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PENN BODY COMPANY, INC

AUTOMOBILE COACH
WORK

Bryn Mawr : 574 Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Bryn Mawr 2574

Ardmore: 61 East Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Ardmore 2570

AJter the game—visit

MdNTYRE'S

DINING ROOM & GRILL

Lancaster Avenue

Ardmore, Pa.

SEND YOUR SUITS

TO

"THE COLLEGE

TAILOR'S"

DE BEAUSSET, RICH, RAMSEY

Agents for

>amue I Gang

Collections Monday and Thursday

I wish our clever young poets

would remember my homely defi-

nitions of prose and poetry; that

is, prose,—words in their best

order, poetry,—the best words

in their best order.

—S. T. COLERIDGE, Table Talk.

I S. McCAWLEY 8 CO., Inc.

BOOKSELLERS TO HAVERFORD

COLLEGE

17 Station Road

Haverford, Pa.

WHITEHALL
HOTEL

Solicits Your Patronage

ROOMS
APARTMENTS
DINING ROOM

GARAGE
Best Food on the Alain Line

Facilities for Large or Small

Luncheons and Banquets

MRS. L. C. DAVIS— Dietitian

Management of

ARTHUR C. BINNS, INC.

A. K. LINDSLEY, Manager

410 LANCASTER AVE.
HAVERFORD, PA.



Ard. 1997-J

HAROLD SCHUMANN
JEWELER

WATCH, CLOCK AND JEWELRY
REPAIRING

7 CRICKET AVENUE

Work Called For and Delivered

ERNEST GIUUANO
The College Barber for the

College purse

HAIRCUT, 35c

Ardmorc Avenue just below

the "Pike"

Times Change
BUT THE RECIPE FOR MAKING

^oLpfcllCE CREAM
NEVER CHANGES

Real Cream...RealSugar .

. . . Real Fruits or other I

Natural Flavorings Skil

fully Blended and Frozen, i

KERSHNER, REAGAN
BROWN

are agentsjor

"The College Laundry"

Highland Park Laundry

Collection Monday

MRS. P. O'NEILL
Accommodationsjor

Friends oj Haverjordians

C*J>

349 W. Lancaster Avenue

Ard more 609-W

ARDmore 4422

C. H. DAVIS
Radio

Largest Radio Organization

in the Suburbs

314 W. LANCASTER AVE.

ITS SERVICE
THAT COUNTS

Amateur photographers who rec-

ognize the value of superior

service know that at Klein &
Goodman's they get helpful and
intelligent attention to their needs.

And with that service, there's a

complete camera store with every

popular make of camera and pho-
tographic equipment.
• All leading makes of cameras and lenses

• All developing and printing materials

• Enlargers and projectors

• Photographic Books
• Exposure Meters
• Full line of Kodaks and Cine-Kodaks

FINE-GRAIN PROCESSING
AND ENLARGING

KLEIN & GOODMAN
EVERYTHING PHOTOGRAPHIC

18 S. 10th ST. PHILADELPHIA



hotel HAVERFORD COURT
ACCOMMODATIONS Jor:

DINNER PARTIES

DANCES

ROOMS

LUNCH $1.00 DINNER $1.25

MONTGOMERY AVENUE AT GRAY'S LANE
HAVERFORD, PA.

PHONE: ARDMORE 947

THE CARD MART
TYPING
NOTARY
OFFICE SUPPLIES

Alice Caffrey

Lancaster Avenue -Opposite Auto Car

BRYN MAWR NEWS
AGENCY

Supplies Jor the Coop Store

and Newspaper Agency

844 Lancaster Avenue
Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Ardmore 3953

JAMES BUTERA

ARDMORE
RECREATION
10 BOWLING ALLEYS
"Let's Get Acquainted"

61 West Lancaster Ave., Ardmore, Pa.

Second Floor Hish School 15 cents
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Die Beiden Waren Toren

By THOMAS MORGAN

In the scented summer evenings

When we wal\ed along the lanes,

When we first did find our pleasure

And forgot all earthly pains;

When we looked at all about us

With the eyes of love and youth,

When in all things we saw beauty

And in most things we saw truth;

We \new little then of trouble

And our world was one of joy;

We \new not our love was folly

And our faith, a shiny toy.

We believed then in each other

And that our new love was truth,

But that was many months ago

When we were in our youth.



THE WORLD
What an English summer meant to one Haverfordian

Frame of Mind
By WILLIAM B. KRIEBEL

TRYING to travel around on very little money does some interesting

things to you. At first the material comforts of existence become

unusually important. And why shouldn't they? Here you are on a

hard bed, having washed in cold water and having washed your shirt in the

same, lying awake thinking.

You think: for a little more money I could get a soft bed. I could have

hot water to shave with tomorrow. I could breakfast like a king upon eggs

and fat sausages. I could ride along smoothly in a train and see immense

amounts of English scenery, and all the important things in this country

that there are to see. And I wouldn't waste so much time pushing a bicycle

up hills and lying around watching the clouds, nor would I munch a sixpenny

luncheon of bread and Stilton cheese and South African oranges. Every

time I pass a bake shop, and there are more than you'd realise were possible,

I instinctively turn my head and look at the muffins and macaroons, pork pies

and Cornish pastries (almost cycled into a bobby, doing that today), and I

consider how wonderful it would be to go in and order one—perhaps two or

three—of each morsel in the window. That's how it is. It may be a beau-

tiful cathedral we visit, but I find myself hoping that we will have a good

supper at the hostel, and not a hard bed—like this one.

Then, after the shock and contrast with home or college-life (where

you can get all you want to eat at meals) has worn off, you begin to take notice

of things other than merely food and shelter. You get so honestly tired at

night from cycling that you forget to note whether the bed is hard or not, and

so hungry that the diet of potatoes, stew-meat, cabbage, and bread-and-tea

is something that you think of with pleasure. The brain becomes keener,
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and the eye sharper. And you get a certain athletic pleasure out of day'

after-day cycling.

But the health game occurs to the side of yourself that is an old softy

and quite lazy. This is how the game goes. You say that you've got to take

care of your health. Can't deny yourself what is necessary and proper

thereto. How can you push on day after day if you sleep uncomfortably,

eat sparingly, go through the rain, and don't have a doctor look at you when
you hurt yourself or don't feel right? Should you eat cheaply and run the

risk of germs? (Remember that store today where the shopkeeper scooped

up the chunk of butter she'd dropped on the floor?) And you wish you

could remember more definitely what mother told you (you weren't listening

at the time) so that you could have some grounds for what you know are only

self-excuses

For the state of your health depends on your wisdom, of course, and not

on how much money you spend. Hard beds don't hurt you; the hostel diet

is really nourishing; and you can be sensible about what you buy on the road

and where you buy it, without its costing you anything extra. There's

nobody in this world, you say to your shrinking self, who cannot imagine

that something is wrong with him somewhere, and half the world's work is

done by people who are not feeling "just right" but who are carrying on

because things will be better tomorrow.

Having delivered this Elbert Hubbardish lecture to yourself, you follow

through to the astonishingly prosaic conclusion (after all this) that money isn't

everything, and the material comforts of life are not what count at all. As
a matter of fact, the very things you remember best out of all your travels

are in general the things that cost the least, were the most spontaneous, and

involved the least of barriers between yourself and other persons.

Of course, if you spend money, you can do a great deal—the con-

ventional check-list—that you have heard all your life that "cultured"

persons have to do in Europe. When you talk about these things at home

(casually, of course), you become admitted to that esoteric—and often

snobbish—clan, my dear, of the travelled people.

But did you ever notice perfectly charming English people ruffle up

and retire into their reserve when confronted by an American college girl,

loud as Broadway, stridently domineering in voice as she takes possession of

and cracks the whip over the American male? Or when faced by that male,

cliquish, and carefree in his spending "on account of the old man will send

him some more dough if he wires for it?"
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So what do you learn? This is what you learn : keep to your cycle and

your penny buns. How else will youknow the world's sweetest aromas—that of

a clovered haystack, for example, or that of supper in the cooking when you

are hungry and ready for it? How else will you know the hedgerows, the

sudden view of the sea from a mist'swept hill, the waters, grasses, houses,

clouds, flaming poppies (weeds in a wheatfield)?

How else will you meet the minds of people, many minds from many

lands? You must laugh with those people, sweat along with them, talk

with them lightly and deeply—and be a good fellow yourself.

When you think of this, it makes life simpler, because the world of mere

luxury, mere "culture," and mere sophisticated persiflage (in feeble imitation

of the latest Hollywood froth of escapism) just doesn't overlap with the uni'

verse of people who are real, though poor; the world of the man who is big

enough not to care a hang where he sleeps or just what he eats, if it is going

to interfere with something infinitely more important: his appreciative

understanding of his world and the people in it.

Over A Suicide Grave
By SAMUEL C. WITHERS, JR.

Sleep without stirring—
Dont let as much as an

Eyelid betray you—
Lying there motionless.

Sealed into T^ature.

We watch your reaction;

This, your ambition,

This was the masterstroke.

Sleep without stirring—
The most fatal movement

For us, as we watch,

Is the smile you might show.

Please—
Sleep without stirring!



God, Freedom, and Immortality

Or How Death, The Grim Reaper, Reaped

Translated from the original Russian by the original WILLIAM REAVES

DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Old Woman—First Peasant

Peasant Girl—Second Peasant

Fyodor Fyodorovitch—Third Peasant

A Petty Prince

Place

A House on the Steppes. There is only one room in the house, so the action

necessarily takes place in this room.

The curtain rises disclosing a darkened stage. In the centre is an old round

table. There are two chairs drawn to the old round table. The chairs are

badness, the bac\s having long since been gnawed away by hungry peasants

or used for firewood. There is a single door and a single window. There is,

of course, no glass in the window. Outside a barren, snowy landscape is seen.

From time to time wolues are seen through the window, their cry of hunger is

constantly heard. As they pass the window they loo\ in with a lean and hungry

loo\. As they pass by, looking in, the peasants loo\ out with much the same

loo\. A piece of sugar hangs suspended from the ceiling in the centre of the room.

In the old days, when tea was to be had, this sugar was swung from person to

person, allowing each to sweeten his mouth. There is a curtained doorway to

the left. Most of the curtain is now, however, clothing the central figures of the

drama. A ladder leads to a loft. There is a fireplace on the right. There

is a very, very small fire, which resembles the flic\ering of a match. There is a

stool sitting by the jireplace. Thereupon sits an old woman. She stirs from

time to time. Scuttling rats scurry across the stage. Fyodor Fyodorovitch

stands and stares in the middle of the stage. Feasant Girl stands looking out

of the window. All three characters shudder i;iole?xtly during the entire play.

A single candle burns in the nec\ of a Vod^a Bottle.

8



GOD, FREEDOM, AND IMMORTALITY

As all the players in the ensuing Drama are subject to constant fits of

frothing hysteria, we ma\e no special note of it. We merely as\ our readers

to remember that practically all the Actors are Hysterical all during the play.

It is the Russian temperament.

Old Woman (Stirs on stool, po\es at fire). (Sighs): It's very cold in here,

Fyodor Fyodorovitch.

Peasant Girl, Fyodor and Old Woman (All sigh in unison): (Together):

It's always cold in Russia.

(There is a silence.)

Peasant Girl: Is there any black bread, Fyodor Fyodorovitch? I am very

hungry.

Fyodor : The rats ate the last bit of bread long ago, girl. There is no black

bread left.

Peasant Girl, Fyodor and Old Woman (All heave a long sigh in unison)

:

(Together) : There's never any black bread in Russia.

(There is a silence.)

(Old woman stirs on stool and po\es at what was the fire. All three sigh

as one.)

(First Peasant enters. He is big and very thin. He loo\s hungry, etc.)

First Peasant: Fyodor Fyodorovitch, is there a barn left empty?

Fyodor (Fyodor has not moved since the beginning of this, the first and only

act in the Drama. He is still standing in the middle of the stage, standing

and staring. Without changing his position or expression he answers,

having counted slowly on his fingers) : Yes, First Peasant, there is a barn

left. The twenty-second barn is empty.

(There is a silence.)

(There is a general sigh.)

(First Peasant turns to go out. In his right hand he carries a big rope.

As he goes out, flurry of snow enters)

Old Woman (Stirs on stool, po\es at fire) : It is very cold, Fyodor Fyodoro'

vitch.

Peasant Girl, Fyodor and Old Woman (All sigh in unison. A long, sad

sigh.) (Together): It's always cold in Russia.

(There is a silence.)

(Second and Third Peasant enter. They loo\ remarkably lil{e the First

Peasant, now hanging in the Twentysecond barn. They spea\ together.)

Second and Third Peasants: Is there any vodka left, Fyodor Fyodorovitch?

Fyodor: No Second and Third Peasants, there is no vodka.
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(Whole company sighs.)

Whole Company : There's never any Vodka in Russia.

Second and Third Peasants: Are there any barns left in Russia, Fyodor?

Fyodor Fyodorovitch : Yes, Peasants, the twenty-third and twenty'

fourth barns are empty.

(Peasants wal\ to the door. They each carry a rope in their hand. They

turn at door, open mouths as if to spea\, then snap them shut and go out,

allowing a flurry of snow to enter.)

(There is a general sigh.)

Old Woman (Stirs on stool, po\es at fire) : It's very cold, Fyodor.

Peasant Girl, Fyodor and Old Woman (They sigh) -.(Together): It's always

cold in Russia.

(There is a sound of sleigh bells from without. Door opens allowing flurry

of snow and Petty Prince to enter.

^

Petty Prince: Fyodor Fyodorovitch, we require a barn. Are there any?

Fyodor: Yes, Petty Prince, there is one more barn left. There are Peasants

hanging in the other twenty-four.

Prince: We shall use the twenty-fifth barn, Fyodor. We have a rope.

(From within the rich folds of his heavily sdbled coat the Prince draws a

long cordof woven gold; it is thickly encrusted with emeralds, sapphires, and

lapislazuli, heavily scented with all the perfumes of Araby. He fashions

it delicately into a noose and stal\s out, allowing flurry of snow to enter.

There is a silence, punctuated by a long sigh from the assembled company.)

Old Woman, Peasant Girl and Fyodor (As one) : Now there are no barns

left for us.

Old Woman (Stirs on stool, po\es at fire) : It's very cold, Fyodor Fyodoro-

vitch.

Peasant Girl, Old Woman and Fyodor (They all sigh): (Together): It's

always cold in Russia.

(There is a sigh, sighed by the remaining three characters, who will soon

die of starvation or hunger or of both. Sigh is prolonged as

THE CURTAIN SLOWLY FALLS

(The audience sits silently. After an appropriate time they dry their

eyes, stop screaming hysterically and struggle to their feet and leave the

Theatre in complete silence. T^ot a word is spo\en. The silence is broken

only by the convulsive sobbing of the heart'bro\en audience. The audience

trudges slowly home and, as one body, shoots itself or hangs itself, which

ever is more convenient.
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The story of a vagrant singer

Wagon Wheel
By WILLIAM S. KINNEY, JR.

THE parking lot had been dull in the intense heat of that night so I

was glad when the German and the Chinese came in to talk. Charlie

owned a restaurant next to the lot and Fischer was his American

cook. They'd been on opposite sides in the war—the German had had

four years of it and had been hit several times—and they never tired of

telling about it. In the space of ten years they'd built up a tremendous

respect for each other. Once during prohibition a drunk had come in the

restaurant at night and disturbed the other customers. The Chinese had

found it futile to talk to him. Charlie went out on the sidewalk to see if he

could find a policeman, but Fischer was the only person in sight. He'd

just arrived in town and was walking around. Charlie was desperate.

"Hey, can you help me out?" he said.

"Sure," said Fischer.

"Can you help me get a drunk out of here?"

"Sure."

They went in and up to the drunk. Fischer jerked him up by his armpits

and then gripped him around the waist and carried him out. He said "Hey,

whah's the idea?" and kicked convulsively with his arms and legs like a

child in a fit. He wanted to fight so Fischer carried him up to the corner half

a block away and by that time he was sick. Charlie's business was growing

rapidly and he needed another cook; he hired Fischer on the spot. After

awhile the German moved into Charlie's house back of the restaurant, and

he stayed there even after Charlie had married. Both had brains; both had

seen much of the world and had built their observations into a deep practical

understanding; both had struggled in peasant poverty but had not allowed

themselves to become either sentimental or bitter. Charlie's family had died

in a famine when he was a boy and he had come to America penniless. He
had started out as a hotel busboy, had become cook and saved his money
until he had enough to start his own business.

11
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On that night Fischer was speaking of his boyhood. When he was

twelve he had been taken from school and had been put to work. He had

worked twelve hours a day, usually in the fields. Once he had spent a year

in a large grain elevator, hauling hundred-pound sacks all day. Sometimes on

Saturday nights when the lot was crowded the parkers in their hurry would

be sloppy and the bumpers of one car would catch those of another. When
this happened we called for Fischer and he came out the back door and lifted

one car while we backed the other away. He was for some reason sensitive

of his strength and rarely used it.

He filled the shack with vibrating sound punctured by the wet sharp'

ness of his labials and dentals. Suddenly he stopped, making silence

strange, and I looked up and saw a boy standing on the doorsill. First you

noticed his clothing because it was too ragged and dirty to be clothing;

then you saw his face and you forgot the rest. It was a lean face, firm and

hard and bronzed, strengthened by a long straight nose and small full lips,

but yet it was no more than background for his eyes. They were brown and

fierce and staring, wildly active yet restlessly subdued, like a flooded river

clawing for the top of a levee, hungry to enter and stifle the dryness beyond.

Still, it wasn't terror that they brought; it was an awe and an attention

verging on the miraculous; they made you wonder if the boy were mad. For

a few seconds his eyes roved the shack but they didn't see much except dirt

because that was the most prominent thing there.

"Hello,'" he said. He was looking at Charlie. "Say, I wonder if you

could tell me whether that fat Chinese waiter in the Chop Suey place can

speak English or whether he's bluffing."

"He can speak it," said Charlie.

"Well, I was wondering. I thought he was putting on an act. When
I went in there first he acted all right but after a while I couldn't understand

him, so I left."

"What did you want?" asked Charlie.

"I was trying to get a job singing. I had one in Kansas City before I

came here. It was a ritzy place, better than that one, and they liked me."

Charlie wasn't interested. He didn't like fresh young boys. "What'd

you leave for?" I asked.

It seemed incredulous to him that I didn't know. "I quit. I got sick

of the place and decided to go home— I haven't been there in three years

—

and here I've hitch-hiked to Ohio. I don't like it much. I live in Boston."

He couldn't have been more than eighteen.

12



WAGON WHEEL

"Well, there's the man to ask for a job. He owns the restaurant."

"I never had no entertainment," said Charlie. "Don't need it."

"The other place never had any either until they hired me. They were

plenty ritzy, too, and they always had good business. They charged two

dollars and fifty cents for Chop Suey."

"They did not," said Fischer, positively.

Charlie flew into a rage; he got up from his chair and went to the

doorsill. "They didn't," he said. "There's not a place in the whole goddam

country that they charge two-fifty for Chop Suey. They couldn't; nobody'd

pay it; they'd go bankrupt."

"Have you ever been in Kansas City?"

"No, but I know goddam well
—

"

"Have you?" said Fischer.

"I swear it's true," said the boy. "I'll tell you something else, too.

There's a fifteen-dollar cover charge at Jack Dempsey's restaurant in New
York City."

I work in a parking lot in Ohio but still I read the New York papers

now and then and I know that wasn't true.

"You're crazy," I said

"Have you ever been there?"

"I suppose you have."

"Yes, I have. I went there with a friend of Jack's and met him. I sang

for him. He liked me."

We argued some more about the fifteen-dollar cover charge but it did

no good. Charlie and Fischer were disgusted. Having built themselves into

matter of fact hardness they resented the boy and the only reason they stayed

was that they felt themselves insulted and wanted to trap him. Charlie

asked about every restaurant he knew; the boy had been to none of them.

Had he ever been to Europe? No, but he'd lived in Mexico and Panama for

six months.

"Do you know Philadelphia?" I asked.

"Vaguely. I was there for a couple of days at a theatre with Benny
Buck— I was in his act. I was with him for three months, going all over the

East in theatres." Benny Buck is a jazz-band singer who had risen to sudden
fame and is now rapidly losing it.

"Tell us about Benny."

"He's a swell guy, he really is. And he can sing, too. He told me I

could sing better than he can."

13
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"Why aren't you a star then?'
1

"Well, it's like Benny said. The public's a funny thing. All of a sudden

they decide they like you and there you are on Easy Street. It's all a matter

of luck and publicity. I haven't been lucky yet but you wait and you'll see.

I can't fail. Have you ever heard of Rudolph Mazxini?"

"No."

"He's the best voice teacher in America. He's taught lots of people

on the concert stage and in opera. He told me that I had the best natural

voice he ever heard. I'm one of three tenors in the country who can hit high

G without cracking."

The theatres were letting out then and Charlie and Fischer had to go and

take care of some customers. All of the cars except some all'night ones went

out of the lot. I told the boy to stick around and when I got back in the

shack he was thumbing a copy of a detective story magazine I'd bought to

kill time because you can't read good stuff on a night as hot as that one was.

"What do you think of magazines like that?" I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders.

"Well?"

"They're all right when you don't have anything else to do. I read them

myself once in a while. I tell you though, I like Shakespeare best myself."

"Oh, you read Shakespeare?"

"Yes, I know all his plays."

"Tell me the plot of one of them, I don't care which one."

He was silent for a minute. "You'd better be more definite than that.

I get mixed up."

"Hamlet, then. You ought to know that one."

He walked around, his face dammed in thought. "It's been a long time

since I read it. There're so many of them I forget exactly what it is about."

"Never mind," I said. "What are you going to do now? Have you

any place to go?"

"I'm going out to the Wagon Wheel and try and get a job singing," he

said. The Wagon Wheel was a cheap night club near the steel mills.

"What do you sing?" I asked.

"I sing everything. I like classical music best though. Light opera's

my favorite. I don't know much popular stuff."

"That's what you'll have to sing at the Wagon Wheel."

(Continued on page 21)
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THE ARTS
Poor Vincent

A note on Van Gogh

By ROBERT ARTHUR

VAN GOGH has been having a hard time of it. Until the 29th of

July in 1890 his troubles were only financial and professional, but

since that day, when he shot himself clumsily in the belly and died

in a hard, sweltering room in Soles, the biographers have recalled

that he once cut off an ear to give to a prostitute, the dealers have persuaded

the connoisseurs to buy his pictures, and the critics, hearing of the fun, have

rallied 'round. Book after book has been written about him, his paintings

have sold fabulously and have had a travelling road show, attended by the

relatively astounding number of 145,000 people.

He is well on the way to be the most popular artist in the history of

painting. And that is just what he wanted, though not quite the way he

wanted it.

To understand what he was working for, what he meant by "popular,"

you must know something of his background. On March 30, 1853, he was

born in Groot'Zundert, Holland, one of several children of a country minister,

a poor relation of the great Goupil family of art dealers. The Goupils found

work for him and his brother, Theo, in their Dutch galleries; then trans'

ferred Vincent to London, alone. To Vincent, as an artist, a painting was

either priceless or worthless, and in either case he probably didn't care to

sell it, so he failed with the Goupils.

Vincent had commenced to read the Bible with all the fervor Rem-
brandt had learned in his sorrows. Also he had become very poor, and that

goodness, which only the poor feel toward the poor, had become a part of

him. For a year he was a missionary in the Borinage, a black, bleak country

where men worked in the colleries, or starved, or both. Gradually his

fervour for the Word was consumed in the work of the Word, up to the
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point where the authorities of the mission desired more dogma and less service,

and Vincent failed again.

But after that he did not fail because he had learned to paint. Of
course, he earned no money, but Theo supplied that necessity, along with the

only kindness that the artist ever knew. And when Vincent reached Soles,

"the history of his life had closed, and that of his mind had begun."

I said that he wanted popularity. To Vincent "to be popular
1

'' meant

being known by the people, not by the critics or those who read the critic.

That is, he wanted the real people to know themselves as they are, and as

he could show them. For he was one of them; he could feel the heaviness in

their faces, the meat and bones and water in them, and the color of them.

In Soles there was nothing but sun and earth and men, so he painted

them boldly, brazenly as they are; kindly and homely and desperate as he

was; in colors without subtlety, but with the harmony of sunlight; and in

lines as strange and true as the flight of crows or the slow walk of lovers who
are poor. When he was happy he painted the fields of corn ripening yellow

in the summer, and the flurrying rose and white of blossoming orchards; or,

as his mind failed, he painted purple cypress trees that reach toward heaven

like the flailing arms of a madman.

All these things are so simple that he has been thought mad, like other

men who told the truth.

Sheltered Fourteen
By RICHARD S. BOWMAN

Pigtails and low'heeled shoes Wait on life's spring

Wal\s she, a gangling thing, To call her soul to vibrancy,

Facing the world with the Paint depth and $par]de in her eyes ^

Faint awhward blainness of ^ . ,„ ,

v
,

,

: Urace m her carriage,
Touth not yet blooming, of
-v * , , i.i. Softness in her voice,
Youth pale and plain. J

Eros has not yet breathed Loveliness in her being:

Blush in her cheeks, and her The magic and the mystery

Broivnness, her reticence That is womanhood.
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TIME PAST

The Tragedy of the Last Little

Princess

By FREDERIC PROKOSCH

Note: Mr. Prokosch, Class of '25, has rectntly received new acclaim as

the author of this year's Harper Prize Novel, "The Seven Who Fled" and as

the recipient of a Guggenheim Fellowship. This story, reprinted from the

June, 1924, issue, represents an early stage in the development of the semi'

mystical style which he now uses.

THE King of Many Years was squatting on his favorite eight-cornered

red velvet cushion—a magnificent cockatoo was embroidered on it in

purple and salmon beads. This cushion had cost fully three and thirty

hides full of beaut fully polished pebbles from the Spring ofThousand Colors,

and furthermore the cockatoo was the King's own particular bird; so he

squatted very carefully and took care not to let his feet touch the velvet, for

he was King of the Country of Purple Shadows.

The King of Many Years was squatting very thoughtfully, and his right

cheek rested pensively on his left hand. And all the Nubians whispered,

"The King thinketh deeply. 'Tis strange. What can ail him?'
1
''

To which the live cockatoos that sat perched in a row on an ebony

rod precisely over the King's baldachin replied in their own way.

The King of Many Years was indeed confronting a serious problem—

a

problem that might have puzzled men of an even more analytic mind than he

possessed. For his wives had in order presented him with six children—one,

then another, then another, and another, till there were six. And they had

all been princesses—not one single prince in the whole lot! And now he

had received word that a seventh child was crossing the Valleys of the

Joyous Agony; was it to be a prince, or a seventh princess?

While their father was squatting on his favorite cushion in the Chamber
of Cockatoos, the six little princesses were sitting in the jasmine garden,
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talking of the impending arrival. All six of them were clad in emerald-dyed

kimonos, with gilded coronets on their straight black hair, and they were

playing with their angora kittens. They were playing, but in reality they

all thought of the seventh child, and they all hoped that it would be a prince

as much as they feared that it would be a princess. They were really con-

vinced that it would be a princess.

"And she will have straight black hair, like the rest of us," said the first.

"And an emerald'dyed kimono," said the second.

"And a gilded coronet," said the third.

"And curled-up shoes," said the fourth.

"And an angora kitten," said the fifth.

"And a mole on her left shoulder," said the sixth, who was still the

youngest. All the little Princesses were very much distressed by these

birthmarks on their left shoulders, and it was at least a consolation that all

the future offspring of the King of Many Years would be afflicted by a sim'

ilar disfigurement.

—It was a Princess.

A Seventh Princess.

The King's only answer to the news had been, "Pm through with that."

And so they all called her the Last Little Princess. The other six each

had a name—the name of a flower; but this one was called the Last Little

Princess, and that was all.

But it was strange; for the hair of the Last Little Princess was curly

and golden, and stranger yet, she had no birthmark on her left shoulder

—

the mole was on the right

!

The Last Little Princess grew to be more beautiful every day, and the

people were astounded, and whispered many strange things; for she was

different

!

Different . . .

She did not have straight black hair; she had curly, golden hair.

She did not wear an emerald-dyed kimono; she wore a long silken robe

with all the colors of the rainbow.

She did not wear a gilded coronet; her unbound locks fell downwards

like a crystalline cataract in twilight.

She did not wear curled-up shoes; for her feet were ever bare as she

walked in the jasmine garden.

She hated angora kittens; she had a little canary bird that flew about in
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freedom, and a squirrel that had his home far away, and a chipmunk that came

forth only at daybreak.

And then, she had a birthmark on her right shoulder.

Her six sisters reproached her and coaxed her and threatened her, but

the Last Little Princess did not do as they did, merely for the sake of uni-

formity. She followed her impulses, and ran after the opal-colored butter-

flies while the six sat over the pool in the jasmine garden, with their six

angora kittens.

The Six Princesses grew older, and before long they arrived at the

marriageable age. Princes of the countries beyond the Great Blue Waters

came to woo. And one by one the Princesses left the country of Purple

Shadows for distant lands. Each one was borne off by a dark-haired prince,

who bound his hair in a tight ribbon of deep green samite, and wore an

ancestral sword, studded with jewels, at his side, and never smiled. Each

one was borne off by a prince like this, on a milk-white elephant, followed by

a host of retainers.

And the people of the Country of Purple Shadows cheered and nodded

their heads ...
But the Last Little Princess was still young, and would not be wooed by

the dark-haired princes, but whispered to her canary and her squirrel and

her chipmunk.

And the people of the Country of Purple Shadows wondered, and their

eyes shone, and they whispered,

"The Last Little Princess will be sung of by our seed a thousand years

hence !"

The Last Little Princess was ill—very ill. The physicians whispered

and the astrologers murmured, while the heavy curtains of her bed moved
like parched grasses in the July air. And the night fell on the gardens and

on the palace and on the Last Little Princess.

Next to the head of the Last Little Princess, a window was opened, so

that her spirit might glide into the blue; through it, a large, black bird flew

into the chamber, to the bed of the Princess. And she moved her eyelids,

and drew a deep breath, and the bird disappeared.

The Last Little Princess lived

!

But months later, the canary complained to the nightingale that she

loved him no longer, and played with a white angora cat. And the chip-

munk and the squirrel returned no more, for they were afraid. The Little
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Princess now wore an emerald-dyed kimono, and curled-up shoes, and

imprisoned her hair in a gilded coronet, and grieved that it was not dark like

the ocean bottom; and she smiled at the princes that came to woo her.

Lo, the Last Little Princess is borne off by a dark'haired prince, who has

his hair bound in a tight ribbon of deep green samite, and wears an amethyst'

studded ancestral sword at his side, and never smiles—borne off on a white

elephant.

And the people of the Country of Purple Shadows cheer and nod their

heads; only a few look away, and return sadly, very few.

A Dreamer's Epilogue

A thousand years have passed, and the Last Little Princess is not sung

of by the seed of the People of the Purple Shadows . . .

To the Rhinies

TO THOSE who are reading their first issue of The Haverfordian,

we should like to explain briefly what we are attempting to do, and to

urge them, if they suspect they have something to say, by all means

to say it. The college magazine, as we see it, should reflect student thought

in all phases of human experience not confining itself chiefly to more or

less immature short stories and poetry, but not, on the other hand, for'

getting its function in this connection. We have instituted two depart'

ments to serve as broad focal points for student articles, and are seeking to

fill them with material both lively and informative. If you have ever had

an unusual job or experience, or have seen a part of this country or the world

which most of us have not, we should like to have you tell us about it. And
if you enjoy writing stories and verse, we're interested in seeing your work.

We are sure that there is enough material at Haverford to make our

magazine one of the most interesting and significant college publications

in the country—but that material must be brought to light ! So let us hear

what you have to say, and soon, for in two and a half short years the

magazine's administration will be in your hands.
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Wagon Wheel
(Continued from page 14)

"I'll give them a couple and then something good, some Gilbert and

Sullivan maybe. They'll like me. They always do."

"Suppose you don't get a job."

"I'll be all right."

"Have you any money?"

"No."

"I don't want to insult you or anything, but can't I give you some?

I don't like the idea of people sleeping in haystacks."

"No," he said firmly. "I'll get a job. I've never taken money for

nothing."

"You've interested me fifty cents worth."

"No."

"O. K.," I said. "Good luck."

"Thanks, I'll need it. So long."

"So long."

He went off whistling. It was a shrill whistle and a full one; it didn't

belong to the midnight. He had a long walk. I closed up and went home.

It was hotter the next day and even worse the one after. The stench of

exhaust lay over the city as immobile as fog and more persistent. I sat in the

shack, stifling and bored. There was no business. About six o'clock he

came in expecting me to be surprised, and I was. He wore a new costume;

pressed linen pants, clean white shirt and shoes, and a gentle yellow necktie.

"I got the job," he said.

"Yeah, so I see. Congratulations. How'd you do it?"

"I just went up and asked George to let me sing for whatever the

customers would give me. George's the boss, good fellow. He said sure,

and I did three numbers; I'd only planned to do two but they wouldn't

let me go. So George said I could be a singing waiter for a few weeks until

they got to know me and then he'd make me master of ceremonies."

"Hey, that's really good," I said.

"Well, I just thought I'd tell you. I've got to go to work now, but I'll

see you again."

"Sure," I said. "Anytime."

For the next two weeks it stayed hot. The weather made the headlines
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in all the newspapers. In Minnesota and the Dakotas the wheat was wither'

ing; in Illinois and Iowa the corn crop was the worst in years. The Depart'

ment of Agriculture was moaning for the farmers once again; isolated

experts issued statements that the country would be in the grip of a dry spell

for five, or ten, or fifty years; people either stayed home or went to the

beaches and the parking lot hit a new week's low. Every day the boy came

in and talked for a little while. Usually he told what a good job he had;

sometimes he tried to get me to quit mine because it was so dull. Going on

the bum was better, he said, you at least saw something. I said you didn't

see ten dollars every Friday and he shut up.

Then one night Charlie and Fischer came out. They were in the

doldrums; they hadn't sold more than fifteen bowls of Chop Suey all day.

They wanted to go out for a drink somewhere. There were about a dosen

cars in the lot and they were all out by eleven o'clock. We tumbled into my
Ford and I took them up to the Wagon Wheel; they didn't care where they

went. I'd never been there before but it was the usual thing; a big store

room with a bar extending halfway down one side and checkered red and

white tablecloths for the rest with a small square left for dancing and the

floor show. The buff colored walls were spattered with the cartoon motif.

It was half full and noisy. We sat at a table near the band platform; there

were five pieces and they weren't very good. It was one of the boy's tables.

He wore the same clothes with a large white apron tied in front. He was

smiling as though we were old friends who had caught him unprepared but

delighted.

"Hello," he said. "I'm glad that you came."

We all said hello, but casually. The others weren't glad to see him.

We ordered beer.

"When are you going to sing?" I asked as he brought the beer. He said

the floor show would start in a little while and we talked about the heat.

It reminded Fischer of war summers, and they were off again. I never lost

my sense of wonder at these discussions. Here I was, a war baby, a twenty'

two'year older, a no account, and here were a German who'd rotted in dug'

outs for four years for an Iron Cross and a Chinese who'd been with the A. E.

F. and now owned a restaurant in Ohio. Perhaps it was the gigantic idea

of the brotherhood of man which they embodied; perhaps it was a sense of

the strange and fascinating possibilities of existence; or perhaps it was

something else. At any rate it didn't put me in the mood for a rotten floor

show, and this one stank. It started off with a wall-eyed tap dancer they
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must have plucked off the sidewalk ; then a waitress sang off key; then some'

body played an accordion. The master of ceremonies was the only enthu'

siastic person in the place; he danced up and down in terrier'like eagerness.

"Next," he shouted, "we have Al Austen, the latest addition to our

permanent staff. Al sings and I mean sings. Let's start him off right with

a great big hand
!"

The boy came out then. He'd taken off his apron but he looked like a

cheap vaudevillian mostly because the spot picked up the gold in his teeth

and shot it back brilliantly toward the tables. The band played the intro-

duction to a mawkish love ballad and he started. And Charlie and Fischer

were immediately incredulous. The boy could sing. He had a sweet, clear

tenor, a tone that even if his work were entirely mechanical, would have

given it a depth of feeling and an emotion which it actually lacked. But he

put his heart into the task. He caught the hopeless slush, transformed it

miraculously into a living crescendo of beauty, and sent it ringing back to his

listeners. He made them realize the essential meaning of song; he tumbled

their emotions into a pattern of vague but enthralling magic which lifted

them to a pitch of clarivoyance. When he stopped, they fell off into nothing'

ness, and they clamored for more. He sang an Irish song and a Victor Herbert

piece, and each time the wonder happened, and each time we were newly

astounded. Even then the audience didn't want him to leave, but three was

enough. In a minute he came over to us, grinning. Another tap dancer was

on the floor.

"They just told me they're going to make me M. C next week," he said.

"Boy," said Fischer seriously. "I hate to admit it, but you sure can

sing. I haven't heard anything like it since before the war."

"Yeah," said Charlie. "You ought to get some place with a voice like

that."

"I'm happy," I said, "but I still don't believe it."

He grinned again and brought us beer. A drunk and a blonde were

sitting a few tables away from us; the girl held up two fingers. Al nodded

and went back to the bar.

"Man, he sure could sing," said Fischer. "I tell you, he sounded like

John McCormick and I never heard anyone I liked better than him." He
shook his head slowly. "Man!"

"I wonder if he will get anywhere," I said, "or will he keep on being

too smart for himself?"

"He ought to," said Charlie. "By God, he's good!"
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He came back with two double whiskeys on a tray. When he reached

the table he suddenly slipped and spilled the drinks all over the girl's dress.

"What the hell you doing?
1

'' she screamed in a cheap high nasal, jumping

up and drowning out the taps. Then you could hear them again but every'

one was watching Al and the blonde.

"I'm really awfully sorry," said Al.

The drunk got up, his fists clenched. "No one can do that to Arlene

and get away with it!" he shouted. Especially no damn pukey little two-bit

tenor like you!" Before he could lurch forward Al hit him, hard, flush on the

jaw and he went down. The blonde screamed. The band stopped playing

and the dancer looked distressed. The crowd had gathered around and a

big Greek was pushing his way through.

"Get out of here!" he bellowed. "You've caused about enough trouble

and now you're done! And I'll see to it that you never get another job

around here, too. Now get out and don't come back!" But he was too mad

to stop at shouting and he took a wild swing at Al. Then Fischer did one of

those sudden, strange things that he'd never explain. It wasn't a hammer

blow, his fist was scarcely clenched, but it set the Greek on his back and kept

him there for a minute.

I grabbed Al. "Come on with us," I said. Nobody tried to stop us on

our way out; they'd seen what Fischer did to the Greek. The night was

silent and the sound of the Ford was good. When we were almost home

Fischer spoke for the first time. "What are you going to do now?"

"I don't know," said the boy. "I suppose I'll go back home. There's a

place back there where the boss wants me to be M. C." He wasn't hopeless,

but he sounded tired and a little afraid.

"You sure can sing," said Fischer.

That was all except for the good-byes and good lucks. He said it again

when we were back in front of the restaurant. The neon sign was still

burning and the street was empty. "That boy sure could sing."

"You bet he could," said Charlie.

We never saw him again. Before the end of the week a terrific thunder-

storm broke the heat wave.
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What to do for that jaded feeling

The Taxi Ride
Or, How I Bravely Faced Death

WILLIAM H. REAVES

NEVER again! I will not ride in another taxi. I had rather be

trampled underfoot by the mild—in comparison—stampeding of

the angry subway herd than to have my hair prematurely whitened

by a short taxi ride. Once again I have narrowly avoided an early and oh

!

so untimely a death, riding in one of these infernal machines, a sport to be

indulged in by only the most ardent daredevils, fatalists and would'be

suicides. Last year, after kind Providence had seen me through five such

rides with merely inch'deep scalp wounds, four teeth missing and a chronic

heart ailment, I vowed that I would test Fate no longer. But again, only

yesterday, with the devil-may-care spirit of youth, I toyed with Destiny

and entrusted myself to the omnipresent mercy and compassion of the Gods.

I rode! As I entered the door I abandoned all hope. With the same gallant

toss of the head that characterized my Forefathers when they went to fight

the wicked Redskins, I got in. I closed my eyes and breathed a short fervent

prayer. I determined to keep my eyes closed. I know the trick well, having

made use of it, in a milder way, of course, on sky rides, cable cars, airplanes,

behind drunken drivers and on the occasion of other such comparatively

unsensational and vapid thrills. I decided to affect a callous indifference to

the groans and panic-stricken screams of scattered pedestrians who had been

unable to avoid our death'dealing machine. I would disregard utterly the

sickening jolts as we hit other cars. Fortunately a cleverly hidden radio

(you could occupy yourself pleasantly for hours trying to find it, in a vain

endeavour to turn it off) completely drowned out the insidious ticking of

the meter; a thing which usually fascinates me, like a Boa Constrictor. My
gaze is always riveted on this machine when I taxi, I can't tear it away.

The full realization of man's frailty and of the horrors of the machine age

comes to me only when I see that wretched meter ticking away with the

same grim, onward, relentless movement of a field of molten lava. But I

must stop. I could spend whole days, as my long-suffering friends will too
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readily attest, expounding gruesome theories on, "How Taxi Meters, Like

Cankers, Can Eat Away Our Minds."

The first sport on the program (the driver had an ability amounting

to Genius in devising them), was racing to make stops signs. When we
missed these we stopped with a jerk which snapped my neck much too

suddenly. This happened again as the car behind hit us. My contortions

on the back seat must have presented an amazing spectacle to those fortunate

beings clustered in safety on the sidewalks.

To annoy and surprise another cabby who had become, so my driver

thought, too obstreperous, we made a pretense of turning right, then swung

completely around to the left. It did surprise the other. I must confess that,

for a moment, the manoeuvre had me baffled, too. Once again the neck'

jerking process was applied. My! How those two did enjoy cutting each

other off and launching surprise attacks. I may be dull, but I do think that

taxi-drivers have an exalted sense of humour, to say nothing of the utter

distortion of their values. These two had been having a jolly time playing,

but now the amusement seemed to pall upon them. My driver began to

swear. Although no authority on the subject myself, I must confess that

I believe a connoisseur would have torn his hair with delight over some

of the words spoken by my driver. Not that I mean to belittle the efforts of

the other man. He proved himself to be very competent. Then our bump-

ers caught. The drivers got out, unhooked bumpers, exchanged names and

blows and away we went. The z,est of combat sated, my driver became gay

and reckless. He began window-shopping. Window-shopping is, I admit,

a delightful occupation in which I often indulge. But, being a thorough

reactionary, I do not think that one can propel an automobile and window-

shop at the same time. Suddenly I espied a truck turning around in our

path. I attempted to shout, but could only force a peculiar clucking noise

with my tongue. The driver, hearing this, turned to determine the source

of these queer sounds. The look of utter horror and despair written on my
face startled him into looking forward. I, in my turn, was busy hurriedly

recalling my past life. Surely I wasn't to be taken in this, my early youth.

I thought of the evil things I had done and hastily repented of them. I

thought of the good things I could do and determined to do them tomorrow,

if there were a tomorrow, that is. Scenes of my sweet, innocent childhood

drifted before me. All gone now! I sighed. A heavy, sad sigh. But we
stopped! My face was neatly mashed against the glass partition. I was

in an awfully queer position on the floor, my head being where my legs
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should be, as were my legs! When the driver discovered that the uproar

was only caused by my slipping off the seat and not by another cab hitting

us from behind, he glared at the slightly dazed truck driver and again we
sallied forth. I struggled hastily to a kneeling position and prayed with an

heartfelt sincerity that should have placated any Deific Power.

Apparently it did some good. The rest of the journey was almost rest'

ful. We neatly clipped a couple of jay-walkers, giving the poor souls life-

long dyspepsia, I've no doubt. We made an extremely fancy and intricate

design dodging in an out among the El posts. It was especial fun because

we never looked to see whether or not anything was coming from the

other lanes. A merry game which, I must say, even in my apathetic state,

rather unsettled me. As I got out I looked with awe and respect at this man

who had taken that jaded feeling out of life. He not only underwent, but

he perpetrated this sort of thing many times a day. I gave him a liberal

Pourboire. He needed it. So did I

!

Current Topic
(Running commentary in simple Attic verse)

WILLIAM B. KRIEBEL

Barclay brawls

Sha\e the halls

While the burning concern

In entry one

Is to \eep the fanatical

Rats in the attic

From having so damned much noisy fun.
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The glamor and the reality of the tropics

Summer in Honduras

RICHARD S. BOWMAN

THERE is something about the tropics which will get you," they

said, "something which will steal into your heart like fog into a towel

or sunshine into a rock, invisibly, yet sensually and inevitably, so that

without realizing it you will find when you leave that you will always long

to go back."

Four years have passed since I spent that summer in Honduras, a day

laborour at the Lancetilla Plant Experiment Station of the Tela Railroad

Company, subsidiary of the United Fruit Company. I still laugh when people

talk about the "tropics getting in your blood," because it is such a trite and

sentimental way of expressing something which is so obvious to most of the

world. You can get maudlin about the tropics most anytime without

startling anybody, as witness Halliburton, Hollywood, and long rows of

musty brown books on the shelves of libraries and secondhand book stores

all over the country.

And yet I laugh wistfully, for in spite of myself this thing is in my
blood, and needs only the sound of a marimba, a few words intoned in lazy

soft Central American Spanish, or the smell of raffia in a Mexican hat to

flare up, feverish and longing. What is it? Why is it? I don't know.

Unless it is the tempo of life, expressed in things small and uninten-

tional . . . At 11 o'clock we are to eat lunch. I ask a native worker,

"What time is it?" His eyes lift instinctively to the sun and he tells me
what I should have known myself, if my mind had not been cluttered with

thoughts of time in terms of watches, clocks, and meters. This is one picture

which flashes again and again into my mind. His bare feet, calloused an inch

thick, worn and fissured in places, and crusted with dirt, seem to grow

right out of the earth like a Gauguin Tahitian. His shirt and trousers, so
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old and tattered that they seem of no origin or color, are so much a part

of him that they do not represent a higher stage in civilization than his

nakedness. He rests on his hoe, a position somehow much more character'

istic than if he were to pull great furrows into the soil. He rests in a state

of suspension between labor done and labor to be done, the earth at his

feet, his eyes lifted to the sun, a brown Honduran embodiment of David as he

sings the 121st psalm, save that for him Lord and hills and sun are one.

If you wonder what he is perhaps thinking as he stands there, he

will turn your question with a slow smile, a shrug, and a "Si, como no?"

("Yes, why not?") Everything is either possible or impossible. If it has

happened, then it is possible, and if it hasn't happened, it still might—
como no? One can only wait, and meanwhile the sun will shine and the

rainy season will come, and night will fall quicker than your mind can follow

it, and bananas are much better if you wait till they're ripe than if you pick

them green. If the monkeys are howling in the hills it will rain late in the

afternoon, but the sun will return and dry you off.

To free life of its complexities and cares and sink into such a complacent

inevitable Rousseau'like existence for a few months is a wonderful experience,

but it either stullifies or dissatisfies the "eternal northern urge to activity."

It is probably because this life is so impossible that we yearn so after it.

My memory of that summer is not of one long continuous experience,

but rather of a series of flashes, of those moments when the siren of the

tropics lowered her fan and I gaz,ed for a brief instant into her eyes. Every

night in the tropics is a romantic night. Romance is nascent in the soft,

damp air. The moonbeams are too gentle, the ocean is too warm, the palms

bend too tenderly their tossing plumes, not like upright warrior pines, the

cadence of the marimba is too soporific, the very faces are too brown, to

intrude upon the night's dreamy spell.

It was on such a night that I first glimpsed the siren. I stood alone in

the middle of a vast banana plantation, like a pygmy in an immense corn-

field. In the distance faint shadows of the mountains traced themselves-

Near me a windmill leaned against the sky, trembling ever so slightly in the

night air. It was loading night, and here and there trains rumbled com'

fortably down toward the port. And all along the horizon the lightning

streaked against this vastness, softness and blackness, and I knew that she

was flashing her bright eyes in the night.

Then there was one Saturday, a pay'night, when I stood and looked

over at the native town. Money was pouring from their pockets, aguardiente
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was flowing down their throats, and the whole town seethed like an ant'

hill when you kick off the top. Now and then the clamour was broken by

a gun-shot or one yelling voice pitched a little higher than the others. She

was on a wild Bacchanalia this night

!

On the day when one of the men remarked as we rose from the dinner

table, "That monkey wasn't so bad,
11

I felt as if I had been at last accepted

by her, to have eaten a whole meal of monkey without the slightest jolt to

my existence. And soon to that came bread-fruit, mangoes, toucan, iguana

and plaintain. The meat all tasted as a matter of fact quite the same: like

second-grade American stew meat highly seasoned and a little musty.

It was still another mood of hers that I learned to know when we rode

our mules one time past a section of banana farm where the whole crop had

been knocked flat against the ground by a high wind in what is known as a

"blow-down." She had turned, like the hot Latin woman that she is, and

slapped him she loved best.

I could feel, too, her resentment as I watched the loading one night.

Cold northern lovers come, pluck the fruits in her garden, and people eat

them, feeling nothing of the romance they represent. Colorlessly the

waitress asks, "Would you like an apple or a banana?"

However, when I saw a native funeral, I realized that she was perhaps

more amused than resentful at northern intrusions. A dump truck and a

shipment of trumpets and saxophones, all imported from the United States,

played prominent roles in the service. The dump truck served as a bier,

and with the instruments and music which accompanied them they had

formed a native band, which ambled on behind, blaring "Where is my
wandering boy tonight?"

Life seems somehow more joyously elemental when your day starts with

the rising sun and ends when the sun plunges down into darkness at night.

Our day began at 5:30 A. M. when Blanco crept down the hall banging

savagely on a battered pan. We arose with great difficulty, wiped the mist off

the mirror, shaved, showered, and dressed in our damp clothes, for although

the temperature had been down to 70° during the night, the humidity

was now about 100. By 6:30 we had breakfasted and were in the fields, and
a party of Purdue scientists who were living at the Station would be off for

the day to shoot, stuff and catalogue birds.

Lancetilla Experiment Station was established by the United Fruit

Company about three miles up the valley from the port of Tela on the hot

humid northeast coast of Honduras. More varieties of plant life can be
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grown here than anywhere else in the world, according to their survey. Their

purpose was to experiment with various species of bananas and the diseases

to which they are subject, and to determine the potential commercial values

of other crops.

Our staff consisted of a young German, another American, who had

completed his third year of study in agriculture at the University of Florida,

and myself. Under us we had a crew of Indians from the Punjab province

in India. They are good workers and intelligent, and have slowly filtered

into Central America, being awarded positions in preference to the lazy

natives. They wore red turbans, and constantly jabbered a staccato Indian

jargon. One of them was of a lower caste, and even there in Honduras had

to squat on the ground to eat while the others sat on a bench at the table.

Some nights when I walked past their shack I would hear an old phonograph

wheezing a weird piece which some one of them had brought over from

India. An oboe-like instrument shrilled on and on at a maddening high pitch

with no apparent melody and suddenly ended when I wasn't expecting it.

I was told that it was a love song.

The Experiment Station still possessed the remnants of a snake farm,

from which venom had formerly been shipped to some Philadelphia con-

cern, which injected it in horses to manufacture antivenim. A young

armadillo, mountain lion, sloth, or pisote would often be found caged

there, and altogether Lancetilla was a favorite excursion point for

Great White Fleet tourists, who had time to kill at Tela while the boat

loaded bananas. We would hospitably show them around the station,

though for most employees the company motto had been perverted to

"Every banana a guest, every passenger a pest.
11

Somebody would usually

place a stick on a barba amarilla (fer-de-lance) and with great swagger and

bravado seize the deadly snake behind the neck between thumb and fore-

finger. The tourists would shudder while its red-forked tongue darted in

and out past its bared fangs. One time the German was a little too blase

in the performance, and instead of casting it away with a nervous quick

flick he let it drop carelessly, and as it fell it looked to some as if one fang had

just barely grazed past his hand, ever so faintly. The German guffawed at

the idea, and held his hand up to show that there was no mark on it. Fifteen

minutes later the curator returned and one of the tourists told him of the

narrow escape. Instead of producing the expected smile of relief, the news

jolted him like a mallet blow on his skull. He dissolved suddenly into a

(Continued on page 47)
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A story of mood

Conversation in Mexico City

W. D. HALSEY, JR.

IN
A small cafe near the Paseo Del Correo the two men were seated,

watching an Indian woman cooking tortillas across the street.

"Tequila?" asked Lucian.

"Yeah, with water," said Steve.

A small Mexican boy slid off a mule, lifting little geysers of dust with

his bare feet. The electric sign on a nearby theatre regularly blinked its

message of "Greta Garbo y John Gilbert." Anno Domini, 1928, and Coolidge

and Tunney held twin seats in heaven.

"How're the states?" inquired Lucian.

"Liquor's awful. Every lousy souse in New York is making millions."

"We brought in a gusher two weeks ago. Plenty of oil, but nobody in

New York seems to know whether we can get it out of the country. So

Phil and I just sit out in that desert waiting for the Mexicans to decide if

they want the damn country themselves, or if they should give it to Socony'

Vacuum."

Two soldiers and a limousine conducted a brightly uniformed mustache

down the street at an outrageous speed. The waiter brought the drinks to

the table, sloppily spilling them on the tray.

"Lin was in Charleston when I came through," said Steve.

"See her?"

"What the hell, Lou?"

"I thought you two were still pretty good friends. You know—inteh

ligent, civilized people who can't make a go of it and part with the best of

feelings."

"We didn't 'part.' I couldn't stand her family and she couldn't stand

my cracks so we just fought until she got sick of it and walked out."

"I think you're lucky. Until I saw them I didn't believe God and the

law of averages would allow that many louses in a single family."

"Don't talk about it any more. You sound like Dorothy Dix. What the
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hell have happiness and contentment or whatever you're thinking of got

to do with being in love?"

"Sure, I know. Seen any good rights?"

"No, there isn't anybody left since Dempsey. Just a bunch of scientists

trying to outwait each other."

"You won't get anything down here. They get a lot of punch-drunk

left-overs who can't even see each other and try to make people think they're

good."

The mustache came back up the street in a tremendous hurry. The
woman with the tortillas cursed him for the dust he raised.

"Who's that guy?" asked Steve.

"Just a local general. They all drive like that now. This country's

getting ripe for another blow-up."

"What's wrong now?"

"Too many men on top and not enough graft to go around. We're so

far from town we have to drive twenty miles to get a beer, but three different

generals have us spotted for regular contributions. Somebody '11 get hoggish

and pull the plug in a little while."

"Who's that blond girl across the street? She's pretty good looking."

"Yeah. She's in the British Consulate. Want to meet her?"

"Not now."

"Anything you say."

"She looks like Lin, doesn't she?" said Steve.

The girl glanced over and smiled at Lucian. It was a British smile—

-

fresh and frigid.

"Lin wouldn't have done that. She'd have come over for a drink and

a smoke," Steve remarked.

"She's an American."

"Her father's English."

"Don't quibble."

"I don't want to think about her anyhow. That's all over."

"Sure."

"Let's go somewhere else. I'm going to get plastered to celebrate my
happiness at being free. Sure, I'm happy as a bird—like hell."
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THE ARTS
Ode to an Oldtimer

WILLIAM S. KINNEY, JR.

I
AM completely disgusted with the way Hollywood has been treating

the Western movies during the last year or two. The disgust is to a

certain extent personal, I'll have to admit, but it has further reverbera-

tions. For these celluloid epics are turning the youth of the nation soft;

they are making him much too conscious of his appearance and of his little

romance with the freckle-faced girl who sits next to him at school; and more

than that they are turning him into a crooner, about the most hideous fate

imaginable for an old and faithful follower of the Tom Mix-Hoot Gibson-Bob

Steele school.

If you have followed developments in the Western field, you have

certainly become conscious of the rise of many new stars and the fadeout of

many of the old. First a gentleman named Gene Autry appeared on the

scene, hailed as a renovator of a classic spirit, hailed as something new and

something extremely satisfying. And what did Gene Autry do? He sang! He
sang love songs and songs of the melancholy Western night, and between his

singing he, in lackadaisical fashion, took time off to capture somebody who
was ruining his girl's ranch. There, too, was another difference. In at least

75 per cent of his pictures, there hasn't been one good, solid, smashing fist

fight lasting more than thirty seconds -Gene depends almost exclusively

on his six-gun, and all there is to a fight is its drawing (about one-fifth as fast

as it was done five years ago) and the drawling of three words, "Stick 'em

up!'
1

That's the climax. After that he can jump off to marry the girl;

he deserves it, though, for he's spent entirely too much time courting her.

If Mix or Gibson or Steele should stick his face around the corner of the ranch

house, Autry, guitar and all, would be finished in the space of two minutes.

They didn't say things in the old days - they did them.

There's another point that's discouraging to the oldtimer, and ter-

rifically dangerous to the lad who's just being introduced to hadland

villainy—and that is this comrade stuff. Every heroic singing cowboy
simply must have one pal, but usually it's two, always with him and hanging
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on to his every word. In the first place, that's a strong indication of the

trend of American life, the spirit of regimentation. No longer is there room

for initiative or for spur-of-the-minute action, which almost always turns

out for the best. Now, inspired by Washington, we've got to have a con'

ference and an airing of individual views and a mathematical deduction

about the best course to take. But it's even worse than that. Take a look

at some of the pals. Gene's are complete nonentities, they may be dis-

carded ; two of the Three Mesquiters are absolute simpering asses, untutored

Mischa Auers; and Tex Ritter's are the sorriest-looking, dumbest-acting,

hopelessly inane creatures that this world has ever seen. They can't do

anything right. If they drive a nail, they invariably hit their thumb; if they

are told to deliver a message to the governor, they hand it over to his door-

man, who is in cahoots with the rustler baron; if they are sent to spy on the

crook they land up either in his hands or in jail. And what will American

youth's reaction to that be? American youth, tutored in regimentation,

will be simply delighted at the prospect of being a pal of one of these guitar-

strumming Romeos who can't draw a gun in less than three seconds; he will

from the very beginning be satisfied to follow the leader ; he will not demand

as his birthright the inborn power to get ahead in the world. And he will

grow to become part of a sadly degenerated populace.

Consider the old style for a minute. Its prime virtue was its absolute

insistence upon the best in American manhood, upon rugged individualism,

upon the healthy, active brain in the healthy, active body. You simply

couldn't escape from it; it was a beautiful formula. And its result was

to give you a type of entertainment which was complete relaxation and

complete refreshment. From the dusty, crowded, sordid street with its

smells of automobile exhaust and human flesh, and from the rush and hurry

and psychological ills of the modern world, you could drop in on a Western

every now and then for inspiration. For there everything was fine and

clean and clear-cut; there was the open air and the beautiful girl and the

hero you always wanted to be; there was the standardized plot whose

chief interest was in how good a fight you were going to get and what sort

of quick-trigger thinking was going to turn the tables. Everything else

was known in advance. There wasn't a single villain in the space of years

who didn't have a large, black, forbidding mustache and massive biceps.

There wasn't a single hero who wasn't the ultimate in all of the best traits of

mankind; there wasn't a single heroine who wouldn't make the perfect

mother. Even the scenery was the same. In every Universal Western
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there was one curious-shaped hillock bordering a swirling river, with one

tree halfway up the land side. Whether the locale was Mexico, old Cali'

fornia, or Colorado, you had that hill. It was a most remarkable piece of

landscape.

Those boys could use their heads, too. I remember Hoot Gibson in a

little affair entitled Points West. Hoot had a tough time locating the dirty

crooks, and when he did he found at least a dozen in a mountain shack,

all of them drooling with rifles and other assorted hardware. Hoot was alone.

What should he do? First, he used his eagle eyes, and all he saw was

rocks and pine trees and a rainbarrel. But wait a minute ! In that rainbarrel

wasa piece of hose, used, I suppose, for watering the lawn. Now Hoot's brain

began to function. He gave a silent whoop of joy, picked up the hose, put

one end of it in front of the open doorway of the shack and lugged the other

with him to the rear window. Then he shouted, "Hands up!" into it; the

noise seemed to come from the front and all the robbers turned that way to

get the dirty skunk. Whereupon Hoot jumped in the rear window and got

them all covered. There was a magnificent fight before the episode was

over, too.

I must confess that I was deluded once, though. Our local opera

house, aptly named the Mozart, advertised one Saturday that a star of

some small proportions whose name was Buffalo Bill or Kit Carson or Bob

Custer or something patriotic like that would appear in person at each

show. Hundreds of us jammed the place, and eventually the great moment
arrived. The manager came out in a frayed tuxedo and gave a lofty intro-

duction to the rising young star and said that he was honored and his theatre

was honored and the city was honored to have him there. Then the hero

stepped up, all resplendent in a gorgeous cowboy uniform which made us

green with envy. For a moment he looked down at the floor, then kicked

at a footlight or two, and finally set his face with determination and spoke.

"It sure was a great trill bein' brought up in old Wyoming and I ain't never

fergot de trills I uster have on de old ranch. Den in Hollywood—." He
went on and on, but I didn't hear a word. I have never been more humiliated

in my life. The man was an Italian

!

That was the only occasion, however, and it wasn't long before I was
back in the fold to stay until these songbirds came along. The most dis-

couraging part of it is that the plots of their pictures are all complex and

tangled and the villains don't have mustaches and refuse to leer, just to

confound you. You can't get in the spirit of the things. You may try, and
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think you're approaching the point of success, but at the crucial moment the

hero starts to sing off-key and through his nose, or he takes three seconds to pull

his gun, or he sends the villain to the floor with the most sickly, the softest

blow that true cowboy ever threw. And finally you become cynical, and

when you emerge into the city street you feel worse than you did when you

entered the theatre and you want to throttle the first bearded person you see

in an attempt to get back into the swing of things.

The situation reached its absolute nadir this very evening. I picked

up the Public Ledger, and hurried through its movie programs to see if by some

miracle I might catch 39 Steps, or The Wedding Night, and soon I came to

the advertisement of the Clearfield Theatre. Brazenly that home of culture

announced as its feature attraction, Tex Ritter in Tex Rides With the Boy

Scouts. Now can't you picture that little scene? Tex, his ghastly compan-

ions, and hundreds of boy scouts are trudging slowly along a mountain

trail (they're never in a hurry any more) and suddenly they all stop as Tex

pulls out the old guitar and whales away at "My Little Buckaroo," gazing

with wide-eyed admiration and awe at this spawn of the West, this

crassly sophisticated person who dishes mechanical slush to the prairie

dogs every evening. Can't you imagine American youth following that

sort of an ideal?

What makes me even sadder is that you can't find anything else any-

more. Look at the marquee of your favorite cheap theatre. Does it blazon

forth the name of Mix, or Maynard, or Gibson, or Steele, or Tyler? No, it

does not. Today the hero is Autry, Ritter, Foran, The Three Mesquiters,

Livingston, or somebody of that crew. You can't find peace any more. The

world is too hard, too sophisticated. The pioneer virtues have fled. Who
wants to go to South America?



BOOKS
At last—good boo\s for a quarter!

The Three Seals

H. M. HENDERSON, JR.

AVERY modern sounding and on-its-toes firm seems to be the

Modern Age Books, Inc. They are responsible for that little

flurry in the trade this fall, the Blue, Gold, and Red Seal Books,

which sell for the amazing prices of twenty-five, thirty-five, and seventy-

five cents each. The fact of the books' cheapness naturally raises all sorts

of questions, not only about the books themselves, but about their effects

on the reading public.

Reactions of men interested in general education seem uniformly

favorable. Jerome Davis, President of the American Federation of Teachers,

says "By publishing the best books at the best possible price you are making

a contribution to education for democracy which is incalculable." Upton

Sinclair, long the outstanding spokesman for social reform in this country,

approves thus: "If your plan for publishing had been started thirty-six

years ago, you would have been the publisher of all my fifty-eight books."

What, then, are the Modern Age Books? We let them speak for them-

selves. The establishment "was organized in the belief that the time had

come to introduce large-scale production and distribution, with their vast

economies, into book publishing.
1

'' The quaint name they affix to their books

offers the comic relief of an otherwise serious undertaking. Evidently out to

ingratiate themselves with a public that understands humor better than

anything else, they have hit upon the idea of taking for their books a colophon

composed of those "antic and wise animals, whose only unhappy trait seems

to be a fondness for eating penguins.
1

'' This is probably not a crack at the

Penguin Books of England, but it suggests a comparison of the Seal Books

with them and the various other inexpensive sets that have been published

in the past.

It will be noted that Penguin, Tauchnitz, Albatross, Modern Library, and

Boni Books, despite their undeniable cheapness, have never reached a really
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great reading public. Indeed, the paper covered Boni Books, selling for

fifty cents and comprising a goodly quantity of both worthwhile and com'

paratively popular titles, languished, and were soon forced out of print for

lack of sales. The Modern Age Books feel they have surmounted the diffi-

culty by appealing to the general public, not exclusively through fiction

and belles-lettres but by a liberal dose of current events and an occasional

mystery story.

Another factor, and not a small one, is the almost ludicrous inexpensive-

ness of the books. Many people, even those of means, have felt that from

$2.50 to $5.00 is a great deal too much to pay for a book, however decorative

and well printed. Now these sensible persons, and, in addition, those who
cannot afford the usual prices, may obtain for twenty-five cents and a fair

amount of discrimination really good reading. This economy is made possible

by the fact that Seal Books are issued in batches of one hundred thousand,

enabling the publishers to offer them for about a third as much as other

cheap editions, issued by the measly thousand.

Clever salesmanship will also go far to popularize the Seal Books.

Bethinking themselves of the millions of magazines sold monthly for as

much and more than these paper books, the publishers have decided to

employ the same outlet, namely, the drug store and the newsstand. Now no

one can fail to notice them. A final and most important feature in the

publication of Seal Books is the fact that they, unlike all their rivals in the

cheap book field, are not exclusively reprints. Indeed, the majority are

brand-new books. How the novelty of a book has anything to do with its

essential worth, we do not know. But the fact remains, that most "intelli-

gent
1
' adults in the country are never quite so happy as when they can buy

and discuss a new book. Modern Age Books offer, among others, The United

States: A Graphic History, by Hacker, Modly and Taylor, a special cloth-

bound edition of which will be published by Random House this fall; and

Ton Have Seen Their Faces, by Erskine Caldwell and Margaret Bourke-White,

which will be offered soon in a de luxe $5.00 edition by the Viking Press.

Modern Age Books, while not the first to get the idea of selling books cheaply,

seem about to be the first to actually sell them. In the first few weeks after

their appearance, Seal Books sold out a first edition of 100,000 in New York

City.

Will the unprecedented number of sales be maintained after the novelty

wears off? Just how much will these books be appreciated? We can only

hazard guesses. We cannot determine exactly what kind of market Modern
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Age is after, much less predict the appeal. In one breath they offer us

Men Who Lead Labor and Murder Strides Three and with another admonish

us "pour prendre conge: send your hostess a herd of Seals." Some of the

books, such as those of Gide and Bolitho, seem a little too much for the.

laborer. Yet, it will be retorted that there is enough trash on the market

now, without adding to the congestion.

Most of the titles now on the market sound fairly stimulating and cer-

tainly cover a wide enough range, including fiction, biography, history,

travel, children's books, and the mystery stories. Some of the more im-

portant books are: From Spanish Trenches, eye witness accounts of goings

on there compiled by Marcel Acier; Men Who Lead Labor, "ten candid

biographies ... of labor's leaders and misleaders," by Bruce Minton and

John Stuart; and The Labor Spy Racket, a condensation and analysis, by

Leo Hubermann, of the La Follette Civil Liberties hearings.

Also in the field of economics is a title we have on our desk, The United

States: A Graphic History. The fact, which we noted before, that this

is to be brought out soon in a special edition by Random House should

indicate its importance. It is an unusual history, presenting a bird's eye,

but by no means incomplete, view of the political, social, and economic

development of the country. This is accomplished largely by means of some

seventy-five pictorial statistical charts which are not at all as dry as they

sound. Another timely book, timely, that is, when this went to press, is

La Guardia: An Unauthorized Biography by Jay Franklin. Such vital stuff

is it, and so unauthorized, that, on our receiving it, we noticed that two
passages had been in most dramatic fashion.

In the way of reprints, after all this fiery, up-to-the-minute, controversial

matter, are Travels in the Congo by Andre Gide, Twelve Against the Gods

by William Bolitho, Saroyan's Daring Toung Man, Mr. Weston s Good

Wine by T. F. Powys, and a novel by Morley Callaghan, They Shall Inherit

the Earth.

All these books, while naturally not the most durable ones on the

market, are not flimsy, are printed on satisfactory paper, and have attractive

wrappers designed by Robert Josephy . Many of them include indices, charts,

line drawings, and half-tones, and a few have four-color illustrations. De-

finitely, they are worth the price.

But now that these books are placed within the means of practically

every one, will every one buy them? The material is surely not "difficult,"

it makes every effort to be concise, modern, and readable. Theoretically
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there is no reason why every adult in the country should not benefit by

them. Actually, however, we doubt whether the Three Seals will ever

approach magazine popularity. Inertia, of course, is the reason. We do

not enjoy being modishly cynical, but experience gives us no room for any

hopes of country'wide intellectual burgeoning as yet. The T^ew Republic

does not entirely agree with us. "Certainly the spread of high school and

college education in America has produced a big new audience. Certainly

that audience has not yet acquired the habit of buying books. If Modern
Age Books can give them the habit, through their amazingly low price, then

they will have done something that the regular publishers have scarcely

attempted.'" The T^ew Republic admits the possibility that the masses may
be given the habit. We hope they may be.

THE DEVIL AND DANIEL WEBSTER, by Stephen Vincent Benet

Reviewed by William N. Fraleigh

People have frequently sold their souls to the devil in the good old

Faustus style. A surprising number of these infernal transactions have

occurred in New England—witness any history of American colonial days.

And there has always come a time of reckoning, when the poor lost soul of

the sinner has struggled in vain against its master. There has probably

never appeared a champion to defend any of these unfortunates as Daniel

Webster came to defend Jabez Stone. Jabez, wearied by misfortune, had

signed with blood pricked from his finger'tip a contract with Mr. Scratch.

His hard luck ceased. But then as the time of the contract's maturity grew

near, Jabez hated to think of fulfilling his part of the bargain—giving up his

soul. He sought the help of Daniel Webster, the proud son of New England,

who would stop all his other business to help a fellow New England man in

distress. Daniel's chief asset was his voice, which he could ring like a bell

or boom like a cannon. Indeed, like Hendrick Hudson and his men's bowling

in the Catskills, "every time there's a thunderstorm around Marshfield, they

say you can hear his rolling voice in the hollows of the sky." Jabez Stone's

was Daniel's hardest case. The jury was made up of the devil's men, and

the judge was a scoundrel, too. Other times when Daniel had spoken,
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"stars and stripes came right out in the sky.' In Jabez Stone's trial he thun'

dered against an atmosphere of mysterious blue smoke and the burning eyes

of his adversaries. It all looked pretty discouraging for Jabez; Stone, but

Daniel had taken another swig of Jabezfs whiskey and proclaimed: "I never

left a jug or a case half finished in my life!""' He finished the case all right,

and the jug, too, and a mighty fine job he made of both. "They say that

whenever the devil comes near Marshfield, even now, he gives it a wide

berth. And he hasn't been seen in the state of New Hampshire from that

day to this. I'm not talking about Massachusetts or Vermont.

"

With ease and New England raciness of style, Mr. Benet tells this story.

It first appeared in the Saturday Evening Post, and now Farrar and Rinehart

present it in book form as an American classic. The present edition is

cleverly illustrated in black and white by Harold Denison. Like Rip Van
Winkle and The Headless Horseman, The Devil and Daniel Webster combines

a good yarn with true folklore. Also Benet has done a clever thing in being

both amusing and serious at the same time, for, despite the lightness of his

theme, he has captured much of the spirit of New England and the per'

sonality of Daniel Webster. He expresses a love of country which appeals

to the patriotism of the reader. The story is best read aloud. Phrases from

it will stick in your mind like lines of great poetry.

THE RUNNING OF THE DEER, by Dan Wickenden

Reviewed by David R. Wilson

The sensitivity of an adolescent is the theme, along with several minor

themes, of another novel, Dan Wickenden's The Running of the Deer. I may
say at the very outset that I do not think Mr. Wickenden has quite brought

it off, although the opinion of the critical gentry has been almost uniform

:

that it is a "praiseworthy first novel." The book is consistently and surely

written, but slight
—

"thin" I hesitate to call it. The Times man says of it

"To read it is to delight in the book's inner joy and wonder before the shimmer and the

tang of everyday life."

Maybe so, but fresh from a reading of Europa in Limbo I find it difficult to

have much sympathy with the "shimmer and the tang of everyday life.'
1

''
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To be sure, the author handles his people with much understanding and more

warmth, but all of the characters are so nearly banal and dull that I am not

sure it is worth the trouble. The story, just to prove that I have read the

book as well as the blurb on its jacket, concerns a typical middle'dass family

who live in one of the crackerbox suburbs of Long Island. In that they

reflect the insecurity, the bewilderment, and the living from day to day of a

white-collar family, this book is rather superior Sombre Spirit of the Thirties

stuff. Mel Thrace, the adolescent and the problem boy of the Thrace family,

is Not Ordinary, and it is to the delineation of Mel and his artistic soul (he

wants to paint) that Mr. Wickenden gives his best effort. The other char-

acters, his father Arnold, his mother, his mysterious Uncle Christopher

who turns up from California just in time to save the family fortunes after

Arnold has lost his editorial job, his occasionally amusing aunt, his de-

pressingly normal brother Fred, are all quite conventional and unalarming.

But it is with the sadly inept dialogue, of which fortunately there

is little, most of the writing being subjective and quite successful, that

I have the greatest quarrel. I don't quote at random, but I quote:

"No, sir," said Mr. Winkler, "no, sir, Arnold, haven't seen you around in a long time.

Guess you don't get out much at night, huh? Well, there aren't many nights I sit home, and

that's a fact. Take last night, now—I was playing bridge until the wee small hours, as they

say. We had a few drinks—Mrs. Winkler, she likes to drink, too—and around one o'clock,

there, I was feeling pretty good. Mrs. Winkler tells me I'm a riot when I've had a few."

That is a very feeble imitation of what Sinclair Lewis did so well for

all time; since his work it has become a cliche, and thus very dangerous

ground to attempt.

It is, then, the sum of my impression that the person who goes to this

book with any sort of critical attitude will find it rot, but one who has

modest expectations will be mildly rewarded.
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Summer in Honduras
(Continued from page 34)

mass of energy. He rushed for the German, seized his hand, held it up to the

light and scrutinized it carefully : the most imperceptible of slight scratches

seemed suggested on the back of his hand. His face flashed dismay, and

now everybody was generating energy. The hospital at Tela was called.

The doctor was dubious whether he could be saved, for a real bite can be fatal

in 20 minutes but we rushed him in on the only vehicle we possessed, a

flat-car with a motor-cycle engine which we used on the spur'track running

out to Lancetilla. It was almost an hour after the bite before he received

injections and adequate medical treatment. He recovered miraculously

after several days in the hospital.

Such a day was, however, very much a highlight of existence at Lance-

tilla, and to compensate for it there were many long routinish days of cutting

suckers and vines off the coffee, cacao and citrus trees, trimming hedges of

hibiscus and bougainvillea, budding countless species of imported roses onto

native stocks, and fertilizing and gathering data on the collection of banana

plants, one of the most complete in the world. One day we spent tramping

through the jungle digging up royal palm seedlings, which had to be planted

in pots and later set out. Planting in pots meant work in a large grove of

bamboo—which grew terrifyingly thick and fast, as much as 1J^ feet a day

—

cutting down the huge bending tubes, and sawing them up into pots of

suitable size. One day a large crate arrived from the Department of Agri-

culture in Washington containing cinchona, from the bark of which quinine

is manufactured. We spent days erecting thatched palm shelters for it,

and more days setting it out. I felt as if I would have preferred a case (just

a mild one) of malaria, but swallowed this feeling when I learned of the

horrors of the disease.

The Bawa Singh—horse-butchering episode arrived in time to break

up any possible tediousness. He was driving the flat-car in town to get the

mail and supplies, when suddenly a mare and her colt arose from the tracks

where they had been lying and galloped along in front of him. Everything

always lay on the tracks : I imagine we were the only inhabitants of the jungle

who didn't. Cows lumbered off in whole droves, rabbits scampered into the

bush, vultures rose flapping and bleakly annoyed, and drunken natives had

to be removed bodily at midnight. Bawa Singh slowed down, the mare and

colt slowed down. Bawa Singh stopped, the mare and colt stopped. Finally,

in this erratic manner the whole party came to a bridge, the colt leaped
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aside, but the mare started galloping across, and of course fell and broke her

leg halfway across. There was nobody around to be seen, but about half

a mile up the track was a shack, where, it later appeared, dwelt the owner

of the horses. The next day when we drove past we saw hundreds of

vultures circling about in the sky and perching gauntly along the limbs of a

tree. Beneath it lay the carcass of the horse, and sitting disgruntedly beside

it a native with a gun and his slinking dirty Honduran dog. A few days

later the carcass had disappeared, but the matter was not yet closed, for

soon Bawa received a summons to the court at Tela. He was accused of

tearing along at breakneck pace and deliberately slaughtering the horse!

Not only had the owner witnessed the dastardly deed, but scores of natives

up and down the valley, and even many who lived on the other side of

the hill were ready to swear
—

"Sangre de Cristo!"—that they had seen it

with their own eyes. Bawa was dismayed at the prospect of trying to

defend his case in a Spanish court. "Me no hit horse," he told us over and

over, utterly streaming with sincerity. "Him run track . . . Him fall!"

And that night the Punjabs jabbered more excitedly than ever in their

quarters, their voices rising at times to a pitch when Bawa Singh's voice

could be heard above all the others in wailing anxiety. The Company
finally found a lawyer for him, and the Station gradually simmered back to

normality.

Economically my summer was not a notable success. I earned $30 a

month, of which $20 went for board and $5 for laundry. I paid an employee's

rate of $5 per day for my passage, which took eight days from Boston to Tela

and five days from Tela to New York, the return trip being much more

expeditious because of the cargo of ripening bananas.

But such material things were pushed farthest from my mind as I stood

at the stern of the S.S. Platano one September day and waved vain farewells

to. the soft siren of the tropics, who was suddenly quite cold and oblivious

to my leavetaking, for I was deserting her for the bleak distant north. And
yet I swore I could hear her whispering warm "Hasta luego' s" (Good-bye

for a while) behind her fan, and comforted by this thought I gazed one last

time at the mad scattering of huts called Tela, the mist creeping down

Lancetilla valley, and the jungle piled green against the sea's edge,

"Where the long-backed breakers croon,

Their endless ocean legend

To the lazy locked lagoon."
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Department of Comparative Literature

I. SPANISH

UNA MUJER PRACTICA, by Juan Valera

Note : While this is technically a review of Kasten and Neale-Silva's

"Lecturas Escogidas," a textbook including the work of "Spanish and

South American Authors and Journalists of Recognised Standing" we have

decided to allow this tidbit to speak for itself. Keep in mind also that

"often these selections constitute the best of their work."

A young student returns to his home after a long absence. During

breakfast, he wishes to prove to his parents that he knows a great deal.

On a plate there are two soft boiled eggs. He takes one and hides it. Then

he asks his father

:

"How many eggs are there on the plate?"

The father answers:

"One."

The student places on the plate the other egg which he has in his hand,

saying

:

"And now how many are there?"

The father replies:
uT 11

I wo.

"Well then," answers the student, "two which there are now and the

other egg of before, are three. Then there are three eggs on the plate."

The father admires the intelligence of his son, but does not understand

the difficult problem.* His eyes tell him that there are only two eggs, but

the profound knowledge of his son makes him affirm that there are three.

Finally the mother decides the question practically

:

"I do not understand your explanations, my son," she says to him,

"but there is a very easy solution." The mother then puts an egg on her

husband's plate, takes another for herself and says to her wise son:

"You can take the third."

—Translated by Congdon Wood.

* Do you?

—

Ed.
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THE WORLD
The West Indies—with a glorious crew

Black Gang
WILLIAM WORCESTER DORMON

EVERY hour it got hotter in the engine room. The head felt funny,

legs shaky, it was hard to breathe, sweat ran in never'ending rivers,

noises reached the ear as if through a thick fog. There was the

regular, multiple, clacking thump of the Diesels; whir of generators; whine

and growl of turbine gears; hum and rumble from the propeller shaft.

Pumps squdged, check valves pounded, steam hissed, there were queer

groans and lunatic whistles. Oil fires kept up their subdued roar. A red'

white glare flickered on the floor plates.

"Hey, Ike, its getting hot as the devil down here."

"Hot? Hell, this isn't hot ! Just wait till you get down around Trini'

dad."

The S. S. "Nordpenn" plowed through the Gulf Stream with an unhur'

ried, easy rhythm. "Greyhound of the Caribbean" we called her—a joke.

Slapped together in ninety days at Hog Island during the War, she started

out as a freighter. Somebody thought she might as well carry passengers, too,

so they plunked down some big boxes amidships and called them a super'

structure.

In the daytime patches of light-green seaweed could be seen floating past

in the deep'blue ocean; the wake of the ship was a milky streak of baby'blue.

At night the stars were big and hung low. A tremendous moon, soft and

luminous, threw a lovely sheen on the water. Stars and moon seemed to

heave slowly up and down the heavens with the motion of the ship. It was

good to lie flat on number four hatch and let the cool breeze caress away the

heat of four hours in the fire room.

It was good, too, to go back aft to the bunk and drop off to a dreamless

sleep. Don't think that the wild, hollow roar and rumble of the steering

engine keeps a man awake after his watch is over. He gets so used to the noise
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he can't sleep without it; he gets to like the heavy machinery for its character,

which is brutish, bull-headed, but effective.

One day we steam into the harbor of St. Thomas. The hot sun and the

fluffy clouds are blinding after the dimness of the engine room. The sky is a

bright blue; so is the sea, and it washes up on a shining white beach. Along

the shore grow light-green palm trees and back of them rise soft-brown hills.

Negroes swarm over the decks, calling, shouting. We can't wait to get

ashore. Frank, Dick, Phil, Looie and the rest look like different men with the

sweat and grime scrubbed off. We pile down the gangplank and get up to

town.

It is plain to be seen that the Spaniards and the Danes have been here.

An ancient, dull-red fort carries the date 1671. A little colored boy has

yellow hair and blue eyes.

The swarms of colored people make way for the white man as he ambles

along. Donkies with little carts manage to keep clear of Ford cars speeding

recklessly along the left sides of streets, horns blowing incessantly. The

negroes speak a musical lingo of English mixed up with Danish and other

languages. Some carry baskets of bananas on their heads.

Most of the crew of the "Nordpenn" collect at the bar on the main drag.

Long Tom Collinses cost fifteen cents and it is necessary to drink a lot of them

to neutralize the absorption of hot sunshine. After that it is possible to

amaze the negroes by such antics as shinnying up coconut trees. Sliding

down the trunk rips the britches.

Back to the ship again, and then comes one island after the other. At
Fredenksted, St. Croix, fleets of rowboats and bumboats come alongside.

Bumboats are great, wide, unpainted hulks for transferring cargo from ship

to shore in those harbors where we cannot dock. Most bumboats are rowed

with long sweeps by oarsmen who walk back and forth along the heavy gun-

wales as they row.

At St. Kitts crowds of negroes come aboard as usual. They sing, play

guitars, shuffle on the afterdeck, and sell us limes, a hatful for a nickel. They
also trade rum, cocoanuts, and beads in exchange for American cigarettes,

old white shirts, and broken shoes.

We arrive at ports all hours of day and night. At four in the morning

I am awakened by a sharp hiss: "s..s..s..t!
1

'' Framed in the half-light of the

port hole is a black face, the whites of the eyes glistening—a shocking sight

for one half-wakening from a frowsy sleep.

"What the hell do you want?" I ask.
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"Gimme a tsigarette, thank you?" answers the apparition, with a wide

African smile.

"All right, dammit, here's a cigarette. Now get the bloody hell out of

here, I want to sleep."

But there is no sleep. We are at Antigua and the ft/castle is overrun

with blacks. Looie, the fat Jew fireman, lets half a doz;en of them into our

glory'hole (bunk room). He sits on the floor haggling, trading off old clothes
.

and cheap neckties for a wild assortment of beaded articles.

So it goes through the rest of the islands—Guadeloupe, Dominica,

Martinique, St. Lucia, St. Vincent, Barbados, Grenada, Trinidad. Bright

moonlight and stars; hot sunlight; breath-taking sunsets; lovely mountains;

blue water, blue sky and white clouds; rum, champagne, wine, and no sleep;

crowds of negroes of all shades, with French or English accents, selling green

cocoanuts, bananas, oranges, limes; narrow, colorful streets; sailors after

women ashore, and women after sailors ; heat in the fire room, sweat and fuel

oil; bumboats, sailboats, motorboats, rowboats, and yellow lights on the

black water; all these things are strange, exhilarating, satisfying.

We carry deck passengers, mostly negroes, from one island to another.

They sleep up on the poop deck or if it rains sprawl in the alleyways in the

fo'castle. I pick my way carefully over sleeping forms as I go to my bunk

room, but manage to stumble over half a dozen legs before I get there. On the

floor just outside my two-by-four sleeping quarters is a Hindu with finely-

chiseled features. He is covered with a white silk cloth, exquisitely em-

broidered in bright colors; he is apparently unconcerned that his covering

will be soiled by the filthy floor.

These deck passengers are continually underfoot. It is no unusual thing

for me to burst into the firemen's wash room with nothing on but a towel and
find a couple of women in there. Even our bunks are invaded. Frank found

a girl in his one evening.

My friend "Monkey Joe" Rollins, one of the engine room gang, was
discovered one afternoon taking a shower in company with a dusky maiden
who had apparently taken his fancy. Rollins said it was a great help to have
some one to scrub his back. The girl enjoyed having her back scrubbed, too.

The crew on the old "Nordpenn" was a rowdy bunch. The captain

had to sign on any one he could get because of the strike in progress on the

Eastern seaboard. Take the second assistant engineer, for instance. He was
at least half insane. The story goes that he was picked up off a park bench
just before the ship sailed. I saw him when he first got aboard. Skinny as a
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rail, he hadn't had a shave or a haircut for God knows how long, wore a

ragged shirt and sweater, torn pants, and broken shoes. All during his watch

he'd hang under one of the ventilators in the engine room smiling and talking

to himself. He never did any work. Every twenty minutes or so he'd run

up to his cabin for a drink. What a temper that man had, and how he could

curse

!

Ben Black the Bos'n was one of the best drunks on the ship. He never

bothered to go ashore, just had the boys bring him bottles. One day the

captain, irritated at his inebriety, went back aft, searched his quarters, and

confiscated eight bottles of rum. "But I foxed the captain," Ben told us. "I

had three bottles hid where nobody couldn't find "em."

The Bos'n was a jovial cuss. He took nothing seriously, certainly not

his job. Here is an illustration. One day a toilet back aft got clogged up.

Ben got out the fire hose, stuffed the nozzle down the drain, went and turned

on the water, and walked off. A little later someone chancing to go aft found

the fo'castle flooded with a foot-and-a-half of water. A few suitcases were

floating aimlessly around.

Our mess boy was always liquored up, too. It was most amazing to see

him stagger through the port alleyway from the galley, mumbling and stum-

bling and trying to balance a huge tray full of macaroni on one upraised hand.

He got all the way to the mess room, then tripped, and heaps of macaroni

were all over the place. Oh I tell you, our dining service was fine! Nothing

but the best

!

Casey the quartermaster was finally detailed to keep the mess boy

reasonably sober. I heard Casey tell him that the next time he was drunk

he was going to get one hell of a beating. But within a few hours Casey

himself was in a worse state than the mess boy. He'd been ashore for a few

hours in Trinidad and when he came aboard was roaring drunk and wanted

to fight. None of the sailors took him seriously, so Casey went up to the

galley to pick a quarrel with the three German cooks. They stood it for

awhile but finally got mad and ganged up on Casey with rolling pins. He
ran out on deck and picked up an iron stanchion with which to commit

mayhem, but some of the sailors took it away from him. Just then along

came the captain to see what all the fuss was about and took the quarter-

master in tow. Casey still wanted to fight and took a swing at the captain.

But Captain Maho, a retired Navy officer, was well able to take care of him-

self, and was soon sitting on Casey, waiting until some one brought the irons.

Next day He was a sadder and a much blacker and bluer man.
(Continued on page 69)
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A story of the supernatural

The W/indigo
W. D. HALSEY, JR.

THAT spirits of malevolent power exist all about us is known
intuitively by the Celt—but the Englishman has to be taught. The
lesson is one he dislikes intensely and which he will avoid wherever

possible, but when he sees the truth he usually admits it. The breed is

stubborn—but seldom stupid.

In the same spirit in which their ancestors built a world empire the

English in America have built a financial one. In this undertaking, Bernard

Phillips, and his father before him, enthusiastically aided and abetted. As
one of the keenest corporation lawyers of his day Phillips, Sr., smashed every

attack by liberal legislation on Consolidated Steel, and Phillips, Jr., carried

on the tradition.

Now, though I may disagree with him about sundry little matters of

business ethics it is impossible for me not to like the man. Phillips is a good

host, an excellent shot—and Fm not a member of the proletariat.

Thus when he invited me to accompany him to Canada for a few weeks

hunting I gladly accepted. Much to my surprise, the third man on the trip

was Peter Jones. Everyone knows who he is—the Scotch'Welsh playwright

who was sued by an average of three corporations every time he produced

a play and who gave the tremendous profits he made on every one of his

semi'libelous pieces for the relief of the Welsh coal miners.

Our destination was a point somewhere north of Edmonton and some
where south of Fort McMurray on a branch of the Athabaska. It is not a

dangerous country, but there aren't too many people around, and the ones

that are, give the impression of being cases of arrested development.

But this is false. They aren't stupid—just prudent. You see, they

know about a number of things that the man from the city would call black

magic—if he believed them. They know, for instance, about the Windigo.

I had heard of the Windigo before, as there isn't a Canuck guide in

Canada who doesn't believe in him, or it, implicitly, and I would hear little

remarks here and there about this mysterious spirit. But this was all I'd ever

discovered. When I questioned a man further he would merely grunt and

walk away.
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Oh, I knew the belief well enough, in a vague sort of way. It had been

written up for the Journal of T^prth American Ethnology by some German

who'd dug it out, God knows how.

It seemed that the Windigo was a spirit of the trees. It could be any'

where—but there had to be trees for it to function. Even the German was

unable to get the Canadians to talk about it very much, because it seems they

believe it is conversation about it which causes it to center its attention on

you. Furthermore, it is not a blind spirit, but a remarkably sensitive one.

Just anyone at all won't satisfy it—the best, the most intelligent, the most

courageous in the group is necessary. And this attention has results which

may not be \nown—that's what the German said. I didn't know what it

meant either, but I found out.

When we arrived at the cabin which was to serve as our base I had dis-

covered a number of things. One of them was that, aside from a few manner-

isms of speech and dress, Phillips and Jones were similar enough to be

brothers. Coincidence it may have been, but it was a fortunate one for me
as either made an excellent companion. And one was a Filthy Capitalist

and the other a Stinking Red. Thus may the truth be warped by the public

prints.

Our camp was on the shores of a lake which was, I should judge, about

a mile in diameter. It was beautiful—and yet I had a feeling as of something

strange. Whatever it was it began only after dark, or rather during that

half-light just after sunset. It was nothing tangible, just a feeling of eeriness.

Specifically, it was as if a gale were blowing—but a gale without wind.

I \neu>, and don't ask me how, that the tops of the trees were bending, and

bending in that steady arc which occurs only in a heavy wind. Jones felt

it, too . . . He never spoke of it, but I caught him several times scrutinizing

the blackness around the tops of the pines, and the half-fear on his face was

not put there by any sense of beauty.

Phillips had no idea of what was happening, that I know. To him it

was merely another camp, on another hunt. The guide may have—but he

was not fooling with the supernatural. I thought I did, but as a rational

being and a reader of the Times I refused to allow it.

Still, what happened a few nights before we were to break camp is

undeniable. On this particular evening, at the exact moment when the sun

disappeared over the lake, a small gust fluttered through the camp. It was

something like what farmers call a "whirlie"—a little revolving breeze.

But this seemed almost to have a purpose. It went straight to where Jones
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was sitting, and then set off at an angle into the forest. Jones sat there for a

moment, with the stunned look of someone who has been suddenly slapped

in the face. Then, with a slight whimper, he was on his feet and running

into the darkness in the direction taken by the breeze.

"Holy Mother of God'.''
1

screamed the guide, his face turning pale.

"The Windigor

My opinion was more rational, and yet less believable. I could not

believe in the Windigo, or I was unwilling to admit that I could, and yet

I could think of no other explanation for what had happened.

Within a few seconds we were all on our feet and following Jones
1

tracks in the forest. It was an easy thing to do, even in the dark. At first

it was as if he had been running very fast, and as if the underbrush meant

nothing to him. We saw places where he had gone right through heavy

bushes, smashing them down as if they had been meadow grass. A little

later it seemed as if we were following a broad-jumper, but one who broad'

jumped when he ran. The marks were fifteen feet and more apart, and they

had become nothing but large blobs in the forest moss.

Finally it became almost impossible to follow the trail. The prints

might be as much as a hundred feet apart, and they had become merely large

cavities in the ground. We came at last to one deeper and wider than the

others—and beyond it we found nothing. It was enormous, as if a charge

of dynamite had been set off about twenty feet beneath the earth. All

around us the trees were without leaves or branches, and the bark was
brutally scarred, as if some terrific heat had been applied in a great gust which

lasted only a fraction of a second. There was nothing more.

We went back to camp, with the guide mumbling brokenly of the

Windigo all the way. Phillips was bewildered, and filled with Anglo-

Saxon anger at that which he was unable to understand. He told us that

we must go to Edmonton and find help of some kind, but the guide argued

with frightened passion against the idea.

"He will come back ! The Windigo always sends them back—at least

once ! And there are things which must be done ..."
Beyond this he would say nothing except to plead with us to keep our

mouths closed about the whole matter, especially after dark.

"But that's silly,
11
snapped Phillips. "This whatever'it-is of yours has

has my friend, and Til get him back or know the reason why not.
11

"Yes, yes. You'll get him back, but the Windigo will not be hurried.

And he doesn't like to be talked about!
11

replied the guide.
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Without the guide Phillips could do little, so he ended by sitting in

camp and fuming.

Three days later, at the exact hour when it had passed through, we
heard a rustling and a groaning in the woods. We stumbled into the brush,

and there, under a tremendous pine, was Jones, his hair completely white,

and with his feet burned entirely off . . .

He was moaning something to himself, and gradually the words became

distinguishable.

"My burning feet of fire . . . Ohhhhhh, my burning feet of fire."

He died a few hours later, and this was all he ever said. We tried

questioning him, but apparently our words meant nothing to him. Imme'

diately after his death the guide started wrapping the body in a blanket,

as if some great need pressed him on.

""What are you doing, you fool?" asked Phillips.

"Sir, this body must be sunk to the bottom of the lake, and we must

make sure that it will remain there. We must! If we don't the Windigo

will be back to claim it and this place will be forever fatal to those who sleep

here. But if the body is under water, and never rises, the Windigo will

forget. He has, they say, a very poor memory. But the body must be sunk
!"

Neither Phillips nor I are very religious, and Jones would probably have

preferred burial in the quiet Canadian lake to almost anywhere else, so we
allowed the guide to carry out his plan. But Phillips had the hurt expression

of one whose most sacred beliefs have been abruptly violated. It was almost

possible to see Faith in the Machine crumble from his visage.

I can't remember now how I felt. My point had been proved. The
Englishman had been shown that all is not as it seems, and the Celt had been

justified. But sometimes I wonder if the price was not too high.

And yet I wonder now and then if that crazy Welshman at the bottom

of the lake didn't wish to go out that way. In flames of incredible heat, by

a creature of his own elfin belief, in the face of Anglo-Saxon reasoning.
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The business war that rocked the nation

Dextrose and Devils
T. L. SIMMONS

SIT-DOWN strikes and recalcitrant congresses have kept the nation

pretty well stirred up during the past few years, but on the whole

things have been quiet compared to the turmoil and strife which rocked

the country in an embryonic civil war nine years ago—the great struggle of

Cigarette versus Candy over the innocent body of John Q. Public. It all

began with the World War, and what it probably resulted in was the gloomy

October of 1929 and its throttled bankrolls. But the net result was that

ninety million people became so sick of hearing about cigarettes that they

broke under the strain and have been smoking ever since.

The intense strain of the war, here and at the front, caused a great

increase in cigarette consumption (and the way many people smoked it was

consumption) and somebody decided that something ought to be done about

it. In fact, the tobacco companies suddenly realized that the rainbow was

dropping pots of gold all around their heads, and they would have to do

something about picking them up and storing them away. It took them a

few years to get the idea, but when they did there was no holding back.

The Lucky Strike Company immediately appropriated thousands of dollars

and several brains, with which they hit upon the slogan "It's Toasted,''''

and a tremendous advertising campaign was begun which boosted their

sales considerably. The other companies weren't asleep either, for they

soon began to make the public realize that all smoking tobacco didn't go into

Luckies, and they even stressed the idea that probably the best tobacco

didn't, since they were using it themselves. The Lucky Strike slogan

slowly lost appeal and sales began to slow up under the stress of competition.

Nothing daunted, they organized more thousands of dollars with a few more

brains, and renewed their attack upon the people of the United States with

"No throat irritation—no cough." This worked for a while, but some clever

Old Gold agent soon made a sucker out of them by taking their idea and

turning it into "Not a cough in a carload," a slogan which was about 100

per cent more emphatic and effective. Lucky Strike advertising managers

really began to rack their brains after that, and George Washington Hill
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finally came across with something miraculous: "Reach for a Lucky instead

of a sweet." And then the war broke out.

They liked the slogan so much that they started to give it emphasis

with a capital E. The country became overwhelmed with pictures of Rosalie

Adele Nelson, the original Lucky Poster Girl, who began to influence the

women of the nation in the following coy manner: "When a sweet tempts

me, I light a Lucky Strike. Fm a 'Lucky Girl
1

because Fve found a new way
to keep my figure trim. (Editor's note: Her figure had a bit of influence on

the men as well.) Whenever desire for a sweet tempts me, I light up a

Lucky Strike. It's remarkable how nicely the toasted flavor of Luckies sat'

isfies me. Toasting has taken out all the impurities—all that is left is the

thrilling Lucky aroma. Fm certainly lucky to be 'The Lucky Girl.
1

'

Here the Lucky Strike Company itself broke in with a bit of sound advice,

and the ad continued: "The modern common sense way—reach for a Lucky

instead of a fattening sweet. Thousands are doing it . . . women retain

a trim figure. Lucky Strike ... a delightful alternative for the craving

for heavy, rich desserts . . . Athletes testify that Luckies do not harm their

wind or physical condition . . . That's why folks say 'It's good for every'

one to smoke Luckies.'

"Fattening sweets? No! Heavy, rich desserts? No! Eating between

meals? No! Say 'no
1

and light a Lucky instead.
11

Hot on the heels of Rosalie came hundreds of the nation's leading

citizens and athletes who testified that if they were to die tomorrow they

would probably die happily and in perfect physical condition if they could

only expel their dying breath in a cloud of delicious Lucky smoke. Luckies

kept you strong, protected your throat, guarded your figure, and satisfied

your appetite. Other cigarette companies helped spread these ideas until

the public had the general vague understanding of the situation expressed

in the following quotation from a contemporary publication: "In fact,

according to the advertisements, the cigarette is in process of becoming the

substitute for almost everything from a new suit of clothes to a night's

lodging."

But it was the candy companies who rose in horror and righteous

indignation after they recovered from the first onslaught. Here was their

life's blood being drained away by a group of conniving menaces who were

pulling wool over the public's eye and depriving them of one of life's most

delicious and harmless luxuries. They protested; they wrote letters; they

hurried to the government; they dashed madly to the Better Business
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Bureau, and they tore their hair. The Lucky Strike Company had been

subtle. The Candy Companies bared their teeth and started a definite and

straightforward attack. A chain of papers carried the following typical ad

to all corners of the nation. "Do not let anyone tell you that a cigarette

can take the place of a piece of candy. The cigarettes will inflame your

tonsils, poison with nicotine every organ of your body, and dry up your

blood—nails in your coffin!"

The battle raged furiously. After all, the worst that Lucky Strike had

said was that candy would make you fat, but they weren't bothered much

by the opposition's attack. Their sales had jumped up by the thousands.

But there was such a buzzing around their ears that they did begin a cam-

paign of concession and moderation. "A reasonable proportion of sugar,"

they said, "is recommended, but the authorities are overwhelming that

too many fattening sweets are harmful, and that too many such are eaten by

the American people. So, for moderation's sake, we say: Reach for a

Lucky instead of a sweet."

The compromise was continued along similar lines, aided by Old Gold's

brilliant thought, "Eat a Chocolate, light an Old Gold, and enjoy both."

The candy manufacturers were appeased, the nation's annual cigarette pro-

duction jumped to 100,000,000,000, and the nation was saved from another

Civil War and conflict among the masses. But the public took an awful

beating while the firing lasted. For a long time nobody knew whether to

offer cigarettes or chocolates to guests, and the more timid souls took to

smoking up in the attic and eating sweets in the closet. Some of them also

felt that the quality of tobacco, per se, had suffered. "Let them try, for a

change, to make a good cigarette. All the imagination in the industry has

gone into advertising . . . Somehow the Europeans do not find it necessary

to claim for a cigarette the most astounding of riches. They guarantee noth'

ing except that it contains tobacco. French cigarettes are made of tobacco,

however poor, and as such, immeasurably superior to hay. And if the

Spaniards had no better low-priced cigarette than we, there would soon

be a revolution in Madrid."

Yes, it was a pretty sad time. What a relief, now that things are

settled, to realize that we are smoking the mildest, sweetest, best toasted,

most beneficial tobacco there is. Nothing claimed for it but absolute supe-

riority and perfection. Beneficial in all walks of life, and a boon to mankind.

The American people deserve the best obtainable, and at great sacrifice the

tobacco companies are giving it to them—gently shoving it down their

throats and stuffing it in their ears.
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Another red-hot melodrama, vintage 1901

An Unfinished Tragedy
Note: Even in 1901 the author of this little masterpiece wisely

preferred to remain anonymous. We think the ending is a slimy sort of

thing, but still, life was not all joy—even during those halcyon days.

PHILIP went forward and shook hands with Jessie. He could hardly

believe it was the same person to whom he had lost his heart so many
years ago. And there had been great changes in the maiden from eight

to eighteen. Then she had been a child of no unusual sort, tho' sweet'

tempered and unspoiled; now she was a young girl of wide experience and

high intellectual attainments. She was also possessed of remarkable beauty,

of the delicate and spirituelle type. Philip was overwhelmed. He could

hardly converse rationally. For ten years he had thought of her as a little girl

in short skirts, with no particular attributes of any sort. Now to find her a

young lady, charmingly gowned, radiantly lovely—it took his breath away.

"I suppose you have splendid times at college, Mr. Tyler, do you not?"

she asked, as the family was seated at the dinner table.

"Oh, I say!" Philip answered, "you never called me 'Mr. Tyler,
1

at

Hensonville. Can't we keep the old names?"

"Well, 'Philip,' then." She blushed prettily. Mrs. Tyler looked at

Joyce and smiled.

"Yes, indeed, we do," said Philip. "The years at college are the best

one is likely to get in this life. But it's good to come home, all the same,

especially when one finds such pleasant surprises waiting. How long ago

did your holidays begin?"

"We left school Thursday," Joyce replied. "Girls' schools are not so

strenuous as men's colleges."

"No, I hardly suppose they are," answered her brother, somewhat con'

descendingly. "Girls care more for showy accomplishments than for solid

learning, anyhow."

"Philip, that is rather ungracious," interrupted his father.

Jessie had been watching Philip very keenly, and had been trying to

form some general idea as to his usefulness in the world. She had come to
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rather definite conclusions respecting the rest of the family, of Joyce at school,

and of her father and mother during her three days'
1

stay in the house. Philip

impressed her as being somewhat conceited. She did not feel drawn to him

at all. He was rather good-looking, it is true, but that advantage was more

than balanced by a certain indefinable disagreeableness of manner.

After dinner Jessie and Joyce went upstairs to get ready to go out.

Alice Sinclair had asked them to come and spend the evening with her..

Philip sat down by his mother's side.

"Well, Philip, what do you think of her?" she asked.

"She is quite the prettiest girl I ever saw,
11
he answered. "She carries

herself well, too. How did she happen to be at Joyce's school?
11

His mother explained how it had come about. Philip was very much
interested, especially at the news of her extensive travelling. It had always

been his dearest wish to see those famous places which this slip of a girl had

spent so much of her life in visiting. He decided that her acquaintance would

be well worth cultivating.

The girls came down stairs dressed to go out.

"May I come with you?
11

Philip asked.

"Don't you think you had better devote the first evening of your return

to your family, my son?" asked Mr. Tyler.

A shade of disappointment passed over Philip's face. But he answered

quite respectfully, "Certainly, sir, I shall stay if you wish it."

"Oh, let the poor boy go," said his mother, who always sided with her

son. "He is probably anxious to see Alice again."

It did not please Philip very much that his fondness for Alice should be

mentioned at this time, but his face did not again betray his feeling.

"I think I had better stay at home," he said, heroically.

"No, no, go with the girls, go, no remonstrance." And his father settled

himself more comfortably in his armchair. "I must confess, Mary," he said

to his wife, as the door closed behind the three young people, "I am not

altogether satisfied with Philip."*****
Three days later, Philip was sitting on the window'seat near Jessie,

rather nearer, indeed, than was really necessary.

"But, Jessie," he said, "I am quite sure I know my own mind.

Nothing in the world could ever make up to me for losing you."

"Philip, it is utterly ridiculous to say that a person you have known only

three days is necessary to your happiness."
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"Only three days!" echoed Philip. "I have known you and loved you

for ten long years." (This was not true, but he was too much excited to

think very accurately).

"No one ought to decide such an important thing in so short a time.

There is another objection, too," she faltered.

"Don't you love me?" wailed Philip. "Is there some one else?"

"Even if there were no one else in the world I would not want to marry

you. I am sorry to have to hurt you so, but it is much better to get such

foolish notions out of your head," she added, more gently.

Philip got up, pressed his hand to his forehead, and staggered out of the

room. *****
The next morning the family was seated around the breakfast table.

"Where is Philip?" asked Mr. Tyler, as he noticed that his son's chair

was empty.

Jessie blushed violently. Everybody looked at her. She felt it her duty

to say something. But nothing she could think of seemed just what was re'

quired. How could she tell Philip's parents and sister that he had proposed

to her, and that she had rejected him? The thing was preposterous. Mrs.

Tyler noticed her confusion and quickly changed the subject.

The meal ended without further incident. The morning wore on, and

still no Philip appeared. When luncheon was served, Mrs. Tyler sent Joyce

upstairs to call Philip. She came down looking somewhat frightened.

"Mother," she said, "the door is locked, and I could not hear a sound."

Mr. Tyler sprang from his chair.

"Did you knock?" he asked.

"Yes, indeed, but there was no answer," replied Joyce in tremulous

tones.

Mr. Tyler, followed by the others, walked quickly upstairs. A blow

from his foot sent the door flying open. There, on the bed, completely

dressed, lay Philip, his eyes closed, as if in peaceful slumber. On a nearby

table stood a bottle of laudanum, half empty. Jessie caught sight of a bit of

paper, lying on the floor by the bed. A breath of air had blown it from the

table. She picked it up, and in a high, tense voice began to read

:

1 feel that I have no longer any reason for living. She without whom my
life would be barren as desert sands, has told me she can never love me

Her voice broke, and she sank sobbing to the floor. Joyce rushed to

where Philip lay and tried to waken him out of his eternal sleep. In vain!

Mrs. Tyler fell fainting into her husband's arms.
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THE ARTS
A compendium for bibliomaniacs

Where to Browse
W. H. HAY, II

An annual award of $50 in books will be made to that member of

the Senior Class who, in the opinion of the Committee on Prizes, has the

best personal library. Consideration of the books collected will be entirely

independent of the cost.

YOU have probably read this in the Catalogue at some time. It is the

one prize which can be announced and awarded without debasing the

motives of the contestants. It is solely for those who are greedy for

books. No one not a bibliomaniac will ever compete. First, he would

have to go to the trouble and expense of collecting the books, and then the

prize is fifty dollars

—

in boo\s, which some one not devoured by longing for

books can only despise. Other prizes pay you for reading special books or

writing papers or making speeches; this tries to comfort the bibliomaniac.

I was exposed from infancy to this passion for books, this disease, by

my father. One can never be sure whether it will be caught or not. I caught

it though. It passed from the dormant stage when my father took me to

Leary's and gave me some money to spend. I had had books given me before,

but from then on I have been buying them. All dates from that little, red

book called The Search for Atlantis. As the fever burned more fiercely in me,

it seemed to leave my father, though there is still a glint in his eye when he

passes a bookstore. At Haverford it has grown, and if the size of my library

had not made it increasingly harder to find books I want, at a bargain, I

would have been smothered by them. But now the average cost of my
books is rising.

The most important place to watch for books is, of course, Leary's.

I squeeze my way to it out of the subway through Gimbers. Sometimes

there is something cheap on their book counters. Then out of the door and

into Leary's. I go from table to table and from floor to floor, hands and eyes

moving rapidly. "Too expensive," "bad paper," "wrong edition," "ugly

type," or "a real bargain!" Leary's prices are in general very reasonable,
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but they have so many customers that if you see a bargain, you had better

buy it at once. Next week will be too late.

Leary's is not the only bookstore on Ninth Street. North of Market

on the east side of the street is the Archway Bookstore. I go there now an

then to look, but I have never bought anything. There is always something

not quite right. On South Ninth Street below Chestnut is a little store

with some good fiction. The owner watches me as I look over the shelves. I

see him growing tense, as I go from Plumbing to Theology and Philosophy to

Poetry to Printing to History to Drama to Fiction to Pottery. At Pottery he

can not control himself at my omnivorous tastes and bursts out, "Can I find

something for you?" There was a time when that would have meant that I

would say, "Nnno" and bolt, but I am hardened now and go on looking until

I have seen everything. Around the corner at 1018 Walnut Street is a store

which has its front half filled with mirrors and tables and candlesticks and

brass things and vases. The two stands of books outside will probably

entice you in and it's worth it. The books are reasonable and sometimes very

interesting. By this time my eyes are so tired and my wallet so flat that I

am usually ready to go home. But up on North Thirteenth Street is James

Reilly's. I must go for taste of the Irish atmosphere and see if he has im'

ported any more English books. Then, of course, after a movie some night,

I will stop in that store on Market above Fifteenth Street that stays open all

night hoping that someone will look at their tables of remainders.

Though you get the excitement of the chase from these second'hand

shops, there is nothing like the inflation of the ego that comes from going

into McCawley's and signing your name with a flourish to an order slip.

You can indulge in all sorts of anticipatory ecstasies. Then when the book

comes all clean and square its perfection is overcoming. A bibliomaniac is

never at a lost for a way to cheer up, he buys a book. Even when he has no

money, you will see him pouring over catalogues and making notes of things

he would buy if he could. The bibliomaniac may bristle as you ruffle the

pages of some of his books, but he is really quite kind and deserves the con'

solation of a prize.



The World—Black Gang
(Continued from page 56)

At Barbados we play "changee-for-changee" with the natives. They
row their boats back aft under the stern. Their boats are filled to the gun'

wales with bottles of rum and champagne. A sailor flings a rope over the side

and a black woman in one of the boats below catches it and attaches a basket.

In the basket she puts a couple of bottles of liquor. The sailor pulls the basket

up, takes out the liquor, puts in a carton of cigarettes, and lowers the basket.

This is "changee-for-changee." Cigarettes cost us only sixty-five cents a

carton from the ship's store, but each man can get only one carton a week.

Art Kelly, who bunks in the same glory-hole as I do, is out of cigarettes and

accordingly trades off the ship's blankets from his bunk for champagne.

Tony, the A.B., who used to be with the Marines, trades off not only his

own blankets, but also those from the bunks of all the boys who have gone

ashore. The result is that when we get back to New York and winter (it is

December) we all shiver and shake during our sleeping hours.

Art and I are firemen. We have to go below now for a particularly

arduous and nasty job. One of the three furnaces has been shut down for

twelve hours to let it cool some. I don't mean it's cool in the furnace; I just

mean that the fire-brick lining isn't white-hot now, and it won't actually

cremate you when you squeeze through one of the furnace doors and crawl

inside the fire-box. You pull in after you a flexible metal hose, yell to Art to

turn on the valve. The hose kicks back, and live steam at high pressure

thunders out of the end. Now direct the steam blast at the ceiling of the fire-

box. Oil soot, hunks of carbon, pieces of loose brick rain down like the wrath

of God upon your head. The air is viciously hot, heavy, and dusty. The
head feels numb and dizzy; ears are ringing. I can't breathe, I am almost

fainting. But I mustn't. Big Dick the water-tender (in charge of the fire

room) would never stop riding me.

At last the roof looks somewhat clean, I've swept up the dirt from the

fire-box floor, and crawl out of the furnace limp as an old floor mop. I am
dark as a negro; no doubt but that I am a genuine member of the Black

Gang, that lusty, crusty bunch of men who keep the engines and the fires

going.

The job isn't done yet. We go down again to steam blast the super-

heater tubes and the smoke-box. Art takes the superheater tubes which are
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forward and above the boiler. When he's done I begin on the smoke-box,

the toughest job of all. Since we have to clean three boilers on three sue

cessive days, well even up the jobs, and Art will get the smoke-box and

the fire-box on number two boiler tomorrow. It's a fine time the engineer

picked for these jobs—right when we're in the hottest part of the tropics

!

The smoke-box is in the top of the boiler below the stack. It is a long,

narrow tunnel through a mass of tubes, a space through which the smoke

from the fires passes up to the stack. The smoke-box is reached through a

small door which we have unbolted. Though the boiler has been shut down
for some hours, much of the heat remains in the tubes. I crawl inside,

dragging the steam hose, a portable light, and some burlap to protect myself

from the tubes. I crawl farther and farther into the blackness and hot op-

pressiveness of the tunnel. Art is watching at the tunnel door to find out

when I'm ready to have the steam blast turned on.

"O. K., let her go!"

The fire-box was nothing to this ! The steam roars out into the three-

foot-square tunnel at high pressure. A maniacal cyclone of soot flies under

the goggles into the eyes, up the nose, into the mouth. Ear-drums throb and

ache with the reverberations. The steam blast is switched round and round

on the roof, walls, and floor of the tunnel, blowing the soot up the stack. As
I creep slowly backwards toward the tunnel door, I burn myself against the

tubes from time to time. I must not lose my grip on the steam hose; it will

thrash around like an enraged serpent if it gets loose and undoubtedly put

me in the hospital. I have the misfortune to shoot the steam against the bulb

of the portable light and immediately there is no more light bulb.

I'm starting to get groggy from some of the gases; the whirlwind of soot

is blinding, there is a roaring in my ears. Suddenly whipped back to full

consciousness, I scream out a volley of oaths and blasphemy. In my twist-

ings and squirmings I have gotten the end of the steam gun against my
bare leg.

The job's done for today. Art and I go up to the ice machine room

again. We've put in a good four hours and don't have to go back on watch

until midnight.

After a time we go up on deck to speak with the boys who are not

ashore. When evening comes Frank the oiler and Davenport Jones, a cadet,

get out their harmonicas. This boy Davenport can really make his har-

monica talk.

Here is a little story about Davenport. He's a southern lad, over six
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feet tall and built like a bean pole. One of the boys dubbed him "Sounding

Rod Sam." Have you ever seen a sounding rod? It's a long, thin steel rod

that is let down on the end of a rope into tanks of water or fuel oil to find out

how full the tanks are. One evening before Davenport had heard his new
nickname he was standing down at the end of the gangplank near the water.

We were in port, and Davenport, dressed in his snappy white cadet's uniform,

was performing the duty of assisting passengers from the gangplank into the

little boats that took them ashore. Some of us Black Gang boys were leaning

over the rail farther aft talking to some blacks in rowboats. They were trying

to sell us rum, but we had enough. One of us called out, "Nope, we don't

need no rum, but I'll tell you who does. You see that man in the white

uniform on the gangplank? He sure wants some rum. You just row up

there to the gangplank and yell, 'Hey, Sounding Rod, you want some rum?'
"

The natives rowed slowly forward and when they got near called out

loudly, "Oh, Mistah Soundin' Rod!" That's as far as they got. All the

passengers on their way down the gangplank roared with laughter, and as

for poor, elongated Davenport, he nearly fell backwards into the water,

white suit and all, such was his shock and embarrassment.

I want to tell about Phil Blunder and the monkey, too. Phil was a

fireman, and primitive. It was when we were lying in the harbor of Fort

de France, Martinique, I think, that a native came aboard carrying a monkey.

Phil, who was drunk at the time, asked to hold the little animal for a minute,

and as soon as he got it into his clutches raced over the afterdeck into the

fo'castle. The poor native appealed to the harbor constabulary who were

alongside the ship in small boats. Those dusky gentlemen, important in their

white uniforms, came aboard to apprehend the criminal; but though they

searched high and they searched low, no trace was found of the fireman or of

the monkey. The quest was finally abandoned and the ship sailed off,

whereupon Phil proudly emerged from hiding with his new acquisition.

We had a lot of fun with that monkey. Phil sold him to Rollins, whom
we later called "Monkey Joe." Rollins kept the monk in his bunk room, and

the animal took pleasure in screaming at passersby during the rest of the

trip. Its favorite food became bananas soaked in rum. It hated baths,

and cursed and swore every time it was soaped and rinsed off under the

shower. When we got back to New York Rollins sold the monkey to a

representative of the seamen's union; but the animal got away, and the last

that was ever seen of it was up in the rafters of Pier 28, East River.

Christmas eve at midnight I was just beginning my twelve'tO'four
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watch. After I'd spent about an hour cleaning the burners and mopping the

fuel oil from the floor plates, Big Dick the water-tender said, "Bill, to hell with

blowing out the boiler tubes tonight. Let them go. This is supposed to be

Christmas." Dick was an Irishman with kind blue eyes and competent

hands, as fine a fellow as you'd want to meet. I was glad not to have to blow

the tubes, which means being up between the ends of the boilers, where no

air circulates, for an hour, blasting soot from the tubes with the steam gun.

So Dick and I sat around and talked. Up on deck all the passengers were

having a good time. We could hear them through the ventilators. The
orchestra was playing "Don't Give Up the Ship." Well, this was sort of a

funny Christmas eve, and maybe I was a little homesick. I had a pair of

socks drying in the torrid breeze of the engine room, but Santa Claus didn't

fill them. If he tried to come down the smokestack, we blew him right

up again.

We reached Paramaribo Christmas night after plowing some hours up

the muddy Surinam River. Soon after we docked the tide went out and the

ship rested on the bottom, its decks tipped at an angle. I waited on board

until a torrential tropical shower was over, then went ashore and made my
way through crowds of men of many nationalities and races : Japanese, Chi'

nese, Javanese, Hindu, Negro, and mixtures of these. Hotel and store

signs had long, impossible combinations of letters, for we were in Dutch

Guiana, South America.

The night was perfectly clear now, and full of that beauty which

brings an ache to the throat. Christmas carols floated out from the houses

into the soft tropic air. The moon made silver of the glistening tops of

towering palm trees. For a long time I sat on a doorstep alone, looking at the

moon and the palms and the stars. Surely the Prince of Peace was abroad

that night.

Some day I hope to return to Paramaribo. It is for me a symbol of things

far off and strange and lovely; a place mystical and moonlit. It stands in my
memory for all those glimpses of color and beauty that the sea brings; color

and beauty perhaps enhanced by contrast with the sweat and grime of the

Black Gang.
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HAVERFORD
Introduction

THE HAVERFORDIAN ,,
has for many years been edited with

a more or less clearly defined policy of divorcing itself from the life

of the college. This has been done in accordance with the theory

that literary expression is far less fettered if it is burdened with no specific

rulings; it was also believed that the J^ews is far more prepared to deal with

college problems and that the magazine should concern itself chiefly with

student views upon more general subjects.

This issue, however, the last under the present regime, breaks away

violently, if only for one month, from that attitude, featuring, as it does,

something of which the J^ews is incapable. It is, as stated in the preceding

number, a summation of the worth of Haverford, and of college in general,

by a representative number of those in the present graduating class. It is

a subjective study of that which is ordinarily treated with the colored haze

of years, using a group, rather than an individual, approach.

When the idea was conceived, we thought that we would be fortunate

to receive eight pages of printable material, and we rather questioned both

the worth and the general applicability of the scheme. It was indeed a

gratifying experience to receive the wholehearted support of all who were

approached about the matter; it was a tremendous surprise to discover the

amount of thought, the amount of ability, and the amount of constructive

criticism that was shown. After some deliberation, we decided that it

would be criminal not to devote almost the entire issue to the material;

we therefore offer our apologies to those whose work was tentatively ac'

cepted. The two articles announced last month will, it might be added, be

published at a later date.

We do not believe that any absolute conclusion may be reached from the

material herein presented, save that the majority of those who have spent

three and one half years here have a healthy sense of appreciation of the

college, tinged with valid and unembittered criticism. We also think that

the fact that there are few wholehearted condemnations indicates that the
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violent malcontents leave college, and that the symposium truly is a body of

representative senior thought.

1.

There is a strong temptation for one who has been sheltered from the

disappointments of worldly fortune by a time'honored and worthy institution,

to feel for that place an overstrong sentiment of friendship. The roots of

old'grad sentimentalism are already sprouting. And then the first two years

are always the harshest—if not the hardest. One feels in the last two years

rather at home around the place, and is as purposely oblivious to many
of its faults as a man is of those of his home. Even the meals that the Clements

whip together are accepted without much murmur. One learns at Haver'

ford to adapt oneself to circumstances, and to be tolerant.

One learns at the same time to apply oneself, and to search out true

values. There are things at Haverford which make men want to and strive

to rise above their former selves.

Coming to Haverford is like coming to the home of a friend for the

first visit. As you come to the house, the first thing that attracts your

notice is the outside plan of the place, the paint-job, the landscaping. Then
as you enter the door and meet the people with whom you are to be for

a time, you see many small and isolated things about them and their house

:

you notice the smells of cooking, the dog, the number of windows in the

parlor, the fireplace, the style of the furniture. Those things which are

different from your own home you cannot help but observe. Later, in your

own room, you examine details—the softness of the bed, the view from the

window. If you don't like the place, you may decide to shorten your stay.

But if you do like it, you soon come to feel as if you had lived there always.

You no longer notice that the big chair in the parlor is modern or mid-Vic-

torian, but merely that it is comfortable and deep. When it is time to leave,

you are sorry to go and hope to be asked again. You carry away memories

of the place and the people that time will scarcely dim.
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2.
Outsiders are supposed to have strange conceptions of Haverford

students. Perhaps this will help to explain why.

It was about five o'clock in the afternoon. As I came down the steps

in third entry, the phone rang. Knowing that if I didn't answer it, nobody

else would, I picked up the receiver.

"Hello."

A female voice on the other end of the wire inquired, "Could you

tell me if there will be skating on the Haverford pond tonight?"

"I really don't know."

"Thank you."

I left third entry and walked to fifth. As I entered the door, the

phone rang. Apparently I was hitting all the lights red.

"Hello."

The same female voice, "Could you tell me if there will be skating on

the Haverford pond tonight?"

"I really don't know."

"Thank you."

3.

Why doesn't Haverford grow up? We are, indeed, a small college.

But need that "littleness" be carried over into the administration of the

sundry problems which are bound to arise during one's four years in college?

Occasions will occur in which disciplinary measures are necessary, but in

Heaven's name why not treat us with the understanding that we have

attained at least some degree of maturity instead of as little schoolboys

in prep school? It is primarily of this fawning, quibbling, hypocritical atti'

tude that I complain. It is certainly too bad that anyone should leave this

place which served our fathers so well, and which is now so much better

equipped, with splendid courses excellently taught, an unparalleled library,

and a beautiful campus to give us a send'off to our respective careers, with

a decidedly bad taste in our mouths! (Parenthetically, may I go on record

as being heart and soul against the Charity Chest?)

Haverford is supposed to be, someone told me, the most adolescent

college in the country. I don't know why it is, but it seems to a certain
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extent at any rate to be true. There's nothing particularly to be ashamed

of in it, and I sometimes think it's a great compliment to the school. Of
course it isn't especially pleasant to hear people singing about that Williams

man whenever a girl comes into the dining room, and, all told, the dining

room isn't much to brag about looked at from any angle.

But here is an advantage to that sort of thing which I think far out'

weighs any possible inconveniences which it might entail. When most

freshmen come to Haverford, their viewpoints are not at all fixed; they

are open to suggestion on a great number of lines. Most people in the

great majority of colleges, on the other hand, have indicated the sort of

persons they are going to turn out to be before they come to college, and

it's hard to change them.

Here, however, Haverford offers you an ideal, completely isolated en'

vironm nt in which to live for four years; it offers you a group of boys

far above the average with whom to live; and it gives you a set of men and

a set of ideals which would be hard to beat anywhere. The result is that

these adolescents necessarily must reach rather high for their idealism and for

the models upon which they are to cut their lives. Before they leave, too,

they have got these things deeply into their being, and they're going

to be hard to lose. I contend, then, that in the long run you'll find better

citizens and better people coming out of Haverford than you will out of al-

most any college you can think of.

5.
It seems to me that a college is, primarily, an institution for the deveb

opment of the power of individual discrimination; discrimination in choos-

ing the forms of activity into which the living of a given life shall fit. That

is to say, its aim is the acquisition not of cultural alharoundness by all, but

of intelligent self'determination by the individual.

A "college career" is like a four'year'long scientific experiment in which

you are both the observer and the observed. And when the experiment

is over, you should have got enough data on yourself to know how to choose the

things you do with an eye to your personal development and responsibilities.

All this is very unoriginal, but is the kind of thinking produced in

a very ordinary mind by the impact of life at Haverford. I certainly don't

lay claim to any clairvoyance as to my Mission in Life or complete knowledge

of what to do under any given circumstances; but I hope to leave here with

a fairly clear idea of what I consider good for me.
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I don't like Haverford. The time spent here seems to me to have been

a waste of time, money, and energy. My three and a half years have not

been the happy carefree years that college is supposed to provide, rather

they have been consumed in unhappy revolt. What have I gotten out of

these years?

1. A few friends whom I probably will see three or four times after

graduation, when we get together at alumni meetings and cough up a little

money in memory of our carefree youth at the good old college. Most of

the others in my class will disappear from view. They will neither miss

me nor will they be missed by me. These college contacts will have no

bearing on my future life. In their place I might have made many useful

business connections.

2. A bit of culture that is mostly of an impractical nature. I have

dutifully taken and passed courses in French, yet my accent is terrible and

my composition still worse. History has given me a lot of facts that can

be useful only in dinner conversation or in puzzle contests. Hours of agony

in the chem lab have left me with the ability to misquote innumerable form-

ulae. I know what Plato considered the ideal state, but I don't know what

the government of this country is going to become. I have studied for hours

for examinations and forgotten the work five minutes after the exam was over.

I receive average grades, yet I have learned little that will be of use to me
in future life.

3. A degree of self-confidence that vanishes when I come in contact

with outsiders. Work and business experience would have given me a much
more stable confidence in my knowledge and in myself. The process of

maturing has been retarded in the almost cloistered life of college. There

has been every incentive to remain the schoolboy, to be guided by rules,

to rely on the judgment of others rather than developing my own. Restric-

tions that have been too binding, have been easy to avoid, and too unreason-

able to obey. There has been a sense of adventure in avoiding them. Surely

that is no way to teach respect of law and order.

4. A lot of fun, mostly off the campus. There has been no social life

on the campus to hold me here, and few chances to find entertainment on the

campus. Life on it has been too one-sided with the emphasis on study.

True, I have not been active in the regular extra-curricular activities, but

I have always felt that I could better satisfy my needs off campus than in

the limited opportunities offered on campus.
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I freely admit that I have not been a "good Haverford man." I blame

this more on the college, however, than I do on myself. It has not provided

the opportunities that I expected for cultural or social development, the

opportunities that every college should provide if it is to be worth while.

In every respect, I would have done better to have gone directly into busi'

ness from prep school. I sincerely hope that I never spend another four

years as unproductive as these have been.

7-
This brief comment is planned as a defense and argument against what

I feel will be several anti-Haverford statements from members of the "dis'

satisfied element" among the contributors, those who cry out against "provnv

cialism," "treatment of the undergraduates like children," and the general

"stuffiness" of a small college.

It seems to me that this protest arises from the least active members

of the class, those seniors who have played a very small part in extra-curricular

activities, and who have contributed comparatively little to the College

life as a whole. The most casual observation will show that those seniors

who have co-operated to the utmost of their abilities in different phases of

Haverford activities have enjoyed their four years here, and feel that their

College careers have been a vital and enjoyable part of their preparation

for life. These are the men who will continue to take an active interest

in Haverford activities and the growth of the College during their later

years.

And I do not believe that this interest will be marred by the absurd'

ities of insincere "Alma Mater sentimentalism." I have thoroughly enjoyed

my own Haverford life, and I hope that my interest in the worthwhile

enterprises undertaken by undergraduates and authorities can be proved

by moral and even financial support during the years after graduation. I have

not viewed Haverford during the past three years through unreasoning rose-

colored glasses, for there are several elements and attitudes which I hope

will some day be changed. But no organization which affects three hundred

and fifty people can run smoothly and efficiently enough to agree perfectly

with the many and widely different desires and theories peculiar to each in-

dividual. Harmony for the majority must be the guiding thought, and I

believe that Haverford has been planned and carried out upon this basis

to a laudable degree of success.
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Seniors who have taken a sincere and co-operative attitude toward

student-faculty functions have enjoyed them, and have furthered the cause

of making them an integral part of the College life. Those who have been

able to take part in organized athletics, even if only by honest support, have

worked for the betterment of this element, and their work has brought each

one satisfaction and pleasure. Those who have lent their support to the

various literary activities, to the musical and dramatic undergraduate work,

and to the different phases of student government, have all made an im-

portant contribution to the life and growth of the College. These are the

seniors who have given a great deal to Haverford, and who have therefore

been able to take from it much that will be valuable to them in the different

aspects of their lives during the passage of years. In spite of minor dis-

agreements and dissatisfactions which they may feel, they enjoy Haverford

now, and with maturer years they will continue to enjoy the memory of

Haverford with better understanding. I like to feel that I belong to this

"'majority'''' group.

8.
In my time here at Haverford I have noticed one thing, Fifth Day

Meeting. I am not unique in this; others have noticed it. The difference

lies in what I have noticed about it. When a graduate says in Collection

that he remembers with deep appreciation the Meetings he attended when
he was here I do not think he was telling the whole story, although he

may think he is. I differ from his general statement in that I think he remem-

bers with deep appreciation only the Meetings of his Junior and Senior

year; before this time he was not intellectually mature enough to appreciate

or to respond to the thoughts which were expressed in Meeting. As far

as I can see Meeting is of no value to the ordinary Freshman or Sophomore;

if he is extraordinarily mature and thoughtful he may get something from

the Meeting, otherwise he does not. It is unfortunate, but the majority

of the two lower classes are not mature and thoughtful in an extraordinary

degree. All too often a student gets in the habit of not paying attention

in Meeting because when he first arrives here he is not capable of appreciating

the thoughts there presented, and when he does reach such a degree of capa-

bility he is so bound by habit that he makes no use of his opportunity. If

he were not required to attend during his first two years he might get more

out of his last two years.
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The administration of the college has proposed a three-point plan upon

which it is seeking to base its education. These three propositions are

physical, intellectual, and spiritual. The first two are well taken care of.

The third is sometimes spoken of as most important. Outside of individual

contacts, concentration on the spiritual and religious life of the students by

the faculty is confined usually to a maximum of forty-five minutes a week—

•

one Collection and one Meeting. In one case support by a faculty member

is being given to a religious discussion group. That is appreciated, but might

not more weight be carried by others of the faculty in helping the students

with the religious side of life? This is part of the policy of the college—is

it being given its share in the education of the undergraduates? I do not

think Haverford is sufficiently well-rounded because of this.

10.
To the Senior just rolling up his sleeves in the final drive to snare his

diploma, what does the word Haverford connote?

At first he thinks of everything that has happened to him during the

last four years, because Haverford has been so intimately tied in with his

every move and thought. Further reflection breaks this mass into many

parts—the well-selected group of students and professors about which the

Administration is always crowing, the rare opportunities for scholastic and

athletic participation open to all, Quaker contacts and influences, and the

actual campus that is Haverford.

Sooner or later, after enlarging on the ideas of what Haverford has

to offer and how well he has fitted in, he starts to heckle and to gloat over

inconsistencies of the College—his pet peeves. He sees and admires the

grandeur and freedom of Quaker thought, but he is vexed by the continual

presentation of Christianity (in Meeting and Collection) from the standpoint

"... do it, because it will benefit you."' This is difficult to reconcile with

unselfishness—a major tenet of Christian religion. The logic and moral

soundness of the social sciences as presented here at Haverford appeal to

his progressive mind, and he values the interests in current life that they

have aroused. But they increase his wondering at the low wages that are

paid to the College help. Then, too, the reasonableness of the current

appeals for turning off lights and not throwing lighted cigarettes on the

floor is obvious to him along with the avuncular threats. But he still cannot
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understand why the hall lights in Barclay, Founders, and Lloyd burn con'

tinually, even with the sun eclipsing them.

The sheer pettiness of these inconsistencies is a good indication of the

high calibre of Haverford, and, as an acid test, the Senior has attempted to

see how Haverford measures up in its primary function of educating. Adopt-

ing the classic definition: "Education is what is left after we have forgotten

everything we were taught," he looks beyond the intellectual content of

his twenty courses to see what else this liberal arts college has had in store

for him. In addition to a step-up in his mental and physical capacities, there

has been modification and growth of his moral values. Keen appraisal of

the inherent worth of others' ideas and other people, a respect for others,

and a respect for himself, these are values strengthened by his stay at Haver-

ford—a tangible evidence that the college is doing its job.

11.
I will feel far better qualified to judge "what Haverford has done for

me'
1
'' on June 13. Seriously, my disappointment with this institution has

grown steadily from year to year. Haverford, when it is known at all, is

known for its high scholastic standing. This is fair enough, for I have en-

joyed many courses—derived much of general cultural value as well as

practical and interesting knowledge from them. Contacts with members

of the faculty have often proved inspiring, and, I hope, of lasting benefit.

I have made a number of friends and had opportunity for endless discussion

on every manner of subject. These two things to me are all-important ad-

juncts of a college education, inasmuch as they heighten intellectual powers

and help to adjust ideals. This, however, has been on my own initiative,

outside of the classroom. All of which leads up to the fact that as an integral

whole I have little respect and no sentimental attachment for Haverford.

"Dear old Alma Mater" is out. And it seems to me to be due to the stulti-

fying influence of the administration, which ever seeks to make the student

body conform. Innovations are frowned upon. Extra-curricular activities

in the realms of art, music, and drama are impeded ate very turn, and would

die a tragic death were it not for the efforts of a handful of noble souls among

both students and faculty. As for the fostering of closer and more friendly

relations between the professors and their pupils, it is quite noticeable

that in general the more intelligent members of the faculty have little or

nothing to do with social functions at college.
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12.

There's one bad thing about your senior year at Haverford, or, I sup'

pose, at any other college. Up to then you've been working along with all

sorts of ambition. Maybe you want to get good grades, maybe you want to

be on a team or manage a team, or maybe you're trying to become Editor

of the Hews. If you are trying for much, here at any rate, you're working

so hard that you don't have much time to think, and your ambition keeps

you from thinking very objectively anyway.

But it's different when you come back for senior year. Then you

realize that the junior year is really the climax of your college experience;

and here you are, with all of the things that you will ever work for either

won or lost, with the exception of Phi Beta Kappa or something like that.

Then you begin to feel a letdown from your previous ambition and rush;

somehow or other you feel a bit burned out and you wonder about your

studies too, if they are worth anything or not. What you are going to do

after you get out of Haverford seems a great deal more important than what

you are doing now. You perhaps become a bit bitter; four years of Haver'

ford food is just a little too much; the specialized courses of the year seem

to have no practical reality. What you want to do is get off and start working

for more realistic goals.

It's this senior year that's a bugaboo. Your sophomore and junior

years are really much more important, not only for what has been mentioned

above, but for the formation of viewpoints and attitudes and philosophies.

It's a somewhat morbid departure from your college life.

13.

A present liberal policy of the college which should be furthered is

that of permitting students to spend their junior year abroad, and that of

maintaining exchange students, particularly from countries such as Japan

and Germany, which are not easily understood by Americans today. This

is a positive move toward the peace and understanding which are Quaker

ideals, and helps to broaden out a college which tends otherwise to be too

smugly provincial, besides enabling a limited number of students to get in

an unusually fine way the liberal education which Haverford wishes to

present to all.
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14.
I have gotten out of Haverford approximately what I hoped to get

out of college in general and Haverford in particular. Though Haverford

is relatively unknown to the rank and file in my section of the country, I

inquired carefully about it before I came here, and took its advantages and

disadvantages into account in making my decision, so that I do not today feel

called upon to gripe or feel that I was hoodwinked into coming.

My reasons for coming to Haverford were

:

1. It is a small college, where one is not driven bats by red tape and

fast impersonal rules, where there is close contact between students and

professors, and where, o odious cliche, one can be a big fish in a small pond,

instead of . . .

2. It is in a different section of the country from that where I live.

It is equally provincial in its attitude, but it is a different provincialism,

rather than a continuation of the same one, and, therefore, should tend to

be broadening.

3. It has a beautiful campus, and is surrounded by enough nature to

fill your soul, and yet is not remote from civilization. It is only 20 minutes

by train to Philadelphia, one of the country's large centers of culture. It is

just a stone's throw from Bryn Mawr, so that you don't have to take a

vacation to find out what a woman looks like.

4. It has a high scholastic standard. I wanted to go on to graduate

work when I came here, and no college stands better in educational circles

than Haverford. I figured that I would do only a minimum of the work re'

quired, and, therefore, I would tend to get the most work done at the college

with the highest minimum.

I also knew that the atmosphere is not rah-rah, and figured that would

be a good thing, because I had all the rah-rah I wanted in high school. I did

not know that the atmosphere would be prep-schoolish, but I have simply

had to ignore that, which is not too hard, since I fear I became prep-schoolish

for a while myself.

I did not realize that the fact that the administration is Quaker means

that it is opposed to the arts. I had thought of Quakers as deeply-cultured,

sympathetic people. I expected them to be genial supporters of rather than

hard-headed boulders in the path of drama, music and art. I do not know
where I got this idea; perhaps it is because I thought that to be deeply-

cultured and a lover of his fellow-men is synonymous with supporting the

arts.
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I was surprised at other inconsistencies in the Quakers. A pettiness,

which complains about daffodils being picked on a beautiful spring day.

A smallness and selfishness, which cultivates Christianity to make itself

strong even though the others may sink, and looks with intolerance on

honest disbelief. But I wasn't going to gripe, and I like them in spite of

all this.

I was surprised at the lack of college spirit. I still can't conceive of

fellows sitting in their rooms playing bridge while their own team, which

is of them, and not paid b} them, is struggling on the football field.

I was surprised at the lack of feeling of social responsibility. Not only

does a good portion of the college not feel called upon to support college

activities, so that the main burden of activities is born by the few active

souls, but they think nothing of destroying property by burning lights all

day, running water all night, and breaking windows for pleasure. I think

that those who sink to this level are training themselves to become poor

citizens.

Recalling now the reasons I gave for coming here, I think that one

has wasted much at Haverford if one does not utilize its advantages. Drop

around to see a professor once in a while, merely in order to get to know him.

Get into extra-curricular activities so that you do become a big fish, and

not just a pollywog. I made the mistake of going out for too many at first,

and would be more careful about that another t me. Visit concerts, plays,

and art exhibitions in Philadelphia occasionally : otherwise it is no advantage

to be near it.

I was surprised at the miraculous way in which the honor system works

at Haverford, and I cannot praise it highly enough. It pervades the campus,

giving a sense of common honor and the ideals of being a gentleman. It is

in my mind the most unique and the finest single influence in the college.

15.
Did you see the issue of Life that came out about the end of last May,

dealing only with colleges in this country? It was a pretty gay picture, and

there was, as far as I could see, little in it which could be given a parallel

here. They seemed to be having a lot better time than we have here. I

was mad about the whole business of Haverford for several weeks after I

saw that.
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16.
It was in the Red Room of the Union Club downtown, said Red Room

being used in this case as a dining room. The dinner had been excellent,

good food well served, and the company was lighting up its after-dinner

smokes, shifting its chairs and settling itself for the usual round of after-

dinner speeches and fun. The group consisted of some sixty Haverfordians,

twenty o" them undergraduates, the rest alumni. Besides being Haver-

fordians all, these men had at least one thing else in common; they all loved

football. For some their football days were long since gone, yet they con-

tinued to show their interest in and love for it by giving this dinner for the

rest of those present, some of whom had even now played their last game,

others of whom could still look forward to a year or two more of this game

that had brought these men together.

Our toastmaster that night, as at many another such meeting of Haver-

fordians, was Johnny Williams, whose wit and stories had put the gathering

into a pleasantly receptive mood. There were other more or less serious

talks of varied length; Doctor Taylor told of football at Haverford as he

knew it just before the war; Marty Crosman told of how Quarterback Mac-

intosh had knocked out a big Hopkins tackle who had been especially trouble-

some that fall afternoon back in 1920; Mac himself announced the award of

letters and sweaters to that team of Sugar's that deserved them so well; Pop

Haddleton told some of the history and trials of coaching at Haverford.

The evening wore on pleasantly enough, the water glasses becoming dry,

the ash trays full.

The toastmaster then introduced as the next speaker a man who more

than anyone or anything else stands as Haverford for me; a man who, though

not a Haverfordian by birth, as it were, has become in the last five years

one of the best of Haverfordians. Characteristically enough, he started his

talk with a joke; not the cleanest joke of the evening, but one showing a fine

sense of humor. Then he began to talk of his relations with the fellows on

his ball team, of the joy and pleasure he had had in working with them, of

his love for football, of his respect and admiration for Haverford and what

it stood for. I was taken back in my mind to the long hot sweaty September

mornings and afternoons spent with him on '22 field, to those god-awful

belly flops, to those quiet little talks of a Friday afternoon after signal prac-

tice, to the tense, electrically charged atmosphere of the pre-game locker

room, when by his quiet confidence and sound advice he spurred his team,
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perhaps not to victory, but at least to a good game well fought. I was taken

back to cold November afternoons when he patiently reviewed plays we
should have learned long since, to his courage and smile after defeat, to his

happiness with us in victory, to his eternal insistence on good hard play

win, lose, or draw. As Roy Randall sat down, leaving an awfully large lump

in the throat of every man present, there was a moment or two of silence. A
quarter'hour which symbolized for me a wonderful part of Haverford, and

which for me will be immortal, was over.

17.
I decided to write an article on how Haverford has developed my will

power. I borrowed a typewriter and set [myself to the task. But time

slipped by and I regret that I was unable to complete it.

18.
What does Haverford mean to me? I can scarcely answer that question;

it has meant a very great deal, and a very great deal that is unwordable.

I am certain, though, that the most important experiences of my life, ineffable

though I am about them, have occurred at this college. Friendships, classes,

Meeting, the green campus, study, and the men teaching us—these are but

suggestions for the impossible definition of the effect of Haverford on me.

I have often accused my feelings on Haverford of excess, of perhaps

sentimentality. Perhaps this is true, perhaps I am including the experiences

of living itself under the heading of Haverford. Then, too, I attended a

poor school before entering Haverford and the transfer meant very hard

work. I strongly appreciated the new and felt its contrast with the old.

Seniors must consciously appreciate, must treasure each one of their

remaining days here. We must hearken to the voices of countless alumni

on that thought.

19.
When I was a rhinie and had to carry furniture, I did not resent the idea;

I accepted it. It is a working rule at Haverford that rhinies will accept

almost anything as a matter of course. But naturally no one is enthusiastic

about carrying furniture. The first fellow for whom I had to do it was a

lordly senior, one of those distant, serene, and Olympiandooking chaps,

who scared up three of us to carry a desk and a lamp. I expected him to
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stand by and direct slave operations. But a rhinie carried the lamp, two of

us took an end of the desk—and he himself, in a matter-of-fact sort of way,

took up the other end and lugged it until we were tired.

That slight gesture confirmed a hope of mine of what ideal Haverford

spirit must be, and only at a few other moments since then have I sensed that

the vision was real. Now if, as I have said, rhinies will accept almost any-

thing as a matter ofcourse, why can't it be a spirit offriendship and sportsman-

ship from the very start, instead of only the immature horseplay with which

all three classes welcome freshmen to a college of which they would like to

be proud? Of course they say that rhinies are in great danger of getting

swelled heads; wouldn't this encourage that? Not at all. Nobody with the

real Haverford spirit can have a swelled head.

I think that if students begin to emphasize this side of Haverford

—

this spirit of friendliness, sportsmanship, and willingness to tackle a tough

job, which represents something of the ideal Haverford spirit, they'll do

a great deal for this college—a very great deal.

20.
No doubt about it, Sophomore year would have been the time to sail

into a discussion of Haverford, for that was the time indignation was boiling,

enthusiasm burning, and ideas were fresh. For a Senior, however, these

thoughts have become submerged in benevolent resignation and general

weariness of the whole topic. In a few weeks, the least touch of sentiment

will creep in, and we will feel the first symptoms of grad-hood. I hasten

to add, however, that I shall not be amongst that senile group of waste-

products who, ten years from now, will stand on the steps of Founder's. Hall

with tear-dimmed eyes and chant "We're slinging the ink to push the pen

along."

Well, to begin with, we'll work on the well-worn statement that Haver-

ford is the most immature college in the East. Why should this be? Why
is it that when one brings an outsider into the dining room, one hastens to

shove him into a seat facing the wall, so that he'll be spared the sight of

300 peculiar-looking badly-dressed youths throwing butter and doing their

best to drown out with shouts the announcements of their student head?

Apparently this weird state of affairs finds its roots in the backgrounds

of the inmates themselves. The college is handicapped from the outset by

the extraordinary fact that at least two thirds of its incoming raw material
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is by nature or by family upbringing incredibly naive. I doubt that in any

other college will be found a group like ours. Haverford students are a

species in themselves. They stand alone. Understand, though, they are

a fine group of boys. The typical specimen (if there is such a thing) is sterling,

upright, wholesome, and intelligent. The composite brain power, or mental

machinery as distinct from other aspects, is undoubtedly above the average.

Well then, what have we? How come all this brain, hand in hand with so

much high'Schoolishness? Here's a problem for the anthropologist. What
is more saddening yet is the fact that each distinct division of this student

body raises the eyebrows at every other division. There are the football

boys who go to bed at eleven and do well in physics and chemistry, and the

lads who play Tommy Dorsey all day, and those who like to think them'

selves the literati and the cynics, and the wholesome boys who will settle

down in a successful groove for the rest of their lives and couldn't be cynical

if they tried, and the escapists who prowl at night, and lastly a generous

sprinkling of those who are just plain queer. The college is thus divided into

cliques, each one of which frowns upon all the rest. Unfortunately in a small

college this condition is inescapable. You will find the same thing in a large

university, but the groups are larger, and differences in type do not stand

out as starkly as they do here. Here, however, the animal spirits and im'

maturity which Haverford freshmen possess to a startling degree are not

absorbed by college life, but on the contrary find fertile field for growth.

The maturing influence which the general tone of the college should provide

doesn't exist. Haverford has no "tone," no standard of behavior and respect

which should serve as a unifying force. Again, though, we run up against

a stone wall. Perhaps, after all, the term "standard of behavior" is ephemeral

and inapplicable. Take Princeton, for example. There the golden ideal

is to become as sophisticated and Esquire-ish as possible—a condition which

is absurd on the other extreme, but which does provide at least an artificial

degree of civilization.

Haverford's incoming freshmen discover that the thing to do is to wreck

a few sophomore rooms, abetted by the Senior head of the Customs Com'
mittee. They are amazed at the feeble college spirit and lack of pride in the

college name. They form delegations and complain to the administration,

clamoring for game rooms and what'not. Just what this will achieve is

highly questionable, but it does show that there is an impatient awareness of

the state of things on the part of the lower classes. As soon as certain

branches of the administration put away childish things and stop being

91



THE HAVERFORDIAN

picayune and do something drastic about Meeting to prevent it from be-

coming a conspiracy for the purpose of stifling religion, the freshmen will

be happier. Incidentally, cigarettes after supper in the dining room, bringing a

few minutes of restful conversation, would do more in the line of mellowing

cannibalism than half a dozen game rooms.

However, as I said, these are the pet hates of my sophomore year

—

complaints which, as a senior, I do not feel entirely happy in resurrecting,

because, after all, I like the place. The informality of contacts, professors

included, have been thoroughly enjoyable. Friendship has brought memorable

things in its wake. The goods are here, and anyone with imagination can

mold something entirely worthwhile from the cultural assets offered. Be-

sides, the college is blissfully unaware of the delightful by-products which

lurk in and around it, and finally, thank God, one does not emerge a unit of

a mass production line, for Haverford challenges you to be an individual.

21.
The Haverford Jayvee wrestling team had wrestled the F. and M. Jay-

vees at Lancaster, and had been soundly defeated. Then the F. and M.
Varsity wrestled the University of Miami. There was a thin and almost

bald wrestler who was the representative of Miami in the 118-pound class.

He was good, and was beating his opponent. But the audience was hooting

at him and the referee seemed to be favoring the home team. After two

extra-periods, the match was called a draw, and the Miami boy was hopping

mad.

After that F. and M. started to win. The other Miami wrestlers were

not as good as the 118-pounder, but the refereeing, judging from the reactions

on the Miami bench, became worse and worse and the stands howled when-

ever one of the visiting wrestlers showed signs of annoyance. At the end

F. and M. had won easily, and the two teams were coming off the floor. The

Miami boys were more than peeved.

The 118-pounder stopped to talk to one of our wrestlers who congratu-

lated him. He was cursing a blue streak at everything about the meet, and

swore he'd never seen such a goddam lot of rummy people in all his life.

He ended by saying, "Well, I wrestled about a lot and went over with the

United States in the Olympics long before I even thought of coming to
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college, and I tell you I've never in all my life seen such a goddam gyp as this."

At that point I felt pretty glad that I came to Haverford, even though

we had been so badly beaten.

22.
After four years at Haverford, my most heartfelt complaint is that

the college is intellectually sterile. There is a numbness and a dryness in

our carefully guided pursuit of knowledge that effectively stifles any em'

bryonic desire to learn. (By learning I do not mean the wisdom to be gained

from text books—that can be disregarded as next to worthless since it is

at best a fleeting possession—but rather the acquisition of an ability to dis-

cover for myself a way to live.) Emotionally and mentally we can be left

stagnating without a thought of stimulus. The change from the parrot'

learning of our fathers has been a change only in form; actually there is

slight distinction to be drawn between absorbing by rote and absorbing

the meaning.

I have approached many courses with the thought that at last I was going

to get what I wanted, here at least would be something to arouse my inteh

lectual curiosity, only to find that within a few weeks commonplace treat'

ment and almost disinterested approach dampened the first enthusiasm and

reduced it to the usual bored acceptance of whatever was offered. In short,

books have smothered learning.

23.
My general impression of Haverford after four years is that it is in a

stage of very definite transition. It is in the process of emerging from the

period when the only class held on Mondays was Bible because it was

felt that the students should not be forced to study secular subjects on Sun'

day. But it has not yet taken its place alongside the great liberal institutions

of the country. There are still vestiges of the old attitude but they are be'

coming fewer every year. The trend is one that the administration is power'

less to curb; I hope it doesn't want to. The general attitude toward music

and art is a case in point; they are both becoming more and more important

every year but neither of them has as yet quite reached its deserved position

of respect. I have no doubt that some day both will. As graduation ap'

proaches I become more convinced of what was at first only a sneaking sus'

picion—I came to Haverford about ten years too soon.
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24.
It was Sunday and the Saturday night dance had hours since gone to

join its ancestors. The rain started to fall at about ten in the morning and

continued steadily all afternoon; I began to wonder idly about what to do

with the next seven or eight hours.

I had been wondering idly for exactly three hours and seven minutes

and was still going strong, when, by one of those strange coincidences that

make life interesting, I discovered I didn't have a match. I sprang interestedly

to my feet and across the room to the little table by the door. And there

I had a strange and mystic experience; I saw upon the table the whole

meaning of Haverford.

There were three things lying side by side with a beautiful simplicity;

a rumpled dress shirt, a little notice from the library stating that I owed

them thirty cents, and an electric light bulb. The dress shirt reminded me
that we are not remote from the world; it seemed a symbol of our honorable

submission to the conventions of society. And the library card symbolized

not only the great wealth of philosophy and poetry and history that we are

heirs to, but also, ironically, the fact that, in some way or other, we must

pay for wisdom. And the light bulb was a symbol of friendship. Quiet and

unobtrusive, it needed only to be used to fill the whole room with light.

Here, then, on this table, were social necessity and privilege, wisdom and

friendship.

But, damn it, there were no matches.
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Art analysis of a successful screwball comedy

"True Confession"
WILLIAM S. KINNEY, JR.

Just at the time when everyone who cherishes the dream that the movies

are a worthwhile artistic medium had thrown up his hands in despair at the

flood of wild comedies showing Bohemian people being boringly asinine,

along came a work of that type so skillfully done, so fresh and interesting and

genuinely funny, that it brought a new flood of optimism. That picture is

"True Confession."

Directed by Wesley Ruggles, who was also responsible for last year's

"I Met Him in Paris," the film presents Carole Lombard, the wife of a young

lawyer of principle and no money, as a lady to whom the truth is so boring,

and, usually, so unproductive that she has become an inveterate liar. Re-

belling from her husband's no work dictum, she accepts a job as secretary to

a wealthy gentleman whose insane mind works about like that of Harpo

Marx, and, on her first day at her new position, she is forced to flee in terror.

When she returns to get her hat and coat she, in her mad rush to get out of

the place, had forgotten, she finds her employer murdered and the police

there to arrest her. And, upon realizing that if her husband is able to free

her, their financial worries will be a thing of the past, she tells him that she

did it, but only from the necessity of defending her honor. The ensuing

courtroom scene is the most hilarious burlesque upon that stuffy institution

that has yet been seen, and the trial is, of course, successful. But at this point

the real murderer, John Barrymore, enters the scene and attempts to black-

mail Miss Lombard, who has capitalized upon her sudden notoriety. This

forces her hand, and her husband, having learned all, is about to leave her

when she recaptures him with another final and monstrous fabrication.

What, then, are the special virtues of this comedy? The obvious ones

are the fast-paced and excellently timed direction of Mr. Ruggles, the ex-

ceptional screen play by Claude Binyon, and some notable acting. Miss Lom-

bard rushes through her part with her accustomed vigor and her broad sense

of comedy values, but her performance is overshadowed by that of Mr.
Barrymore as the eccentric bar-fly and criminologist who really did the deed.

His work is no less than a triumph of complete absurdity. Then, too, the

minor roles are well handled by Una Merkel, Edgar Kennedy, Lynne Over-

mann, and others.

It requires more than that, however, to make such an exceptional film.
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The answer, I think, lies in a combination of three broad points. First, the

characters are absolutely unbelievable. The movies, paradoxically enough,

create upon celluloid a greater illusion of reality than does the stage, for all

its living actors. The reason for this is primarily the fact that they enable

you to combine the subjective and the objective views of a given situation in

a way in which other mediums are unable to do. For instance, you may have

a shot of a girl screaming, and then immediately cut to the subjective scene

of what she is witnessing, what it is that is terrifying her. On the stage

you are always seeing an objective thing, you are always conscious of the

fact that the actors are not living the scene, but acting it. Now most of the

works of this cycle deal with characters who are not strong enough to fight

off this great power of cinematic reality; there is something recognizable

in them, their motives are, partially at any rate, readily understandable, and

when you see them unreasonably going through ridiculous actions, you cannot

reconcile yourself to their validity. Not so "True Confession.'" These

people are so wildly distorted that even the screen recognizes them as im-

possible, and is ready to have them do whatever their hare-brained minds

will without its setting up any conflict in the spectator's mind. And this is

reinforced by the fact that the one logical character, the lawyer, is sensible

and understandable in everything he does. Furthermore, the contrast is

made even more effective by the use of visual symbols, always more compelling

than dialogue. When you see John Barrymore impossibly bailing out his

impossible rowboat, you are ready for absolutely anything.

Secondly, the film is based upon a structure of serious drama. The tale

of the erring wife who is defended on a murder charge by her husband is

practically "Madame X" material, and has been used more or less effectively

countless times. This device aids doubly by injecting a solid piece of sus-

penseful plot into the wild proceedings and by affording a further comparison

between the understandable and the ridiculous.

A final important point is the almost total lack of a love story. Love is

something upon which Hollywood is a bit afraid to trample. In all of its

wild activities in the screwball line, it has left a place for at least a few idyllic

moments which will fire the shopgirl with a great longing for the noble pas-

sion. But here you have no tender clinches; the hero and the heroine are

already married. That should become a screwball rule.

In a combination of these elements, then, lies the superiority of "True

Confession." If you miss it, you are indeed losing a merry hour and a half,

and if Hollywood misses the lesson it teaches, you are in for some distressing

moments during the coming year.
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Editorial
'The World Is Too Much With Us"

TO a supposedly civilized world whose every thought is concerned

both with the existing local carnage and with an impending general

slaughter, and to a nation wearily facing and fearing financial ruin

because of excessive Governmental expenditure, the burdens which seem to

weigh so heavily on the minds of college boys seem unworthy even of con'

tempt. The older generation recalling its own glorious youth (quite forget'

ting that they themselves once bore similar burdens) is too apt to discredit

the fact that we, too, can appreciate the present plight and that we can fear

the future. We have every reason to fear for our future, for our future

may be even more involved that that of the older generation. It is our right

and our duty (if only for selfish motives) to think well about this future, too,

for if the seemingly inevitable happens, it is our lives which will be flung

carelessly away, on a wholesale scale, by a nation which has decided that a

wonderful cure for recessions is a war boom. Or if we are fortunate enough

to avoid this, we will be faced with the unpleasant task of trying to find a

job in a more highly mechanized and a more complex world than has ever

before confronted ambitious youth. Merely because we are of college age

does not deny us the right to reason for ourselves and to see clearly, with no

extraordinary perception required, the dreadful morass into which the

world has finally imbedded itself. It seems to us that the one small ray of

hope is the fact that we have not already sunk into a hopelessly apathetic

state. We do recognize the ills of the world and we are still capable of being

mildly, but increasingly passively, distressed over them. It is to us and not

to the older generation, that the world will have to look for any possible

salvation, and if we remain conscious of the state of affairs we may be able

to act. If we can adjust ourselves to the apparently inevitable change in

social standards we might extricate ourselves. Whether or not we will rise

to the occasion is a purely speculative question.

Although college may not "prepare us for life in a brutal, Capitalistic

Society
1 '

1

it does teach us, in an indirect way, to escape, if only for a short

while, the besetting troubles of the day. For college, by teaching us to
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appreciate the arts and to criticize intelligently what we do appreciate,

provides us with the invaluable ability to lose ourselves completely in

subjects far removed from ordinary workaday questions. This art of com'

plete relaxation is of incomparable aid to us now and will mean even more

later, when life moves at a more meaningful and hectic pace. College may
not develop in us a great earning power, but probably the amounts to be

earned in the future, will be substantially less than they have in the past.

Literature, more than the other arts for it is often more readily accessible

provides one of these avenues of escape. Minds perplexed by worldly woes

have constant recourse to the stimulating relaxation of books. The enjoyment

of literature is not an esoteric art designed for the fortunate few, but rather

an ability which can and should be cultivated by everyone. There is enough

diversity in the various fields of literature to appeal to any and every taste.

As we have said, we consider literature, like music and painting,

essentially an escape mechanism. Many reviewers today violently attack

some authors because their books betray them as escapists, then finish their

reviews with senseless but space filling babblings about the purpose of litera'

ture. If these reviewers are capable of thinking about it, and if they can take

time from writing ecstatic criticisms of the twenty best sellers of the week,

they might explain why we read the classics, books which generally have no

bearing on the burning questions of our day and, very often, had none on

their own. We read these books for the treatment, for the prose or for the

characterizations, not to find out that the food in the Nineteenth century

English Orphanages was excruciatingly bad. (We would like to make it

clear that we are not using the word "escape" in a very broad sense. We do

not mean that literature should delve back into a beautiful past or should slip

entirely away into a realm of fantasy, but it should be more than a pictorial

representation of existing conditions.)

Perhaps one of the reasons for the sad plight of modern literature is the

fact that it has busied itself with the sordidness of the surrounding world.

Like modern music with its discord and distortion, like art with its newly'

found Dadaism (an understandable creation, for its forms require neither

brains nor ability) literature is providing us with a deluge of authors who
concern themselves with characters like Studs Lonigan and his ilk. It is not

our contention that literature, and the arts, should be only depictions of the

beautiful. They should not be entirely divorced from the world around them.
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We do deplore the modern idea of selecting the most sordid scenes and the

most disgusting type of people for treatment. The depiction of the ugly can

reach artistic heights only at the hands of a genius, and not a self-appointed

genius either.

Such a marked trend is naturally reflected in the literary efforts of

college boys. We can see no reason for the undue stress which has recently

been placed on these problems sociological. For when young writers direct

their talents into these perilous channels they are allowing themselves to be

classed with the plethora of "little Hemingways'" who, every month, fill

many of the cheaper magazines with depressing stories of sex and drunken'

ness. With a mind too immature, with a hand too heavy to deal adequately

with this difficult phase of literature, the writer produces an article which is

startling for nothing save its cheap sensationalism. There are very few

acknowledged authors of the day who can handle the subject well, and they

usually fail to do so consistently. All beer "joints
11
are so alike, as are all the

Joes who are found knifed or stabbed, or knifed and stabbed, over their

nickel beers. The only quality which makes such subject matter palatable is

artistic treatment, and very few college boys possess this ability. We do not

believe that such marked emphasis should be placed on stories in which

heavy-handed naturalism plays such a dominant role.

Nor do we believe that we should swing to the other extreme and write

hysterical stories of the much over-worked chaotic post-war generation.

Fortunately, this literary genre is rapidly dying out. It painted vivid pictures

of the wild upper classes madly dashing from one case of champagne to the

other, screaming hysterically about their too utter confusion about it all, and

setting a pace too hectic for any single person to endure for any extended

period of time. The only reason we can ascribe to the waning popularity of

this type of story is that the authors suddenly realized that instead of being a

post-war generation we may very well be a pre-war generation. And such a

generation would of course, act quite differently.

We have dealt above with only two of the more popular types of stories

appearing today. With specific reference to the Haverfordian we would

like to say that we will welcome heartily any stories which deal with people

who do not devote the major portion of their life either swilling beer at

Tonie's Place or who refrain from absolutely deluging themselves in champagne

at the Ritz every night.
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We also hope that there will be an increase in the number of articles

like "Black Gang" and "Devils and Dextrose" which have appeared in recent

issues. In these articles, and articles like these, the student body seems

to find its greatest interest and we sincerely hope that more students will

write either of their own experiences or on topics of the day.

We hope that more students will hand in either articles or stories and

that more students will read the Haverfordian and will show enough

interest either to commend or condemn the work of other college students.

W. H. R.

Lament
SAMUEL C. WITHERS, JR.

. . . To me the earth

Is just a very earthy earth;

And in a land of plenty, too.

... I am a mess,

A very, very sorry mess;

And at the age of twenty, too.
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Skijumping

KENNETH A. PRESCOTT

THE fast'moving world of today appears to be constantly seeking new
thrills. Solution—ski'jumping. To those who have never expert

enced the sensation of being in the air with nothing but a sense

of balance and two all-too'small pieces of wood to rely upon, there is a feeling

of awe concerning the sport. It is a feeling that anyone participating in

ski'jumping is doing nothing but practicing legalized suicide. On the con'

trary, the sport is quite safe and sane compared with its outward aspects.

In almost any other sport several casualties occur each season, but I am
reasonably sure that statistics would place ski'jumping quite near the bottom

of the list in recording deaths and serious accidents.

There is a thrill obtained in ski'jumping which, I believe, is not capable

of being equalled unless by a long descent via parachute. I would not

advise anyone to commence a skiing career by jumping, but rather to allow it

to develop parallel to the increasing competence on skis which are connected

with mother earth. A beginner at jumping should start on a very small

jump which, perhaps, would have an attainable capacity of fifteen to twenty'

five feet. This will enable the learner to acquire a sense of balance while

in the air. As this becomes mastered one can advance slowly to larger jumps

until the belief grows that what this country needs is bigger and better

ski'jumping facilities.

A jumper's equipment should be as nearly perfect as can be made. The
boots must fit tightly in the bindings with a heel buckle which will release

itself when there is too much pressure applied to it during a fall. This

prevents many broken legs and similar mishaps. The skis should be heavier

than racing, downhill, or slalom skis with most of the weight in the front.

There should also be three grooves running along the bottoms of the skis

to help them hold a straight path. The heavier the skis are the easier they can

be controlled in the air against winds, and they will also withstand a greater

landing shock.
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Most jumps consist of a tower built on the side of a hill so that the

jumper lands on the incline. However, some are merely runs down the slope

of a long hill to a take-off attached to the hill itself. The height of these take

offs varies from four to fourteen feet and there usually is a stretch of flat

ground before the start of the landing hill. The width of the starting chutes

ranges from six to fifteen feet approximately. The snow has been packed

solidly and the tracks of the skis hardly make an indentation.

After climbing to the top of the tower a view is afforded of nearly the

entire countryside. I have stood at the start of a jump and looked at the

ocean off to one side and the white mountains off to the other. If the jump

is at the outskirts of a town or small city a complete sight-seeing tour is yours

for the looking. This aspect is quite agreeable on a clear, sunshiny day;

however, when the wind is exercising its powers, the thought of beauty in

the landscape is completely forgotten. The tower is tall and narrow and

seems to sway like a young tree. Now you're wishing that you had chosen

slaloming for this day instead of jumping.

When you have donned your skis and are facing the chute, supposedly

ready to go, there are only two things left to do. One, reach down at the

lower part of the abdomen and lift the stomach into its normal position and

two; close the mouth tightly to avoid losing the heart. This is especially true

if the jump is larger than you have previously attempted. This done you are

ready for the flight. With one last, long breath you shove off. Halfway

down the chute you would gladly exchange your life insurance for the

privilege of being back at the top, but you don't have much time to ponder

the thought. Another second or two brings you practically to the take-

off; and at the last split second, when everything seems so hopeless, you

muster the courage to snap. It's all over now for you're in the air and at the

mercy of the elements. The judge's stand flashes by and you seem miles in

the air. You suddenly realize that you are about to land and very shortly

after this you do land. Then you glide gracefully (more or less) down the

remainder of the hill. You are quite startled by the fact that you didn't fall

and all at once the whole occurrence is something wonderful. Now you

clamber back to the tower hardly able to wait until you can repeat the

performance.

There are several differing techniques used in jumping by various

experts and professionals. Many of them change their style to suit the pre-

vailing conditions. The differences occur mainly in the jumper's few seconds
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while in the air, from the take-off to the landing. The slide from the start

to the take-off is generally done in a universal manner. One ski is kept slightly

ahead of the other, and you flex both knees in preparation for the snap.

Just before reaching the take-off the hind ski is brought up even with the

other, and the body is held in a low crouch. The arms are extended straight

out in front with the palms of the hands facing downward. The thumbs

are very near together. This previously mentioned snap is a violent thrust-

ing of the body upward and forward, at the same time locking the knees so

that the body, from the hips down, is perfectly straight. The arms are swung

upward and outward and kept revolving in a circle until the time of land-

ing. This both aids in balance and helps to propel the body forward. Your

skis should be kept in a direct line with the forward motion and tilted to a

position parallel with the hill before landing.

As previously stated there are several ways of conducting one's body

while in the air. In all instances the heels of the boots should be kept on the

skis. The first method is to keep the body in a straight line and to pitch it

to a position which is perpendicular to the hill. This is an effort to lessen the

wind resistance and to cover the distance as rapidly as possible. In employ-

ing this technique the jumper does not stay in the air as long as a jumper

using other methods. The second manner of jumping is to bend the body

sharply at the waist to form a pocket which will catch the wind and hold

him in the air for a longer period of time. The more successful a jumper is

in this the more distance he can obtain. The third and last of the widely

used techniques is a combination of the other two, a slight pitch of the legs

with a slighter pitch at the waist. A jumper of this type hopes both to move

very swiftly and to stay in the air longer than a straight pitch would allow

him to do. In any of these cases, if the jumper senses that he has pitched

too far forward, he simply reverses the revolving of his arms in an effort to

keep himself from falling forward.

At the instant of landing, one ski is shoved forward and one backward

simultaneously to keep the jumper from falling in either direction, and the

arms are employed to prevent a disaster to either side. A vigorous stem or

snow plow may be used to stop at the bottom of the run; or, if sufficiently

proficient, a series of christiannas are quite picturesque as a finishing touch.

(Forget the beauty of the thing and save your neck.)

Perhaps this art of ski-jumping is not quite as simple as portrayed

above. There are several things that may and often do enter in which in-
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crease the difficulty of successful flights. Cross winds and a slightly crusty

or icy snow are typical examples. If the conditions are too bad it is advisable

to postpone the activity to a later date. If a fall is unavoidable, the best way,

I think, is to fall to one side and slightly backward. Keep the legs stiff and

the skis as near together as possible. At the time of falling try to put your

arms above your head in order to lessen the snap on the neck. I realize that,

when a spill occurs, a skier is generally so much off balance and out of con-

trol that it is very hard to put the actions mentioned above into practice.

Occasionally it is well nigh impossible, but they will help considerably if

they can be used.

There is a certain satisfaction attained in mastering, to a reasonable

degree, the waterloos of this sport. Of course there is such in any other

sport; but in this case, a slightly different feeling is realized, a feeling which

I have attributed to the fact that it is something in which comparatively

few are at all proficient. After a reasonable amount of jumping has been

done, the feeling that the time spent in the air is altogether too short grows

stronger after every landing. After this, the winter season (if in a favorable

climate) is the most enjoyable time of the year; and the moments spent flying

through space are, each and every one of them, the climaxes to a joyful

existence. Without a doubt, it is as healthful a sport as there is. It keeps a

person in the fresh air and a goodly majority of the muscles are exercised.

Thus my own personal advice is to try to live in an environment which

harbors the power to produce snow and to treat yourself to the sport of

sports. I do hope that you will at least give skiing a try, preferably the

jumping phase of it. If you decide to do so, may I wish you many "happy

landings.
11
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Waiting at the Airport

WILLIAM H. REAVES

I
SUPPOSE they will be hours late. They always are. They said at

their airport that they had left at 9:30. Their plane has a cruising speed

of 120, therefore they ought to be here at 12 o'clock. The sky is much

clearer now than it was this morning. I have only a few minutes to wait.

Anyway John is a splendid pilot and he has that wonderful little Waco.

Nothing could possibly happen. It's hot. I don't know why I came early.

I knew perfectly well they couldn't arrive before noon. All I can do is sit

here in the boiling sun. It will be such fun having them for the week-end.

Of course young pilots are being killed all the time. But how silly of me.

It is not time for them yet. I might just as well stop turning the lights on

and off, it merely uses up the battery. Tra, la, la, dum di dum. Oh dear.

Another cigarette. I really am going to cut down. It's awful the amount I

smoke. I smoke a pack and a half a day, that's about 22 cents a day, that's

about $1.54 a week; $1.54 a week. Good Heavens! I must stop. That's

entirely too much. Really, if only the radio could produce something better

than these cowboy singers and these sweet homey little advertisements. It

is driving me mad. I wonder if the dance will be any good this evening.

What on earth will we do afterwards? I suppose I'll have to bring them to

our place. It always happens that way. That damned left nail of mine is

broken. I don't see how other people get through life without reams of

broken finger nails, but they do. I will look at my watch now. It's 12 o'clock.

It's 12 right now, and there isn't the slightest sign of them. I knew it. They

left at 9:30 and were due here at noon. I had a premonition. Something

has happened to them. They have crashed. Oh, why wouldn't they take

the train? I should have called them. I knew they were fated, both of

them. But they might have gone off the course. That's it. This is a hard

field to find. They've lost about fifteen minutes. That's all it is. I am about

to pass out. Of course, I should have thought they would have straightened

all that out before they left. After all, I am their hostess and deserve a

little consideration. Heaven knows, I get as little as possible. Who do they

think they are anyway? I suppose they couldn't have helped it. Peggy does
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get things so mixed up though. And John, although he is a good pilot, is so

eccentric about directions. I wouldn't mind really, only it's so hot and there's

no excuse for being late. At least when I'm late there is some reason for it.

However it is just one of those things that every hostess has to put up

with. Peggy does have some of the silliest ideas and tries to act so coy.

Really it infuriates me at times. Especially when Don is around, she acts

like a silly little school girl. It's time to look again. It's 12:20. And not the

least sign of them. They couldn't have flown off that much. There is only

one answer and I might just as well face it now. Oh, how ghastly. They've

crashed, I just know it. They've gone down. They are probably lying at

the bottom of some bay at this very moment. I will be prostrated. It will

be so dreadful if the bodies can't be found. They just flew away and were

never heard of again. Years later the tip of a green wing was found in some

bog or other in Eastern Pennsylvania. Of course, they might have gone

down just after the take-off. What on earth shall I do? I could scream.

What shall I say to Mrs. Williams? I wonder whether I should call or wire.

Oh, I'll wire. I simply couldn't call her. It would be too terrible. What shall

I say? "Regret to say that children . .
." That's awful. "Dear Mrs. Wil-

liams, I'm so sorry to have to tell you ..." That's worse. No, perhaps I

had better call her. I don't know what to do.

"Why yes, I am, but I'm afraid something has happened."

The mechanic says he thinks they may have stopped off for lunch at

Richmond. It's nice of him to try to comfort me, but too absurd. Of course

they wouldn't stop at Richmond for lunch. He's merely trying to divert my
attention from grim realities. It's too terrible. Peggy was such a dear, and John

too. They've always been so sweet to me. I feel so sorry for Mrs. Williams.

I suppose she will get the news just as she sits down to lunch. She'll

probably have some dear friends in. How horrible it will be. They will

bring in the telegram just as they are finishing their consomme. She'll

probably faint. Oh! I simply can't send that telegram. I'll call mother.

She'll do it. She does anything like that well. She'll send a properly

worded telegram and that will be all. Only I shall have lost two of the

dearest friends I have ever had. I suppose I shall go into the deepest

mourning. Veils are in now, too. Dear Peggy. We had such fun at school

together, too. She used to bring me cakes whenever she got some from

home. We were always together. And we had such a circus the year we
came out. She gave me a lovely party. And John was so sweet, so thought'

ful and meant so much to me.
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"Really, I'm frantic. Oh no! They would never have stopped off at

Richmond, I'm sure."

I wish they'd stop trying to be nice about it. I suppose I am dreadfully

pale. We might just as well face it. They've gone. This is Saturday. I sup'

pose they will be buried early in the week, if the bodies are found, that is.

I suppose I'll go up on the night train tonight. I can be on hand to com'

fort Mrs. Williams and help her with the flowers. I suppose I can find

time off Monday to buy my mourning clothes. I'll get severely plain dresses,

with white collar and cuffs and a flared skirt. I hope I don't break down at

the funeral. But I probably shall, having lost two people so near and dear

to me. I'll have to be supported when I look at them for the last time, that

is, if they are found. I wonder what will be done with Peggy's dresses.

I'm about her size, but of course Mrs. Williams would have to suggest that.

Besides I would always feel so tragic when I wore them. It will all be so

trying. I'll probably have a breakdown and have to go out West. Tucson,

I imagine. I hear it's fun out there. I guess there will be pictures in all the

papers.

"Yes. Oh, you think there would be a report if they had crashed?

Perhaps you're right, perhaps they did stop at Richmond."

I wonder if that mechanic really thinks that or whether he is merely

trying to ease the shock. I suppose someone would have seen them if they

had crashed, bits of the plane would have been found, at least. I wonder

if they did stop at Richmond for lunch. I suppose they did. Realty! Of all

the inconsiderate things I have ever heard of. It makes absolutely no dif-

ference to them whether or not I am burned to a small crisp in this sun.

Sure, what the hell ! She's only our hostess. Let her sit in the sun and sim'

mer till done, we'll just stop off and have a nice lunch at the Richmond air'

port. She won't mind a little ten hour wait. That is really just like them.

They know perfectly well I might get sunstroke and die. It has happened.

Sitting in this heat is really very dangerous and might easily prove fatal.

Not that that would make one iota of difference to them. They are two of

the most selfcentered people I know. Selfsatisfied, egotistical creatures.

They don't give one merry damn for anybody in the world but themselves.

Two of the most inconsiderate people I know. They decide they are hungry

and they'll eat, even if the King himself were waiting for them. They know
perfectly well I'll have to endanger my health by waiting here. Well, I'll

certainly give them a piece of my mind. Peggy always was like that, even
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at school. She always had her own way. Little cat. She never put herself

out to do anything for anyone else. And the year we came out she was

simply insupportable. She was hours late at every party, just waiting to

make an impressive entrance. She made an indescribable impression when
she fell down the stairs at the Donaldson's. I have never enjoyed anything

quite so much. And John. Whatever put it into his head that he could

mean anything to me is beyond me. I never could stand him, always so

impressed with his own humour. The way that old battle-ax Mrs. Williams

used to push them was insufferable. All I can do is sit here while they

drink gallons of iced tea and eat chicken sandwiches. I don't know why I

ever asked them for this week-end, I suppose I felt it was my duty. I knew
it wouldn't be any fun with two such thoughtless people. The whole thing

was a great mistake and right bitterly am I paying for it. It will be awful.

"A telephone call? I knew it. Their bodies have been found. I'm going

to faint, I know it. My very best and dearest friends. The only people

who really meant anything to me. How'll I ever tell dear Mrs. Williams.

Oh dear! Oh dear!

Hullo. Peggy? At the Longbeach port for two hours? Well, of course,

darling, I'm at the Hillside port and have been for hours, simply hours. I

really don't see how you ever got it in your head that . . .
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Paul Gauguin—An Interpretation

By ROBERT ARTHUR

PERHAPS you have heard of Paul Gauguin. Perhaps you have read

Maugham's Moon and Sixpence, or perhaps you have read the painter's

own Journals. He led the sort of life that can still make the pages of

The American Weekly, thirty years afterwards. Everyone knows that he

was a Frenchman, a stockbroker in a modest way; that he had been a sailor

in his youth; that he married a good woman of the bourgeoisie; that he de'

serted that good woman, went to Paris and began to paint; that he left

Paris for Tahiti where he lived in sin and quiet, and painted more and

weirder pictures. And it is generally admitted that he had genius.

There remains from all this fine press copy only one item worth follow

ing—Gauguin's reason for going to the South Seas. There all his best work

was done; there his character was completed; there he found a symbolism

which is his most striking artistic departure. Because of this symbolism his

painting is called primitive, and because it is called primitive it is also called

artificial. Artificial painting would not be great painting; if it is great the

fault must be with Paris, the advanced, not with Tahiti, the primitive; but

if it is bad only the painter is to blame. To decide, the art itself must be

consulted.

Instead of leaning on Gauguin's Journal or on critical or biographical

books about him, it seems better to consider some work of his, his best

painting if one can be called best, for he must be judged in his own medium.

That would be an analysis of a canvas cryptically entitled, "Where Do We
Come From? What Are We? Where Are We Going?"; it is owned by the

Museum of Fine Arts in Boston.

It is more than twice as long as it is high; it is, broadly, the color of

golden flesh against varying cobalt colors—deep purple^red, violet, vermih

lion, and lake. Many figures stand or sit in a strange dark clearing in a tropi'

cal forest; their bodies, if they are young, glow with warm yellow light;

overhead wind blue shadowy vines and trunks without foliage; far away

the sea breaks in white combers, a long line, under a blue sky; and farther
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still are the high silent mountains of volcanic islands. A goddess carved in

mottled stone stands placid and blank-faced, her arms upraised between the

gestures of surprise and benediction. None of the humans notice her, they

are busy with their own lives; birds with bright plumage play at her feet.

Near her sits a beautiful golden-skinned girl. A crone whose skin is coarse

and dark crouches next to the girl, afraid to look at youth, ashamed of age,

and desolate in thoughts of death. A white bird sits at her feet. A child

sucks some red fruit, and kittens play with his white dress. A strong golden

figure, a matured man, reaches for some of this fruit; the sun shines full on

his body. Beside him sit two women. They look at the child at their feet

and are lost in thought. Behind them two robed figures pass murmuring

together into the depths of the forest.

Here are people living lone lives, each in a world of his own, according

to his age and his body. They live together as beings against the world, but

as minds each rapt face shows a brain turned inward to itself; its thoughts,

memories, and desires, its own. The trees, the earth, the sky, the sea are

mysterious and not friendly; but the people do not turn to the image. They
feed upon the gods within them and the life their bodies enjoy. This is not

the life men lived in any golden age, nor the life they are living now,—it

is the life men must come to live. It recognizes both the animal and the god;

it lives with the past and the future in the present. It is Paul Gauguin's

philosophy.

This is not primitive or savage; it is the basic and the rational. Paul

Gauguin left Paris to find this.
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THE TROJAN HORSE, by Christopher Morley. J. B. Lippincott, 248

pp. $2.50

Reviewed by S. C. Withers, Jr.

Mr. Morley has been dragged over several coals for ever writing "The
Trojan Horse." It is, his critics say, a sin to bring an immortal story (which

that of Troilus and Cressida indisputably is) down to the lowest common
denominator of present day life and speech. Is nothing sacred? Must Chau-

cer's beautiful love story which we were brought up on . . . Shakespeare's

charming satire be punctured with the ugly rents of today's high-speed

shells, and poisoned by its gasses?

It is true that we cannot immediately accept the Morley treatment

of the story. Directly after reading "The Trojan Horse" one reacts either

by saying he does not approve, or by thinking a little about it. What he

would say then is more nearly likely to be fair. Mr. Morley anticipated the

disapproval by his apology in which he explains that the story is not of an

age but for all time. To like "The Trojan Horse" is not to throw over the

previous versions. They are of different worlds, and their characters speak

different languages. What Mr. Morley has done is to bring the story to us

as we understand it ... in our own language, not as we read it in a tender

translation.

Is the writer embittered? Perhaps . . . but, if so, he doesn't leave the

reasons for his embitterment in the dark. They are there . . . with Panda-

rus a dabbler in stocks, Cassandra a bespectacled radical, and Cressida the

"modern" faithless woman. With the fall of Troy a scoop for the news-

paper, and the fighting described as a football game. Amid this clamor,

though, the love of Troilus for Cressida is as deep as it ever was, and his

grief at the knowledge of her desertion as profound.

The scene in the Greek tent of the Trojan Dr. Calchas in which Cres-

sida opportunely accepts the proffered love of Diomedes gives us a flash of

Morley's best technique. It is modern . . . and we accept it as such with-

out the radio voice or machine-guns to help convince. After making up her

mind to betray Troilus, Cressida prepared herself for the "date" calmly . . .
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with the exception of one flash of anger at Diomedes' mention of his name.

With that flash she quells the last spark of her conscience.

The poetry of the Morley version was claimed by some critics to be

the only (if any) redeeming grace of the work. On the contrary, I believe

the only excuse for the poetry is that for the most part it is good. That,

however, is not enough to warrant its presence. If Mr. Morley wanted to

give the blare of a high-speed Winchell to a story of high-speed today he

should not fall back on cushioning verse. Perhaps a small item, but one that

rubs the wrong way, is Mr. Morley's manifestation of his lowest form of

humor. He refers to the fifty sons of Priam "by heck," or, he adds, "by

Hecuba." Speaking politically he says, "The left is always so sinister" . . .

He refers to Troilus and Cassandra as "the Priamese twins." The tempta-

tion to include these and other distracting puns should have been sternly

resisted.

Haverfordians will be slightly surprised to find the Trojan version of

"Waukie Wau" included. Sunday night supper at King Priam's home is the

setting for a cry issuing from both the legitimate and the illegitimate sides

of the hall that feeds fifty sons. "Sparta had a son, Sparta had a daughter

..." down to "All King Priam's men, all ready for a tussle ..."

It is a Morleyan epilogue that brings Cressida to the Elysian fields,

where, on seeing both Troilus and Diomedes, she asks her guide, "Who are

these men?"

If you are a Morley admirer, and can look honest disharmony in the

eye, you will want to add this book to your library.

THORTON WILDER'S "OUR TOWN," by Harrison W. Moore, Jr.

The passage of life in a small country village, Grover Corners, N. H.,

is the medium which Thornton Wilder employs to depict the universal

nature of life, love and death in his unusually staged play, "Our Town."
This production at Henry Miller's Theatre in New York definitely shows

that the imaginative powers of the audience can succeed, if given the oppor-

tunity, in creating a mental scene of as much, if not more, reality than can

be achieved under the artificial stimulus of stage scenery. The absence of

any scenery, save the barest indication of properties by means of chairs, and
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effective pantomime on the part of the able cast, is not the only departure

of the play.

The play actually begins before the house lights are dimmed. The
stage manager walks upon a totally empty stage, in full view of the audience

engaged in the usual pre-show small talk, and sets up the scene with chairs

and tables. The unenlightened audience, which does not receive programs

until after the first act, is completely bewildered and much intrigued by the

actions of Frank Craven who takes the chief role of Stage Manager.

Upon the dimming of the house lights and the hush of the audience, the

set is graphically painted in a few simple lines of description by the unaffect-

ing Mr. Craven. Thus the ineffectual crutches are done away with, giving

imagination the fullest leeway.

Once introduced to "Our Town" in this unique fashion, the audience

follows the train of everyday existence through "Life," "Love and Marriage,"

and "Death" presented in three acts, the last of which pictures a most

moving concept of life after death.

This can be appreciated to its fullest extent only by actually witnessing

the expression of Thornton Wilder's ideas as presented through the charac-

ters of Mrs. Gibbs and Emily Webb, ably portrayed by Evelyn Varden and

Martha Scott, respectively.

Out of a beautifully simple setting, Mr. Wilder has created an affect-

ing representation of daily existence through generations during which smoke

has passed up the chimneys of countless homes in the same way it does at

Grover Corners.

The various aspects of the town's history are presented whenever they

seem to be necessary for a complete understanding of the situation at hand,

by well chosen remarks by Mr. Craven, the stage manager. He introduces

a professor "from a near-by university" who in an amusing manner throws

a scientific light upon the development of "Our Town," and then answers

various questions from the audience about the cultural and industrial progress

of the village.

The first act closes, in a manner characteristic of the whole performance,

with a statement by the stage manager to the effect that this is enough of

a glimpse of "our town" for the present and that you may go out into the

lobby and smoke, if you so desire.
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The course of the trials of youth serve as one theme of the play which

Mr. Wilder develops by showing the difficulties of coping with parental

admonitions at breakfast, algebra at school, a first expression of love and last

minute dread of marriage at the doors of the church. In this last, the diffi-

culties of breaking fond family ties for the formation of a new life together

is presented with a glowing wholesomeness by the juvenile leads, Martha

Scott and John Craven.

The play begins at the turn of the century, and covers a period of

fifteen years in the lives of the families of the village doctor and the editor

of the town newspaper. Mr. Wilder^ deviation from the usual continuity of

time, when he shows the scenes leading up to the marriage of his leading

juvenile characters and then jumps back about four years to show the birth

of the mutual love of the boy and girl, is very skillfully done.

The audience is no longer surprised to have the stage manager enter

in the second act and transport them back in time to see events leading up

to some climaxing action. In fact, this move is appreciated for its addition

to the concreteness of the plot. Again, in the final act, a change of time is

introduced in another distinct fashion. The scene of Emily Webb's burial,

the youthful wife whose life and marriage have been the centers of the pre'

ceding acts, is climaxed by her entering the graveyard, which is personified

by living actors sitting in death-like immobility. The reactions of the dead

to the pitiful sorrows of the living present at the burial, and the depth of

feeling of the young woman upon attempting to live over a day in her life,

are really too moving to be described. Here, as before, the shift in time to the

girl's youth after death is quite natural and easily accepted by the audience.

This experiment in the theatre, although totally different from Orson

Welles
1

production of "Julius Caesar," is certainly as successful and points

hopefully to a dramatic technique, the effectiveness of which is just begin-

ning to be appreciated by both producer and audience.

"Our Town" heralds the rebirth of imaginative realism long missing

from the drama of recent decades, in a manner which promises a deeper

appreciation of character development and content of the author's lines on

the part of the audience.

Let us hope that this freedom from encumbering attempts at staged

realism will find a more definite place in future dramatic endeavor.
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THE TURNING WHEELS, by Stuart Cloete

Reviewed by Congdon Wood

The famous trek to the north of the Boers in 1836 has provided new and

fascinating material for the novelist, particularly such a one as Stuart Cloete,

an adventurous and forceful personality himself, who has lived among the

descendants of these people and knows their turbulent history well. This in'

exorable march from the infringements of the British, with its personal feuds

and infatuations, and its struggles with the strange, savage environment

has moved him to write a story which he throws at you with all the in-

tensity of his dominating character, Hendrik van der Berg. Yet nothing

would be more unfair than an accusation of crudity, for a high degree of

artistic skill is manifest.

The Turning Wheels may be looked upon as an epic saga—an oppressed

people searching out a new home—pioneer spirit and all that. On the

merits of this alone the book is a best seller. Or, one might consider the ex-

citing narrative as but a background for the personal tribulations of Hendrik,

who believes it his duty to mankind to produce offspring in his own image as

frequently as is practicable for as long as possible. The recurrence of this

theme of sexual virility and the imperative need for its outlet strikes an odd

and discordant note which is heard as much more than a "still small voice"

throughout the book.

For a concrete basis of enjoyment and value, however, we must look to

character portrayal. Of Hendrik, leader of the flock, enough has been said.

Tante de Jong, overly extolled by most reviewers, is definitely not a nice

person. She has been created as a convenient foil to the central characters,

whose destinies she does her best to shape to her own selfish ends. Zwart

Piete, the wandering hunter, is a likeable and solid hero. Sannie, Hendrik's

young wife, should win any reader's sympathy. There is an aged Kafir

witch-doctor called Rinkals—a crafty rogue—who is simply delightful. The
point to be emphasized is that all these, and others, are people; some attract,

some repel. But they are real.

Reactions to The Turning Wheels are never half-hearted. One either

thoroughly admires or shudderingly condemns it. Those in the latter class

are unfortunate. Those in the former will find their imaginations goaded on

all sides, and will drink their fill of a glorious romantic tale, the like of which

has not been seen in many a day.
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Inside Nasi Germany

WILLIAM S. KINNEY

The latest issue of the March of Time, "Inside Nazi Germany, 1938,"

is important as history, as propaganda, and as cinema. As history, it offers

an unusual account of German life and manners; as propaganda, it is most

effective because of its comparative lack of sensation; as cinema, it is an

outstanding example of the newly discovered art of the documentary film.

The stereotype of the average American's opinion of Germany seems

to be that it is a land bristling with soldiers ready at the slightest oppor-

tunity to charge wildly into any other European country; that it is a land

overrun with idiotic notions about the non-Fascist states; that its home life

and its normal routine are almost nonexistent. Any such ideas are immedi-

ately blasted for those who see this picture. Its opening scenes concern

just that daily routine, that home life of the normal citizen who is so rarely

spoken of, and it makes a rigorous effort to instill the thought that these

people are as outwardly happy as the people of America, and inwardly per-

haps a good deal more contented. There is, further, an exposition of some

of the inevitable cruelties committe by a Fascist state, an essay on the

army life, a prophecy about its colonial ambitions, an expose of the great

propaganda machine, and the development of the theme that the life, the

thoughts, and the attitudes of every German are rigorously controlled from

the minute that he is able to speak.

The picture's great virtue is that it comes closer to impartiality in deal-

ing with a highly emotionalized phenomenon than has any other work

accessible to the whole of the American people. It is so impartial, in fact,

that a great storm of controversy has arisen over it wherever it has been

shown. Several "patriotic'" groups in New York State and a few individuals

in the public eye have condemned it as pro-Fascist propaganda and have

sought to have it removed from circulation. The storm reached Philadelphia

and so frightened the Warner brothers, who own every first run theatre

in the city save the Europa, that they forfeited their rights to it and allowed

it to have its first showings in the News theatres, where it broke all box-

office records.

But all of this does not mean, however, that it is completely objective.

Its most glaring mistake seemed to me to be its insistence that there is no
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liberty of individual thought in the country. There undoubtedly must be

dissatisfied elements in the population, estimates placing their number at

approximately 25 per cent of the total; and there is a secret newspaper

reputedly circulating throughout the entire country, violently opposed to

the Hitler regime. And, more than that, there must be some liberty of

thought. No matter how great a barrage of newspapers, movies, placards,

and books are thrown at the population, the thinking elements will not be

so stupid as to believe everything which is said. True, many authors, includ-

ing the great Thomas Mann, have been exiled, as well as a number of other

leaders engaged in moulding public thought, but nonetheless this can mean

no more than a diminution in the calibre of intellectual life, not its extinction.

This, and a few other minor inconsistencies, are, however, relatively

unimportant in determining the picture's comparative merits. It does bring

us closer to the goal of understanding, and at the same time its undertones

make us quite well realize the reasons for Fascist success, as well as the

fact that, as a system of government, it is utterly repellent to American

thought. Hitler is a genius in the art of making the populace jovial and con-

tented; he does it directly by forcing all employers to grant annual two-week

vacations to their employees and arranging trips for them, largely financed

by the central government. He does it directly by making them understand

that they are a great people, by bringing to them the ideal of nationalism

as a bright and glowing and powerful thing. And he does it, indirectly, by

ceaselessly pouring into their ears the refrain that they are better off than

the people in other lands. An isolated paragraph in Roosevelt's Chicago

campaign speech, for instance, is interpreted to mean that one-third of the

people in this country are without homes, without clothing, and without

food—and he spreads that knowledge on the front page of every German

newspaper.

The film also brings to vivid reality the underlying evils of the whole

system. While I have claimed that its depiction of complete regimentation

must be false, it yet leaves no room for doubting that such a process has

reached terrifying proportions, that the centralization has been so complete

that it must inevitably bring about moral and intellectual stultification; and

that the country is living under a harsh and an essentially false ideal. Its

sum total is revulsion, but a revulsion based partially on an objective viewing

of facts, and not wholly upon emotional condemnation of specific govern-

mental policies. It is, in other words, a step in the right direction.

120



ESTABLISHED 1818

_ l€LOTH

I

HGgl
I(ifn^umt5fiitt99,^ats treats

MADISON AVENUE COS. FORTY-FOURTH STREET

NEW YORK

Outfits for Indoor

or Outdoor

Sport

BRANCHIS
NEW YORK: ONE WAIL STRICT

BOSTON: NEWBURY COR BERKELEY STREET

€> Brook* Brother*

"The Main Line Radio-Music Store"

AZPELL'S
Radios—Phonographs

Records

44 West Lancaster Ave., Ardmore, Pa.

Ardmore 3953

JAMES BUTERA

ARDMORE
RECREATION
10 BOWLING ALLEYS
"Let's Get Acquainted"

61 West Lancaster Ave., Ardmore, Pa.

Second Floor High School 15 <:ents

TH€

HAV6RFORD CLUB

CORDIALLY INVITES YOU
TO VISIT

THE CLUB QUARTERS
AT

1607 MORAVIAN STREET
PHILADELPHIA

SECOND FLOOR, TALLY HO RESTAURANT

GOOD FOOD . REASONABLE PRICES

PLEASANT FELLOWSHIP WITH

HAVERFORD MEN

DUES ONLY $10.00 PER YEAR



Book and Magazine Printers

A Pleasant Place to ©o
^Business

WESTBROOK
PUBLISHING COMPANY
5800 North Mervine St. Philadelphia, Penna.

THIS PUBLICATION PRINTED HERE



1 II RY Of
HAVERh

APRIL 1938 nUfTlBER 6



WHITEHALL
HOTEL

Solicits Your Patronage

ROOMS
APARTMENTS
DINING ROOM

GARAGE
Best Food on the Alain Line

Facilities for Large or Small

Luncheons and Banquets

MRS. L. C. DAVIS—Dietitian

Management of

ARTHUR W. BINNS, INC.

A. KENNETH LINDSLEY, Manager

410 LANCASTER AVE.
HAVERFORD, PA.

SEND YOUR SUITS

TO

"THE COLLEGE

TAILOR'S"

DE BEAUSSET, RICH, RAMSEY

Agents for

•amue Gang

Collections Monday and Thursday

In those vernal seasons of the /ear,

when the air is calm and pleasant, it

were an injury and sullenness aj ainst

Nature not to go out and see her

riches, and partake in her rejo cing

with heaven and earth.

—Milton;

Tractate on Education.

B3

E. S. McCAWLEY 8 CO. ,
Inc.

BOOKSELLERS TO HAVERFORD

COLLEGE

17 Station Road

Haverford, Pa.

STREET
LINDER &
PROPERT

OPTICIAN
20 th and
Chestnut
Streets

Philadelphia



PENN BODY COMPANY, INC.

AUTOMOBILE COACH
WORK

Bryn Mawr : 574 Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Bryn Mawr 2574

Ardmore: 61 East Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Ardmore 2570

FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY
AT

McINTYRE'S
19-27 E. LANCASTER AVENUE

ARDMORE, PA.

Times Change
BUT THE RECIPE FOR MAKING

ICE CREAM
NEVER CHANGES

Real Cream... RealSugar I

. . . Real Fruits or other 1 1

Natural Flavorings Skil- I

fully Blended and Frozen.
]j

KERSHNER, REAGAN
BROWN

are agentsJor

"The College Laundry"

Highland Park Laundry

Collection Monday

"Follow the Leaders

for

They Know the Way"

BUY

AUTOCAR TRUCKS

IT'S SERVICE
THAT COUNTS

Amateur photographers who rec-

ognize the value of superior

service know that at Klein &
Goodman's they get helpful and

intelligent attention to their needs.

And with that service, there's a

complete camera store with every

popular make of camera and pho-

tographic equipment.
• All leading makes of cameras and lenses

• All developing and printing materials

• Enlargers and projectors

• Photographic Books
• Exposure Meters
• Full line of Kodaks and Cine-Kodaks

FINE-GRAIN PROCESSING
AND ENLARGING

KLEIN & GOODMAN
EVERYTHING PHOTOGRAPHIC

18 S. 10th ST. PHILADELPHIA



55)9©Kw

PRINTED BY

WESTBROOK
When our imprint ap-

pears on a magazine or

book, you may feel sure

the editors have had at

their disposal every fea-

ture of service which

over 30 years of spe-

cialization have shown

to be most desirable.

Westbrook Publishing Co.

5800 NORTH MERVINE STREET

PHILADELPHIA PENNSYLVANIA



The Haverfordian

William H. Reaves, Editor

Samuel C. Withers Daniel Santer

"Managing Editor 'Business Manager

H. M. Henderson, Jr.

Review Editor

Associates

Robert Arthur William D. Halsey, Jr.

Robert H. Goepp Lewis L. Janney

John M. Tinnon

The Haverfordian is published monthly during the college year. Its purpose is to foster a

literary spirit among the undergraduates. To that end contributions are invited. Material should

be submitted to the Editor before the fifth of the month preceding publication.

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1921, at the post office at Haverford, Pennsylvania

under the Act of March 3, 1879. Acceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in

Section 1103, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized April 11, 1921.

Vol. LVH HAVERFORD, PA., APRIL, 1938 No. 6

CONTENTS

Editorial 124

Eugene Delacroix Robert Arthur 128

Summer Sun Melvin Stuart-Gordon 130

The Lighthouse Keeper's Daughter William H. Reeves 132

In Which Mr. B. and Mr. L. Air Their Views Samuel C. Withers 136

The Theatre op Tomorrow W. H. Hay, II 137

Gloria Morgan's Secret David R. Wilson 139

Reviews L. Crosby Lews 141



Editorial

The Case For Mr. McCawley

THE Haverfordian has infrequently been used as a vehicle for thrash-

ing out the various problems which inevitably confront an under-

graduate body. We do not intend to use it as such in the future.

However, it does seem to us only fair that, at the present time, someone

should point out to the students certain arguments in favor of Mr. Mc-
Cawley, arguments which were not advanced at all before the recent student

vote on a college book-store. Those members of the undergraduate body who
were not here three years ago when the issue was first raised are, for the most

part, totally unaware that there are ethical and practical considerations which

weigh heavily against a college book agency. They can scarcely be blamed for

this ignorance, for they certainly were given little or no intimation that

such arguments did exist. They have little or no idea of Mr. McCawley 's

position, the time he has devoted to the textbook business and its value to

him. We feel very definitely that these facts should be made known to the stu-

dents and that the students, having assimilated the facts, should be given

an opportunity to revote on the issue. We do not consider that the first

vote was fair, when the three lower classes had not the slightest notion that

McCawley 's was entitled to some consideration. The revote would either

relieve the Faculty Committee, in whose hands the matter now rests, or it

would indicate to them that the students, having carefully considered both

sides of the question, still wanted the book-store in the hands of a college

agency.

In the first place, there is the question of unfairness. Nine years ago,

when the financial position of the Co-operative Store was so precarious that

it could no longer secure the credit necessary to finance the sale of books,

certain members of the Faculty asked Mr. McCawley to relieve the situation

by assuming the financial burden and the very considerable labor involved

in handling the college book agency. He accepted this burden and by means

of his credit and his experience has rendered satisfactory service where

the store did not. During the past years he has changed his original loss into

a slight gain, effecting this by spending much time and effort on the slip
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system, which has finally been perfected. The Co-operative now proposes to

capitalize on the time and effort of Mr. McCawley and to take over the busi'

ness. There is little criticism of Mr. McCawley's efficiency, the purpose is

merely to take over his profits. After his having taken over the agency at

the original request of the college, there seems to be a certain measure of un-

fairness in taking it back so long as he has done a good job. Very few are

inclined to say that he has not done a good job.

Secondly, we should consider how dependent he is on the college

business. The text book business is more important as a source of capital

than as a source of profit, for the fact that a fairly large amount of money comes

into the store in the early fall permits him to lay in a stock of new books and

to provide a normal turnover of stock. The withdrawal of this capital, added

to the losses already sustained by his store during the depression years, would

suffice to endanger seriously its existence.

We have listed above what we consider the two most important argu-

ments in favor of Mr. McCawley. To these we can add certain facts of a less

tangible and, perhaps, a less weighty nature. They advertise as much as

possible in all the undergraduate publications. Mr. McCawley has assisted,

wherever possible, undergraduate enterprises, he has provided a substantial

prize in books to be awarded annually. (The present senior class saw the for-

mation of the Logan Pearsall Smith Prize and remembers Christopher Mor-

ley's article "Eumenides of Book Collecting"" in which he mentions the

value ofa book-store in the community and in which he refers to McCawley's.)

By going to McCawley 's, students who otherwise might never see the inside

of a book-store are exposed to a variety of books on all subjects. The atmos-

phere is congenial and browsing is encouraged. His store is a very decided

convenience and source of interest to the many Haverfordians interested in

books and literature.

To these undeniable advantages Mr. McCawley now feels able to add

two more. First, he is willing to employ in his store, on a part-time basis,

a campus representative, who will be amply reimbursed for his work. This

would equal, or almost equal, the much-talked-of scholarship which has been

such a factor in the arguments for a college agency. The second offer of Mr.

McCawley was to take rooms on the campus during the early weeks of col-

lege and again in early February so that the poor overworked students

would not have to tax their tired bodies with the long trek to the book-store.

We regret, of course, that he felt obligated to take such a step, for we do not
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believe that his hardship has, as yet, become unbearable to the greater part

of the undergraduate body.

In addition to these arguments there are certain definite arguments

against the proposed college agency.

The amount of work involved would, during the months of October

and February, be perfectly tremendous. One has only to look at the invoices

of Mr. McCawley and his staff for the last week of September of this year to

see how very much time and effort is demanded. Many collective and indi-

vidual orders to various publishing houses must go out every day. A skilled

typist is practically prerequisite. We scarcely think it possible that a group

of students, totally unskilled in this type of work, could handle this work

even adequately during these rush periods, and these two periods are the

only ones of real importance. The staff would be, probably, the last to main'

tain that they would make no blunders. We must remember that, in the

past, these blunders amounted to a large deficit—a deficit due largely to

blunders in respect to the sale of books. Assuming that there are now people

in College capable of coping with this difficult business, have we any assur'

ance at all that there will be such capable people in the future? There have

not been in the past, why should there be in the future?

Furthermore, there is a staggering amount of bookkeeping involved,

books of accounts closed and open with the publisher, books of charges,

books which, we believe, could be handled only by a trained accountant.

If any college student is able to keep a set of double entry books, he would be

hard-pressed for time to put the invaluable knowledge into practice. It

seems highly dubious to us that the small profit which the college agency

would make (after reference books had been purchased, "transportation"

paid, salaries paid, stationery and ledgers had been purchased) would warrant

the risk of their failure—and another failure would, this time, be- partic-

ularly disastrous for we do not believe that Mr. McCawley would be over-

eager to help out an unsuccessful college agency a second time.

Another argument which has been advanced for the college agency is

that it would be a true Co-operative movement. Although we do not

clearly understand the whole Co-operative theory, we are inclined to believe

that a Co-operative movement which accepts its room, its heat, its lighting

from a benign college is not a true Co-operative. And it must be remembered

that the Co-operative societies ofthe larger universities (whose amazing pro-

fits we hear so much about) sell furniture, clothing and, now and again, an
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automobile. It is to be doubted that they derive any great profit from their

text-book department. Book-selling is a notoriously unremunerative trade.

Another argument of the agency is that the money made would be used

as a scholarship. But it is impossible to know whether the one or two people

who have both the ability and the time to handle the agency would be in

actual need of financial assistance. We would be willing to provide a worthy

Haverfordian with a scholarship, but we would definitely not care to provide

a fellow-student with tidy pocket money at the expense of a local merchant.

We do not believe that the college agency is worth the risk, for it would only

provide the students in general with a negligible saving or a potential assess-

ment.

We think that, in the light of the above arguments, the student body

should reconsider its somewhat hasty decision on this issue and we demand

that they be given an opportunity to vote again and express any change of

sentiment which a more thorough presentation of the facts may effect.

W. H. R.
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Eugene Delacroix
ROBERT ARTHUR

FIRST the ikon-breaker is hated (nobody had ever thought before that

ikons weren't the very latest); then the ikons are hated (they weren't

so fine after all, and this new age of ours needs new forms for itself),

and the destroyer is accepted and praised; but after a while when the

antiquarians have shown us that some of the ikons were quite good (it was

really only the priests we were tired of anyhow) we think : these new things

may be all very well but for me—Well, I always have seen something in the

good old stuff; so the poor ikonoclast is out in the cold and icy at last ; but

years later his revival comes, too (and we say: really, my dear, did you ever

see such things, and to think how all these years . . .)•

Delacroix is in about the same plight as the waltz,. We know they're

nice (they're so lovely, dear; I just love them. It makes my heart go up and

down, oh, . . .); but who will dance to a waltz? And D. is very great,

like Byron, you know (he even looked 1 ke Byron; they were men). The
line at the Louvre has dozens of them, France (the Beaux Arts) approves,

and nobody cares. In all that whirling cycle that catches great men and

spins them in and out of the sun, some men fly off (are they too light?) in

darkness, and some are flung at the sun and burned in their brightness, and

some land on the earth like a happier Phaeton, black but radiant; and famous.

I suppose the great man of Flanders has alighted in glory (you can buy Rem-

brandt's etchings, complete for a dollar ninety-eight; and modern Germans

worship Rubens). El Greco and Goya are in the periphery of bliss and they

will be with us soon (they are recognized in Life; Henry Clay Frick owned
one of each) . But poor Eugene.

(Life is real, life is earnest,

And the grave is not. . . .

)

Remember the glorious days. The Salon of 1822—the Dante and Vergil,

that delicious sensation, the old men frightened and disdainful; how the

world of Paris felt the crowding surge of something new, fumbling pressure

of genius and youth. Napoleon was really dead at last; Gros and David,

the court painters were being laid to rest; and from their tombs the long

perfect shadow of the new academic school, Ingres, the flawless, the second

Andrea del Sarto, issued like the plague. (The Grenadiers were growing

old, Prussia and Italy were beginning—it would be a long road yet,

—

1848, the barricades and Victor Hugo, and Charles Baudelaire had not come

128



EUGENE DELACROIX

yet.) (Away behind was the old revolution; the court before it; Fragonard,

Greuze, Chardin, and Watteau.)

A year and Gericault was dead. Who was Delacroix's first self, who
taught him,—a Delacroix and a Gericault side by side (not the master's

silvery horses, his people instead) and who can tell? And this year Eugene

wrote in his Journal: "Think of Michael Angelo. Feed yourself on grand

and severe ideas of beauty which feed the soul. Seek solitude." This year

he worked on the Scio (study by study, picture by picture) blending figures

and colors, men and horses, and the sun. And in a day he would repaint it

(at the Salon he saw Constable for the first time—he saw light moving and

vibrating).

Growing until his age was in parallel with him; they read Byron,

Vergil and Ovid together, they went to the opera, and to the salons where

there was conversation. They knew Balzac and Hugo, Chopin and Baude-

laire (Les Fleurs du Mai, well really, my dear

—

Cctait un monstre!), and

Gautier and George Sand.

In 1832 he had gone to Morocco. Unforgettable, light and color,

sound and stench—dark skins, black hair, tile, plaster, sand, and sun (" . . .

the contrast between the yellow and dry bamboo with the verdure of the

rest. The mountains more nearly a brown green, dotted with blackish

dwarfed shrubs. Huts. The scene of the fighting horses. From the start

they stood up and fought . . . "). ("The almond trees in flower. The
lilacs of Persia, big tree. The beautiful white horse under the orange trees.

Interior of the court of the little house. When we came out, the black and

yellow orange trees across the door of the little court . . . the white house

in the shadow amidst the dark orange trees. The horse through the trees".)

How he battled with Ingres ! Two giants of France, the Parthenon and

the Turkish shell.

Some years and Renoir would call Delacroix the greatest artist of the

French school, and later Elie Faure would write, "
. . .of all the musicians

at painting, he is perhaps the most complex and the most poignant. He often

causes one to think of Beethoven, often of Wagner . .

He wrote, "What is most real to me are the illusions which I create in

paint."

(Yes dear, I suppose it is great. My feet,—this eternal walking. Oh,

I hate the Louvre. All this hazy mythology, those horrid greens. And this

one, Oh,—really and Reinach says . . .

)
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Summer Sun
By MELVIN STEWART-GORDON

Editor's Note—The author of this story has never been to New York. The first fourteen

years of his life were spent as batboy for the Masslon Ohio Tiger Cats. His intimate knowl'

edge of barrooms and men in general, was gained from a full hour in Grauer's root beer gardens

over a double dip root-beer flip. The author is however further indebted for his technical

information to reading too many magazines.

I
CAME in Mannies by the back door.

Hello Mannie, I said.

Mannie didn't say anything he just stood there. After a while he took

out his penknife and stuck it into his leg.

Hurt? I asked.

Let's have a beer he replied. He turned to go through the door. I hit

him on the back of the head with a lead pipe wrapped in last Saturday's

Herald Tribune.

Geeze, he said.

Mannie, I said, I'm going to pull a job, he said, yeah? and looked as

though he had swallowed ten shots and they were going off inside of him.

What's the matter I asked? Mannie took out his gun and shot an old wire'

haired terrier that was hanging around.

Nothing, he answered.

We went into the barroom and Mannie drew a couple of beers. The

waitress came up to where I was standing I moved further down the bar.

What's the time, she sneered. I looked like I was reading and couldn't

hear.

Mannie came back with the beer. What did the Dodgers do today,

he cracked. None of your damned business she snarled. Mannie nailed her

with a long right.

Somewhere outside, three old bums were stabbing one another. Up in

the Bronx a woman named Mrs. Ginzburg was ordering a quart of milk over

the phone. Down in his sumptuous suite in Wall Street J. Anton Sgarfwrite
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smiled softly at Mrs. F. Hamilton Gutormson. Things were getting to the

breaking point. Mannie turned around and looked like a cat. Try it again

I urged. I got a friend who's a booking agent. Mannie gave a short cough

and kicked me in the shins. I turned back to my beer

—

A man in a tight overcoat and a derby came in carrying a harp. He put

the harp on the floor and took out some cocaine. Mannie walked over to him

and sat down. They looked at one another then Mannie got up and walked

into the other room. The man in the chesterfield pinched the waitress.

She pinched him back. This went on for five minutes. My goodness was

all I could think, how can they do this? Mannie came back and shot the

guy in the chesterfield. We carried him outside and left him in an abandoned

hat'box. Well, I said. I got to get going. Mannie didn't look up. He just

sat there with great lines etched in his face. I stepped over and etched

another in it. It looked good. The waitress came back and we both licked

our lips. Geeze, said Mannie, and looked casual; guess I'll go out and get

a World Telly. I didn't hear him; I was watching the thin figure of old

Gimpy come in the door. Gimpy hobbled over and stabbed Mannie. Geeze

said Mannie. I looked at Gimpy and he looked at me. Then I swung. I

could feel my fist go through his jaw like cellophane. Then he socked me.

We stood there slugging. A few customers wandered over and watched

us; then they drifted away. My breath was coming in sobbing gasps.

Finally I came up closer and knifed him. Then I went out by the back door.

Next week the drought broke and it rained.
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The Lighthouse Keeper's Daughter or

Why The Light Shone Not That Night

By WILLIAM H. REAVES

DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Little Nell—Good, but with definite ideas of her own
Nell's Father—A fine man with high ideals. He'll learn

Stuyvesant Farthingsdale Deersnort—A Villain

James Upstandish—A hero

The scene is laid in, of all places, a lighthouse. It is, needless to say,

a very dar\ and very stormy night. The ivind is whistling as in a strong gale,

the waves are doing whatever waves do do when a storm is in the progress, they

are, in a word, being mountainous. Lightning appears quite erratically now and

again. Many lives depend on that slender beam of light which may soon radiate

from the lighthouse. As the curtain rises we find the scene is in the lightroom

itself. It is in semi'dar\ness. Winding stairs wind at the bac\ of the stage.

Up the winding stairs wind little T^ell and her old man. His step is a heavy

one and, often, he pauses to rub his sore leg (or legs). From a bottle which he

carries in his right hand he ta\es a generous pull. Purely, of course, for medicinal

purposes. In his left hand he carries a candle. Following closely on his heels,

(we spea\ figuratively of course) comes little T^ell, the lighthouse \eepers

daughter. Her step is skittish and she pauses as often as her father (a neces'

sary gesture for the stairway is too narrow to permit passing), and places her

hand on her heaving bosom and breathes oh! ever so rapidly. As she and her

father enter the stage a gentle aroma of alcohol is wafted to the eager noses of

the audience (if, indeed, such an aroma is not already present).

Little Nell: Father dear, how's about another swig?

Father: Nellie, gal, you've had enough to cure double pneumonia. (He

chuddes at his own ready wit.)

Little Nell: Aw come on, Father dear. I've oh! such a cough. (T^ellie

coughs extensively to win her point.) Besides, we haven't killed the

third quart yet.
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Father (Sighs heavily as someone persuaded against his will) : O. K. Nell.

(He throws her a half-filled gin bottle from which Little T^ell ta\es a very

large drin\.

Little Nell: Yeah man. I really needed that.

Father (Also helping himself to a liberal amount of the gin) : It'd be sorta

fun not to light that light tonight, wouldn't it, little Nell? (He says

this with a wistful expression on his ^indly debauched face.)

Little Nell (She is immensely impressed with this idea. Obviously it is

one of the best the old man has had in a hellova long time.) : Not bad, old

dear. Not half bad for one going on ninety-three. Let's forget to

light it.

Father (Weakening) : They might fire me, little Nell, and then we wouldn't

have any more money to buy gin.

Nellie (There is a momentary struggle within her. But even the delightful

fun of seeing all those nice big ships sloshing around helplessly in the storm-

ridden sea succumbs toher healthy, robust love of the bottle. Dispiritedly):

O. K. Pa.

(Pa sets about lighting the light.)

(Suddenly there is heard a stealthy step on the stairs. It is a sneal^y, sna\ey

step. There is no mistaking this step. It is Stuyvesant! He enters,

dressed in a long cape, great long mustaches curling all around his face.

He is the perfect picture of just what he is. A villain! He is greeted with

jeers and hisses from the audience. T^ell, on the other hand, behaves in a

most extraordinary way. Instead of shrinking from this born evil'doer

and cowering behind her father, she rushes whim and embraces him fondly.)

Stuyv (Gently disengaging himself) : Hi Nellie dear.

Nellie: Oh Stuyv! (This "oW1

is a passionate affair, a combination of Lady

Macbeth's and Cleopatra's "oh's.")

Stuyv: HYah Pa.

Pa (Scowling. Pa \nows a bad'un when he sees it) : You just leave me and

Nellie be. We get along without you.

Stuyv: O.K., O.K. Give me a shot of gin, Nellie dear. There are a lot of

those damned steps. You look swell kid.

Nellie (Inconsequently) : I asked Pa to have an elevator put in.

Pa (Piqued): I can walk up them. So can you.
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Stuyv: Nellie, how's about you and me going for a row?

Nellie (Reluctantly) : The ocean's rough and there's no moon.

Stuyv (Struc\ by an idea. An infrequent occurrence with this creature):

The light will be on in a few minutes.

Nellie: Oh Stuyv. You're so clever. That will be the moon, (quic\ly)

and we'll take the gin.

Pa: There will be no rowing tonight. You leave my daughter be, you cad.

Nellie: Oh don't be a heel, Pa—
Stuyv (Dangerous when thwarted) : None of your lip, you old turnip.

(He and Pa engage in a bout of fisticuffs. Soon the battle is raging furiously

and bloodily. They fight all over the place. Pa is game for his years, but

he is weakening.)

Nellie (Lighting a cigarette): Hey, you guys, don't knock over the gin, for

the love of Pete.

(Stuyv wearies of the fun and throws Pa out of the window.)

Nellie (Upset) : Did you have to use all the strong arm stuff, Stuyv? Now
I haven't got a Pa and who will protect my honor. Besides I rather

liked the old guy. Furthermore he probably landed on the rocks and

made an awful mess.

(But we who know all, \now that Pa didn't land on the roc\s. He was

caught in a fishnet and is just as safe as possible. Pa has lived a good life.)

Stuyv: It's too rough to row now, Little Nell, what the hell will we do?

Nell: Pa said something about not Ughting the light and then watching the

ships crack up.

Stuyv (He is visibly impressed by this idea. The more he toys with it, the more

he li\es it) : That's swell.

(He and T^ellie joyfully drin\ some gin and then extinguish the light with

the remainder. The room is left in semvdar\ness. Stuyv and T^ellie have

retired to the rear of the room where they are hanging out the window,

patiently waiting for the first ship to crac\ up. It soon does. An ear'

splitting crash is heard. The air is rent with screams.)

Nell (Ecstatically): There's one. It was a whopper, too.

Stuyv (With same enthusiasm) : Look at it go down. Look at all those people

floundering around. Gosh, they're really drowning.
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Nell (Enraptured): Look. LOOK, Stuvy, there are some people beating

against the rocks . . . Oh Stuyv, it's wonderful.

(As Nellie and Stuyv stare with rapt attention at the spectacle which they

themselves have brought about with their own little hands, another step is

heard. ?iellie and Stuyvdonot hear it, as another ship has comeinsight and

they wait breathlessly, hand in hand, for ittocrac\ up. This new step isthe

fine, firm, fearless step of one who has lived right and \nows it. There is

nothing wea\ about this tread. James Upstandish enters. He is a fine

looking specimen. He is lean, lithe, hard, brown, burned bronze. His

hair is curly, his eyes are robins'' egg blue. He, in a word, is stalwart.

He is also a born hero.

James (Bravely) : Have no fear, Little Nell, I will save you.

Little Nell (Petulantly) : What the hell?

Stuyv (Faintly annoyed at having his fun interfered with, but resigned when

he sees it is only James) : Oh never mind, little Nell, it's only good old

James with his persecution complex.

James (Repeats, rather needlessly) : Til save you, little Nell.

(He turns furiously on Stuyv.) You CUR.
Nellie (Resigned too) : Drunk as a lord. You really oughtn't to drink so

much, James.

James (Reproachfully) : Nellie, you know I never have more than a couple of

snorts.

Nellie: Well, you look tight as a tick. Furthermore, I wish you would

go far away. Stuyv and I were just beginning to enjoy ourselves.

James (Faintly surprised) : But don't you want to be saved, little Nell?

Nellie (AbsenMnindedly, for she has once again turned to the window and is

enraptured with a new shipwrec\. She claps her hands in childish glee)

:

No.

James: Ah woe is me. (Casts self out the window.)

Nellie (Turns around, puzzled) : Where did James go, Stuyv?

Stuyv: I think he jumped. I seemed to have heard a dull, very dull, thud

somewhere.

Nellie : Stuyv, Alone at last

!

Stuyv: My own little Nell.

(They embrace fondly, but only for a minute for another boat has gone

against the rocl{s and the screams and moans of new victims attract their

immediate attention.

THE CURTAIN SLOWLY FALLS
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In Which Mr. B. and Mr. L. Air

Their Views

1. Said Mr. B.

II. Said Mr. L.

By SAMUEL C. WITHERS

"I can not believe in God"

said Mr. B.

complacently.

"I can not,'"' said he,

"because, you see,

I being me,

constitutionally

would not agree

with deity.'''

"I can not tolerate"

said Mr. L.,

"The nasty smell

of those who sell

the notion of Hell

or heaven as well;

and who foretell

with righteous yell

that at the \nell

III go to
*

* Censored.
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The Theater of Tomorrow
By W. H. HAY, II

THE theater is buried at the end of each season nowadays. A stock

complaint is that no good actors or playwrights are trained any more,

because they can make money in Hollywood for inferior work and

are given no chance there to develop. The most gloomy say that the theater

is an upper middle'dass amusement and must soon die out. That that is not

so may be seen from the vitality of the Russian theater and of the Garment

Worker's Union experiment in New York this season. But the New York

professional theater is wasting time, money, and talent by its unstable

nature. A cast is collected and learns to work together either to be scattered

by an early closing or to go through the same routine night after night. The
actors find it hard to have to play the same parts each night, sometimes, for

as long as a year. They feel themselves growing stale, yet dare not quit

because of the difficulty of finding another job. A playwright has trouble in

finding a producer for his manuscript and rarely is sure of a sympathetic

staging. There is lost time for designers and stagehands because of the lack

of the coordination of productions that would be found in a repertory theater.

There is a real need for a large repertory theater in this country to give actors,

playwrights, and designers freedom for their talents.

For years the desire for a national repertory theater has been evident

and some have tried to fulfill it. For a while Eva Le Gallienne tried something

of the sort, but she did not have a large group about her. The Theater

Guild has a more or less permanent company of actors and designers, but no

longer has the life of its early days when it had just graduated from being

the Washington Square Players and had become part of the professional

theater.

England is in much the same position as this country. It has no national

theater, although the question has been discussed for years. London like

New York, has come to be the principal and almost only theatrical city,

except for amateur theaters. In France the government support of the

Theatre Francais does not even pay the taxes, but the theater has a perma'

ment home, a permanent company of actors, and the reputation of supplying

the best French drama of the past, keeping it a live heritage. In Finland the

government grants a subsidy to a repertory theater which has shown ability
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and has maintained itself for a year. In most monarchies there is a royal

theater supported by the king which produces recognized classics.

In this country there are many amateur little theaters which revive all

sorts of plays, and at different times experimental groups, such as the famous

Provincetown Theater are formed. There are several university expert

mental theaters, and of course the professional theater. But all of these are

either limited in equipment and talent or are impermanent in organization.

What is needed is an organization similar to the Theater Guild, having a

Board of Directors, selected from actors, directors, authors, and designers,

who would choose and supervise productions. It would revive great plays

from the past as well as presenting worthwhile contemporary plays. By
having a repertory it would avoid sterility of imagination and would have a

freshness not now possible. It should make frequent tours about the country.

It would be profitable to them, judging from the experiment of the Repertory

Playhouse of Seattle which sent a troup about the State of Washington and

played to 35,000 people in a few months.

Burgess Meredith, who has played the lead in several of Maxwell

Anderson's plays, while playing in High Tor with Peggy Ashcroft, organized

the cast of the play to rehearse other plays in the mornings to keep from

getting stale. Maurice Evans played one performance of Henry IV in Phikv

delphia last month using the same cast as for Richard II. They are rehearsed

during the regular run in New York. He expressed himself as being very

eager for a repertory theater. There are many other fine actors who are

conscious of this need, would welcome a repertory theater, and would

offer their services to it. Experimental groups have shown that there is a

considerable audience for good revivals and good new plays, not only in

New York, but everywhere. Perhaps fewer people today see stage plays, but

many more have been introduced to drama by moving pictures. They

attended the productions of the Federal Theater projects in considerable

numbers. There seem to be all the necessary elements ready, actors who
want to act in repertory, and an audience that could attend good plays at the

price made possible by the economies of the repertory system, so it seems

necessary that the next years will see the establishment and growth of a

national repertory theater which would undoubtedly have a vitalizing effect

on the stage.
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Gloria Morgan s Secret

By DAVID R. WILSON

"A really truly interview with the girl whose beauty and glamor have thrilled

millions"

YOU all know Gloria Morgan. She's that gorgeous blonde thing you've

seen trailing diaphanously across the silver screen in such recent four'

star hits as "Passionless Passion,
1

"' "Love Steps High," and "Passion's

Pilgrims." You might think from all this that Gloria Morgan would be a

worldly girl, pursued by all the great lovers ofHollywood. Well, she's not.

The first thing you realize about little Gloria is that she's simple and kindly.

It is well known that she gives ninety per cent of her salary to a home for

starving movie stars.

As your correspondent came up the sweeping drive that leads up to

her sweet little bungalow in Beverly Hills, a reproduction of the Petit Trianon

with here and there touches of the Houses of Parliament, he realized that this

simple little setting somehow reflected her simple but broad personality. It

was all so natural and so modest. Simplicity is characteristic of Gloria.

I had sat in the charming glass drawing'room, lit only by charming little

Klieg lights in pink shades and with wall paper studded by sequins, only

three days when she garaciously consented to see me.

She came in gracefully and quietly, handing over the four Russian

wolfhounds to a flunkey, but she insisted on holding her pet parakeet, to

which she is devoted with a childlike attachment, on her shoulder while she

talked. She confided that her greatest weaknesses are pets and chocolate

sodas. Even her tastes are simple. We chatted for a while about birds and

dogs and chocolate sodas. She loves nature too, she said. I hated to ask her

to talk about her private life because I know what a hard life she has had,

but I knew how interested you all are in her struggle and I persuaded her to

let me have a few details. She talked reluctantly but simply. Gloria's success

is the product of hard work and brains. That's all there is to it, she says,

hard work and using your brains. She does not believe in luck, any more than

she believes in showy luxury. Sex appeal to her is vulgar, and she doesn't
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hesitate to say so. Then she rang a bell and tea was brought in—she herself

says that tea doesn't agree with her, so she had a chocolate soda brought in

on a beautiful platinum tray, a present from one of her admiring directors.

"But Gloria," I said, "How did you happen to come to Hollywood?"

"I don't suppose I had any real idea of becoming an actress," she replied,

"when I came out to California. I just like sunshine and oranges, I guess.

But seriously, I thought I was just an ordinary American high school girl.

The first thing I knew I was a movie star, and, well, here I am. Isn't it fun?''

That's her story, folks. Could anything be sweeter? It just shows

what hard work and brains can do for a simple, talented girl in this land of

opportunity if she wants to get ahead. Lots of people nowadays talk de'

pression and sour grapes all the time instead of getting out and doing some'

thing. But Gloria went ahead and became such a success that her name is

now a household word. When you see Gloria Morgan again on the screen

just remember that she's a typical American girl who had the courage to

stick it out. Simplicity is characteristic of her.
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REVIEWS
By L. CROSBY LEWIS, JR.

In the midst of the modern trend towards inordinate length in the novel,

it is a pleasure to find a writer who appreciates the principle of limitation and

has the ability to use it. Brevity and compactness have proved treacherous

tools for the modern writer. His material cannot be sufficiently simplified, and

he has often found to his cost that chaos is ill-defined in even a million words.

Edwin Lanham, in Another Ophelia, however, has managed to say his piece

in a mere two hundred and fifty pages, and say it uncommonly well.

The story is the story of Julie, told first through her mother's eyes, then

her own and finally her father's. The setting is in the Vermont village of

Dorchester, where Julie's father keeps a soda fountain and pool parlor.

Seventeen years before the story opens, Julie underwent a brutal physical

experience, and now at the age of thirty-seven she is wandering in the same

make-believe world of fancy, flecked with lust, as her Shakespearian proto-

type. Her tragedy, however, is much more poignant than Ophelia's because

of validity of her psychological experience and because of the familiarity of

the characters that she plays against. Her parents are throughout trying

continually to keep her from any contact that might reawaken her old memo-

ries and break down the little stability that she has acquired. They are,

unsuccessful, but the final struggle springs from a He of Julie's that

she is with child. This He serves as the author's device to arouse in Julie's

parents their fear and horror of notoriety born of past experience, and each

reacts in true fashion: the mother collapses under the new blow, while

the father, filled with a deep hatred for the man that he suspects has seduced

his daughter, tries to avenge her.

It is unfortunate that Mr. Lanham chose to unravel his story through the

so-called stream of consciousness method. As I have said above, JuHe's

is poignant story, but told through her eyes it is shrouded in vagueness and

only rises to truth in its reaction on her parents. In the final anlaysis, there-

fore, it is more their tragedy than hers. This, I submit, is the fundamental

fault with this style of writing. By revealing his characters in this manner,

the author denies to the reader the right to criticize. For, if he is accused
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of faulty characterization, he can retreat behind the figments of imagination

out of which he has woven his characters, and few readers are acute enough

psychologists to attack him. It is not, after all, the thousand upon thousand

vagrant thoughts wandering through our minds that constitute personality

but the expression we give to series of them.

There is one general criticism that can be made of the author's method.

Although he dropped several enigmatic hints, he failed to reveal the true

cause of Julie's madness until late in the book. The result is that the average

reader in attempting to make sense of the section that is told by Julie in the

middle of the story, attempts to reconstruct the story for himself. The
possibility of error in this makes for the discoloration of several characters

in the reader's mind.

YOUNG HENRY OF NAVARRE by Heinrich Mann

Reviewed by L. Crosby Lewis, Jr.

While it is undoubtedly a matter of considerable pride to Heinrich Mann
that he is the brother of the man generally thought to be the greatest living

novelist, the inevitable comparison that ensues is unfortunate for him. The
very qualities that contribute to Thomas Mann's stature are the greatest

weakness of his brother Heinrich. The adept use of symbolism becomes in

the hand of the former a subtle but tremendously declarative method of

characterization; in the hands of the latter it is a vague and awkward literary

tour'de-force that is never quite successful. The ability of the former to

enliven the past and to make its problems seem modern demands a facility

that is lacking in Heinrich's striving. Despite these and other faults, "Youn

Henry of Navarre" is an historical novel of great power and interest.

As the title indicates, the story only takes up Henry's youth and early

maturity. The narrative runs from his boyhood in Navarre in the shadow

of the Pyrenees to the battle of Arques that led him directly to the throne

of France. Like Thomas Mann's all enveloping "Joseph an(̂ his Brothers"

this work is a study in character. The principle figures are the protagonist,

his mother the dowager Queen of Navarre, the redoubtable Caterina dei

Medici and her weak, pathetic sons, the Valois kings, Charles IX and Henri III.
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With such material at his disposal, it is a pity that the author was not equal

to the situation. If he is unsuccessful in handling character, however, he

recovers himself in no small measure in describing certain of the battle scenes

and in particular the St. Bartholomew's Day massacre. His description of

the latter probably has no equal in prose.

The problem of characterization in this novel is an interesting one. If

we look for example, at the thumb nail sketches of some of the Protestant

poet-fighters that surrounded Henry both at court and on the march, we dis'

cover that for us they do not exist. They drift in and out of the narrative

only as names. It seems to me that the clue of the author's predicament is to

be found in the little morals that he places at the end of each section into

which he has divided the book. These moralites are written in French,

but it is the French of a man who is as yet alien to the French people. They
are good grammar, perhaps, and they are translatable but they are not written

in what is known as the French technique or methode. Now, this may seem

a small point, but upon reflection one can see that it is just the gauchness that

is discernible in these morals that hinders the author from really understand'

ing his characters. He has tried to make Henry into a typical Frenchman,

which he was, but at the end of the book one is no more familiar with Henry's

personality than one was at the beginning. When Mann is trying to explain

the extraordinary influence that Henry's mother had upon him even after

her death, he gives his hero a neurotic Hamlet'complex; when he describes

Henry's fondness for the opposite sex, the unfortunate fellow turns out to be

a sort of male Messalina. The result is a false character, overstuffed with

peculiarities. The best drawn figure is Catherine de Medici who is so over'

done that she corresponds to the legend that has grown up around her name.

The scenes between her and Henry or her son Charles IX are among the most

memorable in the book.

143



Luden's
Menthol

Cough
Drops (5c
Sold Everywhere

LUNCHEON AFTERNOON TEA

DINNER

PETER PAN DINING

ROOM
(opposite Merion Hall)

HAVERFORD, PA.

'
'--V

--'^JS
JOHN TRONCELLITI

; i

F/Ve Expert Hair Cutters

at Your Service

SPECIAL ATTENTION TO
HAVERFORD MEN

I?sPl9 Ardmorc Arcade
l^^^r^a^^ ~^*-\

!r> "*i^«&fc^Bfr^^i Phone Ardmore 593

THE CARD MART
TYPING
NOTARY
OFFICE SUPPLIES

Alice Caffrey

Lancaster Avenue—Opposite Auto Car

BRYN MAWR NEWS
AGENCY

Supplies Jor the Coop Store

and Newspaper Agency

844 Lancaster Avenue

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

HAV6RFORD CLUB

CORDIALLY INVITES YOU
TO VISIT

THE CLUB QUARTERS
AT

1607 MORAVIAN STREET
PHILADELPHIA

SECOND FLOOR, TALLY HO RESTAURANT

GOOD FOOD . REASONABLE PRICES

PLEASANT FELLOWSHIP WITH

HAVERFORD MEN

DUES ONLY $10.00 PER YEAR



Of Special—

T

imely— Interest

ESTABLISHED 1818

Madison Avenue cor. 44th Street, New York

Will Open on March 15

<tAn Entirely U^ew "Department

On the Sixth Floor

featuring

Special Clothing & Accessories

at 'Prices Substantially J^pvocr than in

other 'Departments

Brooks Suits (to size 42 chest) $42 & $45
Brooks Shirts (to 16 collar) $2.75 & $3.00

Brooks Neckties $ 1.50 & up

Brooks Dress Shirts $3.50

Brooks Hats $6.00 & up

BROOK.S Tyjamas, J-fosiery, Underwear

£hoes £r° other ^Accessories at

Proportionate Prices

Our School Gf College Representative, Mr. Peterson, will have samples of

these specially priced Suits & Accessories on all his visits

on and after March I
5





-

(DAY 1938 nurriBER 7



WHITEHALL
HOTEL

Solicits Your Patronage

ROOMS
APARTMENTS
DINING ROOM

GARAGE
Best Food on the Main Line

Facilities for Large or Small

Luncheons and Banquets

MRS. L. C. DAVIS—Dietitian

Management of

ARTHUR W. BINNS, INC.

A. KENNETH LINDSLEY, Manager

410 LANCASTER AVE.
HAVERFORD, PA.

SEND YOUR SUITS

TO

"THE COLLEGE

TAILOR'S"

DE BEAUSSET, RICH, RAMSEY

Agents for

Samuel Gang

Collections Monday and Thursday

Nations have recently been led to bor-

row billions for war; no nation has ever

borrowed largely for education. Probably

no nation is rich enough to pay for both

war and civilization. We must make our

choice,- we cannot have both.

—Abraham Flexner "Universities" p. 302

E. S. McCAWLEY 8 CO., Ik

BOOKSELLERS TO HAVERFORD
COLLEGE

17 Station Road

Haverford, Pa.

ITS SERVICE
THAT COUNTS

Amateur photographers who rec-

ognize the value of superior

service know that at Klein &
Goodman's they get helpful and
intelligent attention to their needs.

And with that service, there's a

complete camera store with every

popular make of camera and pho-

tographic equipment.
• All leading makes of cameras and lenses

• All developing and printing materials

• Enlargers and projectors

• Photographic Books
• Exposure Meters
• Full line of Kodaks and Cine-Kodaks

FINE-GRAIN PROCESSING
AND ENLARGING

KLEIN & GOODMAN
EVERYTHING PHOTOGRAPHIC

1 8 S. 1 0th ST. PHILADELPHIA



PENN BODY COMPANY, INC.

AUTOMOBILE COACH
WORK

Bryn Mawr : 574 Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Bryn Mawr 2574

Ardmore: 61 East Lancaster Avenue
Phone, Ardmore 2570

McINTYRE'S
DINING ROOM

OPEN EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR

23-25-27 E. Lancaster Ave.

Ardmore, Pa.

Times Change
BUT THE RECIPE FOR MAKING

£5W^-ICE CREARH
& NEVER CHANGES

Real Cream... RealSugar L

— Real Fruits or other i k

Natural Flavorings Skil- I

fully Blended and Frozen. 1

Stan Ettinger

Haberdasher

28 W. Lancaster Avenue, Ardmore

THE MAIN LINE'S LEADING OUT-
FITTERS OF SPORT AND DRESS WEAR

"Follow the Leaders

for

They Know the Way"

BUY

AUTOCAR TRUCKS

Ardmore 3953

JAMES BUTERA

ARDMORE
RECREATION
10 BOWLING ALLEYS

"Let's Get Acquainted"

61 West Lancaster Ave., Ardmore, Pa.

Second Floor High School 15 cents

LUNCHEON AFTERNOON TEA

DINNER

PETER PAN DINING

ROOM
(opposite Merion Hall)

HAVERFORD, PA.

THE CARD MART
TYPING
NOTARY
OFFICE SUPPLIES

Alice Caffrey

Lancaster Avenue—Opposite Auto Car



hotel HAVERFORD COURT
ACCOMMODATIONS jor:

DINNER PARTIES

DANCES

ROOMS
LUNCH $1.00 DINNER $1.25

"""-

MONTGOMERY AVENUE AT GRAY'S LANE
HAVERFORD, PA.

PHONE: ARDMORE 947

BRYN MAWR NEWS
AGENCY

Supplies Jor the Coop Store

and Newspaper Agency

844 Lancaster Avenue

Bryn Mawr, Pa.

Luden's
Atenthoi

Cough
Drops (5c
Sold Everywhere

"^ii
Wf^w^h JOHN TRONCELLITI

i yi--j

Five Expert Hair Cutters

at Your Service

*.
»"*

fj&yij.SMJJAM SPECIAL ATTENTION TO
HAVERFORD MEN

<r-^«ij

Ardmore Arcade

matm£^Sj^m w J^^^t^* Phone Ardmore 593



The Haverfordian

William H. Reaves. Editor

Samuel C. Withers, Jr. Daniel Santer

'Managing Editor 'Business Manager

H. M. Henderson, Jr.

%evkw Editor

Associates

Robert Arthur John M. Tinnon

Robert H. Goepp Lewis L. Janney

The Haverfordian is published monthly during the college year. Its purpose is to foster a

literary spirit among the undergraduates. To that end contributions are invited. Material should

be submitted to the Editor before the fifth of the month preceding publication.

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1921, at the post office at Haverford, Pennsylvania

under the Act of March 3, 1879. Acceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in

Section 1103, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized April 11, 1921.

Vol. LV1I HAVERFORD, PA., MAY, 1938 No. 7

CONTENTS

Editorial 148

In Passing H. M. Henderson, Jr. 150

The Concert Goer William H. Reaves 152

De Gustibus James Stewart Gordon 154

One Man's Meat Richard Mamon, Jr. 158

Complainte Populaire Auleur biconnu 160

Lament William Dug 161

The Little Truth 162

Reviews 163



Editorial

Love and Hot Lead or the

Sunset Lover

As told to the Editor by

THE GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST

RAYMOND whipped his horse into a mad gallop and jerked out his

six shooter with lightning speed! A winsome girl whom he had

never seen before was in terrible danger. A ruffian was about to

pull her from her horse ! Raymond's mount thundered on. As he reached the

struggling forms, Raymond plunged from the saddle, shooting the ruffian as

he landed on the villain's neck! The girl, divinely beautiful and sobbing,

flung her arms around Raymond's neck.

"You saved me ! You saved me !" she cried.

"1 know it," answered Raymond softly, facing the setting sun, "My
love for you

—

"

POW! A rifle bullet sipped through Raymond's hat. He sprang into

action, swift as a panther, lithe as an Indian. Clasping Evangeline Rose Marie

by the hand, he leaped at his dastardly assailant. There were two of them,

hiding behind great boulders ! Their bullets fell like hailstones around Ray'

mond and the trembling girl. Faced with these terrific odds, Raymond,

thinking clearly, pushed Evangeline Rose Marie into a nearby cave and

kissed her passionately. He spun on his heel and, six shooter flaming, he ad'

vanced to meet that hail of death ! With one hand, Raymond heaved a boulder

on top of one of the riflemen as he shot the other in the left ear.

Hearing Evangeline Rose Marie scream with terror, Raymond ran

fleetly back to the cave. Three grizzly bears sat in the entrance snarling

fiercely! Raymond's gun was empty. Quicker than the human eye could see,
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he pulled a knife from his belt and fell upon the bears ! They, still growling

fiercely, tore his shirt to ribbons and scratched one cheek rather badly. Ray'

mond stabbed the first, ducked with uncanny skill a swipe from the second

and plunged his knife into its heart. The third bear was upon him! He
seized the bear by the throat with hands as supple and strong as steel springs

and choked its life out.

Evangeline Rose Marie flung her arms around his neck, sobbing.

"You might have been killed!" she cried.

"I know it," answered Raymond softly, facing the glorious, glowing

sunset. "Sweetheart, I love you. I
—

"

"Stick 'em up !" grated a voice from the cave entrance. Four masked men
stood with drawn guns, sneering from ear to ear.

Raymond wrapped his arms about his darling. His gun and his knife

were gone. He had only his life to give. Raymond drew himself up proudly

and unflinchingly.

"Take me, but let the girl go free," he said. Evangeline Rose Marie's

tears fell steadily. There was no sound but the soft drip, drip. The leader of

the bandits leered at her ! Raymond could bear no more. He leaped ! Kicking

the leader's gun from his hand as he went by, he landed on the second bandit

with a swift right to the jaw. The man fell like a raindrop, straight down.

The two remaining bandits poured a stream of hot lead at Raymond as he

battled. Hit in five places, he felt no pain. Turning on them like a tiger, he

banged their heads against the hard rock wall. The leader sprang upon him

from behind. Raymond, with the courage of a lion, stepped on the wretch's

toes and ground them to a pulp. Turning with the speed of a striking snake,

he landed a pile-driving blow on the bandit's nose. Four men lay dead and

bleeding on the ground.

Evangeline Rose Marie flung her arms around Raymond's neck, gulping.

"I'll always love you !" she cried.

"I know it," answered Raymond softly, facing the starlit sky.

The End
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In Passing
H. M. HENDERSON, JR.

I

OUT of the window, in late afternoon, a dark building, vertical line,

and suddenly, blue of sky, solid, deepening with the minutes.

After a while, I begin to hear the low roar of the city, and the fog'

horns sounding over it. Church bells ring distantly, and they are only the

metallic clangor of the city in tone.

* * *

Evening, and the moon is a pearl in a great velvet case. Regarding it

hungrily is the cat of the building across the street, she of the great haunches

and long neck.

Below on the sidewalk, presided over by an occasional tree weaving

light restlessly among its wet leaves, and by the steadier ice-green stare of a

traffic light, there is the coming and going of people with the easiness of

Spring upon them. The bells of the afternoon, cooled by the impersonal

moon, chime clear and silvery a hymn. Addison's.

Leaning together in a recess of the window, we smile because we know
it, and because we are thinking the same things about the city and the

night . . .

II

After the coffee, we slowly revolved into that room I had so admired

before dinner. Sunken a few feet below the hallway, the folds and shadows

of its window curtains were accentuated, suggesting something not on the

surface.

I allowed a chair to mould itself about me and watched the lazy curling

of cigarette smoke contrast strangely with an unaccountable expectant feeling.

Slowly and quietly, one thing, then a second became a part of my conscious'

ness. At my feet there were the little silver-white scuffed places on the

electric blue-green of the carpet ; then, the antique leather volumes on their

shelves, ranged row on row outside the pale of light, touched once or twice

with wan beams reaching out from little peeling mirrors, round and golden

framed, Napoleonic.

The discreet quality of this after'dinner civilization, I mused, when a

girl's high-pitched voice, leaping upon the lazy baritone of the somehow too
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urbane divinity student, vehemently denied the reality of the Miracle of

Lourdes. Her bracelets rattled coldly, and a wind swept against my ankles.

Ill

Wall Street is, in all likelihood, not the warmest vicinity known of a

summer day, but it can give a pretty fair imitation of this state. Perhaps the

extreme realism of said effect is in somewise caused by the fact that the sun,

having broiled that part of one's hide which is nearest it, bounds off the pave'

ment and properly fries what is left.

Mike and I, unlucky office boys both, were experiencing this quaint

phenomenon to the utter utmost as we plowed through the heat'distorted

atmosphere to gain a measure of coolth inside the dim portals of the bank up

the block. As we neared this blessed spot (I speak of the physical, and not

the economic) we noted that an individual, suffering visibly, was close on our

heels.

Ordinarily, we would have carried on bravely, knowing this to be a

metropolis of some seven million blokes, all more or less suffering under a

wholesome, friendly sort of recession theory having its source, we under'

stood, in a place called Washington. But the individual who had claimed our

attention had obviously left the dead-pan stage far behind. He was mutter-

ing thickly to himself, and appeared, or maybe it was the heat, to be agitating

his lower lip with his index finger. (This is good work, and just anybody can

get it in Wall Street.) We were duly delighted when he followed us into our

oasis.

By the greatest good chance, he was also among the throng of those and

us who, with simple faith, had entered a smallish cage which, in almost

Stygian darkness, might conceivably have passed for an elevator by virtue

of its half-hearted ascending motion.

The second floor, approached with some effort, was finally greeted with

weary cheers, and ecstatically pronounced by our newfound friend to be

"Minsk, oh to be in, now that Spring is here."

The third wrung a heart-felt

"Minsk, lade da."

And the fourth, and last for him, elicited a tuneful

"Oh joy! It's here! And me thinking it was New York this morning.

Deah, deah."

"He's nuts,
,
' pronounced Mike judiciously, with Mike's admirable facul-

ty for stuffing things into the good old nutshell.
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The Concert Goer
WILLIAM H. REAVES

EXCUSE me, please. I'm so awfully sorry, did I step on your foot? Really,

you know, you might stand up, I can't very well crawl across you.

Hello, my dear. Too hectic. Fm really doing beautifully today, for

I'm generally hours late for the concert. This is the first time I've gotten in

during the first selection. I wouldn't have gotten in this time only the little

usheress was looking the other way. And these stodgy people. I can't imagine

why they get so upset when they have to stand to let me in. After all, there's

nothing to see, there's nothing on the stage except the orchestra, and they

aren't too exciting to look at. I can't understand it here, although at the

Theatre I do try to get in during the first half'hour, because they don't really

say anything important until then, do they? But an orchestra. Nothing ever

happens here and you certainly don't miss anything by standing up, it's so

silly. My dear, I saw the most divine dress at fiattie Carnegie's, that is

where I've been today. It is really too lovely. It is all sort of shimmering

gold and I really do think it looks well on me. I realised last night that I simply

had to have something new, for I've worn that red outfit twice and just every'

body knows it now. We had a rotten time last night. We didn't get in until

six and were just too jaded for words and, of course Ralph felt lousy this

morning and has just thoroughly upset my whole day.

Dum-di-dum—Oh, that is really very pretty. Sort of a catchy little tune,

isn't it? Who wrote it? Bach? Oh, yes. So I started out this morning looking

for a new outfit. My dear, too awful. I really think I have gained pounds,

simply pounds, for I can't get into a thing. I really shall have to go on a diet.

I've heard that the new coconut milk and hay diet is very good. It takes off

ten pounds a week, which is just what I want. And I certainly want to lose

because I really feel so uncomfortable when I'm heavy.

Really, I can't help laughing. The conductor does look so silly when he

gets so excited. I don't see why he is there anyway. No one in the orchestra

ever looks at him anyway. So I popped into Schrafft's for lunch and, of course,

I broke down and had one of those butterscotch and nut affairs that add simply

pounds. And that little cat Fanny was there and sort of smirked when she

saw what I was eating. I just know she made some nasty little remark to
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Gerald, he was with her. I just dashed away without even speaking to her.

Too awful. I often wish I could go some place far away and just be perfectly

quiet for the rest of my life. Don't you? Just read and be happy. Which re'

minds me. I read the most amusing book the other day. Screamingly funny.

It was about an office wife, but treated so well. I gave it to Paul, but he didn't

seem to like it. Which I though odd. I've often wondered about that. He
may have a guilty conscience.

What? What did you say? I can't hear you. My dear, you'll just have

to wait a moment for I can't hear a word you say. This orchestra is making

so damned much noise. It really is deafening. I don't see why they have to

make it so loud. I hate loud things. We went down to hear B. Goodman the

other night. He is really marvelous. I could just sit and listen to him for

days. Of course, not the same way I listen to the concert, for they are really

quite different, aren't they? But I do enjoy the concerts every once in a while,

they're so elevating and soothing, I think, don't you? I do wish the inter'

mission would hurry, I am just dying for a cigarette. My dear, is there any'

thing wrong with my hair? Everyone keeps looking around at me. I really feel

too self'conscious. There's Jean. Doesn't she look awful. Great circles under

her eyes. Really the hours that girl keeps. It's a wonder she stays together,

although I must say she looks now as if she were going to fall apart. There's

Sally, too. She really looks terribly dowdy. She's with Jim. The way she

flings herself at that boy is really disgraceful. She makes eyes at him all the

time. And gets insanely jealous if anyone else even looks at him. I simply

can't stand this another minute. All this noise is giving me a headache. I'm

going out and have a cigarette. I don't think I shall come back for the second

half. They usually play the best things first anyway, don't they? I've seen

everybody I want to see. Excuse me, please. I'm terribly sorry. Excuse me,

if you dont mind. I don't see why all these people look at me as if I were

some sort of criminal. I shall really demand a seat on the aisle next year, so

that I can come and go as I please, it is so annoying to climb over all these

people. It really was a very nice concert, so soothing. I must come more

often. Do you have a program. I'd like to see what they were playing just

now. My dear, did you see that person next to me? She had on the funniest

looking hat I have ever seen, and that dress . . .

153



De Gustibus

JAMES STEWART-GORDON

I
GUESS that possibly the reaction has set in and we are in a way getting

back to the good old days. I picked up a magazine the other day and was

reading about a milkman who was not in love with the daughter of the

head of the milk company; and who was not a young architect, who had

taken the job because he could have his days free to work on his masterpiece,

and what was the most striking, he didn't have tousled blond hair, and there

was no mention made of his having laughing blue eyes. I guess there isn't

much point in my continuing to tell all the things he didn't have because the

way things stand in the literary business no one will believe me anyhow.

The only fly in the ointment was that there was a goofy (the word is the

Editor's, not mine)* family mixed up in the story. However, I still think

that we're getting nearer to the millennium because it wasn't so long ago that

unless the story was about a Tousled blonde milkman and an insane family

it just wasn't a story.

There is a report concerning a Girl out in Berkeley, California, who in-

sisted on her Milkman being changed because his specifications and measure-

ments didn't fit the official listing which has been compiled by Colliers, Cos*

mojpolitan, the Saturday Evening Post and various other important journals of

opinion. As for the Girl out in Berkeley, well, they didn't have any Milkmen

who fitted the standard so she had to give up milk. She is reported as saying

that once you get accustomed to the other stuff its lots better and who ever

heard of launching a ship with Milk, anyhow? So maybe every cloud does

have a silver lining.

Storywriting these days is pretty much down to a formula. College

boys always write about disreputable characters who would be quite ashamed

of themselves if they knew what the boys were saying about them. But the

other fellows (who write for the so-called slicks) are older and ought to know

better, I mean the kind of story that begins this way

—

"Cora came in about four o'clock. Flushed, with dilated eyes, and too

much lipstick. Shirley knew all the symptoms.

*Editor denies this.
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"In love again?"

Cora tossed her hat across the room, shook out her permanent and did a

few slick taps.

"This time for keeps."

You know the rest. This is actually an excerpt from an issue of Colliers.

EfPen Cora don't get her man thar's gwine be a lot of mighty surprised

people around these parts. In this case she didn't fall for a milkman. This is

type story number two, milkmen are out of this one, also Goofy families.

This is about the foibles of High Society and if there isn't a touching scene

with (a) an old Uncle, who is crochety and has a heart of gold or (b) a Father

who is tall and has wisps of grey around his temples, and a smile playing

around the corners of his dear old mouth, or (c) either a sweet old, or pas-

sionately modern mother there will be Hell to pay and plenty of letters from

the readers wanting to know what they are paying for.

Just at present there is a steadily increasing stream of public opinion

that most of the stories printed in last week's edition of Colliers were the

same stories which appeared the week before and the week before that. For

that matter, they have been appearing since about nineteen thirty-one or so

with the modicum of change. Of course some of the characters have different

names. Five or six years ago the story whose hero wasn't named Eric and

whose heroine wasn't named Enid didn't have much of a show. Now it

appears that the Bills and Charlies are having their day.

The Automotive Industry has its Ford and the Steel Industry has its

Taylor. At last the Fiction Industry has a patron saint in the form of Mr.

Jocelynn Figg, of Enid, Oklahoma. Mr. Figg, who for many years has been

the constant reader whose letters have appeared in various Gazettes from time

to time, has devoted a good deal of time and thought to contemporary literary

problems. His plan, the Figg Formula, as he calls it, has many important

features. The strongest point, of course, is that the huge tracts of timber

that Adela Rogers St. John is laying waste with her pen will be saved for

posterity and whatever is coming after. And the Browbeaten children and

Dogs that are the creation of Norman Rockwell will be able to stay safely

on his pallet, which is where they belong anyhow.

According to the "Figg Formula" the characters and the situations in

which they are involved will be printed up on sheets and distributed to the

regular magazine addicts. Since there really is no difference in the plots of

155



THE HAVERFORDIAN

any of them, there will be no problem so far as figuring out what is going to

happen is concerned. The sheets will hold the bare outline of the story. If

the story would have appeared in the Saturday Evening Post there will be a

little notation following it to that effect, then the reader will know that the

story will be the solid type, with the hero either a young business man, with

or without laughing blue eyes, and the heroine will look like an advertisement.

Then there is only the need to fix the names of the characters and you can

bowl right on with the story, in the solid knowledge that the hero will

consummate a business triumph and win the girl of his choice. According to

Mr. Figg you merely look at the top of the mimeographed sheet he will issue,

find the story, where it appears, and the opening two lines written by the

author. This sets the tempo and everything will go easily from then on.

If the story has the line:

"Squatted under the wing of the huge Douglass that lay on the apron

before the Millville Airport, Dave Elkins raised his eyes to young Sally

Knowles." You know from that point on that the story will pick up about

the fact that the mortgage has to be raised "or else" and that Dave will

raise it "or else." He will also win Sally.

That is the Saturday Evening Post approach. On the other hand there

will be lots of good old Raw sex in the MacFadden Liberty. The story

will have this lead:

Sheila stopped long enough to adjust her dress so that it sat the more

firmly on her shapely hips. On the other side of the street Bob Barreg

wiped his greasy hand across his face—you know the rest there, too, for

that matter, and there is not much sense in going on with the story.

For the more advanced students the Figg sheet will contain informa'

tion somewhat of this type:

Blue Roadster; Blond Girl; Joan; Young engineer George, Bill; Roadster

in a hurry.

Then the reader can work it out for himself there is not much to go

amiss in this

—

Bill is either (A) Lothario; (B) Misogynist, or (C) a nice young man.

Joan is almost sure to be (A) Pert; (B) Statuesque; (C) All Girl. This is

the Colliers formulae and also that of the American and the Red Boo\—
The Formula will certainly work on this.
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Mr. Figg, having established his formula, is looking forward to a happy

old age, quoting from Mr. Figg's Statement
—

"there was something to be

done and I did the only thing. I went out and did it. I'll be mighty sorry

to see those old favorites leave the stand, but I guess that they must make

way for progress which has to roll on, there can be no compromise. It was

a waste of time buying the same magazine under a different dateline each

week—Now that the people won't have to wade through them—The
good old public is going to have more time for leisure.

When the interviewer asked what the people were going to do with

this leisure Mr. Figg looked a bit nonplussed, then recovering his usual

bouyant spirits he announced that the people could spend their leisure as

they pleased. He himself was working on a system that would really make

the Telephone Book rank up there with Shakespearet or Jesse Rainsford

Sprague.
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One Man s Meat
RICHARD MARSTON, JR.

HAVING been engaged for some time, in an amateurish way, in

examining reading tastes as regards popular periodicals, we were

amused, early in the year, at being advised by a librarian to read

Punch, as the Library did not take Life. We were very impressed by this

fine British taste in Haverford, evidenced as it is by the popularity of cricket.

It has come to our attention, by the way, that Life presents a grand Problem

for the public libraries of the country, because of the groups of giggling school

children who surround every new issue to look at certain pictures near the

back. The local Ardmore Library has finally decided to discontinue its sub'

scription. Of course, Haverfordians, being more sophisticated, that is, not

confined to Life, can afford to smile gently at such foibles.

We would like to think of Life as the expression of the cosmopolitan

culture of modern America from politics, through Sociology and Art, to

gossip, from the Jewish to the Roman Catholic Church, and from a Brazilian

cocoa king to workers on the Ford Assembly line. Therefore, when the

magazine appears with lovely reproductions of some noted Art Collection,

it provides us with a genuine thrill of pleasure, for it seems to connote a

rise in the general taste, but a corresponding dull pain assails us when we
see the invariable pictures of the "high society

-1

'' shindig which always

appear. It may have been amusing to the gay guests assembled at such

affairs (although a certain air of gentle artificiality does seem to pervade

them all) but the mere pictures do not provide much enjoyment. However,

we are cavilling against life, not Life.

One publication which we deplore is the Collegiate Digest. Perhaps

Haverfordians take it with a resigned feeling, perhaps they take it only to

criticize, but read it they do. Apparently from the extensive advertising

contained therein it is everywhere enjoyed by college students. What is

its appeal? That of reality? Are most students so very occupied with

Beauty Contests and Fraternity Initiations? Or perhaps it pictures life as

most students would like to live it. We must admit the second answer;

it is a type of pulp and a new and virulent type. Here the publisher is not

catering to perverted tastes, he is perverting tastes through the use of photo-
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graphs as a representation of life, or of telling a story. Of course, it is irri'

possible for photographs to present reality as one sees it, while living it,

so they have become symbols, like the pattern expressions of the written

pulps. And as it takes even less intelligence to comprehend pictures than

the written pulps, the imagination of the people is growing more and more

sterile.

The happy fancy has occurred to us of classing certain publications

with their wine list counterparts (since both are compounded of broth and

fine and wholesome grain according to certain formulae). Thus:

T^ew Tor\er—Cocktail.

Coronet—Cordial.

Esquire—Whiskey.

Life—Beer and Pretzels.

College Humor—Gin.
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Complainte Populaire

'Gentilz gallans de France,

Qui en la guerre allez,

Je vous prie quil vous plaise

Mon amy saluer."
1

'Comment le saluroye

Quant point ne le congnoisV

11 est bon a congnoistre,

II est de blanc arm'e;

'II porte la croix blanche,

Les esperons dorez,

Et au bout de sa lance

Ung fer d
1

argent dore.'

'J^e plorez plus, la belle,

Car il est trepasse:

II est mort en Bretaigne,

Les Bretons Vont tue.

J'ay veu faire sa fousse

Voree d'ung vert pre,

Et veu chanter sa messe

A quatre cordelliers^

Auteur Inconnu.
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Lament

gentle \nights of France

On your way to war

1 pray that you may please

To greet my love once more.

But how may him I greet

I \now him not at all?

Oh he is easy \nown

White armed and very tall.

He wears a true white cross

His spurs are round and gilded

And on his lances end

A point of silver gilt.

My beauty, weep no more,

For he is passed away

He died in Brittany

By Bretons \illed one day.

I saw them dig his grave

Beside a field green gray

And saw them sing his mass

Full four cordeliers.

William Duff.
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The Little Truth

by SAMUEL C. WITHERS, JR.

"T^ow," said the Hag, to the great Zarathustra,

The Prophet whose wisdom exceeded her own,

"I give you an infant—a brave little truth;

Swathe it with care lest it cry out or moan,

Lest it bawl—the little truth."

So the Prophet, white bearded, gave ear to the Hag,

Extending his arms and accepting the child,

And the Hag gave the infant of truth, swaddled well,

"If Thou goest to women—(be not beguiled)—
DO HOT FORGET THY WHIP!"

And thus, swaddled well, was the infant of truth

Given the Prophet, for thus was it found;

And thus, in his wanderings, ^ept he the child.

Always the infant of insight was bound.

Hor did it bawl—the little truth!
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THE TRIPLE THINKERS, by Edmund Wilson. Harcourt Brace, 289

pp. $2.75

Reviewed by H. M. Henderson, Jr.

On sitting down with our copy of Triple Thin\ers, noting first with

pleasure the ideally clear typography of Robert Josephy, then naturally

bethinking us of the masterful Axel's Castle (perused altogether too hastily)

we were reminded of the relieved dictum of an acquaintance concerning a

group of incomprehensible paintings by Picasso. "You may not know what

he's doing, but you can be pretty sure he does."

It was with a similar feeling of confidence that we received Edmund
Wilson's latest collection of literary criticisms. Save, in this case, we were

pretty sure Mr. Wilson would be kind enough to give our average intelli'

gence every chance to fully appreciate his work. We were not wrong in

our surmise. The Triple Thinners is both lucid as to presentation and attrac'

tive in style. The author, unlike so many of this day, presents a finished

and relatively mature account of his understanding of literature and life

Unfortunately, the book is not as easy to review as it is to read. One
is tempted to indulge in a separate appraisal of each of the ten essays in'

eluded, such is their wide range, and, on the whole, their talent for provok-

ing further thought on the part of the reader. A glance at the table of con-

tents will give you a rough idea of our dilemma. Two analyses of general

trends, Is Verse a Dying Technique? and Marxism and Literature; eight dis-

cussions of writers, some being In Honor of Push\in, A. E. Housman, The

Ambiguity of Henry James, John Jay Chapman, and Bernard Shaw at Eighty.

Casting about for some underlying unity, we noted that the title is

derived from a letter to Louise Colet by Flaubert, and further, that the

selection of the phrase Triple Thinkers reflects, in an involved sort of way
which we do not choose to footnote,* Mr. Wilson's belief that vital litera-

ture has definite social significance, Flaubert's furious insistence to the

contrary (and in the teeth of Mme. Bovary), notwithstanding.

*As being too scholarly for comfort.
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But it is not to be inferred that the author has by any means been

seduced into the ranks of the Dialectical Materialists, as the partisans of

the simple laboring class choose to call themselves. In Marxism and Lit'

erature, Wilson neatly sums up the whole incongruity of the movement

by recording Lenin's observation, that for a true description of a Russian

peasant, he'd take Tolstoy any day.

Nor are the Ars artis gratia boys handled with kid gloves. In short,

Edmund Wilson has wisely chosen the middle way (easy compromise? Just

try it some time) and, in consequence, has maintained a remarkable critical

integrity. His well-balanced, flexible habits of thought are implicit to a

marked degree in Mr. More and the Mithraic Bull, wherein the inflexibility

of the somewhat pedantic Paul Elmer is suavely, but none the less success-

fully, chuckled out of countenance. Which much delighted us, who once

stood disgustingly agape when More termed Croce "an epoptic hierophant

of demonic mysteries."

The very significant Is Verse a Dying Technique? we would leave un-

touched, that both devotees of Homer and of Proust may enjoy it to the

full and wrangle about it for months, while we must hurry on to an equally

important and lesser known subject, Pushkin. Perhaps you were laboring

under the sad delusion that Don Juan is the best of its kind. In point of

fact, by the side of Eugene Onegin, it is shockingly puerile and diffuse. Push-

kin's poem is brought to life by Mr. Wilson for us of the insular West

through apt quotations, and analogies to the best in The Eve of St. Agnes

and Le Rouge et he l^pir (in one breath !) ; and is proved to be vital, yet art-

istic stuff, in that it treats of a poignant social problem in symbols, not ex-

terior to, but inherent in the characters.

Whereas Wilson is properly and convincingly enthusiastic over Eugene

Onegin, his preoccupation with John Jay Chapman did not, for us, quite

ring the bell. All right, he was a gentleman, and wrote peachy letters. So?

And while we're being querulous, we might as well lodge our second, and

last, substantial complaint. Bernard Shaw at Eighty we consider the other

case of mis-directed enthusiasm. The theme of this essay we found a trifle

obvious : that Shaw has contradicted and recontradicted his once most cher-

ished doctrines, but remains and will remain a great artist, and a man whose

political confusions in no wise invalidate his social criticism.

Hair splitters may argue that Housman doesn't fit into the "social sig-

nificance" scheme of The Triple Thin\ers, and so should never have been
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included. We would remind them of what happened to Taine when he

tried to stuff all literature into one convenient mould.

On the whole, The Triple Thinkers is a work of soundest scholarship,

and one containing so much meat, that to attempt to read more than two or

three of its essays in a day is to invite a severe case of indigestion. It is a

book to be poured over again and again, and especially after one has in*

creased his knowledge and appreciation in the field of literature. We will

turn to it in the future with as much confidence and renewed pleasurable

anticipation as to, say, the classic Causeries du Lundi.

HOPE OF HEAVEN

A Novel in the American Language

—

By John O'Hara

Reviewed by David R. Wilson

It is, I think, a meaningful generalization to say that many novelists

of the time are supremely good at little things but fail seriously in the big

ones. It is true of Dos Passos, of Hemingway, of Faulkner, and particularly

of O'Hara. The characters and the structure of this novelette won't bear

analysis : both show a complete lack of thought and planning. There is a

lot of what Clifton Fadiman calls "pseudo'portentous" detail. One wonders

how O'Hara himself can any longer believe in its importance to a novel.

Dialogue, particularly drunken dialogue, and pace are superbly handled.

If he is trying to capture the tone of these people's lives, I suppose the surest

way to do it is to linger over their $2200. cars and $35. shoes (as he actually

does on the first page) because those things are important to them, but

it is a maddening habit—prominent in his work before. In this story it goes so

far that one learns how you can always tell a phony by the way he opens a

package of cigarettes

—

that one takes a couple of pages. Within his own
limitations there is no question that O'Hara can write, but what he is

doing now seems a kind of writing in which there cannot be the slightest

interest any longer—Scott Fitzgerald really exhausted the field ten years

ago. O'Hara's subjects are so rapidly passing out of existence, and altogether

he has limited himself so much, that one wonders where he will turn next;
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it would take a great deal of scrabbling around to produce another like

this.

The lives of the people in this book are fragmentary, childish, and filled

with a luxury they don't particularly want or value. They are the people

of Gibbsville (Appointment in Samarra, his first novel) and Bronxville,

heightened somewhat, transported to California (where they seem no little

bit out of their element), and equally pointless in either locale. Possibly

they reassure O'Hara himself, but they seem more ridiculous than unhappy

to the reader. The story begins and ends in violence, a favorite device and

theme of many novelists now, but it is not the lyric violence of Hemingway
nor the brutality for its own sake of James Cain, for instance.

Reading this book is like smoking a cigarette; after you've finished,

you wonder where to put the ashes.

That's the way it is.

FREE LAND by Rose Wilder Lane

Reviewed by C. E. Baum

Free Land is another one of those novels about homesteaders. The

content should, from this statement, be fairly self-evident. You know that

sort of book you've been warned' about, (if you haven't, you know what to

consider this review) the book about the young farmer, his farmer-wife, his

farmer friends, his homesteader claim, and his ambition. His desire to be-

come an economically stable farmer in the Dakota grasslands is opposed by

blizzards, debts, droughts, tornadoes, and other Western phenomena that

I don't want to think about just now. Or any time.

Why Mrs. Lane wanted to think about these things long enough to

write a novel about them is a whole lot more than I, for one, can under-

stand, but my better informed friends tell me that Mrs. Lane suffers from

an obsession common among those who write of the Western farmer. The

particular form of this obsession is an overwhelming hero-worship of an

American type, the settler who tortured the obstinate grasslands into farm-
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ing country. I don't know anything about this type as it actually existed,

but if I ever felt any sort of hero-worship towards David Beaton, the central

figure of Free Land, I'd sit down in the old sod shanty and think twice be-

fore I wrote a book about it. Far from being ennobled by his elemental

struggle with the soil, David Beaton is degraded by every incident of the

smugrubby existence in which Rose Wilder Lane presents him. His attitude

towards adversity is courageous only in so much as the dull obstinacy of an

animal is courageous. His dollar and cents philosophy reduces his emo-

tional response to a sordid, almost bestial level. He watches debt accumula-

tion, crop failures, and the rapid physical decay of his wife with a stolid

indifference which reveals him almost wholly devoid of sensibilities. If

Rose Wilder Lane thinks she has made this Beaton person the apotheosis

or even an interesting example ot a noble American type, she's wrong.

He's a bore.

Fortunately, his surroundings are not so consistently boring. Mrs.

Lane is at her best when she's describing blizzards. I think that I could

have borne David Beaton if she had kept him in a snowstorm for the whole

book. Abnormal weather conditions are definitely her milieu. Her style,

flat in other descriptive passages, is convincingly graphic when she whips

up a blizzard or a tornado. There are, however, lots of stretches in 331

pages where we can't talk about the weather. These stretches are handled

in a fashion that is very, very remotely suggestive of the Cather method,

but where Willa Cather is quietly forceful, Rose Wilder Lane is prosaically

unconvincing. There's nothing quite so dull as the style that seeks to avoid

self-consciousness by employing simple diction and finally resolves itself

into a mere collection of kindergarten words. There's not much that I

want to say about Mrs. Lane's characterization except that, by all accepted

standards, it's bad and that I hope all her characters stay west of Turtle

Creek, Nebraska.

It couldn't have taken much thought to write this book, and it cer-

tainly didn't take any to read it. On the whole, it's sterile enough to enjoy

a very good sale. In fact, it has everything a best seller has except sex.
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What Does Democracy Mean?
JOHN FRENCH WILSON

Editor's J^ote

—

'Bhis essay by Jitr. Wilson, who was Editor of the Haverfordian

in his Sophomore year, 1908, was adjudged the best of nearly two thousand

essays on this subject submitted by T5own fftfeetmg Listeners to "America's

T5own Meeting of the Air." "Mr. Wilson delivered it on the 13own Meeting

program of April 14. It is reprinted by permission ofTjown Hall and the

"'Bulletin of America's Tbown 'Meeting of the Air."

DEMOCRACY is more than a method of governing; it is also a

philosophy of government and a way of life. In the long course

of its making it has meant different things at different times and to

different persons. What does it mean to us who live under it in this year

1938?

It is too complex a thing to be defined concisely or to be captured in

an epigram. But we may begin by saying that, as a method of governing,

it imposes little restraint on the tongue and much restraint on the fist.

This does not mean that democracy always lets us say whatever we
choose, or that it never employs force. No more than autocracy will it allow

men to shout "Fire!
1

''

in a crowded hall when they know there is no fire;

and those who ignore its most imperative prohibitions can find th t its

electric chair has all the finality of a dictator's firing squad. But, unlike

other systems, it governs "by consent of the governed," in the sense that

its controlling and sovereign power is the sO'called "majority will."

This will is not the will of more than fifty per cent of all democracy's

subjects, but only of fifty per cent of those subjects whom it allows to vote.

Not all its subjects have this privilege. Idiots and children have never had

it, and women have not enjoyed it long. Today, however, the tendency

is to extend the franchise to include all persons except those of unsound

mind, those who have been convicted of certain grave crimes, and those

who have not reached the age of twenty-one years. Democracy's electorate

is no longer typical unless it is extremely broad and thoroughly representative.

Although the electorate must be very wide, the franchise it may enjoy

is not all-embracing. Many rules that have the importance and practical

effect of laws are promulgated, even in the most liberal democracy, by officials,
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and sometimes by officials who are not elected, but only appointed. Nor

is it practicable for the voters actually to pass on all questions they are em-

powered to answer. In practice they do little more than control major

policies; but in order to have democracy as we understand it, these major

policies must include those which concern taxation, the spending of public

funds, and the changing of the form of government. The exercise of this

kind and degree of control by the majority of a broad and truly represen-

tative electorate is democracy's first essential.

A second essential, hardly less important, has to do with the manner

in which this franchise is exercised. Elections must be held frequently, at

regular times; and special or irregular ones must be well advertised in ad'

vance. The issues must be presented in a form that permits them to be

determined by a simple cross-mark, indicating "Yes" or "No." The voters

must be able to register their opinions secretly, without fear of intimidation,

and with minimum inconvenience. Otherwise the election is a farce, and

the method is not truly democratic.

Our concept of the philosophy which underlies democracy and makes

it workable is derived from our observation of the manner in which it oper-

ates here and elsewhere; but chiefly from observing its function in England,

Canada, and the United States. If we look at the history of these countries

for the last hundred years we conclude that democracy functions well only

when its subjects hold certain beliefs; beliefs which they do not always

openly profess. They must have an abiding conviction that the means is

not less important than the end; that no majority, however overwhelming,

is certain to be altogether right; and that no leader, administration, or party

is worthy of blind allegiance or perfect trust. They must combine a whole-

some sense of humor with the fervent belief that most men desire to be

decent, fair and kind.

Lacking such a philosophy, democracy cannot be the thing we think

it is, or give us the chance to live our lives in the way to which it has accus-

tomed us. We who live under democracy expect our government always to

try to persuade us before it compels us. We expect it to refrain from muz-

zling even the most silly, intemperate, and outrageous opinions as to the

merits and demerits of candidates, officials, and laws; and to grant us the

right of petition, peaceable assembly, freedom of speech and of press, to an

extent which autocracies deem dangerous and foolish. We expect it to warn
individuals and minorities before it strikes them; and when it must strike

them we expect it to do so more in sorrow than in anger, and to protect them
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from harsh and sudden impositions of the majority's will. We expect it to

foster a way of life that is stable and temperate, and a society which does not

shoot or imprison or even ostracize the defeated, or inspire them to plan re'

prisal or plot revolution against the victors. We expect rulers who under'

stand that there can be few situations in which tolerance ceases to be the

highest of all civic virtues, and that even in these few it should not be laid

wholly aside. We expect a commonwealth committed to the slow and pain'

ful process of trial and error, but one which realizes that the gravest of all

errors is to assume that we are done with trial and have found a perfect and

permanent solution.

In the United States today, democracy means a system of government

under which major policies are determined by a majority vote of a thoroughly

representative electorate which registers its opinion freely and emphatically

;

an electorate which is reconciled to the fact that its wisdom may be presently

challenged and its judgment reversed; an electorate firmly resolved to tol-

erate no revolution except such as comes in obedience to ballots cast after

due deliberation and debate.

NIGHT NOTES for an Essay or Two

By William B. Kriebel

Barclay is always being called a Gothic monstrosity, and in jest it is

said that one day it had best be pulled down—because it is so ugly. But at

night Barclay is not ugly; and night is almost half its existence'time. In

fact, Barclay is so much more beautiful at night than it is not in daytime,

that on the aesthetic score I suppose we'd better not pull it down at all.

If Haverfordians love to look at still water—but it is not a question you

could ask the alumni body, though its answer might tell a lot more than,

How much money are you making? If they do, it is probably because of

something in their subconscious—a love imbued from having passed quiet

water hundreds of times : daytimes, when the wind-blown clouds and light

willows are reflected; and nighttimes, when only the stars and the rich black

treeline lie in the lake.

And many a Haverfordian, tramping through thick, wet grass, has

wondered why it is that the night sky in the water seems lighter than the

night sky as it is. Can it be that there is still some day left—in the quiet

water?
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Background With Figures
CLYDE K. NICHOLS Jr.

LOOK now at a street splashed with sun ina French Riviera town.

Look more particularly at one of the street cafes, like all the others

gaily decorative, where two men sitting at a table are the only persons

in sight. Across the street a rough stone and mortar embankment checks

the surge of the water in the small bay. The town, with its huddled stucco

buildings and scattered tropical trees, is compressed between the sea and

the mountainside. From there villas overlook the shore.

The two men sat at their table buried in the oppressive sunlight. They

talked intermittently as their gaz;e wandered over the surroundings. A
sultry, suffocating wind rushed down from the mountain and bent the land'

scape toward the sea. When it blew across the water it cajoled only ripples

to oppose the stubborn waves, which were as yet unwilling to surrender to

the off'shore wind. The whole scene was painted impressionistically on

a wild canvas. Every stroke of the brush, whether it fashioned a tree or

a dwelling, depicted the essence of the tree rather than its shape alone,

seemed to be concerned only with some abstract meaning. Apparently it

was one of turmoil—the conflict of trees thrashed by the rushing wind, of

waves irresistibly motivated by some hidden force, of hot, whirling, dusty

air'particles, of the buildings themselves deflected in the intense radiance.

So warped did the town appear to the men's eyes in the heat and light, that

it was quasi'real, and deserted as it was on the exterior (except for the two

men), inspired the speculation that it was perhaps an interval between life

and death, some wayside stopping place where one could put his thoughts

in order looking into the past and future.

The men at the table, intent upon themselves, doubled their legs under

the chairs; their elbows rested on the table making angles of their arms;

their bodies inclined toward the moist, irridescent glasses before them.

One of the men, Milbourne, was elderly. His close'cropped hair, white

shading into grey, sheathed a square head. For his age he had extremely

smooth skin which was tautened and darkened by the sun. His features

were small but in an unprepossessing face his eyes were magnificent. They
were firmly set, profound in the depth of their brownness. Milbourne

smoked a cigarette. Abruptly he would incline his forearm toward his face,

pull on the cigarette, and then return his arm to its upright position on the

table. All his gestures were clipped and definite, but his eyes belied this

preciseness in their leisurely outlook.

Scott, the other man, was very different. His thirty years might well
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have been fifty from the baffled expression of his face. Deep lines across

his forehead were accentuated by the habitual raising of his eyebrows.

His mouth was thin and wide and gave his face a skeptical appearance. Like

Milbourne, his eyes were deep and meaningful and showed that his troubled

expression arose from thought, from mental exhaustion, and not from mo-

mentary worry.

The men were intent on their conversation but did not talk contin'

ually. When they were silent, however, their thoughts followed the line

of their talk, and so well did they know each other, that thinking was a

means of communication between them.

Scott said : "You remember, of course, the years when you were running

your studio. I have been thinking of those days very much lately—the dis'

couraging hours, the students and their intense expressions of hope and

chagrin. I have been remembering your patience and kindliness and the

great things you taught us. But most of all it is my wife Elizabeth who has

been impelling my thoughts while I have been in this town again. Since

she died three years ago on the Spanish cliffs, my life has been utterly mean-

ingless."

"I wonder if that can be true?" Milbourne answered. "It is quite

remarkable when any part of one's life does not offer something. Whether

the offering is accepted depends upon the person, whether he perceives his

opportunity, what it means. If I remember rightly the long discussions we
used to get submerged in while tramping and working, you were always

troubled by an inability to accept something—a fact, an opposing force in

your life—something contrary to your preconceived idea of Tightness.

Elizabeth died; her loss is a gash in your life: but Elizabeth is irrevocable

and you should attempt to understand what she is doing for you by her

death, and even though she is dead.

"Yes, undoubtedly what you say is true—it always is. But such cab

culation seems to me almost inhuman."

Milbourne said nothing. He tasted his drink, pulled on his cigarette,

watched the shades of brown and grey in the smoke. His eyes looked into

the distance.

Then he turned to Scott who was looking at him with interest, and

smiling ironically because he was not sure whether he saw clearly all that

Milbourne was probably implying and because he doubted that he would

wish to accept these ideas. Milbourne went on: "I have not seen you or

talked to you for several years but I know that you live by some philosophy

as everyone does. When I ask you to look objectively at the cause and effect
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in your life, I am asking you to apply a fragment of my philosophy : accept-

ance, to which tolerance is the most important contributing factor. This

acceptance in an abstract way of whatever is the earth's and of whatever

happens on it, is I think one of the surest means to the achievement of con-

tent, of satisfaction. But I am not condoning a state of passivity, remote

from any action and therefore unallied with life; rather I mean that accep-

tance should be the first step to a staircase of action, that it should provide a

foundation and framework for living.

"Let me tell you how I think of life. We have been sitting here while

the wind has been coursing over the town; we have noticed how it bends

the trees and lifts the dirt, how it ripples the waves. The wind is influ-

encing these objects, molding them at its will. Now, I consider the world

to be composed of an inexpressible number of influences. A man is an in-

fluence; so is a tree, also a building. I think of these objects which are

influences as winds; whether they are breez.es or hurricanes depends upon

the intensity of their motivation.

"We were speaking of acceptance and of tolerance. I mentioned this

wind business as a basis for my idea of what tolerance means and of what

waste intolerance causes. Intolerance is the most treacherous and wide-

spread of my winds.

"You of course remember Hull when he was attending my studio classes.

It isn't likely that you would have forgotten him, considering the close

race you ran for Elizabeth. Hull personifies my wind of intolerance.

"I was standing at the large east window in the studio talking to Eliza-

beth one day— I suppose it must be almost five years ago now—when Hull

came in asking to join the studio. His calm and direct manner was agreeable,

his intelligent appearance striking. After talking about his work and about

our work at the studio and after we had settled questions concerning the

training he wanted, I readily accepted him.

"From the first it was apparent to me that Hull based his life on an

intolerant outlook. I could see that his own ideas were the only ones that

meant anything to him, that by a sort of a retreat upon his ego he forced

himself to live. Of course we all do this, but in most of us it is a conscious

process by which we sustain ourselves and it is not an iron-clad philosophy

in itself. Later I saw that the success of his relationships with people de-

pended on the result of his comparison of them with a preconceived arbitrary

norm. He was hyper-critical where people, their acts, and their work were

concerned; if he could attract an audience—he played to an audience at all

times except perhaps when he was alone—he found real pleasure in blasting
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other peoples' characters and habits. True enough, he was often witty and

apt in his observation, but that did not excuse his blatant, unnecessary ex'

hibitionism and the effect it had on us at the studio who were his playthings

for the time being. I doubt that he ever realized that some of us, at least,

were aware of what was happening, for he was insensitive to the subtleties

of human relationships.

"Very shortly we all became self-conscious in anything we did. Per'

fectly normal occurrences such as Elizabeth's dining with you excited Hull

into a cynically disdainful remark, and because of his consummate genius

in giving his observations a piquant turn and appearance of truth, this action

was exaggerated in meaning, became unnatural. It was fascinating to watch

his influence at work, sweeping us along and confusing us. We were trees

and he was a wind-storm.

"The consequences of his membership in our studio were disastrous,

as I think you realized. Honest effort was condemned and discouraged by

Hull. You students lost confidence and faith. Elizabeth was deeply hurt

at his disregard and unreasoning distaste for her painting, and although she

was at one time in love with him, her loss of all confidence in herself made

her unable to keep her head high anywhere. You and Elizabeth loved, but

you were both coerced into it by what faith you did have in each other.

Any semblance of a firm basis for your lives, blasted by Hull, had turned to

chaff, and his influence followed you, breaking you apart by the increasing

doubt which it made you feel in yourselves. Then Elizabeth killed herself,

devastated by her seemingly pointless existence.

"Such chaos was the wake of Hull's course through our lives. His

intolerance was so complete that instead of subjectively influencing him

alone it overflowed and changed us all. Hull's influence did not bend as a

wind does but twisted and wrenched as does a tornado.

"If he had accepted life fairly, instead of arbitrarily constructing his

own personal idea of what life should be, he would have escaped much un-

happiness himself and would have saved many people a great amount of un-

happiness. That is why, Scott, I suggest that you accept what has happened

to you—that you be tolerant. Realize what your particular life and its

pattern mean and that you can surmount its discouragements and put it all

to advantage."

The sun had circled west and was low in the sky. A cooling breeze

off the sea now blew into the town. The heat had lifted and the glare had

become a pleasant evening light. The dust lay motionless on the street as

people walked along. The buildings had regained proportion. The whole

scene was rationally complacent and peaceful.
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Fve Seen This One Before
WILLIAM H. REAVES

YOU'RE really going to love this movie. The first time I saw it, I

nearly died. The funniest thing I have ever seen. The second time

was even better. No, I really don't mind seeing it again. Not at all.

In fact, I look forward to it. Eric Blore is wonderful. You'll just die when
you see him disguised as a whirling Dervish. I almost rolled in the aisle.

He is swathed in yards of stuff and gets all tangled up in it, and then he falls

down and that is when he discovers the pearls. They're in the Sultan's

Hookah where Alice Brady has hidden them. She has disguised herself, too,

as a Harem girl and is pretending that she is the favorite wife, because she

has got to find out where Fred Astaire has gone when he thought Ginger

Rogers jilted him, when she hadn't at all, she was just trying to wrest the

Naval Plans from Edward Everett Horton by her womanly wiles. But I

don't want to tell you about it. I'll spoil the picture for you. I hate people

who tell other people about the pictures, don't you?

There we are! See this first scene is at Annapolis. Now watch. You'll

see Fred Astaire in a minute. He's a cadet, you see. There he is. Now
watch this dance—It's wonderful. Watch now, and you'll see him dance

out to the end of the gun. See, it's going off. Funny, isn't it? Now in just

a minute Ginger comes in. She is down for the big football game, you see.

Eric Blore and Alice Brady are on their way down, too. Eric is an old grad,

you see, and he just met Alice when they both got in the same cab by mis-

take. And Alice won't let him get out because she has the pearls and she

is afraid she is going to be kidnapped. You'll die at that. There, see, they're

getting in

"Oh turn around. I haven't said a word to you. You have no reason

to look at me."

What does he mean by turning around? I'm not making any noise.

Oh, loo\! Here's where it all starts. You see Alice has this string of price-

less pearls and they're going to be stolen. See, there she thinks Eric has

proposed, but he only wanted her to get up off his topper. Funny? Well,

you see Ginger has the Aspell diamonds and that is what confuses every-

thing. Well, the Naval Plans are concealed in the retired Commander's
wooden leg. But Ginger knows they're there. They are very vital plans
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and international complications will result in ten minutes if they are taken

and of course there is a big plot afoot to get them. There's Edward Everett

Horton. He's a private detective. Now watch. The lights are going out

in just a minute. And the pearls, and the diamonds and the plans all dis'

appear. And the funniest thing is the way the commander is furious, be'

cause, of course, they had to take his leg to get the plans. And Alice Brady

is swooning, because she thinks her pearls have fallen in the champagne and

melted away.

"Please stop turning around. I'm not doing anything to annoy you.

Is he trying to start something? See all of it? Isn't it a scream? Now
you see, Fred and Ginger do a dance. Watch them. It's wonderful, just

watch their feet. I've never seen anything like it. And now Ginger follows

Luigi, because she \nows he has the pearls in his mouth, and the plans are

under his topper and the diamonds in the hollow heel of his boot. They're

so clever. Hollywood, I think, don't you. Now Joo^.' Oh this is funny,

isn't it. See they get the submarine to come up by running a toy battleship

in front of the periscope. See!

"Oh go ahead and call the usher. I'm not disturbing anybody. And
don't you dare threaten me."

Really he must be crazy. Now Fred and Ginger do this perfectly mar'

vellous dance on top of the submarine, see, and then, of course, the submarine

goes down and there they are. See. Funny? There are Alice Brady and

Eric Blore coming out in a rowboat. It's too priceless, because in just a

minute the pirates are coming and . . .

"Oh, turn . . . Ow! Oh Yi can't yalk. My Yaw, my yaw . .
."
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On Spending Time In The City
THOMAS LITTLE

ONE of the pleasantest recreations I know is that of spending time in

the city. By spending time in the city I mean spending leisure

time in exploring any city, looking for adventure we might say,

doing whatever our imagination prompts us to do next, and watching the

people and affairs that go on about us.

Almost anyone can take such a tour about the city with pleasure and

benefit. However, there are a few prerequisites for the person who is to do

it in the best way. First of all he must have a good, flexible sense of humour.

Our man must be ever looking for the humour in situations about him.

Along with this easily-amused attitude he must have imagination, a certain

amount of pure cheek, and no fear of feeling foolish before others, for sen-

sitivity of this sort will cramp the freedom of one's imagination.

He should be in a contented, tolerant mood, prepared to enjoy every-

thing and to watch what goes on about him with a speculative attitude.

The unimaginative person who demands an itinerary at the start, and the

impatient person who demands to "go somewhere—we aren't getting any-

thing done!" have no place on my trip. As a matter of fact no one has a

place on my own trip, for a third requisite is very complete independence.

That is, one should be alone and unknown. One should have plenty of time,

preferably several hours. In short, one must be quite at liberty to do any-

thing one wants, with no restraining connections.

Finally, the person should really have a small amount of money to

dispose of as the spirit moves; a small amount as equally distinguished from

too much and none at all. This will allow him to buy any small thing that

may appeal to him. He may get a few cents' worth of something to eat,

which he will devour on the spot. Or he may give something to a very

pathetic beggar, and consequently feel a comfortable glow of self-righteous-

ness for an hour.

With this interesting and promising background, there are now few

limits to what we may do in the two or three hours which we must spend.

The best procedure for the beginning is to start walking—anywhere. We
must be actively alive to what is going on. We watch people, notice their

clothes, speculate as to what they are like, and if in any way possible, we
eavesdrop. At these times I am an inveterate and conscientious eavesdropper.

The more I hear, the better, and I have heard some fascinating fragments.

If we get a chance we will start talking to someone, and get his opinions on
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things—politics or anything at all. Such opinions are often refreshing in

the extreme. Talking to drunken men is always amusing if we find any,

and of course we are very sympathetic indeed, and in complete agreement

with them. If we see a crowd we don't need to be told to elbow our way
immediately to the center to learn what goes on. Soap'box orators are first'

class entertainment. If we are sufficiently poorly dressed to ask the speaker

a question without being eyed askance, that is great fun, and obviously a

successful adventure in a small way.

However, we cannot wander about aimlessly forever. We must start

off on a new tack, so we head for the stores. Here we windowshop inter'

estedly, looking for fertile ground for further exploration. The shoe stores

and feminine foundation garment stores hold few charms, but possibly we
will come to a candy store. By all means we will enter and ask for ten cents'

worth of French fudge truffles or any other delicacy not usually to be had.

A bakery store is equally attractive, and we will likely invest in a couple

of cinammon buns. As a matter of fact, I am an easy mark for any bakery

shop which has the proper, warm bakery smell. The buns we eat in the

streets, quite ignoring the amused glances that come in our direction, for

do we not have excellent precedent in Benjamin Franklin's classic meal?

Hardware stores are very interesting if they have enough variety in

their wares, and stationery stores are irresistible. I have often thought

I would like to work in a stationery store, and here at least I can look over

the stock. I examine filing'box after filing'box, asking prices for each. I

consider how this or that would look on my desk, and I think how well I

could use nearly everything I see. At any rate, I probably buy nothing here,

and we walk on.

Eventually, inevitably, we come to a book store, and we have oppor'

tunity for any amount of dawdling. The poor proprietor is evidently accus'

tomed to being put upon by those who examine and don't buy, and we are

unnoticed. Volumes have been written on the pleasures of looking through

books new and old, and the occupation continues to be delightful in spite

of that fact. We look them over, we look them through, we inquire about

them—and perhaps we buy a small volume of something, something that

will fit in our pocket and make us for the rest of the day happily aware of

its presence and our possession of it. I remember the first book I bought

under this sort of circumstance. The patient clerk brought out four different

editions of it for my inspection, none quite answering my demands. After

much deliberation I chose the cheapest, managing somehow not to notice
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that the type was pretty near illegible, the cover not so durable as it was

pretentious, and the paper unpleasantly shiny and coarse. I still have this

witness to my callow judgment. As a matter of fact, I haven't had it for so

very long.

But we must be on to something more, for the city's resources are not

yet done. It may be that we shall visit the Public Library. Here we may

walk through the corridors and suitably admire the architecture, which is

undoubtedly imposing. Here, too, are always to be found a few of the com'

forts of home which may perhaps be not untimely. If opportunity is any'

where provided for written suggestions and criticisms by the public, we can

surely find a criticism of some sort. I once wrote to the director a stinging

rebuke for the lighting on certain famous paintings in the Boston Public

Library. Since I later received a very decent letter explaining the situation

in some detail, I considered the experiment a success. If we are feeling

particularly bold we may ask at the desk for a French translation of Plutarch's

Lives, this of course done with a very grave countenance. The chances are

ten to one that they won't have it, so we may as well move on.

Music stores offer much ground for pleasant occupation. We may
examine all kinds of instruments, inquiring prices for everything from the

penny whistles to the tubas. Records may be "just tried," and there is

no limit to the symphonies, operettas, or even operas that we can contem'

plate buying. I have never, yet, fully taxed the resources of a music store,

for I have never happened to have the cheek at the right time. I have often

wondered if one could exercise one's right to try out records all afternoon

and still escape without a purchase.

If we come to a travel bureau in the course of our wanderings we will

certainly inquire within. I know from experience that it is very interesting,

and something easily done, to enter and make full inquiries concerning a

mythical voyage to wherever our fancy takes us. Even though we assure

the clerk quite sincerely that we are really not at all likely to make the trip,

with professional zeal and optimism he will not believe us, and we are in

for a very interesting twenty minutes of discussion. Also we can hardly

fail to leave without a pocketful of assorted illustrated literature. This is

very interesting to pore over at a later date, especially if, as usual, some

imagination is applied. Incidentally, I may say here that pamphlet literature

of all kinds should be collected with zest. We should pick up everything

from book lists to Antivivisection Society propaganda, when available, both

for souvenirs and perhaps for reading matter later in the day as we contem-
(Continued on Page 190)
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THE CULTURE OF CITIES, by Lewis Mumford. Harcourt, Brace,

586 pp. $5.00.

Reviewed by David R. Wilson

".
. . the existence of a rational collective organization of the physical

means of life without the necessary organs of collective association and re'

sponsible social control.
1

'' That is the paradox of our contemporary metro'

politan civilization which Mumford has set out to explore and chart in this

thoughtful book. It is a splendid addition to the kind of literature in which

this century is already so rich: the vein of Oswald Spengler, Arnold J.

Toynbee, the Webbs; more particularly, of the functional architects: Mum'
ford's own master, Patrick Geddes, and Louis Henry Sullivan, Le Corbusier,

Frank Lloyd Wright. Properly to give an idea of the purpose of this book I

should have to quote most of the introduction. Failing that, I can say that

Mumford thinks the modern city represents the crystallization of chaos;

if it is "the form and symbol of an integrated social relationship," it is also

now the form and symbol of capitalist confusion. And yet the author finds

a constructive drive which has produced emergent patterns; tracing the

development of the city from the medieval town, of the tenth century and

later, through the baroque "capitaF" city through the "insensate industrial

town" produced by the industrial revolution to Megalopolis (modern New
York, Paris, Berlin, London, the symbols of what the Marxists consider th

last stages of finance capitalism) he finds that though the development has

been in general retrogressive, there have been hopeful mutations from the

norm : the post'Renaissance Dutch town and our New England village were

made for men, and not for machines; they were valid culture forms. And
that, of course, is the author's principal contention: that the city, as the

place where the issues of civilization are focused, accumulates and embodies

in visible forms the cultural heritage of a civilization; those forms are the

forms its architecture takes. And by architecture Mumford means the archi'

tecture not only of individual buildings and homes but of neighborhoods,

cities, regions; the framework, planned or unplanned, of civilization.

Beyond Megalopolis there are two stages in decline: Tyrannopolis,

the Fascist city which we already know in Rome and Berlin, where the failure

of civic responsibility leads to Caesarism and the triumph of barbarism; and

Nekropolis, the city of the dead, abandoned to famine and disease and war.

But Mumford recognizes the immense possibilities that lie all about us of

renewal, of recasting. Instead of a state based on power and profit and
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temporary prosperity we might have a state based on the culture of life, on

the needs of the whole human being. And we are likely to be forced to be'

gin to create it, for great modern cities contain the seeds of their own de-

struction : the gradually increasing unbalance of economic cycles is tending

to bring the level of population to a rather permanent plateau, and the theory

of values in a modern city is predicated upon a constant increase in popula-

tion to avoid municipal bankruptcy: the city cannot stand still, it must go

either forward or back. The alternative as Mumford sees it is decentraliza-

tion or regional planning, the redivision of the country into areas with "the

major requirements for a human region;" for instance, the inclusion of New
York State, northern New Jersey, and part of Connecticut in one region.

Such a region would have, instead of irrational and arbitrary division by

state line, "Individuality and coherence, the possibilities of a balanced and

partly self-sustaining agricultural life, a diversity of resources and a variety

of habitats."

Mumford is concerned with the myriad manifestations of culture in

architecture that we have in modern life: zoos, museums, government build-

ings, subways, department stores, homes, resorts, fairs, tenements, factories.

He analyzes the function of each, how that has been met in the past and how
it should be met in the future. Into that analysis and discussion enter the

factors of history, practical social thinking, and the biotechnic theory of

economy which Mumford got from Geddes a generation ago. By biotech-

nics he means the dominance of the biological and social arts: "agriculture,

medicine, and education take precedence over engineering." The theory

points simply towards an organic utilization of the entire environment.

The greatest enemies of Megalopolis are its own metropolitan order,

and fascism. The first is built on monopoly capitalism, credit finance, pecu-

niary prestige, and the standardized national culture which is a direct result

of national advertising. "There is a special name for power when it is con-

centrated on such a scale: it is called impotence." Steps taken to relieve

congestion usually intensify it by forcing higher land values and hence more

intensive use; the building of subways is a case in point. The attack by

air is the weapon of barbarism (and hence of fascism) and constitutes the ul-

timate contradiction in metropolitan civilization: the city was organized

for protection and to make possible cooperative association, but in time of

war organized terror worse than anything known to the jungle is introduced

into a highly complex urban existence. "Instead of accepting the stale cult

of death that the fascists have erected, as the proper crown for the servility
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and the brutality that are the pillars of their states, we must erect a cult of

life: life in action, as the farmer or the mechanic knows it; life in expression,

as the artist knows it; life as the lover feels it and the parent practices it:

life as it is known to men of good will who meditate in the cloister, expert

ment in the laboratory, or plan intelligently in the factory or the government

office."

All this is no Utopia, but a realization of what we saw in the closing

sequences of Pare Lorentzfs documentary film, The River, was possible : the

more abundant life realized not by the efforts of politicians but by the genius

of American technical skill.

Mumford writes with great lucidity and great care; his authority is

unquestioned. His style is admirably precise and measured. The one thing

that annoyed me about the book was the inadequate nature of the index,

which is sketchy and inaccurate, a serious fault in a book of this kind. There

is an excellent bibliography included.

With this book Mumford emerges as perhaps the first in what seems to

be a new function, vital to modern life: that of the social engineer. A new
profession and a new kind of writing, both exciting in their vitality, have

made their appearance.

Note
If you read The Culture of Cities and find Mumford

,

s account of "Hell

on the Subway" exaggerated, take a look at a new book by Robert Sinclair

called The Big City. A Human Study of London.

THE FIGHT FOR LIFE, by Paul De Kruif

Reviewed by G. C. WOOD
Once again Paul De Kruif strikes a singularly fresh note in a popularized

account of medical research and progress in recent years. His is no weighty

tome overburdened with scientific terms and discussions to mystify the lay'

man, nor is it a hasty panegyric in words of one syllable of miraculous cure'

alls. What it does seek to do is to bring to every thinking man and woman
who is concerned with or interested in the present and future welfare of the

human race a quite understandable, fascinatingly readable, and technically

accurate picture of what the Medical profession is doing to ease and eliminate

our sundry illnesses—specifically, syphilis, tuberculosis, infantile paralysis,

death and disease connected with childbirth, and several somewhat less

spectacular ailments. And it is eminently successful.
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In driving home to the average person the importance of keeping in

touch with medical developments De Kruif employs a rather novel mode of

attack. Humorous at times, yes, and infinitely human in his tale of this vital

campaign against disease, he introduces and emphasizes throughout the pain'

fully apparent concept that the goal is not merely assuagement of individual

suffering, but economic relief for harassed taxpayers who support institu-

tions harbouring thousands of uncalled for patients. It is high time that Ameri-

cans realized the fact (and acted on it !) that extensive—if expensive—support

to the underpaid and ill-supplied researchers now, will result, after not more

than one generation, in an almost unbelievably reduced annual doctor's

bill for the nation. Haec olim meminisse juvabit.

Were De Kruifs language, as such, as imposing as his exposition of the

recently developed and encouragingly successful treatment of syphilis, and

had he evinced a literary style as convincing as his discussion of the newly

discovered preventative of infantile paralysis, no more need be said. But

this reviewer sadly deplores a sentence—quite typical—such as "It was the

first time your chronicler had seen our doughty Wenger frustrated, yes,

completely flummoxed, at a loss for any answer !" However, the man makes

no pretensions to being an artist. He offers a significant message which must

not and cannot be overlooked, evaded, or pigeonholed. And if anyone

above the age of thirteen must have his pills sugar-coated let him be frowned

upon with vigour, and kindly, yet firmly, have pointed out to him the only

practical path to progressive human health.

SKEPTIC'S QUEST, by Hornell Hart. Macmillan, 173 pp. $2.00

Reviewed by Harold H. Morris, Jr.

S\eptics Quest is an earnest, if somewhat dull, endeavour to find a

working philosophy of life for these days. Hart tries to take into considera-

tion all the factors, science, politics, society, religion, that go to make up life.

His method of doing this is to have a representative of each class speak and

give the typical view of that class. The result, though well integrated, is

somewhat confusing, and reminds one of a typical college bull-session. The
book is evidently aimed at groups of the college level, but Hart seems to find

it necessary to explain every technical term he uses. This detracts somewhat

from the book, as it gives the impression that the author is talking down to

his readers. In fact, after reading the book, one is left with the idea that
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Hornell Hart knows a lot about a lot of things, and he is trying to arrange

them in his own mind. After shaking all these elements up in a bag, he picks

out his answer. It is a message of hope, and involves applying the principles

of Jesus in a modernized form.

The author starts out with a very high aim; "to offer a pungent, vibrant,

more compelling presentation of a modern search for a philosophy," but the

result of that search, like the book, is somewhat confusing. Three main

problems are dealt with; conscience, religion, the meaning of the universe.

This book is a curious combination of skepticism and faith. Hornell

Hart is very skeptical about some things to start with, but he often answers

them by introducing elements that have been accepted on faith. Thus,

while questioning whether man has consciousness, he accepts the fact that

man has a mind. One implies the other. If man has no consciousness, how
can he have a mind with which to prove that he has consciousness?

The style is very vivid; picturesque and full of figures of speech. It

would produce a better effect if it were heard instead of read, for then one

would not have time to realize that some of the logic is cloudy, to say the least.

In trying to include everything, Hornell Hart brings in questions that do

not bother the ordinary seeker for a philosophy of life. Thus he spends a

whole section on the discussion of obscure points in solipsism. If a person

knows about solipsism, he is wasting his time reading this book; he has

gotten beyond it. The author tries to tell how to find truth without defin-

ing truth. This is a serious mistake, for there are many kinds of truth, and

as Hart has to admit, there is no one method of finding a way to all.

Our own conclusion after reading the book is that as throughgoing

skeptics we can never get anywhere. We have to build on a foundation of

faith. All seekers for the truth of life, by the very fact that they are seeking,

admit that they think there is a meaning. The complete skeptic would never

waste his time looking for something he didn't think was there.

Sceptics Quest correlates many discoveries that have seemed to lead

in divergent directions, and shows that basically they are reconcilable.

The problem is to go deep enough to find the relation. That is the aim of life.

PLAY IN POETRY, by Louis Untermeyer. Harcourt Brace, 117 pp. $1.50

Reviewed by H. M. Henderson, Jr.

With this slim, but not slight volume, Louis Untermeyer, purveyor

extraordinary of poetry to the American people, swells the already con-

188



REVIEWS

siderable list of his publications. Not a few of these, especially Modenr

American Poetry and Modern British Poetry, have achieved great popularity

—are, in fact, standard works.

If we cannot foresee a like popularity for Play in Poetry, it is because

this work is criticism and not an anthology. While an anthology is implicitly

critical, yet for the average reader it is no more than a very short cut to

"culture," a word to which some odium has rightly come to be attached by

reason of the discouraging way it has so generally been mistaken for knowl-

edge.

Play in Poetry consists largely of lectures given on the Henry Ward
Beecher Foundation at Amherst College, but we can guarantee that it won't

lay an egg for the reader genuinely interested in poetry. Though the first

chapter bears the somewhat formidable title, Wit and Sensibility: Metaphor

into Metaphysics, it and the other three lectures have not the usual classroom

tone, but make lively reading. The title of the book, as a whole, offers a more

accurate clue to its real nature.

Mr. Untermeyer's purpose is to once and for all dissipate the popular

notion that poetry is at best a sepulchral art. To get his idea across, he

sometimes lays undue stress on the "playful" element, and once or twice is

obliged to stretch the term a little further than Webster does; yet his work

is stimulating, and sound at base.

Working with a surprising number of truths that "you'd never stopped

to think about," Untermeyer demonstrates that man in his most everyday

activities is constantly thinking in metaphor, that poetry is merely an ex-

tended metaphor, and that the process of thinking of one thing in terms of

another, superficially most unlike it, is nothing but the sheerest play. Poetry,

then, whether man realizes it or not, is his most natural means of expression;

properly it should reflect his joy and exaltation; and, finally, a faith in his

destiny.

This last, which we have allowed to stand in the old trite phraseology

for the sake of brevity, is enunciated in the 6nal chapter wherein Untermeyer

makes his plea for less futile skepticism in the poetry to come. Though this

chapter does not bear a very clear relation to the main body of the book, it

contains a clear statement of the predicament of poetry today, and offers

what seems to us an efficient and inspiring remedy.
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ON SPENDING TIME IN THE CITY (Continuedfrom pageig)

plate humanity from a park bench. A pocketful of pamphlets betokens an

interesting day.

However, we haven't yet touched upon the local points of historic

interest. By all means we include in our wanderings the historic sites, the

shrines of local patriotism which are to be found in the vicinity and which

cost nothing to visit. These, nevertheless, can be done with little loss of

time, and with something of the attitude epitomized in the American tourist

in France, who announced proudly that she had "done
-1

'' the Louvre in twenty

minutes, but that she could have cut down her time with roller skates. It

will also be worth our while actually to examine some of the statues and

monuments to be found hither and yon; and if we even read the inscriptions

on them we will surely have done something unusual and original, which

may conceivably be interesting and worthwhile as well.

Any government buildings that we can find we will make a point of

including at some time or other. I have yet to visit a courthouse in session,

but it has long been my intention to do so sometime. If we are in a state

capital, of which there are many about, the State House is within the grasp

of anyone. I myself have had a number of encounters with the State House

in Massachusetts, but beyond that my experience is limited. The first time

I set out to conquer the State House, I was repulsed. I entered one of its

doors, confident in my rights as a resident of the state, and walked along a

rather narrow corridor, expecting at every moment that a great vista of

Corinthian columns, muraled walls, and marble floors inlaid with the signs

of the Zodiac in bronze, would stretch out before me in a manner befitting

a State House. Expectantly, I say, I walked along the corridor, and in no

time at all found myself at a dead end, and about to enter the offices of the

Department of Mental Diseases. Turning quite hastily, I tried another

corridor, at the end of which I found myself unexpectedly outdoors on the

opposite side of the building. I tried a different door this time, with no better

success, and finally gave up for the day. I learned later that I should have

gone up to the second floor. Accordingly, I did so later, and there it all was,

complete to the signs of the Zodiac in the floor.

I resolved to find the court, as it is called, of the House of Represents

tives. I hoped to be able to sit for a moment at the desk of the member who
had been given a black eye during a session a few weeks back—for the home
of the bean and the cod has colorful legislature sessions (?) to say the least-

Here I found on duty an old man who was evidently pleased to have some'
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one to talk to, and he began to show me about the room. As we stood by

the Speaker's desk, I quickly and covertly looked in its drawers, which were

all empty. "Er, I don't suppose the speaker leaves his gavel around here,

does he?" I asked, eyeing the guard.

"No," he said, cackling with glee, "no, we lost too many of them that

way. We've locked them up now so they can't be taken any more." I re

marked in a conversational way that I could easily understand this, and

we went on.

Next I determined to visit the lieutenant-governor. Massachusetts

boasts a lieutenant-governor by the name of Francis J. Kelly, whose campaign

for office had struck me as particularly crude and offensive. Many times I

had practiced to myself how I would vanquish him with a few chosen re'

marks about him and his campaign. My pleasant conversation would bristle

with innuendos. I would make him squirm with apparently innocent ref'

erences. Especially I would torment him with insidious, pointed congratula-

tions. He would understand me well enough, for he is an intelligent you'ng

man. Finally after a masterly climax I would quietly walk out, leaving him

to mop his brow, speechless from my irony. With these thoughts in mind,

and with the actual intention of asking him for printed copies of some of

his election speeches, I went up to the door of his office. When, looking in,

I saw a large room full ofmen and cigar smoke, I walked on by however. I have

not yet had the pleasure of meeting Lieutenant-Governor Francis J. Kelly

of Massachusetts.

I still have ahead of me the pleasure of really exploring Philadelphia,

but nonetheless, I have had occasion to do a little reconnoitering in the city,

and have found out a number of valuable facts about the technique involved.

At the very start of one of my short trips I had an extra, unexpected twenty

minutes' wait on the station bench in which to meditate on the advantages

and disadvantages of being on the wrong side of the tracks for my train. A
subway lady in town also seared into my brain with one nasty look the differ-

ence between "To the Ferries" and "To 69th Street," with relation to

subway entries.

Once safely in Philadelphia though, I soon observed that all the street-

naming signs had been removed, and one-way signs substituted for them

throughout the city. Likewise, when looking for a street, a suitable method
seemed to be to find two buildings and dive between them. If there are

house numbers on the walls, it is a street; if not, it is only a space between

two buildings, and we must try again.
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I could not help enjoying the advertisements I saw. On a news-stand

was the very cautiously self-assertive announcement that "nearly everybody

reads the Bulletin." Or again, there was a sign with something of reckless

devilishness about it, on a half-wrecked building, "'Watch it go!—Wrecked

by ——— Wrecking Company."

I have so far accomplished little sightseeing in Philadelphia. The
Cradle of Liberty, which I chanced to pass, was closed, but at least I observed

its outside and its three cupolas, only one of which, I suppose, could have

rocked the Liberty Bell. I stood on a spot of rather dirty sidewalk on which

Lincoln had stood (or so a brass proclaimed). I presume his actual steps

were below the present concrete, though. Sometime, it is to be hoped,

someone will go further and remove this concrete, sow a foot or two of

bright green grass, and reverently surround it with a fence. This would

also be a boon to the post card printers. I should not be surprised to see it

done. I suitably admired an average sort of fountain placed by the evidently

civic-minded Philadelphia Fountain Society, and marked with the exquisite

sentiment, "Give Us Water That We May Drink."
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