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THE EVOLUTION
OF
SURREALISM
B. C. Chew

E

XAMPLES of fantastic art can
be traced back to the first recorded European art periods. The
fantasies of the Middle Ages with
their scenes of hell, supernatural
marvels, and the Apocalypse seem all
but fantastic to the rational mind.
During these early periods, such subjects were traditional or collective in
character. It is not until we reach the
Dutch artist Hieronymus Bosch, 14881512, working at the end of the
Gothic Period from a more personal
and original approach, that we begin
to see the embryonic development of
modern surrealism.
During the Renaissance and the
seventeenth century, fantastic art
sank back into partial obscurity. Its
champions were generally minor men
practically devoid of public recognition. However, with the beginning of
romanticism, came a more serious
form of fantastic art. With such men
as Blake and Goya, employing weird,
enigmatic images, the movement again
gained public recognition and issued
into being the nineteenth century satirists and humorists.

SALVADOR DALI: Apparition of a Face
and Fruit Dish on a Beach.

SALVADOR DALI: Paranoic Astra! Image. Dali was born in Figueras, Catalonia in 1904. He joined the Surrealist
group about 1929 and "'as influenced
by Tanguy, Miro, and de Chirico.

Dadaism, the precursor of Surrealism, was born in New York and Zurich, Switzerland in .1916, and later
spread to Cologne, Berlin, Hanover,
and Paris. The Dadaist painters, like
Blake and Goya in the period following the Napoleonic wars, were moved
by a general despair brought about by
World War I and the ensuing peace.
In their work there seems to be a
wantonly outrageous and iconoclastic
element that all but declares war on
society itself. The Dadaists attacked
all forms of European culture including art. They mocked the pre-war Cubists, Expressionists, and Futurists,
yet at the same time they borrowed
and transformed many of the principles of the earlier movements.
Dada died in Paris around 1922,
but not before it conceived Surrealism
under the leadership of the poet Andre Breton. The Surrealists employed
a far more systematic and experimental attitude toward the subconscious as the essential factor of art
while preserving the anti-rational
character of Dada. They studied
"automatic" drawing and wntmg,
dreams and visions, the art of children
and the insane, and the theory and
technique of psychoanalysis. They
had primarily a dreamlike, uncanny
psychological interest. To them objects were of concrete irrationality.

Plates by courtesy of Wadsworth Atheneum ·

MOVIES IN THE TWENTIES
Shavius Ro gere

O

N New Year's Eve of 1919, the undersigned
took a girl to a dance. He did not get much
attention, for the coy damsel had lugged along another lug who went to a semi-military school for
junior recalcitrants. He was pudgy, but well informed and sophisticated. Hence, the undersigned
stood around in miserable corners all evening long,
while the git;l and the whirl from the Criminal
Academy danced about him. Finally, in the course
of the talk, when there was any, the lady mentioned
Hollywood, of which she had just heard from the
criminal. This was the first time in his life that the
writer had ever heard of the place, and he politely
asked where it might be. He was scornfully told it
was in Utah. Maybe it is; or better yet, Patagonia,
especially in dreary 19 51.
The movies had recently been located at Fort Lee
in New Jersey, or in Riverdale close to the Yonkonian Line, or down on Long Island. Now they had
gone to California, with the close of the first world
war. Biograph and Selig are believed to have been
the pioneers in the Western trek, and by the earliest Twenties, Hollywood had become somewhat
synonymous for American motion pix. Further, the
appeal of the movies spread and spread until they
formed an integral part of American mores, and the
cinematic actor began to take the place of the L. I.
millionaire as the beau ideal of the Yankee or pseudo-Yankee masses, N , S, E, and W .
Far more than in the European picture, the Americans built up the individual star, and people did not
generally go to see Norma Talmadge as a G ypsy
(let us say), but to see a Gypsy impersonating Norma Talmadge. The part was nothing, the built-up
man or woman (as such) was all. This unfortunate
Hollywood aspect has not changed, and never was
it more apparent than in the lush and roaring Twen·
ties, when Valentino, Fairbanks, the imported per•
sonalities, and the fabulous females, ambled about in
Excelsiors and Minervas and Hispos. There were,
however, lofty spots in the Twenties, as well ·as low
ones, and here we will deal only with the high or
Vol. V, No. 2

comparatively high peaks, for the great lower-midclass mass public was, and is, treacly conservative, if
not Tory . . .
The. Twenties opened, in a cinematic sense, with
the nostalgic "Way Down East." Nothing could
have been less appropriate to the period, for the
theme was old-fashioned melodrama almost of the
Tom-Cabin variety. The really great director, D. W.
Griffith, however, directed with authority and pur·
pose, and the excellent Richard Barthelmess (Trinity,
1916) starred with Lillian Gish. The snowstorm was
filmed at Mamaroneck, in Westchester County,
while the big ice scenes took place up near Dart·
mouth, in a particularly dreary spot. Some shots
were taken at Farmington, Conn., where wooden
ice cakes were found useful, while even Niagara
Falls found its place in the locale. The "gishful
thinking" in this somewhat corny picture led to
fabulous profits, for the public (still not converted
to the Twenties) looked backward, not forward, and
Griffith had learned much from his famous 1915 hit,
"Birth of a Nation."
Next year, following "East," came Douglas Fairbanks' "Three Musketeers," produced by United
Artists, showing the great acrobat as a veritable
leaping-lena and proudly picaresque mountebank.
Griffith did not like young Fairbanks' attitudes,
but others in Hollywood disagreed with the Old
Master and Doug cashed in. With Fairbanks was
Barbara LaMarr, but the fencing, riding, handstand, and utter non-Twentieth romanticism (not
without cheapness) sold like mad. Doug was made,
and his "Robin Hood" next year (1922) clinched
the cliche. The directors of the Fairbanks twain,
Niblo and Dwan, seemed unimportant beside the
Great Algonquin on his tempestuous road to ro•
mance.
Then came "Tol'able David" with Barthelmess
again-a First National production which the
writer never found interesting, though it won a gold
medal for the year of grace, 1922. It had been a
Hergesheimer novel, as we remember it, and the
1

movie adaptation was extremely well done. But it
was quite dwarfed by the sleek and amorous Rudolph Valentino, in the "Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse." This epic picture ranks almost with
"Birth of a Nation" in its scope and vivid interest.
Taken from the truly mighty Blasco Ibanez; novel,
Rex Ingram directed, while his wife, Alice Terry,
shone over all in the role of Marguerite Laurier.
Here were the tango, the first world war, the sex
lure of Valentino, a good story, a beautiful woman,
a civilized director, a triumph for Metro. Valentino,
whom many men preferred to Fairbanks, also shone
in Booth Tarkington's "Monsieur Beaucaire," which
contained Bebe Daniels, who was about as French
as Morgenthau. It was a Paramount job, directed by
Olcott, and somehow held the rare and fragrant Old
Regime charm of the book, and of the stage play,
which ran in New York in 1918. In the same year
as "Beaucaire" was the "Thief of Bagdad," with
Fairbanks again hopping about in 1924 as he had
hopscotched in grim '15', the year of Ypres. Walsh
directed this one, and United Artists collected the
pelf <J.nd welf. The beauteous Chinkerina, Anna
May Wong, was a Mongolian Slave in the endeavour, and many will remember her with longing and
regret, not unmixed with a gluttonous grin.
Of Westerns this is not the place to speak, although William S. Hart was always "the good bad
man." He was born in Newburgh, on the west bank
of the Hudson, and with this Occidental start in life
he soon became the king of his own rather big little world, while millions marvelled. Famous Players
turned out the epic (if you liked it) "Covered
Wagon" in '2 3, directed by Cruze, and taken from
a Hough novel. It was certainly in the tradition of
]. ]. Rousseau, for its back-to-nature appeal was a
little too much, even for some of the naturalists,
but was considered honest and sincere and very
pioneering. In short, it was American History in the
raw, and was very rough on the cattle. There wa8
a stirring theme-song for leitmotif. There were also
"documentaries" in those glad days, of which "Nanook of the North," an Eskimo study replete with
blubber and igloo, stands out like a North Pole in
memory lane. Revillon Freres, the fur traders, produced and Bob Flaherty directed; and the piecethis must be frankly admitted-had merit.
When it came to comedies and cute cut-ups, there
were always Buster Keaton and Harold Lloyd. Lloyd
had glasses and acrobatics a la Fairbanks, while
Keaton always looked solemn, bewildered, and even
(on occasion) bemused. Charlot the Chaplin had
been at his best in 1914-15, and by the Twenties was
apparently declining, despite the "Gold Rush" (seen
2

opening night in Hollywood by the writer) and other somewhat anticlimactic studies. . . .
But the most interesting thing, if any, about movies in America in the Twenties was the foreign invasions, especially that from Germany. A new company had been formed in Berlin at the close of the
first war, financed in part by the banks and partly
by the Krupps. This new firm was the great
U . F. A ., or Ufa, and it turned out three different
types of picture, all of which found high favor
across the Atlantic. The three types were the weird,
fantastic, and macabre; the historical costume play
replete with pomp and circumstance; and the lowdown, socialist type of "proletarian" film dealing
with the seamy, the dispossessed, and the lesser
breeds without the law.
The big costumes included "Passion "- all about
Madame DuBarry and Louis XV-and "Anne Boleyn," in which Emil Jannings and Henny Parten
starred. These were elaborate, expensive, somewhat
artificial, but were well liked in the United States.
"The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari" was not a UFA production. Robert Wiene directed, and its sets were
expressionist, and even cubist in scheme and content. Werner Krauss and Conrad Veidt took part,
also Lil Dagover, and "Caligari" is rated with " Birth
of a Nation" and "Potemkin" (to be mentioned
anon) as one of the three greatest silent pictures
ever turned out. "Caligari" is subjective, and the
confused and goofy story turns out · to be the
twists in the mind of a crazy man, all amid a queer
and warped perspective which fills the spectator
with awe and gloom. Definitely, "Caligari" was
post-war, and it stood above praise. It still does,
when one visits a revival. But "Caligari" was by no
means unique. There were others, like the "Golem,"
which followed the same pattern and decor.
The low-life pix, also of a post-war topical tendency, included, notably for America, the "Last
Laugh" and the truly remarkable photography of
"Variety." Jannings acted for UFA in both, and
(for instance) in Der Letze Mann (1924)-known
here as "Last Laugh "-he was one of a quartet like
Notre Dame's exactly contemporaneous Four Horsemen. Jannings himself was the actor; Murnau was
director; Freund worked the camera; and Mayer
was scenic expert. Since the German film-makers
were partially subsidized, and came largely from
experimental theater groups, instead of from hookytonk, their technique was at first inimitable.
DuPont (a German) directed Jannings in "Variety," and the notable Emil even outdid his great
performance under Murnau's direction in "Last
Laugh." Travelling cameras, peculiar photogenic
The Trinity Review

angles and stunts, artifice and artificiality, greater
continuity and less breaks and subtitles, were milestones in this third German school, and the German
technological equipment appeared much superior to
that in use in California or elsewhere. This low-life
groupment of films outdid, in general, both the costumes of "Passion" and the hideous or frightening
aspects of "Golem." They greatly influenced subsequent American pictures of the Twenties, as we
shall see.
The early German productions were rather closely hooked with those of artistic Scandinavia,
directed by the famous Stiller, and starring an unknown, named Greta Garbo. Here was Sweden's
first notable contribution to the cinematic art, and
(like the German trend) it made its mark on the
uncouth and anti-tutored . minds of Sunset Boulevard. Despite the movie magazines and radio gossips, Stiller did more for the Yanks than Garbo,
who wanted to be alone except when she was out
of a job. (Then she became more sociable.) Meanwhile, during the Twenties, F. W. Murnau and
Mauritz Stiller migrated, pro tern, to southerly California. Sweden's other leading director, whose name
was Americanized to Victor Seastrom, also arrived
in Hollywood, approximately in 1923.
As a result of the Swedish invasion, Paramount
turned out "Hotel Imperial" in 19f.6, with Stiller in
the saddle and the old UFA star, Pola Negri, contemporaneously nicked the "Polish Nigger," as female lead. Pola had previously cavorted in costume
with · Jannings in "Passion," and had been quite
some DuBarry around the Deer Park of the bubonic
Bourbon. The other Swedish-American was the
"Wind" of 1927, or thereabouts, a Metro-GoldwynMayer job with Seastrom "up." This ScandinavianCalifornian attempt, not bad either, dug up Lillian
Gish and nothing younger, or less.
The Swedish influence was great, indeed, but the
Teutomania was considerably greater. Paul Leni,
aus Deutschland, directed Universal's "Cat and Canary" in 1927, in which Laura LaPlante and Tully
Marshall (also of "Covered Wagon") acted germanically in a Gothic and scary, somewhat "Caligari"
manner. The notable Herr Murnau, that year, turned out "Sunrise" for Fox Films (a ? ! ? bunch to
have stock in: tip), and his old pal, Mayer, the
scenarist, participated, as did such aboriginals as
Janet Gaynor and George O'Brien. Best of the
Yank-Germanics was, of course, the memorable
"Last Command," with Emil Jannings as a Russian
General who ends up, miserably, in Hollywood.
This was directed .by Josef Von Sternberg, and was
a Paramount investment. It was seen by your chronVol. V, No. 2

icier in-Yonkers. It will be remembered when
Yonkers is happily forgotten. Jannings, master of
pantomime, overly mannered, still something of the
old-time expressionist, was better here than in "Variety" or "Last Laugh."
While on the German theme, it might be well
to mention G. W. Pabst. This able director belonged
to none of the three regular Germanic schools of
pictures, but his talkie "Westfront 1918" was prob' ably best of the war films, and surely the most moving. It was Herr Pabst who gave Garbo a job-he
virtually rediscovered her- in 1925 when she was
out of employ after her high-riding "Gosta Berling." Pabst's vehicle for Greta was the "Joyless
Street." His "Love of Jeanne Ney" is still considered
an all-time great, done for UPA, and strictly
photographic; not merely graphic like "Caligari,"
nor theater-art like tlie "Last Laugh." "Ney," which
had a Russic touch, was taken from a novel by Ilya
Ehrenburg, and failed to do well in New York.
Pabst was a camera 's-eye realist, rather than a
master of artifice; he was condemned as "un-complex," no better than an American.
The Twenties was also the · period of the great
Russian pictures, Stalin later tending to end the
good Soviet films, as Hitler did those in Germany;
the former taking power circa 1928, the latter in
early 1933. Queen of the "Russkies" was the battleship "Potemkin," directed by Serge Eisenstein,
genius of the film world, and supermaster of mass
minds and mass movements in proper proletarian
style.
"Potemkin" came out in '2 5, product of Goskino
at Moscow, and acted by sailors of the Red Navy,
citizens of Odessa on the Black Sea, and members
, of the Proletcult Theater. It tells of the great naval
mutiny of 1905, and once seen is never forgotten.
There was also "Adventures of an October Child,"
not by Eisenstein, but done by Fex, "the factory of
the eccentric actor." Made at Leningrad, this picture told how a red boy scout frustrated Coolidge,
Lord Curzon, and Poincare of France, and gave one
a belly-laugh three ways at once. Kiev, down in the
Ukraine, was not to be outdone by the twin Big
Cities of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics,
and in 1928 the VUFKU did "Arsenal," directed by
the quite considerable Alexander Dovzhenko. He
wrote the scenario in two weeks, and it deals with
the Ukraine and anti-fascism. Dovzhenko always
said he was too excited to think, but "Arsenal" is a
good picture and somewhat prophetic: the Ukraine
was pro-German in 1941. Meanwhile, Eisenstein
died in 1948, of wealthy origin, a good Stalinite,
engineer, japanologist, Freudian and Marxite, the
3

last two items being in complete disharmony, and
hence dialectically impossible!
Erich Von Stroheim was at his best, perhaps, in
"Grand Illusion" of France, of the Thirties. He was
"the man you love to hate," but he did well with
his "Greed," by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer in '24. Zasu Pitts was 'frina Sieppe in this, and Erich wrote
as well as directed this derivative of a Norris novel.
It did not rely on artificial studio effects, but speciali~ed in "original" backgrounds and "natural"
nature-almost like the "Covered Wagon." Neither
the pix nor Stroheim was popular abroad, but they
had some merit, and hence are here included. The
"Big Parade" came the following year, made by
Metro-Goldwyn, directed by King Vidor, and written by Lawrence Stallings. It was replete with Renee
Adoree (nothing much) and John Gilbert (usually
thought of with Garbo.) The whole cadence, the
rhythm, was that of marching feet, at varying tempos. Here was the true leitmotif of the "parade,"
and the director made the most of it. The romance
and tough stuff were very poor indeed, but there
is something there which makes it perhaps immortal.
It will be asked, in pu~z!ed parlance, where are
the French movies in this grim recital of Twentieth
cinematic lore? Answer: frequently, in this era, they
were not so hot; it was in the throbbing Thirties
that they came into full bloom, nor did English
films equal the Rolls-Royce fervor in America that
character~ed the trembling Twenties. There was,
however, the witty and elusive Rene Claire.
Claire had been a newspaperman, and later an
actor, and he believed, as he himself put it, in
"purity, perhaps, combined with playfulness, movement, and unreality." Here, he was just the opposite of the German realistic-socialistic, lowlife

"Scott Fitzgerald was Cass of '17.
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school noted in "Variety" and the "Last Laugh."
"Paris Qui Dort" of 1922 and the "Italian Straw
Hat" (1927) may here be merely mentioned as
Claire-directed and inspired by Claire-as-Crystal
ideals and ideology. For purely whimsical delight,
Claire was "it."
The year after "Italian Hat" came "Joan of Arc;"
director, Carl-Theodor Mayer; producer, La Societe Generate de Films and L 'Alliance Cinematographique Europeene. Here was an extraordinary
picture employing Mlle. Falconetti, who did not use
make-up, and had never before been cast in a motion picture. "Joan of Arc" never got into the heart
of the subject, but delicately skirted the edges, with
a graceful and gracious anti-clericalism. Mlle. Falconetti, now deceased, was starkly contorted and all
too realistic as the badgered girl. It was mostly huge
close-ups and intricate facial studies, with an inordinate amount of text and sub-titling, highly personali~ed, and just a little George Bernard Shavian.
This pix had no precedent, and must be seen to
be appreciated, for it was as unique, in its art-gallery pictorial way, as "Caligari" had been in a different field. Many critics have considered "Joan of
Arc" as the Last Great Silent; and that very year
your writer, with friendly help from Mr. Will
Hayes, wrote the first halting maga~ine article to be
published in America on talking pictures. But with
talkies came the great depression, as well as minor
aesthetic depression, and the big depress rightly
brings to an end the Twenties era. The coonskins
were wearing out, the Bearcats seemed older than
they do today, and the German cinematic vogue was
passing, along with the Centre College pigskin sty.
Hitler and Roosevelt and Gable leered up over the
horizon. The Twentieth symphony was au.sgespielt.

What does he
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about us 'fwenties ?"

The Trinity Review

COI-AI.EGE LIFE IN THE TWENTIES
William R. Whitelaw

T

HERE is something present in the hearts of
us that causes Autumn to stand out as the
college season. About our colleges and universities,
the fresh, crisp air of the newly reawakened campus
is alive with the characteristic fall aromas of burning
leaves, football games, and old alumni. The old grad
has answered the call of the wild, and has come back
to once more tread the sacred halls of his old alma
mater. Not even the inevitable dejection associated
with leaves . still to be burned, football games lost
and the presence of these same rejuvenated old alumni can dampen the universal feeling of good will
seasonally instilled in the hearts of the undergraduates and all those connected with the school. The under-graduate is in good spirits because exams are
still long months off; the graduate glad because once
more he has a chance to interrupt the monotony of
his daily grind and spend a short while reliving the
carefree college days of his joyous youth. Accountably, therefore, every fall these enthusiastic old grads
descend in a variously pleasing and obnoxious cloud
on the happiness of their youth, the fraternity
houses an~ other campus centers of refreshment, to
revive the good old days, kick them around a bit,
and bury them for another year under six feet of
arthritis, lumbago and hangovers. The ever-eager
freshman and the begrudgingly submissive upper
classmen accept this annual plague as they do ginger
ale in their highballs, with some due chagrin, but
out of necessity. Through the years they have become accustomed to the ravages of these pilgrimages and equally immune to the stories connected
with the two stock phrases apparently supplied with
every sheepskin and carefully committed to memory
from whence they are mercilessly dragged and propped up before the undergraduates many times at
each of these clan gatherings. The first is the jovial
ice-breaker, "Why, when I went to Trin back in
'26, we really had some roaring good times, didn't
we, Charley, Yak, yak." and as the party wears on
and the trend of conversation melts as gradually
as the ice in the sink, we slowly hear the more philVol. V, No. 2

osophical alternative, "You kids don't realize how
good you have it. Why when I was here back in
'26 . .. "
Year after year, these same voices can be heard
echoing through Trinity's hallowed halls. Just what
is it that makes the past so much better? Why was
college life back in the twenties so fabulous? Let us
turn back the leaves of the ivy twenty-five years
and see just what life was like for a Trinity student
in the turbulent, roaring twenties, way back when .
.. in 1926.
When we compare Trinity College today with
the Trinity of twenty-five years ago, we find that
there is little, inside or out, that has not changed.
As we stroll down the long walk from the library,
the ancient ivy covered walls look the same as today, but there is definitely something missing on
the quad. Of course, there is no south side to the
quadrangle. In place of Hamlin Dining Hall is the
frame structure that now squats dejectedly behind
Boardman Hall under the imposing name of the
Campus Cottage. A few small trees and an even
smaller observatory mark the spot on which Cook,
Woodward, and Goodwin dorms are now standing. Elton Hall and Hallden Engineering Lab are
but publicity director's dreams, but this same man's
nightmares are already present in the monstrous
piles of brick and mortar known as Jarvis Lab and
Boardman Hall which now form the south end of
the quadrangle, a horrible reality as it places the
equally unsightly tennis courts covering the future
site of the chem building under the benevolent and
understanding eye of the Bishop. These grubby
mudflats and Alumni Hall, which can be easily
seen ·from the tennis courts because of the conspicuous absence of the chapel, comprise the sole athletic facilities of the college, a lack even more readily realized when we look down at the tree-studded
field which is later to become the swimming pool
and the field house.
As we wander bewildered along the strange
walks and into the creaking classrooms of Jarvis,
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Boardman, and Seabury, something of a more fa-miliar nature meets our puzzled eye. In Jarvis lab
we recogn.ize professors Krieble and Smith teaching
the chemistry they know so well; upstairs, Professor
Perkins of the physics department is giving a demonstration. Next door, in Boardman Hall, Professors
Troxell and Dadourian are holding sway in geology and mathematics respectively. On the arts side
of the ledger, Seabury classrooms are full of familiar figures as Professor~ Adams, Allen, Costello,
and Naylor are at their old stands. Of course there
are many strange faces, but at least now we know
where we are . .
As we leave the campus and enter onto that most
sacred of all thoroughfares, Vernon Street, we notice but a few changes. The Dekes, Delta Psi, Delta
Phi, Psi U, and Alpha Delt are in the same houses
that they occupy in 195'1, but the Crows are living
in what is now the Tau Alpha house. Tau Alpha is
represented by Alpha Tau Kappa, which is an oncampus fraternity. Sigma Nu is also in a different
locale, making its home next door to its present location. Theta Xi, like the new dorms and athletic
facilities, isn't scheduled to make its appearance until the college mushrooms to its present size after the
war. But despite these physical changes, life for the
265 struggling students was much the same as it is
today. To find out more about how life actually
suffered and survived, we must first see what was
going on in the world to affect the student's eager
mind.

The news beyond Vernon Street, although not of
such international scope as today, was nevertheless
just as interesting, and even more spectacular. There
were no cold war police actions choking the headlines, but still it was a year of problems, portents,
and prohibition. Naturally, to a college man in a
draftless era, and to everyone else for that matter,
prohibition was the big issue. Despite statements to
the effect that the Volstead Act, the most hotly contested and evaded issue in the United States, was
being enforced with increasing success, this arid
movement meant very little to a soaking wet public.
In fact, New Year's eve was one of the wettest in
history. Not only exploding stills and the danger of
contracting athlete's foot from wine-making, but
other troubles of a national and international scope
worried the naturally current-events-minded student.
It was revealed that even milk was being bootlegged,
as New York reported . that 40% of all milk entering the city had been watered, and that millions of
dollars had been grafted in this fashion. As if to
punish these sins of mankind, Nature outdid herself, and unleashed her most potent fury to make
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this year even more turbulent than the times, as
storms and tropical hurricanes ravaged the country
from coast to coast, causing tremendous damage.
But it was on the more sensational side of the
news that 1926 really came to the fore as juicy scandal upon juicy scandal was tabloided. Mrs. Aimee
Semple MacPherson, the celebrated Evangelist, vanished and turned up later in Mexico. She said she
was kidnapped and held for ransom but that she
escaped. There were, however, persistent rumors
that she had merely gone on a jaunt with a gentleman friend from her congregation. Edward "Daddy" Browning married Frances "Peaches" Heenan
and the tabloids really built up the story. He was
51; she but 15. Joyce Hawley, a seventeen year old
showgirl, claimed she was exhibited quite intoxicated
and very nude in a wine-filled bathtub on the stage
of the Earl Carroll theatre. Carroll was convicted
on a charge of indecency, but acquitted of violating
the Volstead Act. As the judges apparently agreed,
she may have been abbreviated, but she certainly
wasn't inebriated. But on top of all this it took the
famous Hall-Mills lover's lane murder case to create
the year's greatest sensation. The case was reopened,
supposedly on new evidence, but the defendants
were acquitted and set free as no evidence could be
brought forth to convict them.
Not all of the news was of a scandalous nature,
however.· Admiral Richard E. Byrd made aviation
history by flying over the North Pole. On his return
he received a great reception by the people and a
gold medal from President Coolidge. A reception of
another sort was given by a sorrowing public when
the great Rudolph Valentino died, throwing the
feminine world into mourning. In fact, actress Peggy Scott went so far as to throw herself after him
by committing suicide.
1926 was also a golden year for sports. The highlight occurred when an unheralded, nineteen-yearold American girl, Gertrude Ederle, swam the English Channel-an interesting parallel to Shirley May
France. In a rainstorm, Gene Tunney defeated
Jack Dempsey in a ten round bout for the world's
heavyweight championship. Dempsey made seven
hundred thousand dollars on the fight . . . not bad
for a loser. Despite the fabulous Babe ~uth, who collected 47 home runs that season, the Saint Louis
Cardinals and Grover Cleveland Alexander beat
the New York Yankees in the World Series, four
games to three.
Sporting events at Trinity weren't quite so golden
as in the outside world. The alumni present at the
homecomings in 1926 had good reason to moan for
the good old' days. This was the era when the foot
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in football was emphasized, and we at least were
deadly on that score. We made all our points after
touchdowns that season, all three of them, and in
addition booted a field goal, for a season aggregate
of 24 mildly offensive points. Needless to say, we
didn't have too great a season and only managed one
victory as against six defeats, but we got a kick out
of it anyway. Great help was expected from the
Freshman team, which averaged 145 pounds, but
was certainly spirited, winning one and tying one
of their three games. As soon as we got indoors for
the basketball season this spirit developed to such an
extent that we almost had a winning team. Coach
Ray Oosting had the team in great shape. Playing
. our home games in the Hopkins Street gym, we
took seven of our fifteen contests, including one
over Wesleyan and a twelve to eleven squeaker over
St. Michael's. Three times during the season the blue
and gold, boasting a six-foot player, racked over
thirty points, once reaching an unbelievable thirtytwo point total. But when Spring arrived and we
once more felt the soggy ground under our feet," we
sank into our old losing ways. In what isn't generally regarded as a winning season, we managed to
drop eleven of our twelve baseball games. Track,
admittedly a losing sport, beat the football and bas~
ball squads out for the last place honors, losing all
their meets. Tennis ran a close second, however, as
only one man besides the manager, garnered enough
victories to even gain a letter.
But it was in its carefree social life that the turbulent twenties, despite prohibition, really shone.
This era of fabulous college life is invariably associated with the well-known red or white' Stutz
Bearcat, and the mound of ragged hair so loosely
termed the raccoon coat. Oddly enough, this is one
of the most prevalent misconceptions of college life
in the twenties. By 1926, the Stutz Bearcat was
more than ten years past the height of its fame; in
fact, production of both models had ceased in 1922.
This at least made college life more economical, as
now all the well-equipped college man required was
a raccoon coat, which was by now going strong, as
only a raccoon coat can, and not an expensive car.
Starting at Yale, the raccoon coat spread in popularity almost as fast as allergies to it sprang up, and
could be bought by the elite at Finchley's in New
York for a mere $22 5. This was considerably cheaper than a Bearcat, which cost about $3000 or a
Mercer, which sold for around $4000, and considerably warmer, too. Sears, Roebuck and Company
scooped them all, however, by bringing out its proletariat model of a guaranteed-not-to-shed fur coat
which could be had for a paltry $39.50 . . . and on
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easy budget terms, too. Long underwear also was
the rage, creating a very warm winter season, es·
pecially at Harvard, where the trap door is still a
favorite . In between the fur coat and the long underwear, the well dressed .college man was expected
to wear something else, and, surprisingly enough for
the times, he usually did. Although the reactionaries of the fifties are rightly crying down with
with padded shoulders and padded busts and back
to the natural look, one look at the costumes of the
twenties shows that this can easily be carried too
far. The college undergraduate of 1926 had a penchant for the somber colored, or broad-striped suits
whi<;h always gave the impression that they were
inherited from a younger brother. Almost all were
square-cut, single-breasted affairs with exceedingly
short lapels. Even a radical wouldn't be seen without a vest, which, together with a matching suitcoat
and two pair of pants cut from the cloth obviously
left over from the skimpy coat could be had at a
steal for $17.8 5. Of course, you only got what you
paid for; a cheaper suit would be of inferior quality. As today, button-down shirts and striped or
bow ties were all in vogue. These also seemed several sizes too small. It gave the typical undergraduate the appearance of one who has been caught in
a monsoon with unsanforized pajamas. This dowdy
presentation was further enhanced by his hairstyle, for the part ran up the middle, letting his
hair lap gently over his ears. In informal wear, this
haircomb looked much neater as it was invariably
covered by a cap. This sporting attire was rounded
out by a turtle neck sweater and a stylish pair of
knickers. With this outfit, it has to be admitted
that the hairstyle looks more natural, even with·
out the cap.
It was in feminine fashions that the true hideous•
ness of the costumes of the turbulent twenties made
itself readily recognizable. It was undoubtedly the
girls' dresses that caused much of the turbulence
of the times. The typical blind date would probably
hit the dashing young swain something like this. Des•
criptively, she would be a brunette, her name would
undoubtedly be Helen, or perhaps Mary, and she
would be a svelte 13 5 lbs. or as svelte as 13 5 lbs.
can get. She would be down with padded busts all
right, but up with the skirts, and would present a
straight, box-like silhouette. In fact, the only way
you could tell which direction she was facing was
by the direction in which her toes were pointing,
but even this wasn't too reliable. Her dress hung
like a sack from her shoulders, offering no indenta·
tion at the waist, or flaring at the hips, etc., and
barely extended to her plump knees. The belt seem·
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ed to be fastened around her upper thighs, and en·
hanced the garment no end. For a more auspicious
occasion, Helen's dress was embellished with ruffles
and fringe in the weirdest places, and to top it off,
usually a sailor's bow on the throat, and another
one rolling with the pitch in the rear. This was a
truly eye-catching costume, ideally suited for the
wild dances of the day, the · Charleston and the
Black Bottom, as it obviously allowed plenty of
movement, if nothing else. Her hat easily rivalled
her dress for most miserable honors, being of but
one style, closely ·matching her close-cropped hairdo, a hair-do which is, disgustingly enough, regaining prominence in 1951 through the influence of
the resurrected "Gentlemen Prefer Blondes," which
was one of the Broadway hits of 1926, and Carol
Channing, a Broadway hit of 1951.
It was in this field that 1926, as characteristic of
the twenties, is best known. After twenty-five years,
many of the songs of that year are still popular,
thanks to television and such old favorites as the
late AI Jcilson. 1926 saw the birth of such tunes as,
"When Day Is Done," "Charmaine," Gershwin's
delightful, "Someone To Watch Over Me," "The
Birth Of The Blues," "Black Bottom," "When The
Red, Red Robin Comes Bob, Bob, Bobbin' Along,"
"Baby Face," and "The Girl Friend." Other tunes
on everyone's lips were the earlier releases, "Margie," "Whispering," "Tell Me Little Gypsy," and
"The Love Nest," which can still be heard every
week as the theme song for the Burns and Allen
radio show.
This thing called radio in 1926 wasn't anything
to rave about. Receiving sets were crude-looking
boxes with at least three different dials which had
to be awkwardly adjusted before you were set for
some good loud static. The speakers were separate
and looked very much ·like oversize old microphones.
As a result, the music-loving student had to turn to
his hand-cranked Victrola for his symphonic en·
joyment, or else had to attend the Metropolitan to
hear Mary Lewis, the little Kansas City girl, make
her debut in "La Boheme." Those who liked their
music in a lighter vein could see Broadway's 1926
crop of musicals, which included "The Girl Friend,"
with memorable music by Richard Rodgers, or
George Gershwin's "American," featuring Betty
Compton. A new version of "Earl Carroll's Vani-

''A five-button coat, eh?
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ties," without wine besotted nudes, ran for 300 performances, and June Walker caul~ be seen as the
gold-digging Lorelei Lee in "Gentlemen Prefer
Blondes."
On the more dramatic side, Eugene O'Neill's
~'The Great God Brown," the "Shanghai Gesture,"
and the sensational "The Captive," with Helen
Menken and Basil Rathbone set New York buzzing,
while "Chicago," with Francine Larrimore, a burly,
bawdy drama, startled the country into laughter and
applause.
For those who couldn't afford the plays, the motion pictures offered good, quiet entertainment.
Strides were made forward with such silent greats
as "What Price Glory," featuring Victor McLaglen
and Edmund Lowe; "Beau Geste," with Ronald
Coleman, Noah Beery, and William Powell; "Kid
Boots," with Eddie Cantor; "Don Juan," with John
Barrymore; and the spectacular "Ben Hur." The
favorite movie stars of the college men were : Cor·
inne Griffith, Alice Terry, Mary Astor, Lila Lee,
Douglas Fairbanks .. . he had nice teeth, and Norma Talmadge, with Valentino and Chaplin not
even close in the eyes of our undergraduate stal·
warts.
Entertainment at college in 1926 centered about
the same eagerly awaited events as it does today:
football games, proms and traditions. Of course, during prohibition, bottle night was one tradition a
little difficult to provide for, but it was adeptly re·
placed by an amiable little tradition known as the
Battle of the Saints, which took place on St. Patrick's
Day. This was an annual struggle between the
freshmen and the sophomores over the possession of,
of all things, a tree. The frosh, outnumbering the
sophs 91 to 57, managed to mangle their upper class
rivals in 1926, and walked off the field in possession of the tree, figuratively speaking at least.
We have easily seen that this era can rightfully
be bragged about as a period of good times, but who
is to say that a better time was had by college stu·
dents in 1926 than in 1951? As the fellow who went
to see his girl at a sorority house and was quarantined there for three weeks slyly replied when re·
cently asked what he thought of college life in 1926,
"Me," he chuckled, twirling his moustache, "I had
the greatest time of my life." And we, at least, are
inclined to agree with him.

Another transfer from Wisconsin.''
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THE OTHER SIDE OF PROIDBITION
Winthrop Faulkner

N

o literary impression of the intriguing period

in United States history following the first
world war would be complete without an account of
prohibition. A large part of the roar in the "roaring twenties" was due to the passage of the Eighteenth Amendment to the Constitution, which prohibited the sale of liquor in our country between
1920 and 1933 . Without prohibition the twenties
would have been an olive without its martini.
Those of us who are experiencing our mental
awakening at the mid-point of the twentieth century are apt to think only of the romantic aspects
of the period. Bathtub gin, speakeasies, Al Capone,
Rudy Vallee with a background of oozing saxophones, and all that went with the era of brass hubcaps were certainly adventurous and colorful. But
they were only the highlights of a system of civil
decay which threatened the well being of our country, and created an underworld ring so powerful
that even today some of its leaders are being brought
to justice for the first time, as we are reminded in
the current New York City crime probe. The sudden acquisition of large amounts of money by racketeer groups began the greatest crime wave in United
States' history.
The reasons for the passage of the Eighteenth
Amendment are often misunderstood. It was
neither a deliberate attempt at undermining the
strength of our government, nor the result of a
silly whim of puritanical old maids of the antisaloon leagues. The real reasons break up roughly
into four groups, the first of which was an economic urgency.
Every available cent was needed to further our
armed forces overseas, and in the period between
1900 and 1917, the consumption of liquor in the
United States had jumped from 1,349,732,000 gallons to 2,095',535',005' gallons, with a proportional
increase in buying of seven hundred forty-two million dollars. This increase was probably due to the
fact that the middle class could afford to purchase
expensive alcohol for the first time.
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Second were the death-blow facts and fiction concerning the effect of alcohol on the human body,
which were rained upon the American public prior
to prohibition. Members of anti-liquor and antisaloon groups spent many hundreds of dollars producing propaganda discouraging drinking. It is
only fair to say that they were almost equally
matched in anti-prohibition propaganda by the
"wets." Even the Department of Justice produced
a "Factual Monograph" which said in effect: The
indulging in alcoholic beverages is tantamount to
taking poison in small doses. The early effects show
a "fatty degeneration of the heart." Since the heart
is the reservoir of the blood stream, the blood vessels and structure of the heart are in tum affected.
The result is heart trouble as well as apoplexy and
cirrhosis of the liver.
Third was the idea that drink corrupted the mind
as well as the body of an individual, theory that
was brought over from western Europe. The Puritan pioneers were founding a new and better form
of civilization and believed drinking was sinful, a
belief still prevalent in many parts of New England
today.
Fourth was the contention that the amount of
drinking was in~ersely proportional to the war production of the nation. It was believed that drink
made factory workers less efficient at their jobs, and
that raw materials used in liquor production were
needed for food at home and overseas.
It is not easy to see at first glance the multitude
of bad effects brought about by prohibition. The
spotlight had been put on liquor, and out of a clear
sky people all over the country began to feel that
liquor was the one thing they needed. Some who had
never wanted it before began to wonder what they
had been missing; those who drank moderately felt
it was daring to "sneak a drink" now and then,
while alcoholics who looked to prohibition as a savior, found they couldn't go without a drink.
With the new demand came a new field of business. Undercover breweries and distribution centers
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sprang up everywhe~. New firms concentrated on
the details of manufacturing, such as bottles and
counterfeit tax stamps, and underworld gangs be·
gan to form with the objective of controlling alco·
holic supplies of large metropolises. Bootleggers and
hijackers joined the ranks, and made their fortunes
overnight. They were followed by corrupt law of·
ficers and crooked politicians. In short, America was
given a chance not to show the world a new high ill
moral standards, but a new low in crime and cor·
ruption.
We will consider these evils in the three categor•
ies of production, distribution and crime induced by
prohibition.
Since all legal production of liquor had ceased as
of 1920, racketeers had no problem of legal com·
petition, and since the consumer was equally as
guilty as the producer, they ran into few complaints
about the horrid stuff which they made out of raw
' alcohol and nearly any bottle they could lay their
hands on. A report from an investigator of the
times brought forth the following description:
"Then there is the commercial group who
are making it as a business out of raw alcohol
and flavoring extracts, and kerosene, turpen•
tine; and they are absolutely safe from prosecu•
tion since all those who buy are also without the
law." 1
Liquor plants ranged in size from deserted ware•
houses capable of producing hundreds of gallons a
week, to home made contraptions producing four or
five quarts a week. Many times police were put in
an awkward position when, heavily armed, they
made a raid, only to discover that their objective belonged to the latter class, and could be removed by
being carried away by one or two raiders.
I

Cutting liquor and refilling bottles of genuine al·
cohol became a polished art in the course of time.
The outlaws took the easy way even in this art, as
we can see in the following quotation:
"Another thing: I had heard about the bot·
tles being refilled by cutting the bottoms out
and keeping the stamps on, and I asked Fred
(a bootlegger) if that was the way he did it. He
laughed and said it wasn't: he wouldn't go to
all that trouble and expense ... it was cheaper
to buy counterfeit stamps. Later I found there
was a printer down the street who hardly did
anything else but print fake stamps."2

1. Bruere, Martha B., Does Prohibition Wor1{?.
Harper and Brothers, 1927 p. 196.
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The next step after production was, logically, dis·
tribution. Distribution centers or "speakeasies" made
up the social end of prohibition. Here old friends
met and had a few drinks, or gay parties were
thrown to which high-ranking government officials
were cordially invited. But the gala social events
were not without their bitter results, for while the
rich poured alcohol or its facsimile down their
throats, the poor suffered. The speakeasy was the
genesis of an arrangement called a "first floor flat,"
which was a small settlement flat perhaps disguised
as a candy shop. The owner and his family would
move into a small room, and use the remainder of
his space to sell liquor. Close quarters were condu·
cive to disease and horrible living conditiOf!S, and
since owners of flats were only outlets, and not
owners of liquor, they did not earn enough to im·
prove their conditions.
In Mobile, Alabama, a prohibition agent named
Izidor Einstein had the interesting and amusing job
of arresting speakeasy owners. In eight years he
made 4,932 arrests, and produced a report of his
methods which revealed hundreds of types of speak·
easies. Einstein found liquor disguised as ink, per·
fume, drugs, floor wax, and silver polish, to name
only a few.
Criminal warfare and fraud were perhaps the
most deleterious results of the prohibition era.
Among the most notable characters it produced were
Mike Merlo and AI Capone. The underworld's in·
come during the period between 1920 and 1924 was
between four and five billion dollars per annum,
and in the same time, five thousand gangsters were
killed. It is interesting to note that over half -of these
deaths were incurred from rival gangs. Smart rack·
eteers steered clear of the major operators since ef·
forts to break in to bootlegging territory were not
encouraged.
For example there was an incident in Chicago
during AI Capone's first year of reign. A man nam·
ed Joe Howard made the mistake of hijacking a load
of alcohol which did not belong to Capone, but was
acquired in his territory. Howard was in a speak·
easy when a "young fellow" entered. "Hello, Al,"
said Howard, extending his hand with a sheepish
grin on his face. AI fired five times. When Capone
was arrested, he gave his name as Al Brown and
was released within the week.
The amazing ability of criminals to slip out of

2. Author anonymous, The Real Story
Bootlegger, Boni & Liveright, 1923, p. 157.
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honoraple society boosting prohibition, it became one
of the best rackets in the country. Workers under
contract received fifty percent of the funds; a Senate investigation showed that the league handled
$33,000.000 of easy money, with little to show for
it. People fel.t that by making contributions to the
league's "slush fund", they could buy peace of min~,
and continue their illegal drinking.
In conclusion, we must say that there were a few
_good results of prohibition, but they could hardly
balance the wave of crime and political decay that
lasted over a decade. The law makers of the time
reached the same conclusion that we have tried to
show in this paper, and accordingly, on February
20, 1933, Congress passed the Blaine resoiution to
submit to the states a Twenty-first Amendment, !t:'
pealing prohibition.

uncomfortable encounters with the law was exceeded only by their more remarkable overnight rises
to fame. There is a story of one youth who was a
family black sheep, and became the leader of a
youthful criminal gang. He was tough and illiter•
ate, and when prohibition offered him a lucrative
opportunity as a bootlegger, he entered the game in
a small scale. Within a few years he was one of
New Jersey's bootleg kings with connections in
Pennsylvania and New York. His manners became
polished and he was soon a well-known member of
an aristocratic yacht club. In appearance he resem·
bled a successful banker, and his organization was
one which any bank might well have been proud of
for its effectiveness and thoroughness.
The Anti-Saloon League was the most ironic
fraud of prohibition, for alth~mgh it originated as an

Additional Sources:
01' Rum River-Colonel Ira L. Reeves.
Prohibition Agent Number One-Izidor Einstein.
tfhe Problem of Liquor Control-F. S. Elder.
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F. SCOTTHTZGERALD
James T. de Kay

W

ITH the publication recently of two
books on Scott Fi~gerald, he has suddenly emerged anew, to many for the first time. One
of these two books, The Far Side of Paradise, by Arthur Mizener, is a definitive biography, dealing
solely with the man; the other, Budd Shulberg's
'The Disenchanted, is an extremely readable novel
based loosely on Fitzgerald's life, and to some extent
on his works. Unfortunately, the resultant furor
they have caused has led more to an emergence of
Fitzgerald than of the books he wrote.
Fi~gerald as a being was fascinating, and well
worth biographing. A social climber at Princeton, a
famous man before he was twenty-five, a handsome,
reckless, foolhardy man, possessed of an Irish wit
and an immensely attractive wife, he is all a biographer could ask for. Besides this, he wrote so much
about himself that he cried out for an analysis; the
job of the researcher was one of selection, always
simpler than that of collection.
The literary craze for Fi~gerald that has been
caused by these two biographies has led people to
read his works again. A good deal of this reading
will be unsatisfactory if it accomplishes only what it
sets out to do. Several people I know have read 'This
Side of Paradise recently, and have spoken of how
the hero (who is more often referred to as "Fitzgerald" than "Amory Blain"), did such and such,
and then the recent reader matches it up with some
incident in 'The Disenchanted or 'The Far Side of
Paradise. The neo-student of Fitzgerald tends to
read his books as footnotes to the man, rather than
vice-versa, as the relationship between creative
works and their authors is usually bracketed.
This has been the major fault of these two recent
books. They have indeed stirred up an interest, but
an interest that is not conducive to appreciation of
the most important aspect of Fitzgerald, namely his
writing.
F. Scott Fitzgerald is primarily a teller of tales.
Contemplation of literary personalities should be
left to thoughts on Dr. Johnson (and, if we are to
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believe Colonel Isham, on his biographer); the subtle
distinction between Fitzgerald's life, which was not
a work of art, ·and of his works, which many feel
are, should be drawn clearly before any attempt at
evaluation. If one worries whether a character
named Barban is a representation of Hemingway or
perhaps Rene Silve, one is apt to forget that he is
neither, and only a pawn of the author, whose
skillful use of him will round out the story.
If the reader can overcome this natural tendency
to analyze, he is ready to read Fitzgerald as he is
meant to be read.
The most obvious trait of Fitzgerald the writer,
and the one most often connected with his name, is
his feeling for the contemporary. His books all take
place within the thirty-year period he wrote in; his
heroes are all his own age; in fifty years, if he lasts
that long, many of his allusions will draw blanks ;
only ten years after his death his work shows, in
places, a naivete uncommon today. All this is rather
superficial, though, for the important parts of his
stories are·the people that inhabit them.
Once read, it is well-nigh impossible to forget the
emotionally bankrupt Dick Diver of 'fender is the
Night, the bewildered Gatsby, the broken father of
Babylon Revisited. Fitzgerald's major characters are
all pathetic, but only so because he makes them into
human beings that the reader can sympathize with,
and not as symbols requiring sympathy. They are
essentially good people, even the shadowy Gatsby,
and the reader can more easily identify himself with
them than with almost any other characters created
in modern literature.
In contrast, Budd Shulberg's Manley Halliday is
a surface character motivated by surface emotions.
He is wonderfully witty, but he is hardly anything
more. The disenchantment the title refers to is never
fully brought about; indeed, Halliday is for the most
part still wrapped up in the old enchantment he believes is still his property. The rest of the world is
disenchanted, but not the main character.
All of Fitzgerald's fiction is highly autobiographiThe Trinity Review

cal, and ~ner has drawn upon it for a good deal
of his biography. This is especially true of 'This Side
of Paradise, which is almost wholly factual, and at
the same time probably his worst book. It would not
be stretching a point to call it amateurish, or even
crude. Only by a dialectical improvisation at the end
of it does the author finally whip it into some sort
of recognizable form, and keep it from dwindling off
into a book of fictionalized reminiscences. When he
followed his life as closely as this, his books were not
very good. He improved a little with his next book,
'The Beautiful and Damned, but it was not until he
stopped depending wholly on himself that his books
gained any really permanent stature. With 'The
Great Gatsby Fitzgerald took his place as an important author, who could mold personal observation
and a flair for the theatrical into something new, into a well-balanced book that if not true·to~ life, was
much more artistic. Gatsby and 'Tender are true
novels, probably the only ones he wrote.
One of Fitzgerald's most wonderful gifts was his
_ talent for the succinct and the a propos. The professor, looking through Gatsby's library and explaining how much he admires the owner for his taste in
not hypocritically cutting his book pages, gives a
tremendous insight into the mores of the North
Shore set the novel is concerned with. Fitzgerald, an
Anglophobe, brought all his feelings out neatly when
he named an English yacht party's orchestra "The
Ragtime College Jazzes of Edinboro." One is prepared to be a bit patronizing to all the characters on
board after reading this.
The main drawback to these witty flashes is that
they tend to draw the reader away from the main
action, as a diamond brooch may temporarily draw
the eye away from the contemplation of a beautiful
girl.
His over-all style suffers little if any from these
slight digressions, though, and his books would be
worth reading for the perusal of his grammatical
structure alone.
His style is notable for its unobtrusiveness, unlike

those of so many other important writers of his per·
iod. One is never stopped by a Faulknerian sentence
or a Hemingway affectation; the narrative runs
smoothly, with never an awkward bit of phraseology. Fitzgerald's use of language is to tell the story
in the time-honored sense of simplicity, and in so
doing his diction has a certain baldness, or cleanness, to it.
Along with the new interest in Fitzgerald has
come a new interest in his pet theory of "emotional
bankruptcy." To some extent, all his books and
stories are based on this theory, which is that after
a certain number of crises the huma'n being is no
longer able to react strongly to new stimuli, and is
pretty much washed up as a member of society. It
is an interesting theory, but since Fitzgerald (whose
crises were as great as any suffered by his charac•
ters), died writing what is generally conceded to be
his greatest novel ('The Last 'T yeo on), there doesn't
seem to be much proof of the theory coming from
its inventor. However, what is not true-to-life is not
necessarily false to fiction, and it is hard not to believe in this bankruptcy after it has been declared by
so many of his characters.
Whether this theory is true or not should not affect the worth of his book to any appreciable extent.
He was an artist of great skill, and historically, a
welcome calm of narration before the storm of di·
dactic fiction born with the depression.

*

*

*

Fitzgerald was not a cynic, nor was he a Polly·
anna, although there are examples of his works that
could prove either one of these extremes if pulled
out of the context of the whole. Neither were the
Twenties at either of these extremes, despite the
fact that they supported Mencken and Sinclair Lewis
on the one hand, and Edgar Guest and }olson on
the other. Somewhere in between these two poles
Fitzgerald and his age met and agreed, in a place
where sane people wanted to believe in fairy tales
but could not, and where the insane believed, but
should not have.

"Rolls is out of date . Hispo is here to stay."
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PSYCHOLOGY AND LITERATURE
IOchard Hammer

T

HE advent of three men during the first
quarter of the twentieth century has forced
the writer of today into a position where no longer
need he accept the fact that action is external and
that external action is necessary to the success of a
story. Sigmund Freud, Karl Jung, and Alfred Adler
opened a new hori~on for the majority of the world's
writers and since that time more and more of their
colleagues have been presenting more discoveries on
the basic workings of the human mind from which
contemporary authors are able to draw their in·
sights and materials. Men like the Menninger broth·
ers, Steckel, Wertham and others have advanced
psychological investigation from the crude beginning
of Freud to a position of general acceptance as a
mature science.
While it is certainly true that throughout the
ages of man's history, authors have done a great deal
of writing which was concerned with the mind of
man in abnormal conditions, and with the psychol•
ogy of the individual (one need only look at such
as Aeschylus, Sophocles, Euripides in Greece;
Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton in England; Goethe
in Germany; Dostoevski in Russia; and many oth·
ers), never before have so many done so much with
the field. Even the average author makes use of the
findings of the psychologists and psychiatric inyestigators.
It is practically impossible to pick up a maga~ine
or a novel today without discovering almost im·
mediately the influence of Freud and the others. The
masterpieces of James Joyce, Ulysses and Finnegan's
Wal{e (whose influences are so prominent in the lit·
erature of the past 10 years) are great correlations
of the theories advanced by Freud (the individual
unconsciousness is rampant throughout Ulysses)
and Jung (the whole basis of the work, Finnegan's
W al{e is the theory of archetypes, i. e. racial un•
consciousness combined with Vico 's cyclical theory
of history). Thomas Wolfe's verbous, rambling in·
trospective works, Lool{ Homeward, Angel and the
others, would probably never have appeared had not
the theories of Freud been always in the front of his
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mind. Virginia Woolf's classics, Mrs. Dalloway and
'To the Lighthouse are perfect studies in Freudian
psychology. We could continue to name the serious
authors, the lasting authors of the last forty years
without end and find none who have not entered
whole-heartedly in the realm of psychology and psychological treatment .. . the D. H. Lawrences, the
T. S. Eliots, the Hart Cranes, the William Faulk·
ners, and many many others.
What is the reason that these theories so captured
the imagination of writers? Why did the public of
the period follow along the train? What are the
theories that were advanced by Freud and the others that made them so important? These and other
questions are extremely important when trying to
deal with the subject of Psychology and Literature,
and for that reason I shall devote the remainder of
this essay to an attempt to answer them, using all
the while some representative writers from whom to
draw examples.
Since psychology became a "popular" subject
which people bandied around, certain words and
phrases have come into everyday life, and, for the
most part, they have been misused to an extent
where they have lost their original and true mean·
ing. Since the period under discussion in the issue
is the 1920's, we shall devote most of the article to
Freudian psychology and an explanation of some
of his terms.
One of the most misused terms in all of Freuc;Iian
vocabulary is the word "libido." The meaning of
this word is m~rely "the living force" of individuals.
The libido is divided into three parts, "id," "ego"
and "super-ego." The "id" is also known as the
"pleasure principle," while the "super-ego" is known
as the "reality principle." All people are born with
an "id," which is a mode of behavior, action, gratification of desires; it is not a thing. None of us,
however, are born with a super-ego or reality prin·
ciple. This starts to develop as soon as the child is
born and is never finished with its development until death. It builds up a body of authoritarian prin·
ciples within the person, not outside of them. Thus,
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in simpler language, the id is what we desire to do,
the super-ego is what our conscience tells us to do.
This sets up a conflict within all individuals which
must be worked out in some way for the person to
remain mentally stable. The working out of these
two diverse ideas is known as the "ego," and the
compromise between desires and conscience is known
as "sublimation." One way in which the sublimation
occurs is through the daydream.
Possibly this would be a good opportunity to present an example from literature of this type of sublimation, the harm1ess daydream (for Freud declares
that daydreams are harmless). Probably the most
famous daydream story written is James Thurber's
"The Secret Life of Walter Mitty." Through the
story we see distinct evidences that Mrs. Mitty is
suppressing Walter's pleasure principle (id) so that
his desires to be dominant are pushed away through
her domination of him. These desires come out in
his daydreams. Here he is obeying his reality princip!e (super-ego) with "Put on your gloves, Walter
Mitty," but in such a way, "Mitty, the great sur·
geon," that it is now acceptable. The association of
the ideas in the daydream is, however, free, but certain associations will maintain themselves throughout the daydreams. And, as Freud says, all the ma·
terials of the daydreams come from the events or
ideas of the last 24 hours. These daydreams, then,
for Mitty, are a form of fulfillment of his wish·
gratification.
Another theory that has been thrown about
promiscuously by people is the theory of the six
stages of development of the individual. According
to Freud these six stages are:
( 1) The oral stage-this is the first stage of existence in which the infant seems to have very little
knowledge of himself, with only a craving for food.
(2) The anal-sadistic stage-here the child is beginning to discover his bodily principles. In the dis·
covery when he does not obtain his desires, he destroys things. There is a definite narcissistic idea implicit here. The age of the child going through this
stage is usually three to five.
(3) The Oedipal stage-the parent is now the object of the. child's love idea. This may take one of
two forms, an Electra (Daughter-Father) or Oedipal
(Son-Mother) and is marked with intense rivalry
between the child and the mate of his object of affection. (Sex, in this instance and many others, is
used by Freud to mean a show of feeling of affec·
tion, not necessarily sexual.)
( 4) The fourth stage is adolescence.
(5) The fifth stage is marriage. This stage is,
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however, often a return to the anal-sadistic with a
dual self instead of a singular one.
( 6) The sixth stage is community, in which man
has developed into a communal being who puts the
welfare of the community above himself. However,
too rarely is this stage ever reached.
Along this path nothing is ever lost. It is a continual process, but retaining all of the preceding
stages within the self.
Another group of words which are frequently
misunderstood, are the words "regression" and
"traumatic shock." A regression is the moving hac~
along the scale of growth to one of the previous
stages. The reason for the regression is that somewhere along the line an individual has met with
something he cannot take, so he will regress to the
stage which is most pleasing to him. The cause for
the regression is known as a "traumatic shock."
In the famous story by Conrad Aiken, "Secret
Snow, Silent Snow" we have a good example of this
regressive action, although the traumatic shock is
not presented to us. Paul, the hero, is enveloped in
his "secret and silent snow" which is pushing away
the hated outside world. He is regressing all the way
back beyond the oral stage to the womb, because it
means peace. Suicide is the result, for there is no
place to stop along the path back beyond the first
stage but death.
In the famous novel by F. Scott Fitzgerald, 'Tender is the 'Night, we have presented to us one of the
best instances in literature of the theory of transference. When a patient enters a doctor's office, he will
display the attitude of the stage in which the traumatic shock occurred. If no attitude is displayed, no
transference can take place and there is not much
hope. Transference can begin to occur when the patient begins to denounce himself, the doctor and
everyone. Once the patient understands the transference and what he has been doing, his use for the
doctor is over, for he has now transferred all his
problems to the doctor and away from himself and
has understood what he has done. In Fitzgerald's
admirable book, Dick Diver makes the fatal mistake
of marrying his patient, Nicole. For, when she has
finally been cured, she turns away from Dick and
to Tommy, and his use to her is at an end. This has
destroyed him, for he has mistaken the transference
of Nicole for love, and cannot, himself, adjust to
the reality of the situation.
In all literature, and in all human life, one of the
most important facets is the idea of "fantasy." Fantasies are symbolic gratifications of man's desires.
The ego of man is trained by his external activities

to seek out the reality principle. He must leave his
principle of pleasure alone. But this means that he
must transform his longings into something else. The
meager living which he attains from reality is too
slim, so he attains fantasy which gives him the
nourishment that he needs.
The path from fantasy back to reality is art; this
is the difference between art and dreams, daydreams, etc. The function of fantasy-making in art
has a double principle: for the artist, it satisfies his
fantasy desires and pleasures symbolically and brings
him honor and fame from society.
For the artist, the theories of psychology are
marvelously suited. They have opened whole new
fields hitherto closed to him. It gives the writer a
new slant on "symbol" and "metaphor," not on the
structure of metaphor, but the function that it gives
to its symbolic connotation. Throughout contemporary literature we have seen, through psychology,
a projection of the author into his characters completely.
In dreams, especially, the artist is intently interested. It gives him, on one hand, a use for "displacement" as a means of treating plot. That is,
some object transformed into something else with

intense symbolic m~ning, and the idea of the discovery of this displacement. We need only look at
Fra~ Kafka's horrifying story "Metamorphosis" for
an example of this, as Kafka begins, "As Gregor
Samsa awoke one morning from uneasy dreams he
found himself transformed in his bed into a gigan' tic insect." This, in itself, is a whole new field.
Another aspect of dreams is the idea of condensation, the grouping of many things together. In
Finnegan's Wa~e. Joyce used this to great success.
He gave a number of meanings to the same word.
Even the title of the book has more than one meaning. Finnegan's Wake, a great Irish humorous wake
for Finnegan, the famous vaudevillian, and at the
same time, Finn again's awake, Finn being the old
Irish tragic hero. The words in the book are used in
the same manner.
For the great masses of people, psychology of
which they knew little, read less, and understood
hardly anything, was a means for explaining their
own troubles. It was a topic of conversation to be
bantered around the tables and speakeasies of the
era. For the writer, however, it has become one of
the most important instruments in his life, and will
probably always remain so.

"France: 'where every prospect pleaseth, and only man is vile' ."
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QUO VADIS, MR. ELIOT?
James Van Sant

I

N any consideration of the poetry written during the period of 1920 to 1930 one figure comes
to mind before all others. T. S. Eliot is probably
the most talked-about poet of our day; he is immensely popular with those who term themselves,
"intellectuals," and to the men of the church he has
meant much. Even some of the less erudite received
and accepted him with delight when he recently produced a theatrical drama in Edinburgh and New
York. In short, he has found a large audience
amongst many classes of people.
That is not to say his success has been unmitigated: during his first years as a publishing poet his
reception was mixed and even as late as last year
when 'The Cocl{tail Party was first seen in New
York. critics awarded it with such statements as,
"Obscure, not clear ... esoteric passages, which, the
loudest voices say they wouldn't have liked if they
had understood it." Yet, the play caught the public's
fancy and it enjoyed an outstandingly successful
run. Both the commercial recording of it and its published editions have been financially and critically
successful and its author has just concluded a series
of lectures at Northwestern University, Harvard
and other places here, his first appearance on this
side of the Atlantic in many years.
That "the loudest voices say they wouldn't have
liked it if they had understood it" may give us a
clue as to some of the causes of the suspicion with
which Mr. Eliot has been regarded in some quarters.
It is common enough to fear what you do not understand but those who have condemned Mr. Eliot have
by no means been ignorant or unobserving persons.
It may be that they resent a quality which frequently marks his work; that is, he speaks out in exceedingly certain terms. He is a most positive person and
must appear pontifical and quite immodest to many
thoughtful readers. In his essay, Baudelaire, one can
find a splendid example of this typically assertive
writing, "So far as we are human, what we do must
be either evil or good; so far as we are evil or good,
we are human; and it is better in a paradoxical way,
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to do evil than to do nothing: at least we exist. The
world is trying the experiment of attempting to
form a civilized but non-Christian !?orality. The
experiment will fail; but we must be very patient
in awaiting its collapse; meanwhile redeeming the
time: so that faith may be preserved alive through
the dark ages. before us; to renew and rebuild civil~ation and save the world from suicide." Without
pausing for consideration of the logic or ethics of
such a statement, one might well ask. "Well, how
do you know, Mr. Eliot?" and it would not be an
unwarranted question. This manner of writing
could very reasonably offend some people and they
may not lil{e it for that reason even though they do
understand it.
There is another characteristic of Mr. Eliot's
writing, one of which he is evidently most proud,
which causes the greatest controversy. That is his
poetic technique. Beginning with Imagism his style
has developed into a unique one and one which is
difficult for any reader. Mr. Eliot relies on his extensive reading and his almost faultless memory for
the literary and philosophical allusions of which his
poetry is composed. How many of us had ever read
Miss Weston's, From Ritual to Romance before we
did so in connection with our study of Mr. Eliot's
poetry? How many recognized his quotes from 'T ristan und Isolde, the Bible, the French symbolists and
his countless other sources before they were pointed
out to us? Doubtless, very few. It is possible to find
his poetry rewarding without ever realliing the significance of the allusions but surely it is most rewarding if one does realize this. Thus, his critics can
maintain that he fails where he hopes most to succeed. Relatively few can ever fully realize all the
richness of this manner of writing and those who
cannot frequently put him aside with the mental
note that he is not for them. If he has all these important things to say about the need to "rebuild
civilization and save the world from suicide" should
they not be phrased so that everyone can understand
them?
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Mr. Eliot and his followers have a number of
answers to this pertinent criticism. First of all they
contend that artists have for many years been saying just what Mr. Eliot says but in an ineffectual
way, a way which has resulted in little success. Furthermore, Mr. Eliot addresses his remarks to the
more scholarly reader, the reader whom he feels
most able to take affirmative action in terms of his
beliefs. Will not this heavily conceited way of statement with its objective correlatives, its images and
obscure allusions and other formidable devices at·
tract the worthwhile reader into realization and action? He rids the old Christian beliefs of their cliches
and revitalizes them through an unhackneyed expression. As Dr. Cleanth Brooks has pointed out,
"The method adopted in .The Waste Land is thus
violent and radical, but thoroughly necessary. In this
way the statement of beliefs emerges through confusion al)d cynicism-not in spite of them." Another distinguished Eliot student, the late Dr. Franc1s
Otto Matthiessen, of Harvard University, agrees
with Dr. Brooks and sums up the matter in a most
conclusive way. He writes, in The Achievement of
'f. S. Eliot, "On the one hand are those who believe
that it is impossible to understand him without possessing the ability to recognize all his varied allusions,
and who, therefore, are indifferent to the seemingly
hopeless and unrewarding task of tracing down both
the wide and specialized range of his particular
equipment of knowledge, have given him up as a
'poet for the learned.' On the other hand the smaller body of readers who have done the greatest disservice to his reputation-! mean those who regard
his poetry as a kind of hidden mystery for the cognoscenti. They cast the snob-vote for him. 'What?'
they ask, 'you haven't read The Golden Bough?
You don't own a Tarot Pack? You haven't studied
the Upanishads? You didn't even recognize that illusion to Verlaine? Well, my dear, how can you ex·
pect to understand Mr. Eliot?'" Mr. Matthiessen
goes on to say, by way of answer to the above, that
one does not really need to have read The Golden·
Bough after all. You may use your Tarot Pack for
Canasta and still not feel left out of les elus who
benefit from Mr. Eliot's acumen. It is that broad
and that powerful, he contends.
Certainly Mr. Eliot has not suffered from neg•
lect. Aside from the critical considerations by Drs.
Brooks and Matthiessen, there have been excellent
·ones by the British writer and critic, F. R . Leavis,
and by Helen Gardener and David Daiches and by
Elizabeth Drew, Allen Tate and Edmund Wilson to
mention only a few of the most prominent critiques.
Mr. Eliot's writing is by no means typical of
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that period during which he first became known. It
is true that he was not happy with his native land
and he became an expatriate and sharp critic of it.
But he, unlike most of his fellow American writers
of this time kept his Christian faith and became even
more orthodox than before. He was reactionary in
the religious sense but entirely new when it came to
form and delivery. It seems to be a fruitless and unnecessary occupation to attempt judgment as to
whether Mr. Eliot is a successful writer and whether he is justified in his conceits. He is both and
neither at the same time for different people. Any
sort of a final evaluation must be very many years
in coming and is not actually necessarY. for enjoy·
ment (not to say benefit) from Mr. Eliot. However,
there is one suggestion which might be of interest
and significance.
In recent years Mr. Eliot has entered the field of
drama. His first two attempts at poetic drama were
of moderate success but The Coc~tail Party, despite
some early reservations, received the approval of
most beyond its commercial success. It was brilliantly acted by a cast of almost singular charm and
efficiency and its physical production was of the
utmost attractiveness. Beyond this, though, it was
approved for the merit of itself as a work of art and
as an ideology. It is safe to say that The Coc~tail
Party has received more immediate public accept·
ance and the greatest amount of acceptance than
any other of his works. This play is certainly the
most accessible of any of his works. It does have its
various levels of appreciation but they are all pointing toward the same thing and if one receives his
"message" through its allusiveness and symbolism
or religious thought and another through the strictly theatrical devices and the less recherche passages,
they at least share a similar reward. Thus the play
has a distinctly less difficult side; it expresses thJ
same philosophy which Mr. Eliot propounded in all
his poetry, from The Waste Land to Four ~uartets
but it is expressed in an easier and more digestible
way. His Tarot Cards have been left behind and
Mr. Eliot now uses Martinis, a symbol more familiar to us all. We can, therefore, see a new tendency
in his work. This leads to the thought that the poet·
ry is his writing for the future and his plays are
intended for the present. In this newest manner he
retains his artistic principles but he transcends some
of their difficulties.
For the present, Mr. Eliot has chosen the way of
Edward and Lavinia in his play rather than his es·
oteric Celia. Whether he will follow their more
earthly meanderings or return to the ethereal realms
of his poetry is open for guessing.
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HEIR TO BRITISH COURTIERS
Roger Harmon

O

N December 3, 1874, the 'Times of London reported among its birth notices: "On the 30th
November at Blenheim Palace, Oxfordshire, the
Lady Randolph Churchill, prematurely, of a son."
Here he was born, a man whose destiny is lost
among the looming shadows of the far greater destinies he shaped, of England, of Europe, of the
world. This man is heir to British courtiers, marshals, and dukes, and to all the greatness of his forefathers combined. It was Winston Churchill, greatest of English statesmen, who sounded f"arning after warning in Parliament in 1914, and later he
wrote of that period :
The world on the verge of its catastrophe
was very brilliant. Nations and Empires crowned with their princes and potentates rose majestically on every side, lapped in the accumulated treasures of the long peace. The two European systems faced each other glittering and
clanking in their panoply, but with tranquil
gaze ... But there was a strange temper in the
air ... Almost one might think the world wished to suffer.
And again in 1932 it was Winston Churchill who
said:
Do not believe that all Germany is asking is
equal status. All those bands of Teutonic
youths ... are not looking for status. They are
looking for weapons."
And it was Winston Churchill who became the
world's most active journalist, for during the thirties he averageq a million words a year. "In millennia to come," says C . S. Forester, "his works will
be studied as we now study Thucydides and Tacitus,
as source books of incomparable value. And it was
the vibrant voice of Mr. Churchill that echoed
above the whistle of rockets and the roar of tottering buildings as England suffered under Hitler's
blitz during World War II. It was his voice that
gleamed like a golden thread amid the greyness of
fear and the clouds of destruction. Where did this
man come from whose knowledge of history is unequaled, who warns his countrymen of disasters to
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come, and who sees the world through vivid imagination as a broad pageant? Throughout two preceding generations the seeds of greatness had been
sown and nurtured. All the great writing- skill, the
art of oratory, the quick wit of the tongue, the
keenness of judgment, and the ability to set up a
great goal and the ambition to reach that goal
burst forth in Winston Churchill. This is his story.
1-'The Beginnings
Early in life he was introduced to his governess,
who was to give him an advance view of the fundamentals of reading, writing, and arithmetic.
Hopes were high that Winnie would do well, but
Winnie had other ideas! As far as reading went, he
couldn't handle the crooked, senseless shapes before
him. Writing? Well, he did show promise in his
doodling, but when it came to arithmetic-never!
He would never master the numbers, and he would
have indeed smiled if he could have heard himself
say years later, "Those damn little dots!" It was evident that school would not be a place where he
would go to meet all the other nice little boys, and
play nice little games, and be a nice little scholar.
No, indeed, he was to be a typical problem child;
however, he did remark in later life that he was all
for the public schools, but, he added, "I never want
to go there agaia."
Unfortunately Winston gained a thorough dislike
and hatred for school, but that is easily understood
when one knows some of the facts that enclose his
school career. At St. James' school, his first, he was
one of a small "chosen" student body. The masters
wore cap and gown and wielded the hickory stick
freely, for discipline was demanded. It was hard
discipline and suited the fashionable and expensive
institution of the times. Usually the library was the
place where boys were often flogged until raw for
misdeeds. Rene Kruas paints a good picture of Winnie at St. James:
The very first day in school Winnie came
dangerously close to the library. "Mensa, vocative," his former master explained, "means '0
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table.' You would use that in addressing a
table."
"Bud never do," replied the boy.
"Next time you will be punished very, very
severely!"
And there was a next time and many times after
that. He became angry, upset, furious, and experienced so many moving emotions that he finally suffered a breakdown. "Here," says H. G. Wells, "the
anti-disciplinarian was born."
After his days at St. James', he went to Harrow,
where for the first time in his life he began to find
himself. However, his bad habits remained with him;
he was still completely self-willed and unreproachable. But at Harrow he began to see and find things
that interested him. Here the masters were more understanding and encouraged him to go on in his
work. They realized that Winston Churchill would
perhaps never become a great Latin or Greek student, that math was difficult and complicated for
him, that he would never excel in athletics, but they
also realized that he had a great interest and ability
in history and literature.
At Harrow, Churchill found his first real happiness. It was not complete and did not come in one
great sweep. He could not forget his days at St.
James' easily, and he still retained that stalwart selfwill which always gave him a certain amount of
trouble. As the years passed he did many things
which encouraged him to expand his interests. He
founded the school paper, "The Critic," and was
very successful as its foremost contributor, for he
was quick to understand literature and drama. He
participated in plays and skits, and even French and
English interested him a little. On English he states,
"Thus I got into my bones the essential structure of
the ordinary British sentence-which is a noble
thing." No one approached him in historical knowledge, but he was a failure at Harrow despite these
accomplishments. He could not control his stubbornness nor his inability to overlook temptation.

II-Establishing a Goal
When he was only twelve years old, Winston
seemed to know where he was going. There seemed
to be a pattern that was forming in his mind; a pattern that perhaps was drawn by the blood of his
forefathers. He was a soldier and a politician. He
knew that before he went to Harrow. "Of course I
will become a soldier while there is any fighting to
be done. After that I shall have a shot at politics."
He said this flatly and quite independently at the
age of twelve.
It is strange that he who was to become one of the
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world's greatest .orators began his speech career with
a great deal of difficulty. He lisped, and he continually deplored the fact. He went of himself, bold
and snobbish, to the well known throat specialist of
the time, Sir Felix Semon, and asked, "Cure the impediment in my· speech, please. Of course I am going
to the army first. But as a Minister later, I can't be
haunted every time by" the idea that I must avoid ev·
ery word that begins with the letter 'S'." It is evi·
dent that even in his early childhood he knew which
path was his. Perhaps it was his family's wide repu·
tation and his own self-will, but, regardless, he was
going and he knew where!
Churchill's real beginning was at the military col·
lege at Sandhurst. He liked the army life. Soldier·
ing was part of his flesh, and here he found not only
his first love but his first real success. Although he
did not know it, this was the jumping off place in
his life. He graduated with honors, eighth in his
class of 150.
At both Harrow and Sandhurst his father had
taken a great interest in him, which was certainly
not the case at the beginning of his life. But now
they grew close together in one another's heart. Poli·
tics and army life were things they had in common,
and Winston found himself wanting to fight all his
father's battles and to proclaim to all the world his
greatness. However, Lord Randolph was not des·
tined for continued political success, and when a
political disagreement arose, he dove straight into
the conflagration. Once the bit was between his
teeth, there was no stopping him, and in hysteria,
perhaps, he lost his brilliant career. Soon after, on
January 24, 1895; Lord Randolph died with Win·
nie, aged 21, at his bedside. Winston vowed, "The
dunce of the family will take revenge on the whole
pack of curs and traitors." His life was clearly map·
ped before him. It had never appeared to him before with such distinct lines. "The name of Lord
Randolph Churchill must be cleansed in the sight
of his enemies and persecutors, his reputation re·
habilitated, the country made to realize that it had
not understood one of its greatest and most gifted
sons." Since, the greatest single goal of his life has
been to fulfill his father's dream.

III-'The Public Eye
. As a well-learned and established military man,
Churchill soon began to claim a portion of the pub·
lic view; as the years passed he claimed more and
more.
He was quite a different person now from earlier
life. He had learned to contain many of his fiery
emotions and was determined to play an important
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role in history. In writing he could not be surpassed,
nor in speech. Action became the word on his lips
and the song in his heart.
A Cuban rebellion against the Spanish rule fitted perfectly into his plans. Soon after its occurrence
he was on a boat headed for Havana. This time he
was a reporter, and how he enjoyed it! He wrote
with a kind of wildness and eagerness that attracted
the attention of all.
Soon after this trip to Havana, the Boer War
broke out. Perhaps no single individual in the history
of England ever caught so completely the attention
of the public as did Winston Churchill during the
Boer War. It happened that he was captured by the
Boers as he was rescuing several wounded men, and
he was taken to the prison at Pretoria. If there was
anything that he could never stand, it was captivity! Every bit of brain power was exerted, and he
made a heroic escape. Almost overnight he became
a national hero. His name became the word of the
hour, and he enjoyed every minute of it. At a dinner party given for his friends he made this toast:
"To those yet under twenty-one years of age who
in twenty years will control the destinies of the
British Empire." He was ambitious, and in later life
he remarked, "Ambition, not so much for vulgar

ends but for fame, glints in every mind."
Instantly he put his finger into the political pie,
and he was elected as a Tory member of the House
of Commons at the age of twenty-six. This was his
first political job, and he plunged into it like an
anxious child dives into-a box of candy.
The first ten years, 1900-191 0, were years of
hard work and activity. He quickly learned the
ropes ·of politics and took the game seriously. About
the first thing that he did was to set down the provisions of a peace treaty with the Boers. It was not
demanding in nature, but was truly· forgivable and
optimistic. In 1908 he was elected president of the
Board of Trade. He urged himself ahead, stopping
for no ·one. He swung back and forth, from Conservative to Liberal; he made his enemies cower under his spicy tongue. He made himself known to
the people, and the people approved.
This man will be remembered as having loved the
common things, but one who loved them with a
greater passion. He will be remembered for the undying hope and encouragement he gave to his countrymen and to the people the world over; and in the
· scrolls of the future his name will appear among the
greatest-Winston Churchill.

ROARING TWENTIES
Sweet pearl jade Capricorn
And limpid carols on Christmas eve;
Dolorous carnival with Gothic unicorn
Or carnivorous suspense of purple snee.ze.
Gooseberry mousse with perhaps whipped cream,
Demi-tasse, and that hat's a scream.
Thanks; take the Mercedes or the Moon
And don't tell him our little scheme.
Bite the apple to the core
But save the seeds to keep score.
The honey-days are now,
And we've a cottage at the shore.

-Ogden Plumb.
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Reviews
1WO MEMOIRS, John Maynard
Keynes. London: Rupert Hart•
Davis, 1949. 103 pages.

T

HE two memoirs printed here were
written by the late Lord Keynes
to read to a small audience of old and
intimate friends, of whom I was one.
Over a long period, we met together
two or three times a year, dined at a
restaurant, and after dinner revived
our memories of the past by listen•
ing to one, or more often two, me•
moirs read aloud by different members
of our company." This is the first para•
graph of David Garnett's introduction
to these two of Lord Maynard Keynes'
brief reminiscences which are printed
for the first time in this volume. Mr.
Garnett goes on to remind us that we
are the privileged readers of that
which was written only for ears to
which the wri'ter could speak without
reserve.
After reading these memoirs one
wishes that Lord Keynes had more of·
ten expressed himself without reserve,
for they are thoroughly entertaining
and interesting. "Dr. Melchior, A De·
feated Enemy" and "My Early Beliefs"
are the privileged readers of that
are completely different in subject rna•
terial and appeal. The shorter of the
papers, "My Early Beliefs," will be of
particular interest to the college reader.
According to Mr. Garnett's notes, the
paper was written sometime around
1938 but it recalls a period of twenty·
five years before. Lord Keynes tells
that it was in 1914 when he first met
D. H . Lawrence. The occasion was a
breakfast party given by Bertrand Rus•
sell "in his rooms at Neville's Court."
There were only Keynes, Lawrence
and Russell present and "most of the
talk was between Bertie (Russell) and
me. But it was not the sort of conver·
sation we should have had if we had
been alone. It was at Lawrence and
with the intention, largely unsuccess•
ful, of getting him to participate."
Lord Keynes goes on to give an excel·
lent character sketch of D. H. Law•
renee and suggests some analytical
thoughts about that author's emotional·
ly deep and complex life. These opin·
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ions have been given substantial veri•
fication by Lawrence's recent biogra·
phers and it is a lesson in perspicacity
to read Lord Keynes' descriptive obser•
vations made after only a fleeting visit
with the man. Speaking of Lawrence's
reaction to the Cambridge crowd of his
time, Lord Keynes states that, "Law•
renee was oblivious of anything valu•
able it may have offered-it was a lack
that he was violently apprehending."
That comment by Lord Keynes was
probably more astute than he realized
and is no mean summary of that lit•
etary figure .
Passing on from his experience with
Lawrence, he recalls his earliest days
at Trinity College, Cambridge University, where his closest associates includ·
ed G. E. Moore, Bertrand Russell, Lyt·
ton Strachey, E. M. Forster and Henry
Sidgwick. Such an assemblage of eel·
ebrities is breathtaking to today 's read·
er, as some of the inost influential men
of our century are contained therein.
Lord Keynes' nonchalant comments
about such college associates make one
look about himself and wonder. The
early days of the present century were,
at Cambridge, rare ones and prove to
be admirable material for nostalgic re•
callings.
His recollections of an idealistic col·
lege man's philosophy and moral con·
victions will prove to be of interest to
more than one reader. Moreover, a
comparison of Lord Keynes' early he·
liefs with his later beliefs and accom•
plishments is not without its implica•
tions. He has an effectively blase way
of stating these early experiences and
his style is simple and outspoken. That
is not to say that he regards these
days with indifference; he guards them
with pride and he resented Lawrence's
"ignorant, jealous, irritable and bos•
tile eyes" upon them.
The first memoir presented, "Dr.
Melchior," is concerned with the sub•
ject matter we most frequently associ·
ate with Lord Keynes, that of eco·
nomics and politics. Specifically, it
concerned personal impressions and
analyses of the men who ran the food·
blockade of Germany in 1919 for
months after the peace was realized.
This story is told with the unerring
regard for detail and colour which re•
suit in the unusual literary interest
which marks both the papers.

THE STORIES OF F. SCOTT FITZ·
GERALD,
Introduction by Malcolm Cowley.
Charles Scribner's Sons, 1951.

M

ALCOLM COWLEY has here
brought together most of F.
Scott Fitzgerald's good short stories,
a few of his mediocre ones, and at
least one that has always bored me
to tears. My anathema in this last
category is pronounced upon "Bernice
Bobs Her Hair," a trifling story of
adolescence that is bard to reconcile
with the author's more sophisticated
bits. I could hardly damn the whole
collection for this one inclusion, how•
ever.
Otherwise, it has the best of Fitz·
gerald in "Babylon Revisited" and my
own favorite, "The Baby Party." It
includes the author being witty, fan·
tastic, cynical and melancholy. It
would be bard to say in which of these
humours he is at his best; be is good
in all, at all times clear, his style clean
and free of affectation.
In his novels and essays, as well as
his short stories, Fitzgerald rarely had
anything important to say other than
that people are better off if they he·
have decently, and are often punished
when they are not decent. In a few
stories like "Babylon Revisited" and
"May Day" he does rise above this
level, and these are among his better
tales. In "The Diamond as Big as the
Ritz," (surely there are few titles in
literature more inviting), Mr. Cowley
interprets a basic theme similar to that
used in 'The Great Gatsby, but I think
this is sheer poppycock. It is nothing
but a pleasant fantasy that unfortun•
ately falls off at the end. It serves, like
many another story in this volume, as
a showcase for silly and amusing ob•
servations, and as nothing more.
"'He must be very rich,' said John
simply. 'I'm glad. I like very rich
people. The richer a fella is, the bet•
ter I like him.' "
Is that a foreshadowing of Jay Gats•
by, or just Fitzgerald having innocent
fun? I think the latter.

- ]. 'T. de Kay.

-]. A. Van Sant.
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FOR ME AND MY GAL
James T . .de Kay

IF you are a ten-year-old girl, you love to go to
weddings because you see in them the fulfilment of a dream; if you are a ten-year-old boy, you
hate wedd~gs because you see in them the handwriting on the wall. At the age of twenty the two
sexes agree that weddings are a great deal of fun.
If you are thirty years old, you have seen so many
weddings that you find it hard not to think of them
as abysmally dull affairs.
Our story deals with the age-twenty group, and is
therefore full of people who are, or should be, happy.
Phoebe and Jim met at a party; after that they
always seemed to be bumping into each other; then
they began going out together. Well, this sort of
thing went on for several months, and after some
time they each fell in love without consulting the
other. This done, and after another time elapse,
they exchanged opinions, and decided to get married.
This is all very well, but is a common enough
anecdote not to warrant iteration; I only mention it
as an excuse for our real story, which concerns two
people that came together at the wedding.
You see, Jim had been graduated from Williams
two years before an· this came to pass, and his good
friends were still his college cronies. Phoebe had
been in the same class at Bennington, and her cronies
were also classmates.
And one of Jim's friends was Jack Murphy, and
one of Phoebe's friends was Mary Sargent, and each
was asked to serve at the wedding, and each accepted.
Jack had known Mary at college, and had even
had her down for several parties. Unlike the phlegmatic Jim, he had fallen in love the first time he had
seen her, and this had grown with each successive
meeting until it had become obvious, and a constant
target for witticisms among his friends. Mary, not
wishing to be hypocritical, had not encouraged hm
in the least, and had in fact seen fit to tone him
down at times. Jack always went around under a
great cloud of despondency for a few days after
each of these defeats, but he was so incurably roVol. V, No. 2

mantic that he would eventually put aside the truth
and fall right back in love with the girl. He was a
man of single purpose, and if he had fixed himself
on a silly goal, we must be indulgent; youth takes
on strange forms of distemper.
.
They met on the train up to Boston, she coming
from New York, and he from New Haven, where
he worked at the Yale Press. They spoke of the
weather, the Cape, New York heat, the depression,
and after the conversation had fallen to long silences
punctuated by ' "How's Joe," "Fine," Jack saved the
day by speaking from Pittsfield right through to
Boston on how he wished his boss would allow his
hirelings to wear soft collars instead of the godamn
starched ones that were so hot. Both sighed with
relief when they reached South Station.
The bride's father was in town for some final
words for the caterer, and he had been instructed
to pick up people at the station before heading out
to the Cape. Jack and Mary caught sight of him
and halloed; Jack halloed even though he'd never
met the man. Mary had, and after introductions
were made, the three of them bundled into the station wagon and drove off.
Jack, as usual, did most of the talking. He
started right off on the wrong foot by asking Mr.
Revere whether his house had a name, because
everyone on Long Island was putting their house
name on their station wagon door this summer, and
if he had a name for his place, why it would look
pretty good if it was painted on the car.
Mr. Revere answered that he thought the idea
was a little cheap. Mr. Revere, it turned out, lived
in Boston all year round, and had never been on
Long Island. So Jack patched up everything by
saying how much prettier Cape Cod was in comparison to Long Island. Then everyone fell into a
stupor and no more attempts at conversation were
ventured. This seemed to please the bride's father,
frustrated Jack, and had absolutely no effect at all
on Mary.
When they finally arrived it turned out that the
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young peopl~ were late for a dinner party over at
the Yacht Club, so they hurried upstairs to dress.
Mr. Revere, who wanted to go to sleep, had to wait
for them and drive them down to the Club, which
he did with no high humor.
The Yacht Club was much too big for the party.
True, all the young people of the area were there,
as well as those out-of-towners who were present
under semi-official auspices, but even then they did
not make enough of a crowd to fill the large dance
floor, and groups tended to coagulate and drift off
to the edges, leaving a fearful hungry mouth in the
middle, ready to devour any late comers. Mary
and Jack came in and tried to sneak around the
edge of the maw, but were stopped by the inquisitive stares of complete strangers on either side.
Then Mary saw a friend and sidled off to see her,
leaving Jack to do as he would. Rather than attempt to cross the chasm he went outside again and
walked down the veranda looking for another entrance that might prove more advantageous.
He was about to turn the corner of the Club
when he heard two voices he recognized as those of
the prospective couple. Looking over the railing he
saw them as two shadows, very close to each other,
and talking in low tones. He eavesdropped a minute to hear some of their dreamy, and quite frankly,
cloying conversation.
"Do you really love me?"
"Umm." Pause. "You love me?"
"Umm. Gee WHIZ, Jim!"
Pause. "Jesus, I love you."
Jack slipped noiselessly back a few steps and then
retraced them loudly, so as to warn them.
"Aha! So there you two are! Fine way to
treat me, I must say! You'll have plenty of time
to talk to each other later; come on in and tell them
it's okay to give me a drink!" His footsteps had
prepared them for an intruder, so that they were
no longer embracing. As soon as they saw who it
was, they both cried out greetings and clambered
up on the veranda amidst great apologies of how selfish they were being, and how worried they had
been because he hadn't shown up earlier. They led
him back to the door he had just escaped from, and
propelling him in, started immediately to introduce
him to people he had never seen before, as though
he was expected to remember who they were, which
of course he wouldn't, but what the hell, there are
some people over there you should remember, Jack,
hi Ted, hi Phil, hi Toto, hell, this might as well be
a reunion, then Jim got him a drink and they had
passed over the dance floor jaws without a scratch.
After the strained calm of the train ride and the
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car, the shock of gregariousness was welcome, and
Jack responded to it. He found himself telling
his story about the two fleas to Ted Donald, and
then conversing whimsically with some of the people
he had just been introduced to, and after some time
he was talking to Mary again, only this time it was
just pleasant talk and nothing strained and he had
four or five drinks.
"You know, I think we ought to go dancing
some place, don't you?"
"I wish they had a band here. It doesn't make
much sense having all this floorspace without one."
"Well," he said, "why don't we all go some place
where they do?"
"Oh, come on, Jack, this is Phoebe's party; we
can't very well leave just like that."
So Jack went over and suggested it to Jim, who
agreed that it was a terrific idea, but he wasn't the
host, and he'd have to ask Phoebe to ask the guy
who was running the thing. When he had been
asked he too agreed, and so there was a general
calling to order from the balcony, and the host
announced that they were all going to the "Clip."
There was a buzz of excitement from the floor, and
a few of the determined and quick thinking males
made fast trips to the bar for one last free drink before they all filed out.
·
Jack and Mary had stuck together, and now
found themselves on the tailboard of a station
wagon, zipping down the road at great speed. She
was sitting between him and the supporting chain
that held the tailboard level, and he had his arm
around her, his hand gripping the chain for safety.
"You'd better hope I don't slip, Sarge. Might
accidentally throw you out too."
"Admittedly a dirty trick."
He put on an attitude of mock seriousness and
looked at her. "You know, I just discovered I'm a
born leader."
"Why?"
"Well, it was I that decided we ought to go to
the 'Clip' in the first place, although I'd never
heard of it. After all, I engineered the whole
thing."
"I knew you had it in you, m'boy."
The "Clip" turned out to be the "Clipper Ship,"
about two miles down the road, and it did have a
band (piano, accordion, and bass); the fact that it
only served beer turned out to be a blessing, for
the crowd was fairly high anyway, and beer tended
to keep it at that level, without getting it drunk.
They danced, and then the girls began requesting
show tunes from Gentle Lady which had only
opened two months before and had the distinction
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of producing only one hit, which the girls didn't
want to hear. The Portuguese band returned blank
faces to most of the requests, and finally on their
own hook came up with the "Whiffenpoof Song"
which everyone began singing in maudlin harmony.
It turned out that one member of the party had
actually attended Yale for two years, which gave the
singers a certain legitimacy in lamenting over the
"baa, baa, baas."
The "Clipper Ship" closed at one, and the party
broke up and went home in dribs and drabs, each
member trying to keep the gaiety for a precious few
minutes more before going to bed.
Jack was staying with two of the other ushers in
the guest house behind the Revere place, and he
remembered he had left his bag in the main building
while changing for the party, so he went up to get
it before retiring. As he came down the stairs he ·
met Mary.
"The others are staying up for a couple of nightcaps. I think I'll go to bed."
"What! Why, the party's just begun. What
do you mean by leaving my party? You come right
downstairs and get plastered with the rest of us.
You aren't here for your health, you know." He
had had a wonderful time tonight, and now he suddenly realized that it was because she had been there,
and she was beautiful.
"Ah yes, it is your party, isn't it? Jack is every
bit of him a leader," she sang, doing a little mock
hornpipe on the step.
"Jesus, I love you."
"Jack." She stopped dancing.
"But I do. I don't know, I guess I'm a romantic,
but I love you. I can't think of anything I'd
rather do than marry you."
"Oh come on, Jack, we've been all through that."
"I know, but you never take me seriously."
"Well, would it make it any better if I did?"
"I guess not." He started down the stairs.
"Jack?"
"Why don't you find someone else? You could
have the pick of the field."
"Yeah, sure." He went out the door and around
the house without anyone seeing him.
The next morning he wakened before the others
with the unshaven feeling due to overindulgence
the night before. There was no shower in the
bathroom, but he did the best he could with a
washcloth and trusted that a morning swim would
revivify him. After spending as long a time as he
could contrive over his toilet, he sat down and wondered whether he should go into the house. It
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was 9: 15, which might be too early. He got bored
with watching his two roommates snoring off their
excesses, and decided to adjourn to the main building. For the most part he had forgotten the melancholy with which he had gone to sleep.
He was relieved to see that Phoebe was up and
eating breakfast, and to have her ring the bell when
he came in. The maid came in and took his order
and bustled out again. How did you sleep, fine,
salt air, New York scorching already, any news,
Jim up, not him, terrible sloth, yes, always used to
be. Then his eggs came in and he set to work on
them as Phoebe went back to the paper from which
he had interrupted her.
Mary came clattering down the stairs cheerfully, but since he was already there to entertain her,
Phoebe continued with her paper. The same small
talk was waded through, except this time the speakers could in unison compliment the Reveres on their
salt air.
After breakfast Phoebe led them into the library
to see the wedding presents, which were all neatly
tagged and organized, the glassware on one side,
the silver and oddments on the other. It was all
terribly dull.
"Look, people," Phoebe said apologetically, "things
are going to be awfully hectic around here, so why
don't you take a walk or something? You can take
your bathing stuff with you and meet us later, down
at the beach. God, I'm an awful hostess, but things
are just getting so damned involved."
So Mary and Jack dutifully went for a walk, and
they talked about Phoebe and Jim, and the wedding presents, and how terrific the weather was in
comparison to New York. Jack was becoming overwhelmed with the amount of conversation that was
nothing but repetition of things that weren't interesting in the first place.
"Isn't it amazing, Sarge, the way things get so
godamn dull on repetition? We haven't said one
original thing this morning."
"Or last night, either."
"Oops." He had opened himself up for that one.
It wasn't so bad having her say it though, because
he could always talk about it with her. She guessed
his thoughts.
"Sorry I brought it up. Let's drop it."
"Okay, let's drop it. Probably best if we didn't
mention it again all weekend. I'm sorry I brought
it up last night."
"You're right, Jack. It always seems to bring up
a bad taste."
"We can still be friends," he mimicked.
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"There you go again."
''I'm sorry." So they talked about Jim and
Phoebe, which was a safe subject, until it was time
to go to the beach, where there were so many people
talking that they didn't have to bother about safe
talk.
The ocean made everyone feel better, and after
loafing aro)Jnd someone came down with a thermos
jug of martinis, which made everyone feel even
better.
The afternoon was spent going to the rehearsal,
which dampened everyone's high humor, especially
since the wonderful salt air breeze died down to
nothing and left a muggy atmosphere that added not
a little to the over-all disgruntlement. Finally the
minister let them go, and they trooped home and
immediately began drinking again because they all
felt that they merited one or two. The night was
taken up by a bachelors' dinner at the "Clipper
Ship" where everyone got drunk except the groom,
who ended up the evening by driving'everyone home.
and stowing them, fully clad, in the most convenient

berths.
Jack slept late the next morning, and woke this
time with no better feelings than his roommates.
The morning was almost over, so after he shaved
he wok~ the other two. One of them, after some
fumbling in his suitcase, came up with a fifth of
Canadian Club, and amidst self pitying groans and
cynical comments so traditional that they don't
deserve to take up space here, they all had a few
pick-me-ups. Jim came in about noon. to rouse
them, and seeing them thus employed, downed a
couple himself because he said he was nervous.
They sat talking for some minutes, and then Jim
suggested that they all go down to the village for
breakfast. Now sufficiently restored by the whiskey, they agreed, and went out to Jim's car.
After a leisurely meal at the diner they drove
down to the beach just to kill time, because nobody
wanted to start preparing for the wedding right
away. Nobody even wanted to talk about it, either,
so they just sat on the low dunes and said nothing.
The sun was bright on the white sand, and there
was a cool breeze, but for once nobody bothered to
mention the weather.
At about two they decided to go back and change;
Jim left them off at the end of the driveway, because he didn't want to go up to the house and risk
seeing Phoebe, so they had to walk. When they
got to the house they were all beginning to sweat,
but they were told that they couldn't possibly :use
the bathrooms to take showers because the house
was in such an uproar, so they despondently went
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back to the guest house and dug out their washcloths.
While he dressed, it suddenly occurred to Jack
that he hadn't seen Mary all day. Somehow he
felt cheated, because he rarely had the opportunity
of seeing her anyway, and now that he did, he
wasn't taking full advantage. A servant came out
and told them which car they were to go in, and
also that they'd better hurry since it was almost
three o'clock.
They got there in plenty of time, and the wedding went off without a hitch. The groom was
solid and serious, the bride appropriately radiant,
the ushers handsome, and the bridesmaidS pretty.
But there were things that took place during the
ceremony that must be mentioned, for they have an
important place in our story. The things that took
place were thoughts in the minds of our protagonists.
· Jack loved weddings in an almost feminine way.
The never-never land of eternal happiness was to
him a mystical reality, and he reveled in it. He
looked over at Mary and smiled to himself. Won't
it be wonderful when we get married, he thought.
(In his daydreams he never let a qualifying clause
mar his picture.) He had promised not to bring up
the hopeless question again, but he certainly couldn't
help thinking about it. Won't it be wonderful.
Jesus, I love you. When he looked at her again
her expression had changed. At first she had been
smiling, but now she was obviously deep in thought
(oh God, maybe about him). She seemed almost in
a dream, and did not get into step until the procession was half way down the aisle after the service.
Mary really was deep in thought. At the same
time Jack was building up his never-never land, she
was tearing her own down. A great many facts
suddenly took hold of her as she watched the kneeling couple at the altar. She was twenty-three years
old and no closer to marriage than ever. Twentythree was certainly not too old, but it was time to
start worrying; she was as old as any of the other
bridesmaids, and all but one of them was at least engaged. Maybe (and this wasn't the first time this
had crossed her mind), maybe she had been too
critic;~.l of Jack. Panic struck her, and she forgot
the wedding.
At this point she was nudged by her neighbor,
and obediently turned to go out. After all; she did
like him better than any other she knew. Have I been
reaching for a star? There was nothing new in
her worry; she had gone through it before, but never
had she gone this far. The surroundings of the
church were conducive to her train of thought, and
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she went on in it. Would it be so bad if I married
him? She thought back over the hundreds of arguments he had given her in the half-jesting manner
he used when he tried to protect his feelings from
the wound they received every time she refused him.
Then she thought of Jesus, I love you, and it didn't
sound unattractive, and she tried to think of why
she didn't love him, for he was not unlovable, certainly. She looked at him and saw that he was
smiling dimly into space.
"Mary," came a whisper, "get in step!" She decided to ask Phoebe a couple of questions the first
chance she had.
Then there was the reception line, so nobody got
a chance to speak; and then the buffet, and then the
talk-to-the-relatives period, and then finally Mary
got a hold of Phoebe for a minute.
"Phoebe, when you go upstairs to dress, let me
talk to you for a minute, will you?" Phoebe agreed
with a surprised and quizzical look, and then turned
and smiled at a cousin whose name she was damned
if she could remember.
Jack moved over to Mary. "Terrific weather,
ain't it, Sarge?" He laughed.
"Oh, go to hell, will you?" She poked him forcibly in the gut. "You've talked about the weather
as much as anybody. You may be a born leader,
honey, but your small talk hasn't been exactly overpowering."
He made a face. "Aw go soak your head in
champagne. Very good. They say '28 was a
great year." He took a sip and rolled it around
on his tongue. "Magnifique."
"Is it really '28?"
"How the hell should I know? Tastes all right
to me." They walked over to the table that had
been set up for the wine.
"You know, you're a funny guy."
"Laugh-a-minute, Sarge."
"No, I mean . . . strange."
"I thought we weren't going to talk about that."
Her mouth felt dry. "About what?"
'·About my club foot."
"Oh go to hell."
"What train you taking, Sarge? I can't see
hanging around this place tonight. Why not try
for the 9:30 from Boston with me?"
''I'll see about it." She turned as Phoebe came
up. They held a short whispered conference and
then walked off, waving to him.
As soon as they were in the house Phoebe asked
her what she was being so mysterious about.
"We're good friends, aren't we? Well, don't
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laugh at what I'm going to say; I'm trying not te be
mawkish. Why did you fall in love with Jim?"
"What on earth are you talking about? What
do you mean 'why'?"
"I ~ean, how did you do it? Did you decide to?
Were you suddenly overcome? I just realized this
afternoon that I've never been in love, and I just
want to know how you do it."
"Oh, I don't know, I guess we just fell in love."
"Thanks a lot."
"Well, I don't know how to say it. We didn't
decide to; I guess we just let ourselves."
"Let yourselves?" She was helping her off with the
veil.
"Yes, sure. I guess you could say that. I know
it wasn't anything like the stories you hear of love
at first sight. There didn't seem to be any reason
not to, in a way, so we let ourselves. I wish I
knew what you wanted me to say."
"I guess that's it, actually. Didn't you ever feel
you might be missing someone you might have loved
more?"
"I don't know what you're driving at, Mary.
What's up? You the next one?"
"No, just wondering. Here, give me that stuff,
I'll put it away." Phoebe continued dressing, and
they didn't speak any further on the topic.
"You'd better get downstairs, Mary, I'm going to
throw the bouquet. Want me to throw it to you?"
"Don't bother. By the way, congratulations."
She hugged the new bride and then turned out of
the door and hurried downstairs. Jack was right
outside, finishing off his glass.
''I've decided to take the 9:30. Do you really
think we can make it?"
He was obviously pleased. "Sure, but be ready
to take off almost as soon as they leave. We can
get Ted to drive us in; he works in Boston. Hey,
aren't you going to try for the bouquet? She's going to throw it out of the window pretty soon." He
indicated the crowd that was gathering under
Phoebe's window.
'Tve caught too many to believe in the custom.
Let's go get some more shampoo."
The wine table was still covered with chilled
bottles, but the crowd had forsaken it to see the
leave-taking.
"What made you decide on the 9: 30? Your conversation with Phoebe?"
"I don't know. I couldn't face this evening
around here, I guess."
A great cheer went up as Phoebe appeared in the
window, and as Mary and Jack turned, a little man
came up and gave them each a handful of rice.
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The bouquet was thrown, there was another cheer,
and then they joined the crowd as it moved over to
the driveway to send off the couple.
"Very pagan, ain't it?"
"Positively Druid."
"You'd better get into the house and pack. I'll
meet you out in front with Ted. We're practically all set now, so hurry." He began looking
around for their driver, so she trotted off to the
house.
She came down soon, and they made their goodbyes. Mr. Revere was fairly tight, and beaming
from ear to ear. He gave them each a bottle as a
send off, and they took their leave.
They arrived in plenty of time at South Station,
and stowed themselves comfortably in the almost
deserted smoking car. Mary looked at her bottle
for the first time. "Go to hell! This is 1930!
What do you mean, '28? And, it's domestic! Dear,
dear, I guess we know where we stand with the
Reveres."
"Just plain white trash, I reckon." He got up to
get some paper cups. "They say you can't rechill
this stuff; might as well drink it." He pulled the
cork on his bottle. "Made me feel like a heel when
the old man gave me a bottle. While you were getting ready I stole two and put them in my suitcase."
"You didn't!"
"What the hell, it's domestic."
She smiled her disapproval. They talked of the
wedding over the first bottle, of what each was
doing over the second bottle, and then Jack opened
his suitcase and brought o.ut a third.
"Sarge, is the weekend over?''
"What do you mean?''
"I wanted to know if I could tell you I loved
you."
"Damn it, Jack, I just can't figure you out. Here
I've done everything short of kicking you, and you
come back for more. I'm flattered, of course, but I
just can't see how you do it."
"Just love you, that's all. Don't know, just let
myself fall in love with you, and there I was. Wish
to hell I'd had a little stronger will power."
"Do you mean you just let yourself fall in love?
You decided to fall in love with me?"
"No, no, I didn't decide to, I don't know how
you'd go about doing that. I just decided not to
fight it if I did fall in love, that's all."
"That's what Phoebe said this afternoon. Does
everybody do it that way?"
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"Hell, Sarge, what do you mean? There's no
will power involved. You don't say 'I will, or I
won't;' I tried to explain that, I don't know. What
are you driving at, anyway?" Then, as an afterthought, "Jesus, though, I do love you."
"It's a big problem, isn't it?" The champagne
. was opening her up. "Jack, I'm going to be serious
•as hell right now. I'm going to say some things that
are going to sound so gadamn Machiavellian you'll
want to laugh, but please don't."
"Shoot." He poured himself another drink.
"Maybe I've thought of marriage as something
that it really isn't. I mean, maybe I've been trying
to find the kind of husband that doesn't exist."
"Told you that a .long time ago."
"I know. Well, I'm beginning to believe it now.
I was just thinking that maybe I ought to let myself fall in love."
"Just like that?"
"Well, isn't that what you said?"
"Who are you going to fall in love with? The
guy that punched our tickets? Hail, Titania!"
"Please Jack, I'm serious."
They sat in a brooding silence for a few minutes.
Jack was absently picking the foil off the neck of
the bottle in his hand. "Fall in love with me?" he
asked finally.
She didn't answer right away. She looked out
of the window into the night. Then she said "Yes."
Neither moved for a minute, and then Jack stood
up to pull down his suitcase for the last bottle.
As he sat down again he kissed her softly.
"I don't know if you want to celebrate your
capitulation or not, but I do."

*

*

*

There's where our story ends, gentle reader, because stories about weddings should end happily.
To. go on and describe how Jack and Mary never
married would be inconsistent and dreary to boot.
This all happened fifteen years ago, and they have
long ceased to worry about it. Mary is now a mistress at a girls' boarding school in Connecticut,
where she ties her hair in a neat bun. Jack, after
the death of his father, lost most of his money on
the market and had to move from Plandome on the
North Shore to Patchogue, on Great South Bay.
He invested his remaining inheritance in a motor
boat, and lives quietly, his only income being that
which he makes during the summer, when he ferries people out and back between Long Island and
Fire Island on weekends.
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REST
Dry mud crude stones beneath a ledge,
W et neat packed leaves pad each snag,
Slime green tinged rock, current curved edge,
Mountain stream sleeps behind your crag.
Tall barren stalks each dripping drips,
Still grey white air mingles around,
High phantomed wall face sipping sips,
Stills time each second knows no bound.
Fluffy white air rolls each valley slit,
Sneaking across steeps, boulders peruse,
Floats on, bounces, flows infinite,
Then up through bony fingers ooze.
But why am I happy this dawn,
Bruised cold my feet and wet, get on?

- Stephen Pressey.
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YvEs TANGUY:
'The Five Strangers.
Tanguy was born in Paris in 1900. He
has been a member of the Surrealist
group since 1926. His work shows
the marked influence of de Chirico.
KRISTIANS TON NY: Gertrude Stein af·
ter Van E)'C~. Born in Amsterdam in
1906, Tonny perfected the transfer
drawing technique.

PIERRE RoY:
'The Electrification of
the Country. Born in Nantes in 1900,
Roy was influenced by de Chirico and
became associated with the Surrealists
about 1925.
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Campus Interviews on Cigarette Tests
Number 6 ••• THE

"How eagercan they
get?"

BEAVER

-

OR once in his life, our fervent friend admits that eagerness can be
over-done ! He's alluding, of course, to all these quick-trick cigarette tests
-the ones that ask you to decide on cigarette mildness after just one
puff, one sniff, one inhale or one exhale! When the chips are
down, he realizes cigarette mildness can't be judged in a hurry.
That's why he made .• •

F

The sensible test ... the 30-Day Camel Mildness Test which
asks you to try Camels as your steady smoke-on a pack after
pack, day after day basis. No snap judgments needed. After you've
enjoyed Camels-and only Camels-for 30 days in your "T-Zone"
(T for Throat, T for Taste), we believe you'll know why . .•

More People Smoke Camels
than any other cigareffe!

I

