influence of this strife. Of his poems

not written for children these are by far the best. Again I must quote.

To me the most appealing of all the poems of this group is that addressed

to one who has died in battle

—

You sleep too well—too far away,

For sorrowing word to soothe or wound;

Your very quiet seems to say

How longed-for a peace you have found.

Else, had not death so lured you on,

You would have grieved'—'twixl joy and fear—
To know how my small loving son

Had wept for yoi , my dear.

Mr. De La Mare holds the place in modern poetry which Mr.

Barrie holds among playwrights. Neither writes to bring about reform,
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or st-ir men to action, but to cheer, to amuse, to make us forget for a

time all the cruelties of the world. De La Mare seems often to write

purely for iiis own pleasure, such a thing as a reader being farthest

from his thoughts. For example:

/ heard the fairies in a ring

Sing as they tripped a lilting round

Soft as the moon on u'avering wing.

Fancy, then, is De La Mare's forte. Witches, ogres, and dwarfs

may frighten the little boy for whom the poems are intended, but good

fairies are always present to rescue him. Both the child who is imag-

inative, and the man who is tired, Walter De La Mare invites to his

garden to listen to the birds and watch the clouds float by.

D. H. Willson, '21.



Alumni Notes

(Note—The purpose of this department is to announce pub-

lications of Haverfordians. We are glad to receive information of

suchfrom the authors themselves. Please send such notices to Henry

S. Fraser, Haverford College.)

1902

Dr. Richard Mott Gummere, one

time Professor of Latin at Haver-

ford, offers a superb poem in the

February Contemorary Verse. The
title is "Youth Resilient".

1909

Percival B. Fay has a technical

essay on the "Use of tu and vous

in Moli^re," in the last October

issue of the University of California

Publications in Modern Philology.

1903

The Harvard Theological Studies

for October, 1920, contains an arti-

cle, "Studies in the Gospel of

Luke," by Dr. Henry J. Cadbury.

1917

Iwao Ayusawa wrote an able

article on "International Labor

Legislation" in the Columbia Uni-

versity Studies in History, Eco-

nomics, and Public Law, of Octo-

ber, 1920.
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