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bridge University. He was Principal of Bishop’s University
from 1900 to 1905. Shortly after returning to England
he was appointed Dixie Professor of Ecclesiastical History
at Cambridge, which position he held for twenty years.
The Mitre extends sincere sympathy,

R. B. Hutchison, m.p.. died on September 7 in Montreal.
Mr. Hutchison was a prominent Montreal notary and sen
ior partner of the firm Hutchison Bourke & Stevenson.
EXCHANGES (Continued from page 31)
sports and the C. O. T. C. Of the school magazine which
we have received, The Ashburian
The Bishop s College
School Magazine”, and the Trinity College School ’’Record”
are above average, and will provide interesting reading for
those of our number who attended one of these schools
before coming to the University.
We have received and have read with pleasure the fol
lowing magazines.
Loyola College Review, Montreal.
Red and White, St. Dunstan's University,
Charlottetown, P. E. I.
Technique, Montreal.
The Leopardess, Queen Mary College, U. of London.
Revue de L'Universite d'Ottawa.
Stonyhurst Magazine, Blackburn, England.
The Torch, Town of Mount Royal High School.
The Quebec Diocesan Gazette.
The O. A. S. Review, Guelph, Ont.
The Bates’ Student, Lewiston, Maine,
The Vox Ducum, Westmount High School, Westmount.
The Lantern, Bedford Road Collegiate, Saskatoon, Sask.
The Record, Trinity College School, Port Hope, Ont.
The Northland Echo, University College, Toronto.
Commissioners' High School Magazine, Quebec, Que.
The Alma Mater, St. Jerome’s College, Kitchener, Ont.
L’Hebdo Laval, Quebec, Que.
The Algoma Missionary News, Sault Ste. Marie, Ont.
The Craccum, Aukland University, Aukland,
New Zealand.

College Cord, Waterloo, Ont,
Bishop’s College School Magazine, Lennoxille, Que.
S. A. Student, South Africa.
NCSAs, South Africa.
Argosy Weekly, Mount Allison University,
Sackville, N. B.
The Argosy of Commerce, High School of Commerce,
Ottawa, Ont,
The Black and White Review, Catholic High School,
Montreal,
College Echoes, University of St. Andrew's, Scotland.

The
The
The
The
The

The Challenger, St. John Vocational School, N. B.
The Stanstead College Annual, Stanstead, Que.
The Adventure, Magee High School, Vancouver, B. C.
The Queen's Review, Kingston, Ont.
The Gryphon, University of Leeds, Scotland.
The New' Northman, Belfast U., Ireland.
The Windsorian, Windsor, Ont.
R. U. M. I.. S. Journal, University of Malta.
The Felstedian, Felsted, Essex, Eng.
The Ashburian, Ottawa.
The Argentian, Lachute High School, Lachute, Que.
The College Times, Upper Canada College, Toronto.
The Annual, Barnaby South High School.
Codrington College Magazine, Barbados.
The McGill Daily, Montreal.
The Acadian Athenian, Acadia University, Wolfville, N.S
The Norvoc, Northern Vocational School, Toronto.
The Queen’s Journal, Kingston.
The Manitoban, Winnipeg.
The Xaverian Weekly, Antigonish, N. S.
The Acta Studentium, Toronto.
The Record, University High School, Parkville, Australia.
Nucleus, Natal University College.
The Rhodian, Rhodes University College, South Africa,
Acta Ridleiana, Ridley College, St. Catharines, Ont,
The Waseda Guardian, Waseda University, Japan.
U. C. T., Cape Town, South Africa.
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Marshall-Laurie—Among the August weddings of in
terest is that of Lorraine Rosamond Laurie of Montreal, to
Clifford Bolton Marshall, B.A. ’33, of Strathmore.
Rocksborough Smith-Parke—On July 29 at Moreton,
Dorset, Eng., Iris Dorothea Parke to Mr. Edward Rocks
borough Smith, B.A. ’30.
Tomkins-Dinning—The marriage of Agnes Aileen,
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. N. Fergus Dinning of Montreal
West to Mr. William Lyman Tomkins, son of Dr. and Mrs.
E. A. Tomkins of Sherbrooke, took place on August 19 at
Plymouth Church, Sherbrooke. Mr. Tomkins was VicePresident of the Students' Council in ’34 when he gradu
ated with a B.A., and President of Dramatics in ’3 5 when
he took his H. S. D.
Stevenson-Oakes—In the Montreal West Church, Mrs,
Marjorie Elizabeth Oakes became the bride of Dr. Robert
Hall Stevenson, B.A. ’27, son of Dr. and Mrs. Robert Hall
of Danville, and a Lieutenant in the 9th Field Ambulance
R.C.A.M.S.
Parker-Alexander — The engagement is announced of
Lieut. Clive John Arthur Aylan-Parker, B.A. '36, son of the
late Mr. and Mrs. C. J. Aylan-Parker of Lennoxville, to
Miss Jean Alexander, daughter of Brigadier and Mrs. R. O.
Alexander of Toronto, and granddaughter of the Rt. Rev.
Lennox Williams, formerly Bishop of Quebec. The marri
age will take place on November 18.
Burt-Bourne—The engagement is announced of Miss
Marion Burt, B.A. '28, daughter of Prof. and Mrs. H. C.
Burt of Bishop’s University, to Mr. William Bourne of
Montreal.
Buik-Barlow—The wedding is to be celebrated shortly
of David K. Buik, B.A. ’28, to Georgina Lois Barlow.
Gall-Scoggie—The engagement is announced of Hugh
Gall, B.A, '34, of Lachute, to Miss Olivia Scroggie of Mon
treal.

DEATHS

The Venerable Archdeacon J. M. Almond
C.B.E., C.M.G., M.A., B.C.L,

W. A. BOWN
LENNOXVILLE

QUE.

Mill & Cabinet Work
Dealer in

Kiln Dried Lumber & Building Supplies

Archdeacon Almond, Rector of Trinity Memorial
Church, Montreal, died suddenly on Sunday morning, Sep
tember 17, at his home in Marlowe Avenue, Notre Dame
de Grace. The funeral was held at 2.30 p.m. on Wednes
day, September 20. Throughout the day many hundreds of
people entered the church to pray, and to pay a tribute of
respect to the memory of a devoted friend and a faithful
pastor. At the hour of the service large numbers stood in
the street, unable to gain admission to the church.
Archdeacon Almond was a graduate of Bishop’s Uni
versity, having taken his Arts degree in 1894. He was a
member of the university teams in both rugby and hockey
during his course. When a Canadian Force volunteered for
service in the war in South Africa, he was appointed a
chaplain, and throughout the campaign he did heroic work
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in ministering to the Canadian soldiers. When the Great
War began in 1914, he again volunteered, and went over
seas as a chaplain to the First Divisional Artillery. When a
Canadian Corps was formed in France, after the arrival of
the Second Canadian Division, he was appointed Senior
Chaplain of the Corps. Later he became Senior Chaplain
for all the Canadian forces overseas, with the rank of Hon
orary Colonel, his official title being Director of Chaplain
Services. His initiative, courage, and sound judgment were
conspicuous in all his work in that responsible position.
The organization of the Chaplain Service was in accord
ance with a plan which he devised. His plan was later
adopted by the American Army for their Expeditionary
Force in France, of which Bishop Brent was the Senior
Chaplain.
When Colonel Almond returned to Canada after the
war, he resumed his duties as Rector of Trinity Church in
Montreal, then situated in St. Denis Street. Many members
of the congregation had removed to Notre Dame de Grace.
The rector resolved that a new church should be built in
the district to which his people had gone. With character
istic enthusiasm and determination, he rallied people to the
support of plan, and built Trinity Memorial Church in
Sherbrooke Street West, as a memorial to Canadians who
had given their lives for Canada and the Empire. The vast
numbers which attended his funeral were eloquent testi
mony to the esteem in which he was held by all classes of
the community.
He was honoured by the King for his military service
with Companionships in the Orders of the British Empire
and St. Michael and St. George. He was also honoured by
his Alma Mater with the degree of D.C.L. honoris causa.
For many years he was a member of the Corporation
and never failed in his devotion to the University’s inter
ests. His second son, Gerald, received his Arts degree from
Bishop’s in 1924, and is now practising law in Montreal.
To Mrs. Almond and her three sons The Mitre offers
very sincere sympathy.

We record with sincere regret the death of Thomas
Ford Johnson, who was a member of the University in 1934
and 1935, Mr. Johnson was successfully completing a den
tal course at McGill University when he became suddenly
ill and died at the Royal Victoria Hospital on July 3, 1939.
During "Tommy’s” course here he was a member of the
senior rugby team and the junior hockey team, in the band
of the C.O.T.C., and a supporter of the Glee Club.

Rev’d James Pounder Whitney, m.a., d.c.l.
The death of the Rev’d James Pounder Whitney, m.a.,
d.c.l., occurred on Saturday, 17th June, 1939, at his home
in Cambridge, England, at the age of 81 years.
Dr. Whitney was a distinguished graduate of Cara-
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transferred to Halifax with the Industrial Acceptance Cor
poration. He and his wife, nee Louise Cann, were pre
viously at Windsor, Ont.
Rugg, H. H., '35, completed his course in Engineering
at McGill last spring and will continue his studies at Har
vard University, having been awarded a scholarship in
Radio Engineering.
1932 - ’31 -’30

Historic Symbol of Leadership

Hall, George, M.A.'31, is practising Law in Montreal
with the firm of O’Brien Sc Stewart.
Hibbard, Rev. H. F. J., '32, incumbent of Cape Cove,
has been called up for active service and appointed a mem
ber of the Commanding Officers Staff at Halifax. Mr. Hib
bard was an officer in the Royal Navy before his ordination
and was a Lieut.-Commander in the last war.
Moore, E. Brakefield, M.A. ’30, has completed his Law
course at University of N. B. as a member of the R.C.M.P.
with the degree of B.C.L. Mr. Moore and his fiancee passed
through here on their way to Ottawa where he has been
transferred to the Headquarters C. I. B. of the force.
Pattee, Dr. C. J., '31, and Mrs. Pattee are now in Dur
ham, North Carolina, where Dr. Pattee will continue his
research for the next year at Duke University.
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BIRTHS
Benson—To Mr. and Mrs. John Benson, B.A. ’33, at
Ottawa on July 31, a son, Thomas Stuart.
Cooper—To Mr. and Mrs. Dougias Cooper, B.A. ’29, a
daughter.
Dickson—To Mr. and Mrs. Wynne Dickson, a son. Mr.
Dickson was B.A.’32 and Mrs. Dickson, nee Roberta Hod
gins, B.A. '33.
McKergow—To Mr. and Mrs. A. Roger McKergow at
the Royal Victoria Hospital, Montreal, on August 5, a
daughter. Mr. McKergow was a member of the university
in ’34-'35, and Mrs. McKergow, nee Clara Parsons, B.A. ’35.
Perkins—To Rev. and Mrs. A. R. Perkins in the Mag
dalen Islands on August 27, twins, a boy and a girl. Mr.
Perkins was B.A. ’36.
Rosenstein—To Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Rosenstein on Sep
tember 26 at the Jewish General Hospital, Montreal, a son.
Rattray—To Mrs. and Mr. Donald Rattray, b.a. ’29, a
daughter.

MARRIAGES AND ENGAGEMENTS
Calder-Marchant—On August 19 at Christ's Church,
East Angus, Emily Jane Marchant of East Angus, to Mr.
Harold Heatlie Calder, b.a. '29, of Arvida. The couple will
reside in Arvida.
Earlc-Litz—On Saturday, October 14, Margaret Isa
belle Earle, b.a. '33, daughter of Dr. and Mrs. R. W. L.
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Earle of Perth. N. B., to Mr. Alfred Foster Litz.
Eherts-Magor—The marriage of Martha, daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. R. J. Magor of Montreal to Christopher
Campbell Eberts, youngest son of Dr. and Mrs. Edmond
M. Eberts, took place on June 3 in the Church of St. James
the Apostle, Montreal. Among the out-of-town guests
were Dr. and Mrs. A. H. McGreer. Mr. Eberts was prom
inent in many of the college activities, graduating in 1934
with the Rhodes Scholarship. Mrs. Eberts is the sister of
our present Senior Man.

Ewing-Moore—On August 19 at the Melbourne United
Church the marriage was solemnized of Mary Alison Ewing
b.a. ’32, daughter of Mrs. W. J. and the late Col. W. J.
Ewing of Richmond, Que., to Mr. John Clifford Moore of
Trcnholm.
Glass-McNeil—The marriage of Miss Janet Wright Mc
Neil, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Harold Franklin McNeil
of Boston, Mass., to Mr. Charles Lapsley Ogden Glass, son
of Mrs. L. Gordon and the late L. Gordon Glass, K.C., of
Montreal, took place on September 9 at the Church of The
Redeemer, Boston. Mr. Gordon Glass, b.a.'32, was best
man for his brother, and among the ushers were Mr. Chris
topher Eberts, b.a.’34, and Mr. Charles Carson, b.a.'35,
of Hamilton.
"Oggie” Glass was a prominent member of the Univer
sity from 1932-1935; in his final year he held the office of
President of the Students’ Council and also gained the
Rhodes Scholarship. He returned last fall to coach the
rugby team, leaving us to go on the staff of the Montreal
Gazette.

Gagnon-Clarke—In St. Philip’s Church, Montreal West,
on October 7, Elizabeth Clarke to Mr Cairlan Lawrence
Gagnon, b.a. ’39, of New Glasgow, Que. The bride was a
member of the University during ’36-’37, and the best
man, Mr. Kenneth Nish, b.a. '32. The couple will reside
in Beebe where Mr. Gagnon is Principal of the High School.
Henry-McVie—In the Westmount Baptist Church on
September 30, Mary Phyllis, daughter of Rev. and Mrs. W.
P. McVie, to Donald Ward Henry, son of Dr. and the late
Mrs. E. G. Henry of Lennoxville. The groom graduated
from the college in ’36, and the bride was Senior Freshette
in 1932. As best man was C. J. A. Parker, b.a.’36, and
among the ushers Sydney Meade, B.A. TH. '40.

Henry-Inksater—The wedding is announced of Doug
las Steele Henry, son of Dr. E. G. and the late Mrs. E. G.
Henry to Miss Marjorie lnksater of London, Ont. Mr.
Henry was a member of the University during ’33-’3 3.
MacLernon-Fraser—The wedding is announced of Mary
Eraser of Toronto to Mr. Robert MacLernon, b.a. '32 of
Montreal.
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(Continued from page 35)

(Continued from page 23)

is lost. So far modern engineers have been unable to design
units capable of overcoming this drawback, and today their

chief efforts lie in a determined search for a means of re
flecting the rather stubborn wave back to the earth.
Perhaps we should wonder why television programs
could not be relayed over ordinary phone lines as are the
radio programs. Unfortunately the very short wave length
of the signals encountered in television transmission docs
not permit the use of such wires. Since phone wires are
primarily designed co transmit voice wave lengths (which
are long wavelengths), they cannot carry television signals.
Engineers, have, however, been able to design suitable cables
for the purpose, but the cost of such a line would be some
where in the neighbourhood of five thousand dollars per
mile, and therefore prohibitive.
Even if that were so we might think, that the added
advertising value of such a system would soon cover the
cost of its installation. But would it? Even today but a sur
prisingly small percentage of programs are sponsored. Could
one expect manufacturers to flock to the studios looking
for time when they knew that the cost to themselves would
be many times that of an ordinary radio program?

GOLF—
The golf tournament has been somewhat disappointing
this year. Because of serious interference by O. T. C. and
football some of the players have been unable to find time
in which co play. There seems little possibility that it will
be completed since the flags have already been removed
and the club is closed for the winter. Peabody, last year’s
winner, together with Temple and Power have gained the
semi-final round, but their efforts appear to have been
wasted. We hope that the tournament may be continued
in the spring and that the best man (if he is still around by
then) may win.
SOCCER—

There has been a little trouble in assembling the neces
sary eleven men to form a team, and the first game of the
season has been postponed a number of times. We hope,

however, that by the time of publication the initial en
counter with Cookshire will have reached a favourable con
clusion and that our association footballers will then aspire

to greater heights.

We must stop to realize that variety is the spice of life
and that it is variety and variety alone which will hold the
public’s interest. This means that studios will have to be
turned into virtual theatres. Musical programs will have to
consist of something more than an ordinary gramaphone,
and the plays which we ordinarily only hear will have to
be enacted by capable actors in suitable costumes and in
front of suitable scenery. Manuscripts will be a thing of
the past, and for the sake of the female listeners announcers
will have to be easy on the eyes. We all remember the upset
talkies caused in the motion picture kingdom when they
first replaced the old silent films. Hollywood's problems
will appear simple when compared with chose to be con
fronted by coming television companys.

The additional expenses of putting on this type of pro
gram quite obviously play an important role in the discour
agement of regular television transmission, particularly in
the comparatively thinly populated districts such as we
have in Canada, Nevertheless we still read that "television
is just around the corner", but you may depend on it for
a fact that there won’t be any such corner for those of us
who live in Canada for some time to come, unless television
research soon finds a better method of handling that stub
born television wave.
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Alumni Notes

ED. PARKER

19 3 9

1938 - 37 - 36

Baker, Francis. The college rejoices that it has not lost
"Buzzy” this year, for she has decided to return for her
Teacher’s Diploma. Among others in the class are Ken
Willis, Don Bennett, Harry Morrison and Francis Cook,
Baskerville, William. Canada is still the proud houser
of "Basker” who is attending McGill University in the
Faculty of Commerce.
Bredin, Jim—is taking double duty this year, assisting
in the Prep, School of B.C.S, and taking third year Science.
Codere, Ernie is now working in Montreal.
Cragg, Bruce—paid a recent visit to the college along
with Pete Edgell. Bruce is in Medicine at McGill.
Greenwood, Pete—after recovering from the affects of
a Luxury Cruise to Honolulu has proved his mettle on the
McGill senior team, filling the position of snap. Pete’s aca
demic work is Commerce.
Martin, Jack—returned to Lennoxville this fall for a
flying visit as did also Don Patterson, both of whom are in
Law at McGill.
McLean, Ian, and Sonny Patterson came down for the
Loyola game from Toronto. They are enrolled at Osgood
Hall as Lawyers in embryo.
McOuat, Don, is now a member of the C. A. S. F. since
the 35th Battery of Sherbrooke is mobilized.
Murray, Geoff—took time out from Law at McGill last
week-end to refresh himself with a draught of Old Bishop's.
Accompanying him was Bill Lunderville.
Speid, Janet—is studying the intricacies of Shorthand
at O’Sullivan’s Business College in Sherbrooke.
Staples, Rosamond—is in the Dept. of Physical Educa
tion at McGill.
Visser, Bud, is another recruit of the Medicine Faculty
at McGill.
Wiggett—Patty takes to nursing; and the Royal Vic
toria Hospital is her new home.
Goff. From the class of Education that Casanova
Norm Gott is at Argyle School, Westmount, and in his spare
time lectures to the McGill C. O. T. C.
Gourley. The people at Riverbend already know what
Les. stands for and they appreciate it.
Robinson. Bill is now established at Trenton, Ont., and
is, of course, proceeding successfully.

Belford, Rev. W. J., '36. Bill and his wife are residing
in the Magdalen Islands, where W. J. is priest-in-charge.
Campbell, Rev. C. C., ’34-’36 — was ordained in Sep
tember and sent to Cape Cove on the Gaspe coast.
Fredericks, Owen, ’37, has paid the college two visits
this fall and from what can be gathered is doing well in
Dentistry at McGill.
Gall, M. Wilson, ’36. "Wing” is doing splendidly at
Trenton as a flying officer in the R.C.A.F. Also in the ser
vice are Charlie Willis, b.a.'37, and Russel Johnston, a
member of the University in ’34-’35.
Harper, Rev. Henry, l.s.t. ’36, has been transferred
from the Cathedral at Quebec to Harrington Harbour in
the Labrador Mission.
Hibbard, John, ’37, has been awarded highest standing
prize in the Faculty of Dentistry at McGill in his year,
Knox, Dago, ’38, is displaying his usual rugby ability
with McGill seniors this year. Dago is in second year Law.
Macnab, Jean, ’37, is in charge of the school at Shiga
wake on the Gaspe coast, and is, we hope, appreciated.
Millman, Katherine B., '37, returned to Lennoxille for
a short stay this fall, and still considers it a veritable
Nirvana.
Rogers, M. A., ’36, attained highest standing prize in
his year in the Faculty of Dentistry at McGill.
Speid, M. Catherine, '36, returned from an extended
stay in Scotland last spring and is now back at "Uplands".
Stevens, Basil W, ’36. When the Royal Montreal Reg
iment mobilized in September, Basil, a lieutenant in that
unit, left the Steel Co to go on the C.A.S.F. Recently he
was appointed Intelligence Officer of the Battalion.
Stevens, Trevor, ’35-*37, is now in the employ of the
Sherwin-Williams Paint Co. in Montreal.
Whalley, George, ’35. In 1936 won the Rhodes Schol
arship and since then has been at Oxford. He is extending
his course of study at that university.
1935 -’34-’33
Brooks, Lawrence, ’35, is now in Montreal as chemist
for Lallemand Yeast Co,
Gray, Rev. W. W., 34. Bill and his wife arc now in
Scotstown. Last June he was inducted there by the Bishop
of Quebec.
Hogg, F. John, ’34, received his degree in Medicine at
McGill Convocation last June, graduating with a very high
standing.
McMurray, Gordon, ’34, has been appointed principal
of Three Rivers High School.
Nichol, L. E., who was at Bishop’s in ’33-’34 has been

Wright, Joe deP., is stationed in Toronto and likes it.
Pilcher. Rev. N. D. Pilcher, M.A., '39, is curate at the
Cathedral in Quebec.

Wright. Bishop’s is sorry to lose to McGill Hume
Wright who was in the Freshman class last year.
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versary of the University of Heidelberg, he declared: "The
new science is entirely different from the idea of knowledge
that found its value in an unchecked effort to reach the
truth.” In other words the theory as well as the practice
of science must now be harnessed to the chariot of the
German war machine.
Fire must fight fire, and in a war where false and per
verted ideas play so vital a role, it is all important that
ideas based on truth and reason should be set over against
them.
The great books of the world are choice repositories of
the ideals of Truth. As Emerson finely said. they represent
the process of transmuting life into truth. And they have
the virtue of removing us from the smoke and din of con
troversy where the clear light of reason is obscured by the
mirk of passions breeding hate and violence To para
phrase the editorial of The Times, which I have previously
referred to: "By feeding the mind with thoughts and opin
ions, in beauty of language which by itself strengthens and
sustains our resolve,” they are "an active agent in the war
of liberation.”
This is not then a day or hour when we can afford to
turn our backs on a library. In the first place its books
symbolize the immediate duty of the university student to
carry on his preparation for his life work., the daily task
had it not better be said opportunity, lying immediately
at hand. In the second place, in view of urgency of
the present world crisis, books are a way of escape, a diver
sion and refreshment, transporting us lor the time being
from grim actuality into a pleasant and delightful realm
of the imagination. In the third place, good and great books
are a source of courage and fortitude. They are a pledge
of the resiliency of man's unconquerable mind and the
permanent resources of the human spirit. They restore our
faith in the ultimate invincibility of truth, and in those
eternal ideals of righteousness and humane civilization to
wards which man aspires through the long travail of the
ages.
W. O, Raymond.
BEEBE, WILLIAM
New York.

—

"ZACA VENTURE”
Harcourt, Brace. 1938.

A review of Zaca Venture might be summed up in
your words: "a thoroughly fascinating book,” In more
explanatory terms it is an account of the adventures of a
scientific expedition under Dr. Beebe, which during the
months March-May of 1956, explored the waters of lower
California.
Dr. Beebe, scientist and author, was born in Brooklyn,
New York, in 1877. When he was but twenty years of
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age he became Curator of Ornithology of the New York
Zoological Society of which he is also director of the De
partment of Scientific Research. His first expedition was
into the heart of Mexico, and since then he has followed
the trails of strange and rare animals, birds and insects, into
the remotest parts of the earth. Abnormal curiosity about
the ways and forms of living things has motivated his ex
peditions into the jungles of Borneo. Brazil and British
Guiana, through the waters of half a dozen seas, across the
deserts of Mexico and Mongolia.
When not in the jungle or at the bottom of the sea,
Dr. Beebe lives in the midtown section of New York City.
Elswyth Vane, the novelist, is his wife. It takes him only
a day, he says, to become acclimated to the clamor of the
city after returning from one of his expeditions, which last
from five to ten months. He believes that his scientific
labours arc the most enchanting in the world, and cannot
imagine a more dreadful punishment than to be wholly
without work. The best key to his character seems to be
this: his favorite piece of fiction is "Alice in Wonderland.”
Just as the waters which Dr. Beebe studies teem with
life, so the pages of his book teem with information. This
book demonstrates anew the facility with which this well
known scientist writes for the general public, transmitting
his own enthusiasm and knowledge into sparkling descrip
tion. Wonders here are as thick as the trees of a fairy
forest, and they seem as magical. For all the author’s
knowledge and scientific curiosity, they always remain
magical for him. He never loses his sense of wonder, as he
never loses his sense of beauty. It is largely for this reason
that his records of interest to science hold the same wonder
and beauty for the layman.
In this volume the author attempts only two things—
to present a few of the adventures which happened, and to
minimize our human stature and self-importance in regard
to the wild folk which came to the notice of members of
the expedition. In his introduction to "Zaca Venture” the
author writes: "The whole point is that our vessel and our
score of lives were incidental, our presence in this region
transitory as our wake; whereas the creatures of which I
write have evolved in these waters throughout untold milleniums
, and are still there to-day, living, feeding, fighting,
courting and dying. In our memory they still exist as liv
ing fellow beings and enthusiasm and vital interest must
be our excuse for interfering in their lives.”
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LLOYD, CHRISTOPHER - CAPTAIN MARRYAT

London, Longman’s.

1939.

At long last, the immortal Captain Marryat has a biographywot fhim,ornthis
raphy worthy of him, for in this the author displays all

the qualities that made for the success of his "Fanny Bur
ney.” In the introduction he writes: "My aim has been to
explore through the career of the man who was chiefly
responsible for building up the priceless legend of the old
Navy, the fascinating period which lies between 18061806
and
1830.”

Marryat joined the navy the year after Trafalgar,
bote an active part in the final years of the war. He served
throughout the American War. He was at St. Helena at
the time of the death of Napoleon; he was engaged against
the smugglers in the Channel; he wrote a pamphlet on the
Press Gang; and he commanded the naval forces during
that forgotten but heroic expedition, the first Burmese war.
A career at varied as this throws light on almost every
side of naval life. While merely sketching his last eighteen
years when he won fame as a novelist, Christopher Lloyd
has tried to fill up the very inadequate account of Marr
yat's naval career which has hitherto been the only one
available. This biography brings together gracefully and
skilfully all the vailable material about an interesting man
who led an eventful life. As Marryat’s own sea career was
as full and adventurous as any of his heroes, the result makes
excellent reading if not a completely rounded biography.
The author knows his phrases, and his history. Whether
one be a Marryat "fan" or not, any lover of old ships and
old ways can read this book with both profit and pleasure,
and one can experience vicariously the hardships and cal
lous brutality of the old navy. Mr. Lloyd, setting out to
write on Captain Marryat fell upon a larger subject, for
his greater theme is the "Old Navy”, after Nelson’s death.
His vivid descriptive powers are manifested admirably in
his portrayal of a sea-fight, Or the tactics of an unreformed
captain in handling his crew.
"He is the enslaver of youth, not by false glamor of
presentation, but by the heroic quality of his own unique
temperament", so write Conrad in admitting how Marryat
inspired him with an early love of the sea. "Marryat is
really a writer of the service,” he continues, "what sets
him apart is his fidelity. His pen serves his country as well
as did his professional skill and his renowned courage. His
figures move between water and sky, and the water and
sky are there only to frame the deeds of his service. . . .
He loved his country first, the service next, the sea perhaps
not at all. But the sea loved him without reserve.”
In recent times Marryat’s works have been relegated to
the nursery. But his best books can be read by both young
and old with equal pleasure. He wrote too much and too
fast, but he did produce more than one minor masterpiece.
Conrad is right in saying that, with all his faults, "his
greatness is undeniable.
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The Bishop

Looks Down
ERNESTINE ROY

The editor of this column, which deals with the general
interests of the Library, has asked me to write a few words
by way of introduction to it.
Under normal circumstances it is perhaps unnecessary
to dwell on the importance of a library in a university
community. Since the days when Geoffrey Chaucer pic
tured his Clerk of Oxenford with twenty black or red-clad
books of Aristotle and his philosophy at the head of his bed,
the book has been the sign-manual of the student. Fashions
in text-books change like fashions in neckties, and the
’’Rhetoric” of Aristotle may seem more antiquated than
those leather bound "Commentaries” of Blackstone, which
fledgling devotees of the law used to tote laboriously to
classes. Yet a glance at the calendar reassures me that our
embryo philosophers of the second year at Bishop’s still
study "Deductive Logic, as developed from the Aristotelian
Method.” At any rate, whether the books be clad in black
or red or in all the colours of the rainbow, they remain the
indispensable companions and working tools of the student.
And a university without a library as the heart of it would
be as inconceivable as a student without a book. It is axio
matic that in the piping times of peace the value of the
Library is indisputable.
But, in common with other Canadian universities. Bish
op's has opened its autumn term under extraordinary cir
cumstances, and in an atmosphere which can scarcely be
described as academic. In days of such grave international
crisis it might seem as though an emphasis on the worth of
our Library is misplaced. We recall Andrew Marvell’s lines:
The forward youth that would appear.
Must now forsake his Muses dear.
Nor in the shadows sing
His numbers languishing.

’Tis time to leave the books in dust,
And oil the unused armour’s rust,
Removing from the wall
The corslet of the hall.
Yet a derogatory attitude towards books, and the li
brary as a collection of books, at a time such as this, is
shortsighted. About a week after the outbreak of war, the
leading editorial of the London Times Literary Supplement
was headed, "Books Must Go On.” In the course of this
editorial it was pointed out that the dropping of millions of
leaflets on Germany has been an indication of the vital
importance of written communication in influencing the
thoughts of men from whence their actions spring, "In the
long history of wars never was so great a tribute paid to
the power of the written word, to the armaments of reason
and knowledge.”
We are engaged in a struggle in which the pen and the
radio are as mighty as the sword. The present war has been
characterized as a conflict between ideologies, and the in
ception of some of these ideologies has been of a literary
character. In Karl Marx’s "Das Kapital” lies the germ of
Communism; in Adolph Hitler’s 'Mein Kampf ’ lies the
seed of Nazidom. Away back in 1841, Carlyle’s memorable
"Past and Present” foreshadows the life and death grapple
between dictatorship and democracy. While there are many
complex factors entering into the war, it is clear that the
intellectual and moral issues at stake are as vital as the
material. In modern Germany we have witnessed what can
happen when unscrupulous and blindly emotional propa
ganda has full sway and truth is crushed out. No sphere
of human activity or thought has been left unassailed. In
the address of Germany’s Minister of Science, Education,
and People’s Education, on the occasion of the 550th anni-
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2. H. Allen
1. R. Pare (Capt.)
B. Veilleux
C. Gursky
11. E. Asselin
6. W. Shore
H. Mahoney
21. R. Ryan
17. C. Audet
R. Thoms
5. F. Kaine
15. A. Macdougall
14. B. Cleary
10. W. Rowe
12. R. Brodrick
18. P. Limoges
19. H. Tingle
20. S. Knox
15. G. St. Arnaud
4. J. DiGaspari

Flying Wing G. Cross
R. Walters
Half
G. Scott
D. Williamson
D. Bradley (Capt.)
Quarter
W. Tulk
Snap
L. Lane
Inside
R. Tulk
J. Flintoft
Middle
M. Bateman
G. Cooper
End
E. Parker
Alternates I. Hay
M. Robinson
N. Schoch
Ml
P. Boyle
R. Lindsay
E. Udall
in
M. Gibeau
D. Savage

2
5
3
4

6
7
8
9
10
11
12
14

15
16
17
18
19
20
21

THE McGILL GAME

There was no first half lassitude in this game. Bishop’s
lost the toss, and were confronted with a strong opposing
wind in the first quarter. Norsworthy, the kicker for the
freshmen, with a very favourable gale behind him, was able
to better Radley Walters’ kicking, and in the first part of
the quarter McGill advanced slowly down the field. Ob
taining an advantageous position Norsworthy tried for a
rouge, however, his kick went into touch after travelling
only about twenty yards. Bishop’s then took the ball and
drove the Redmen back a fair distance. Once again in pos
session of the ball Norsworthy failed in a second attempt
for a rouge, and the quarter ended without further anxiety.

In the second quarter Bishop’s had the wind. However,
McGill kicked across the Bishop’s line, and had it not been
for a fine piece of running on the part of Ian Hay they
would have scored a point. The rest of the quarter was
Bishop’s all the way. After a steady advance Merritt Bate
man streaked round left end for a spectacular gain which
finished upon the McGill ten-yard line. A short gain by
Walters brought the goal line even nearer, and Cross smashed
through for a Bishop’s touchdown. The convert failed as
Bishop’s were penalized for holding. The purple and white
contingent took the ball after the kick-off and launched
another attack. Udall caught a beautiful pass from Walters
for a first down, and on the kick Walters forced the Red
team back to within five yards of their goal line as the
half ended.

Bishop's chose the wind for the third quarter, and re
ceived the McGill kick-off. Bishop’s failed to make yards,
and McGill took the ball. Ian Hay fumbled a tricky kick
from Norsworthy’s boot, but fortunately Walters recov
ered. Immediately afterwards Walters’ kick was blocked
and Hay returned the compliment by falling on the loose
ball. After this threat to their supremacy Bishop’s pushed
down the field, and Merritt Bateman again made a sensa
tional bolt round left end carrying the ball twenty-five
yards for a touchdown. Scott succeeded in converting, and
Bishop's led 11-0. McGill kicked off and succeeded in
holding Bishop's in their own territory until Norsworthy
sent a kick over the line and Scott was rouged for McGill’s
only point. Just before the end of the quarter Gordie
Cooper was injured and had to be carried off the field.
In the final quarter McGill had the wind. They drove
the Bishop’s team back, and a major offensive on the part
of the Redmen was cut short when Hay snagged one of
Norsworthy’s passes and raced up to centre field. Bradley,
Scott and Bateman advanced the ball to the McGill tenyard line, and after an attempted field goal, followed by an
equally fruitless try for a rouge Scott went around left end
and made the third Bishop’s touchdown. McGill made
valiant last minute stab, but failed to score as the game
ended in a 16-1 victory for Bishop’s.
McGill
H. Norsworthy Flying Wing
Quarter
E. Turcot
D. Russell
Inside
Half
W. Edge
E. Cullen
H. Finley
Outside
Half
*7. A. Morrison
Middle
*8. G. Woods
Inside
9. D. Chown
10. C. Stacey
Outside
11. A. Lemuserier
Half
*12. T. Postans
Snap
*13. T. Seagram
Outside
*14. S. Gibson
Middle
16. T. Davies
J. Thomson
Outside
E. Kydd
Middle
20. G. Jackson
Inside
*22. W. Hess
Middle
*23. J. Simpson
Inside
25. D. Kerr
* Starting Line-up.
Bishop's line-up same as for Loyola game.

1.
*2.
*3.
4.

(Continued on page 40)
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Athletic activities, like everything else, have this year
been somewhat hampered by "the state of war that exists
in Europe”. "Somewhere in France” battalions of men arc
fighting, somewhere in the quad, the O.T.C, is drilling,
and somewhere on the football field a handful of players
are making a valiant effort to assemble a team of fit calibre
to beat Loyola. The very fact that they have only four
practices a week (most of which are sparsely attended be
cause of "labs”, O.T.C., etc.) gives us a fair idea of the
odds against which the squad is battling. Yes, everyone has
forgotten that "the Battle of Waterloo was won on the
playing fields of Eton”, and that perhaps some major offen
sive of the present conflict might just as easily find the
origin of its success on the modest little Bishop’s gridiron.
However, conditions arc not as critical as might be ex
pected. Our chief asset lies in our excellent coach. Archie
Cruikshank, one time Westward half-back, is handling the
team, and from all reports his work leaves nothing to be
desired. We are sure his efforts will be rewarded, and we
extend to him a hearty welcome and the best of luck. We
have lost some material through graduation and war. Pete
Greenwood, last year’s captain and general handy-man on
the team, has been lured into higher company by Doug
Kerr, coach of McGill seniors. His loss will be a marked
one, but it only goes to show the type of players that Bish
op’s turn out. Besides Pete we have lost John Starnes and
Conrad Noel, Jim Bredin, and Lou Smith who has answered
the marshal call. To counteract our losses we have some
new talent in D. Williamson, M. Robinson. R. Lindsay and
D. Savage. George Cross has come to live in this year, and
in view of his past experience will be a great asset to the
team. Ed. Parker, unable to play last year because of in
juries, and Milt. Gibeau, who has returned to Bishop’s after
a year’s absence, are both a welcome strength. And finally
we have last year’s veterans Waldo Tulk, Tubby Lane, Ray
Tulk, Jim Flintoft, Merritt Bateman, Line Magor, Radley
Walters, Ian Hay, Nick Schoch, Eddie Udall, Gordie Coop
er and Geoff Scott, both of whom turned out after some
necessary persuasion. Among these veterans there is one
who must not be forgotten, namely, Doug Bradley, this
year’s captain and quarter-back. In view of his fine work
last year we are expecting great things for the coming season.

THE LOYOLA GAME
For weeks before this game reports spread about the
gargantuan team Bishop’s would have to face. The papers
carried long-winded "blurbs” stressing the invincibility of
Tomeko's Torturers. Their size, speed and efficiency were
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discussed, and there were photographs to match. The re
sult was that we were under the impression that Loyola had
an extremely powerful team and would prove pretty tough
opponents for Cruikshank’s Crushers.
The opening quarter of the game made us think our
supposition would be true. Our boys were definitely not
playing the football they were worthy of. Asselin, Loyola’s
quarter-back, led an attack down the field, and kicked to
gain a strategic position. After a fumble by Bishop’s, Loy
ola cook the ball and scored a rouge for the first point of
the game. But more heartbreaks were yet to come. Pare,
Loyola’s powerful captain, caught a pass, and strode down
the field until Doug Bradley brought him down a little too
close to our goal line for comfort. Things grew even less
comfortable when Asselin continued the attack and scored
a touchdown for Loyola. This was converted much to the
sorrow of Bishop's team and supporters. In the second
quarter Loyola scored another point making things look
blacker than ever. Our team just wasn’t functioning. The
faces of the spectators pointed to a strong Loyola supremacy.
But the second half saw a new Bishop’s team come onto
the field. There was plenty of fight in this newly awakened
team. Magor, Flintoft and Bateman in turn smashed through
the Loyola defences for large gains, but we missed scoring
by a fair margin, and Loyola succeeded in staving off the
savage attack. But the scene had changed. Loyola was now
battling for every yard. The purple and white team was
not the same awkward machine of the first half. Loyola
was held to a standstill in their own territory, and one
could hear the spectators saying "that’s more like it.” The
highlight came towards the end of the last quarter when
Ed. Parker intercepted a Loyola pass, and passed to Geoff
Scott who advanced the ball to within 15 yards of the
Loyola goal line. Successive bucks by Bateman and Cross
brought the ball extremely close to the "promised land”,
and with only a few minutes to go Lincoln Magor hurtled
over the line to score a sensational touchdown. Geoff Scott
converted bringing us within two points of the Loyola total.
Bishop's made a desperate effort to score again, hut the old
enemy Time was against us. The game ended with Loyola
an 8-6 victor.
It was unfortunate that Bishop's did not play up to
their standard in the first half. However, the team was a
little nervous, and handicapped by so few practices were
not quite sure of themselves. But watch your local news
paper for the Loyola vs. Bishop’s game in Montreal—then
you will see something!
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predict a successful year.
1939 will go down in history as the year of Hitler's
Blitzkrieg in Poland and the year that lightning tried its
best to destroy one of the spruce trees in Dr. Call s garden.
It did a fairly good job. However, the tree is still standing
and if all goes well we suppose Poland will be too.
We believe the New Arts American has made yet an
other conquest . . . ’'Fibber” seems at a loose end this
year . . . The other day we bolted thunderstruck — a
divinity student has joined the ranks of exhibitionists who

(Continued from page 9)
terms: "The highest universality is also the highest individ
uality. It is in the most perfect union of the universal and
the individual that the essence of an historically important
personality consists. It follows that the statesman who wills
the universal—that is to say. the State, is not only the organ
or instrument of the State: he is the State; he is, in the
instant of his activity, so thoroughly identified with it, that
it is active and conscious of itself in him and in his being.
The above quotation covers and illuminates much of the
development of Germany in the nineteenth century and
during the Nazi regime. It covers the legal theory which
found in the person of the monarch the bearer of the au
thority of the State. It covers the career of Bismarck, the
minister provided by the Zeitgeist for the monarch. It
covers the coming and the triumph of Herr Hitler, the
leader whom, when the monarch was gone, the Volksgeist
found for itself, and in whom it "recognized itself." How
completely these political theories have been pressed into
the service of Nazi doctrine is indicated in the words of a
Nazi leader: "We thank the eternal God, our wonderful
Fate, for this, in which we find immeasurable happiness,
that he sent to us Adolph Hitler, the saviour; Adolph Hit
ler, the fighter; Adolph Hitler, the German hero, that he
’redeemed’ Germany."
We arc now in a position to see how Nazi doctrine has
added the strain of German Romanticism to the Fascist
stream of ideas which we have seen fed by currents of
thought flowing from Hegel, Nietzsche, Bergson, Sorel and
Pareto. We have seen that this German strain is indepen
dent of the peculiar doctrines of Nietzsche, and is derived
from the trend and general character of the Romantic
theories of Germany. The leader and his following belong
to the primitive legends of the early Germanic tribe and
the doctrine of heroic personality is steadily and deeply
imbedded in the history of German thought from the end
of the eighteenth century to the present day. By its use of
the myth with its assumed Folk-person and its Volksgeist,
National Socialism endeavours to justify itself as being in
the direct line of legitimate development of German political
thought, and to identify its leader, Hitler, with the heroic

THE MITRE
wear mustaches. . . . We hear Lester Tomlinson seriously
thought of wearing his skiis at the beginning of this month
. . . We see the Freshman year has presented us with one
more Darby and Joan.
Somehow we feel a change here this year; a dullness, a
sobriety. There seems to be a spirit of less play and more
work in the air. It is going to be a hard year; a year of
constant and neverending plugging. We wish you all dur
ing the coming months the very best of luck. Au Revoir.
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Exchanges
Since the last issue of The Mitre was published in June,
an overwhelmingly large assortment of school and college
magazines and papers have been received by the Exchange

Department. In fact, they arc so numerous, that we have

not been able to look them all over, but, of necessity, have
been obliged to concentrate on a limited number of publi
cations which gave promise of yielding something of in

leader of Teutonic antiquity.
We now see clearly the difference of origins in modern
Nazi Germany and Communist Russia. Lenin had the clear
cut philosophy of Marx to build his new state upon, but
when Hitler brought about the National Socialist regime
he had no such compact philosophy on which to build in
Germany. He therefore appealed to the old Germanic myths
of the leader and his following, and directed the nation’s
loyalty to one central figure—himself. In the development
of his doctrine and method he appears as an admirer and
pupil of Mussolini; that is why it is hard to distinguish in
some respects between Nazi and Fascist doctrine. In Russia
today the present dictator Stalin appears as a sinister but
comparatively unknown figure, directing Communist pol
icy as it were from behind the scenes, but the emphasis is
laid upon the system rather than upon its leader. In the
Nazi doctrine the leader is the central figure and Hitler
has built up the new German faith on the old German
idealism of race and blood and the ’’divinely appointed su
premacy of the Germanic spirit." He held out to a country
war-worn and humiliated, reduced to a third-rate power by
the treaty of Versailles, crippled in money, distracted dur
ing the brief period of the Republic by the strife of party
faction, economic confusion and unemployment, the vision
of a Totalitatstaat—"a people of one blood, one party, one
thought, one rythm, marching as one man to its appointed
goal of racial purity, cultural uniformity, political solidar
ity, economic unity and military power.” In the above
quotation we have the core of the Nordic myth expressed
in Hitler’s own bombastic terms, hut the myth itself was
not, as we have seen, the invention of Hitler. It had already
been elaborated by Gobineau. Also, Hegel and Treitschke
had propounded the theory of race-purity, of the conquer
ing people, and of the essential superiority of the Teuton.
Hitler added to all these the "blood and iron” theory of
Bismarck and the fantastic conception of Nietzsche’s
"blond beast”, and he has dangled the compound before
the fascinated eyes of the German people until they have
apparently become completely hypnotized by it and believe
"the myth" to be fact.

terest to Bishop's students, in view of the present war situ
ation, which has changed university life to a considerable
extent.
Naturally, the first question which suggested itself was,
"What are the students of other universities doing to sup
port Canada's effort in the war against Hitlerism?” The
answer to this query may be found in the current issues of
college publications such as the "McGill Daily", the
"Queen's Journal”, and the "Manitoban’, several numbers
of which we have on hand. We learn that, at all these uni
versities, O. T. C. contingents have been greatly enlarged
as compared with those of previous years. U. of T. leads
the Dominion in this respect with over a thousand enlisted
members and the prospect of many more men joining the
ranks. McGill and Queen's also have large turnouts. Special
training in branches of the fighting services other than the
infantry will be offered to the men of these units who de
sire it. At Queen's, there is even talk of forming an Air
Force unit.

As contrasted with the bewildered excitement which
prevailed in and about Canada's universities at the outbreak
of war in 1914, an air of quiet determination is found on
the various campuses this fall. McGill, Queen's and U. of
Manitoba have set up advisory boards in order to help stu
dents to place themselves in a position to help the country
in the capacity for which each individual is most suited.
Both the faculties and the student bodies, as well as the local
military and welfare authorities are represented on these
boards. It is realized by the government and by university
leaders, that in the trying times which we are likely to
encounter in the months to come, there will be an ever
increasing need for university men and women in every
branch of war service work. To supply this need, every
effort is being made to provide the opportunity for special
training, military or otherwise, for all students, so that they
may offer their help if the need arises. With this end in view,
students are strongly advised not to commit themselves to
any service outside the university, since it is thought that
they could be of greater use if their efforts were directed by
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the advisory boards set up for that purpose. This attitude
is well illustrated in the excerpt from Principal Wallace’s
welcoming address to the student body quoted in the
Queen's Journal": "It is the wish of the government that,
for the present, the men of Queen's should carry tin, and
become more competent in order that they may give greater
service later if they arc needed." The spirit which is re
quired of university men and women at this critical time
is described by Principal Douglas, in a short greeting to
students, published in the "McGill Daily”: "A courageous,
frank, and. withal, cheerful facing of the facts, united with
a gay determination to carry on with the serious business
of life, is one of the attributes of university men. It must
be yours.”
As regards the technical facilities which the universities
are able to offer Canada in her war effort, research labora
tories and personnel arc bring mobilized for war work, and
science students are being urged to carry on with their
courses, since it is considered likely that demands may be
made upon them in their professional capacities. This will
probably be of interest to those here at Bish. "who are not",
to quote one of our eminent professors, "following a short
cut to a degree”.

But enough of wars and rumours of wars. A healthy
share of the brighter side of life may be found in "Nu
cleus”, a magazine published by the students of Natal Uni
versity College. The jokes, humorous stories and cartoons
in the present issue are well worth looking over.
From "The Bates Student", we learn of a novel type of
debate, in which members of the University of Southern
California and of Bates' College, Lewiston, Maine, recently
participated. It seems that the speeches for both sides were
electrically recorded and then sent to a local broadcasting
station to be sent out over the air. Here, surely, is real
argumentative enthusiasm! Incidentally, Bates' is going to
debate Bishop’s sometime next month.

The editors of "The Leopardess”, from Queen Mary
College, are to be congratulated on turning out a good
magazine with an unusual and attractive cover design. We
gather from the editorial that they, like us of the Mitre,
have some difficulty in securing material for their publica
tion. The appeal from the editor for that necessary item
might well apply to students here at Bishop's.
As usual, the "Stonyhurst Magazine” is a very credit
able production, featuring some excellent snapshots of
(Continued on page 46)
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Notes and Comments

INSERT
K LINK?
A well planned Will forms a chain of protec
tion to an estate and its beneficiaries. Yet the
strength of this chain may be impaired by the
inclusion of one weak link — the selection of
an inexperienced Executor or Trustee

Corporate Executorship will eliminate such
possible weakness.
naming SHERBROOKE TRUST COM
PANY as Executor of or Trustee under your
Will your Estate will benefit through the com
bined judgment and experience of our Board

WILLIE POWER

It has been the custom of all writers of this column,
coming back from eating the bread of idleness during the
summer holidays, to pause briefly to strike a note of amaze
ment at the amount of work done by the sub-staff during
their absence. Frankly we can’t see any changes to greet
us on our return this year, but we feel that this is, perhaps,
a step in the right direction. In this changing world it is
pleasant to find Bishop’s unchanged, unsullied by the march
of progress. Leave us our old lecture rooms, the drafty
windows, our tattered gowns, our wailing plumbing. Give
us at least time to become reconciled to the new bridge.
The annual Introduction Dance took place on Wednes
day night, October 4. The merry-makers were welcomed
by Dr. and Mrs. McGreer. Some thirty-five Freshmen and
fourteen Freshettes attended, as well as many students and
friends of the college. Dancing ended all too soon for
many at midnight.

weak spots in the enemy’s armour.
On Thanksgiving Day a group of students, under the
watchful eyes of Professors Yarrill, Kuehner and Langford,
scaled the slopes of Mount Orford. In spite of the chilly
weather they had a great time. Those who were so inclined
brought back biological specimens to study at their leisure
in the lab. Elsewhere in this issue are two photos of our
mountaineers in their element.

The first Freshman debate took place in the Common
Room on Friday, October 6. It was held before the Pep
Rally and a large audience gathered to hear Apps, Penfield,
and Rubec successfully uphold the affirmative of the weighty
question as to whether "The sole aim of a Freshman’s life
was to oblige the Seniors.” Pine, Van Horn, and Watson
argued well for the negative. It remained for one of these
Freshmen debators to explain to us the role of a Senior in
the scheme of things at Bishop’s.

Other social activities around the college found the
Parchesi Club and their rivals from the Old Arts, the
Frothblowers, at grips after the McGill game. Many grad
uate members of both societies were on hand to help carry
on the traditions. After a joint meeting in the Georgian
both clubs ajourned in a body to Sherbrooke, where several
of the party were tendered a civic reception.

"A Senior exists,” according to this earnest debator,
'to point out the pitfalls in the life of a Freshman.” Choose
your pitfalls Seniors! Here comes the class of ’42.

The Pep Rally which was held the night before the
Loyola game was a huge success. We received unexpected
confirmation of this later while speaking to a milkman who
somehow got mixed up in the snake dance in Lennoxville.
He claimed that we had not left a door unopened in our
efforts to make it a success, in fact he claimed that we had
not left him a door at all.

At this same Pep Rally "Gibby” Stairs played his new
Victory March”. It is not strictly a march at all, being
sung to the tune of a popular polka of this last summer,
which extolls the virtues of beer as a means of keeping a
party from dying a slow death. We predict the song will
be added to our growing list of popular college ditties.
Although we were beaten by Loyola hopes run high for
a victory during the week-end of the twenty-eighth. We
know our adversary now, and our appraising has shown

And SO we triumphed against the Reds in one of the
most exciting games played here for a long time. After
wards there was a well-attended tea-dance. This event,
which was held in the gym, was a good spot to restore
circulation after the chill of the afternoon. We thought
that the orchestra was a great improvement over the rec
ords of last year and hope that those in charge of future
tea-dances will take our observation as the general concen
sus of opinion.

Among those down for the McGill week-end were
"Dit” Mills, "Fog” Patterson and "Hooker" Starnes and
others. Pete "Bouncer” Greenwood arrived on Sunday in
time to make the most sensational play of the week-end.
That forward pass in the dining room brought cheers from
all who witnessed it except those who were in the line of fire.

Talking of war. the O. T. C. got its first taste of what
war conditions might be like when it carried out a tacti
cal scheme last Sunday. After a parade to Divine service
during the morning in the college chapel, where Dr. Mc
Greer gave a fine sermon on the duties of a soldier of Christ,
the corps ate lunch in the college dining room. That after
noon they proceeded to act as the advance-guard for a
regiment. I know I speak for the corps when I express my
thanks to Lt.-Col. L. L. M. Watson, Major J. W. Barrie,
and Captain H. G. Sangster for their kindness in attending
the exercise and offering their experience for the benefit of
us all.
The Glee Club, under Sid Meade, extends an invitation
to all interested in singing, to attend the meetings on
Thursday night after supper in the ante dining room. We
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son (one of the better lines Kipling might have written).
To be for ever surrounded by an atmosphere which is alien
to one’s nature but which is prescribed for one by custom,
is not likely to improve one as a member of the human
family; in fact it is a miracle that such a thing as society
exists at all considering the falsity and abuse to which its
component elements continually subject themselves. There
is only one true emotion held in common by the whole race
of men; the ecstasy in doing absolutely nothing. Were there
not this common bond, we should all be forever wanting
to do something more. Each of us would be a potential
cause of thwarted desire to the rest, and those few frail

tics, such as love and friendship, which help to keep human
ity intact would be rent asunder more completely than they
arc to-day in a whirlwind of competitive activity.
And so if the mountain won’t come to you, don’t you
go to it; just ask yourself what you wanted with the moun
tain in the first place, and if your answer is as stupid as I
expected it would be, forget the whole thing. Rome wasn’t
built in a day, but it probably could have been; so don’t
fret over that which is left undone; you have your whole
life in which to do your life’s work, and if it isn’t done
when you pull down the lid on your grave, it’s no longer
any concern of yours.
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That Swing!
Gentlemen, you have all at one lime or another heard

what today is popularly known as Swing. You have even
heard over radio and gramophone some of the leading artists,
such as Benny Goodman, Tommy Dorsey, and Artie Shaw.
You have no doubt danced to the local bands, and some
times you may even go so far as to appreciate the music

rendered. You have discussed peacefully and otherwise the
merits of one player as compared with another, marching
band with band, instrument with instrument. There is

without doubt a fascination, a thrill, in the modern jazz

Autumn
There is a lonely woman,
Autumn is her name,
Who in the drowsy hours
Into the woodland came
With reddened cheeks and eyes ablaze
And robed in majesty;
And she came softly calling.
Calling, calling,
And she came softly calling
Appealingly to me.
I heard the voice of Autumn
Whisper tenderly,
And touched her lonely bosom
In silent ecstasy.
But it was cold and passionless,
And suddenly I knew
That she was slowly dying,
Dying, dying,
That she was slowly dying;
So quickly I withdrew.

Where branches intermingle
In a strange embrace,
There lurks a secret sorrow
Upon the woodland’s face,
For Autumn with her loveliness
Is dying wearily,
And withered leaves are falling,
Falling, falling,
And withered leaves are falling,
From every ragged tree.
Leon Adams

that was only shared by our forefathers so many years ago
when they wore loincloths and stamped in time to a tom

tom. It is that appeal to our natures, which has but
slightly changed since those days so long past, that makes

the music have a meaning for us. I am glad that Beethoven
and Bach cannot hear it—they would turn over in their
graves.
Why is it, then, that so few people play any form of
musical instrument, if music incurs so much popular inter
est? Is it that they just don’t want to be bothered? Or
is it that they lack the necessary funds to procure such an
instrument as they would like to play? I think probably
the first. I bought a banjo for twenty-five dollars, a guitar
for eight, a trombone for nineteen, and a trumpet for ten.
My brother got a set of drums for twenty-five; and every
one of those instruments has paid for itself many times
over in the fun we’ve had. I think it is probably the dread
of practising scales that keeps most people from music; yet
it was only a nutter of a week on any of my instruments
before I could play the ordinary jazz sheet-music. And I
am no exception to the rule.

It is surprising to find how many fellows cannot make
their own music. Even in Montreal, there seem few to
make up an amateur band. My own experience is in a fourpiece orchestra, where none can play even better than aver
age. We write our own parts from the piano music, and
have a tremendous amount of fun. Even playing ’’Red
River Valley" at country barn dances is fun. Everywhere
one goes, if he takes an instrument with him, he can be
sure of having a great deal of amusement. It is so rare to
find someone who can play a tune on anything but the piano
that few people even know the sounds of various instru
ments by themselves.
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Of course, the simplest instruments are often the best.
There's nothing that can ever take the place of the good old
mouthorgan, with perhaps a "tin whistle” as a duet. Wher
ever you go, a mouthorgan can be carried in your pocket.
It will play any music written, and provides its own ac
companiment if played properly. It costs from twenty-five
cents up, yet how many people play one? Not many. Tin
whistles can give wonderful close harmony, sometimes not
intentionally perhaps, but nevertheless good; and when
combined with a mouthorgan for body can give forth some
really "hot stuff”. The only trouble is that most tin
whistles (Flageolets to you) are not in tune with most
tnouthorgans—but that proves to be the least of worries.
The old faithful, base of every orchestra, is the piano.
There is an instrument which is a whole band in itself,
supplying its parts with exact timing. Nothing sounds bet
ter than a well-played piano. Playing chords, with instru
ments sounding the melody, it forms a first-rate back
ground. On the other hand, there is nothing so monoton
ous as listening to a beginner practise. It is probably that
which keeps most people non-players. Those "cat-calls”
from the next house, while sounding quite plausible to the
person engaged in performing, are not the most restful
sounds; and according to some, scare away even the animals
whose sounds they are supposed to represent. A saxaphone
is the most wonderful and awe-inspiring of instruments
when in the hands of a beginner, and for the first two days
would put a ghost to flight. But there is nothing quite up
to the slide trombone’s standard in connection with a
"razzberry”. I speak from experience.
The greatest and longest lasting type of music is such
as the large symphony orchestras play; it is known by ickies
and jitterbugs as "Longhaired stuff". Even they will listen
to some piece as played by a good orchestra in majestic
fashion. There must be something in it, because whereas
a jazz tunc lasts three months, that music has lasted hun
dreds of years. But to sound well, this type of music is
best played by a great number of musicians. Even the pop
ular tunes sound excellent played by a big band. But since
most groups arc small, popular tunes make wonderful music
to play. Even two instruments can "give” with plenty
of rhythm. Why, therefore, don’t you try music of some
form? You have seen how much fun others get through
their instruments, be they jew’s harp, mouthorgan, or tuba.
Perhaps you have never thought about the matter? Well,
think about it now.

THE
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The Importance of

Loafing

Years of living have taught me a few things which I
would like to pass on to you young chaps still in the col
legiate stage of life. Of course, your training at college
will force you to doubt every word I say and to go searching
for authorities and such things in an effort to make
your reading of the article academically legal. Let me say
beforehand, however, that the importance of loafing is a
topic to which too few writers have had either the inclina
tion or the honesty to devote themselves, for led on by a
popular fallacy they have concentrated on the fruitfulness
of hard work and all the good things it is supposed to do
to one. Loafing is an art which we of the Occident have
forever failed to appreciate: our literature contains none of
it, we ourselves affect to shun it, custom bars us from it,
while life passes us by groping, as we are, among the myths
and monstrous shapes of a warped philosophy.
Let us this once, then, forget the authorities, our customs
, in fact everything but our own native, unadulterated
thoughts and feelings. Let us prove a point in our own
unorthodox but comfortable way of just allowing ourselves
to be convinced by offering no resistance, by letting our
glands do their own work without any of the customary
back-seat driving on the part of our brain. This will ensure
a sincere reaction, and, next to loafing in the art of living,
sincerity is of first importance, for the two are inseparable.
' He who works, irks; he who sleeps, reaps?' This quo
tation from myself (I say it without so much as raising an
eyebrow) is probably the wisest saying 1 have ever heard.
Of all the unnecessary ills with which our view of life has
inflicted us none is quite as objectionable and unnecessary
as the busy man. Going from place to place with a rapidity
as futile as it is annoying, he is in perpetual collision with
himself, and the result is a sort of two-in-one human being
which carries on a conversation by itself, to itself, and
about itself in a way which is hardly' less than anti-social.
With the world for a playground, he uses it as a stamping
ground for his inane activity, and insists upon adding co
its already over-full literary store one more success story,
the plot of which is always the same but whose central
character has not an equal in history.

Far be it from me to deny that if it weren’t for hard
work on the part of our ancestors as far back as the illus
trious Adam who delved his way to the rank of gentleman,
we shouldn’t be where we are to-day, Gn the contrary, I
am heartily in sympathy with this sentiment and hold that
we have nothing to blame for being where we are today but
the incessant activity of our forefathers. Had they gone
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through life instead of barging through it, had they never
done one day what they could have put off until the next,
had they, in essence, let Mother Earth do the carrying in
stead of trying to play the Atlas, we shouldn’t be obsessed
to-day with this wretched "do” complex, which is warping
our whole outlook on life and narrowing our appreciative
ability to accomplished facts, when it should envisage the
whole panorama of desires and dreams. The only really
worth-while accoutrements of our modern civilization are
the inventions of men who put comfort before accomplish
ment, who considered physical or mental activity in any
sustained form as degrading, and who took for the hero and
master of their trade the inventor of the bed. The two
most illustrious pupils of this school of invention were
Savery and Potter, the inventors of the steam pump and
the automatic valve respectively, and probably the two laz
iest men who ever Lived. Savery, faced with the doubtful
pleasure of supplying himself with water from a well by
means of a hand pump, sat down on the nearest rock and
waited for something to happen inside his head which would
e
r move this physical barrier between himself and a good
afternoon's nap. The result was the steam pump, the herald
of a glorious era of muscular immobility. Unfortunately,
other men, as other men always will, began to see possibil
ities in Savery's machine which savoured of a lot of hard
work for someone. This someone turned out to be Hum
phrey' Porter, a lad of intelligence with a flair for taking it
easy, whose task it was to open and close the valves which
these other men had tacked on co Savory’s modest but ef
fective little engine. Being able to stand just so much of
this sort of thing and no more, Humphrey rigged up an
arrangement of strings and other nearby objects whereby
the valves did their own dirty work while he lay on his
back and wondered what kept the clouds from falling
down. Here we might pay tribute to Sir Isaac Newton
who had enough sense to discover all about things falling
down by sitting under a tree and waiting for them to do
so, instead of by Hinging himself on the ground from high
places in a foolhardy, fanatical sort of a way. Doing things
the hard way always sounds so bone-crushing and magnifi
cent to the modem ear, but if Newton could corner gravity
by sitting under a tree, I fail to see why we have to exert
ourselves so violently to make our small contributions to
posterity.

Industry, like anything else unnatural, is not conta
gious, but if you can stay awake when all about you arc
fast asleep and blaming you, then you’re not a man, my
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Television
The greater number of us today are still wondering
what this thing called "Television” is all about. Why isn’t
it perfected? What are the chief difficulties? Is it lack of
sponsors, or is it lack of money, or is it both? Or what is it?
Almost daily the newspapers boast a column headed
something to the effect that "Television is just around the
corner." Somehow it never seems to get around our corner.
This year set manufacturers are advertising television at
tachments on the 1940 models. Many people, unfortu
nately, have become convinced by this rather clever selling
idea that the sets are capable of receiving and reproducing
television video signals. This of course is an entirely false
idea. There is merely a plug-in attachment on the set
permitting reproduction of audio signals transmitted in
conjunction with the television video signals. A separate
receiver altogether is required for the reception of the tele
vision signals.

LACK HORSE
Canada’s Finest ALE

Made for five generations by the
Dowes Brewery, Montreal

When radio reception was first carried out on a com
mercial basis, improvements followed one another in close
procession. The public, having shown a decided interest
in this new development, played perhaps the most impor
tant part in encouraging engineers to bring radio up to the
stage of perfection it enjoys today. But radio reception is
still far from being perfect — one thing we still need is
static-free reception. Uncontrollable atmospheric conditions
are the chief reason why programs are relayed on leased
telephone lines rather than by means of special short wave
stations for the purpose.

It is quite easy to see that such stations would be far
more economical. Did you ever stop to think how many
thousands of miles of wire had to be rented to relay Jack
Benny’s program right to your local station? This program
used to originate in the Hollywood studios of the N.B.C.
network. From there it was carried all over the States on
wire, perhaps to as many as two hundred and fifty stations
or more, not to mention a goodly number of Canadian relay
points. Now, suppose that instead of relaying such pro
grams over countless miles of copper wire they were trans
mitted on short wave transmitters. Then the various stations
which do the rebroadcasting for the networks could pick
up the programs on short wave receivers; thus the expense
of renting relaying wires for the purpose would be saved.
It is really only during the past twenty years or so that
radio has been on an acceptable basis for the average home
owner. Undoubtedly many of us still remember the first
set the family ever bought. Even the largest, most expen
sive, and most complicated sets were nothing more than
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ordinary regenerative rigs, usually having four or five dials
which all had to be tuned together. The models that used
to cost anywhere from an hundred and fifty up, could to
day be built by the average amateur from parts out of his
junk box. If you asked him, he might make you one for
fifty cents or so. Since those days, however, rapid strides
have been made, and although radio is not yet perfect, it
is as near to being so as it will he for some time to come.
We, in our own time, have seen just how rapidly radio
has gone ahead. Now why hasn't television done the same
thing? It may surprise some of us to know that a television
receiver is essentially the same in construction as an ordi
nary radio. There are, however, two distinct differences.
Firstly, the television circuit is designed to work on far
shorter wavelengths than we ordinarily encounter in a radio
receiver. Secondly, the reproduction end of the set differs.
Instead of the usual loudspeaker we find a rather large and
comparatively complicated tube known as a "cathode ray
tube”. This tube is similar in shape to our ordinary electric
light bulb though much larger in size, the larger end being
flattened in order that it may be used as the picture repro
duction screen. The inside of the flattened portion is sprayed
with a thin layer of a particular compound which is visibly
sensitive to electrical impulses. On the completed product
it is spoken of as the fluorescent screen. It is on this screen
that the television signal finally acts and on which the sig
nals finally become visible in the form of a picture.
Up to the present time, television signals can only be
transmitted for a distance of approximately fifty miles, and
this distance only when the transmitting aerial is very high
and the country round about very level. The technical
reason for this is the fact that television signals are so short
in wavelength that a large portion of the transmitted pow
er leaves the aerial to fly off into space at a tangent to the
surface of the earth. It is therefore only those waves which
travel from the transmitter along the ground that are picked
up by the receiver. In other words, your television receiver
would have to be in sight of the transmitting studio. In
ordinary short wave transmissions, those waves that leave
the surface of the earth are reflected back by the ionosphere.
This is a layer, high above the surface of the earth, which
has the ability to reflect the ordinary radio waves back to
earth. Unfortunately the wave lengths used in television
transmissions have very poor reflection characteristics. In
short, very little of the transmitted power of the television
station is reflected back to the earth, in fact practically all
the power travels straight through this reflecting layer and
(Continued on page 40)
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Les Biens Solides
MARJORIE MORRISON

Ol' Tousan leant on his great wooden rake and gazed
about the fields that gently sloped towards the lakeside.
His meadow was certainly the best in all Megantic county.
The last loads of grain were being taken to the great white
washed barn on the hill. The field was bare and neat. Our
Ol’ Tousan had now finished going over the whole field
with his wooden rake. Every wisp of straw had been gath
ered and scarcely an oat was lost, for the grain had been
cut before it was quite ripe. Ol Tousan was satisfied. Very
soon now if they were careful this farm of two hundred
acres would belong to him and to his eldest son, Josepha.
Then they need never fear again, the land would be theirs
forever. Fifty years he had been paying for it but all that
would end this fall. He had been lucky to get the farm
when Tim Tom, an English farmer, decided to take his
family west. They were the only French in the valley
though many lived up on the Ranges. However, Les Cana
diens Anglais were friendly and he liked them well though
they were a strange people surely. But now the harvest was
over and tonight all their friends were coming to help them
celebrate. OP Tousan’s bright little eyes gleamed even
more brightly as he thought of the party, but they’d have
the big party, Tor’dieu!
However, he was not needed in the field so he would go
to the house. The lake and the distant hills shimmered
through the heat waves, and the blazing sun was murder
ous. The hill was steep, and when OP Tousan reached the
stone steps he sat on them watching his grandson, PaulEmile scaring the chickens which wandered freely around
the house. Suddenly he spoke sharply to the young boy,
"Parbleu, Paul, you throw away the good nails at the

chicks?” Picking up the bent nails he carefully placed them
in the barrel near the shed door, scolding the boy as he did.
One should waste nothing, and they must be careful, for
the payment had to be made in the fall for sure. If they
were careful, they would own the farm and never fear
again. Muttering to himself Ol' Tousan went into the clap
board house, with the horseshoe hung over the outside of
the door and the crucifix over the inside.

OP Tousan had never taken a chance on anything; he
had never even before he could walk. He was not like Les
Canadiens Anglais who took great risks. All his life he had
feared lest he should lose possession of what he already had
and he had been cautious. The land meant life, and he and
his people were land hungry. The land had made them
cowards, as a beloved wife, who through her love, makes a
coward of the husband who adores her, makes him cautious
and afraid to take a chance.
That evening the Tousans were entertaining the whole
valley. People had come from as far away as the Seventh
Range and the Bennett Settlement. Gabriel Pinette and ten
of his family, their nearest neighbours Danby Poudier with
his four pretty daughters, Ol Madame Prevenche, the weal
thiest widow in all Upper Ireland, the Houle family who
had brought their home-made musical instruments, and
whose presence made any party a success. Then there were
a few English neighbours Beamus Amedon, Jack Mack,
who had the strongest voice in the county and could be
heard across the lake even with the wind against him. With
him was Theophilus Nuff who made the best maple syrup
in Megantic country, and perhaps in Beauce county too.
The only other Englishman was Orphy Nugent who always
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argued about politics with OP Tousan, the only Frenchman
he liked. The others he never referred to as anything but
"one of the natives”. But Ol' Tousan had delighted him
since he first argued with him. They had met at a party
and Orpheny, disgusted at Ol' Tousan’s worship of Tasche
reau, had said, "By the great bear's blood, Tousan, you'd
think to hear you talk that Taschereau was God!”
"Non, maybe not, but Taschereau, he’s young yet." And
though Taschereau’s picture no longer hung in the front
parlour of the Tousan home, the old man was still loyal
to him, and he and Orphy still argued.

toe were amputated the boy would die. Ol' Tousan looked
very grave when he heard what that would cost, for he
could not spare the money. They drove home slowly; the
old man deep in thought. He could not part with the
money that might save the life of his favourite grandson.
The money was there at home, in the stocking, but it must
go to pay for the farm. And he had already lent him money
so that an Englishman might not get the farm, and that
had to be repaid also. Thus the old man thought as they
drove, but there was never a change of expression on his
wizened brown face,

Alphonse Frechette, a storekeeper from St. Ferdinand
d’Halifax, three miles away, had suggested that the dancing
start; so Telesphore Houle got out his violin and his sister
seated herself at the old piano. Before long everyone, young
and old, was dancing and the tunes could be heard clearly
across the lake, and the shouts and squeals of delight. Soon
Ol' Tousan called Paul-Emile to him and the boy went to
the great trapdoor on one side of the room, and propping
it up disappeared into the cellar. Everyone knew that he
had gone to fetch the wine, and they finished oft the dance
with renewed energy. Then beneath them they heard a
great splintering of glass and a yelp front the boy. Not
only had he cut himself but broken a bottle of wine as
well. But more wine was fetched, dandelion, chokecherry
and beet wine, and nothing was said to the boy. Food and
drink were to Tousan and his people as running water, and
their hospitality to their friends was known throughout the
district. They delighted in parties and would never once
consider the cost. For food was not considered one of "les
biens solides’’ and was given freely. Tousan and his wife
would welcome a guest who stayed with them for a month
and wish him to stay longer, but he could not take with
him as a gift so much as a rusty nail or an old pair of
blankets. "Les biens solides,” the joy of possession and the
fear of losing what he already had were ever with Ol' Tou
san and with his people also.

When they readied the farm, Josepha came out to meet
them and all three went into the kitchen, Paul-Emile lying
on the couch at one side. Ol' Tousan talked to his son for
a minute and then disappeared into the hack shed. Mean
while Josepha had brought some wine for his son who drank
eagerly all the while watching the door for his grandfather.
The wine had brought colour to his cheeks and brightness
to his eyes, but he was silent as he saw Ol' Tousan come
into the room towards him, only his eyes widened as he saw
the hatchet in the old man’s hand. With scarcely a glance
at the boy, Tousan stooped, and while Josepha held the foot
on the floor, he examined the infected to. Quickly drawing
the skin back from the joint, he struck one sharp blow.
The skin slipped down again and covered the spot where
the toe had been. Tousan straightened up and glanced
sharply at Paul-Emile who was still held by his father. The
pain and shock had sickened the boy but he had not once
cried out and now he lay on the couch weak and giddy.
Joseph watched him with no apparent emotion and then
turned away. Soon the ordinary life of the household was
resumed; Paul-Emile’s foot being an object of interest to
his brothers and sisters.

The next day Paul-Emile was lame and the cut on his
big toe which he had got the night before was swollen and
inflamed. Ol' Tousan was still the head of the house though
his son was forty, and the boy was brought for his inspec
tion. The wound grew worse and Ol' Tousan took him
over the Seventh Range to St. Adele where old Dr. Senois
lived. Gangrene had set in the doctor said and unless the

Everyone agreed that Ol’ Tousan had done the only
possible thing. If it had been his own foot he would have
cut off the toe with no regard for his own suffering, and
they knew it. Once he had pried out a double tooth with
a nail so that no money need be spent. All his life he had
used his body as he would a machine in the service of the
land and could view his own pain as impersonally as he
viewed the suffering of his horses or even of his wife. His
own hardship or those of his family were unimportant
when compared with the dream that he might one day leave
to his sons his houses and land—les bien solides!
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If the straight razor is decided upon the procedure is
very simple and straightforward. The razor is opened to
an angle of about two hundred and seventy degrees and
the blade is rubbed briskly back and forth over the pigskin
strop, one end of which is held in the left hand and the
other fastened to the wall. Most satisfactory results are
obtained if this is done with a rhythmic motion and it is
suggested that the best method of achieving this is for the
user softly to whistle "The Farmer in the Dell in an al
legretto movement.
The razor is now grasped firmly in one hand with the
thumb and little finger on the under side and the blade
held at an acute angle to the face. It is then moved down
wards, at the same time drawing it slightly forward. This
action is repeated until eventually an absence of soap will
indicate that operations have been completed on that side
of the face. This whole process having been repeated on
the opposite side the moustache is then removed and this
phase of the process has been completed.
If the choice has fallen to the safety razor the method
of sharpening will depend on the sub-type to which that
particular specimen may belong. If the blade is doubleedged the most satisfactory procedure will be to use a new
one or, failing that, to rub an old one on the inside of a
glass tumbler. If it has but a single edge it will best be
sharpened on a specially constructed strop which is usually
purchased with the razor. The more expensive hybrid razor
is usually accompanied by a refined form of grindstone
which is contained in the case, and over which the blade is
moved hurriedly to-and-fro by means of an intricate at
tachment on the handle.
The sharpening having proved reasonably successful,
the actual shaving is proceeded with in much the same

manner as with the straight razor. The instrument is moved
over the face in a similar way but in this case the blade
must be held at a right-angle to the skin to give the most
satisfactory results. A common practice, too. with the
safety razor is to relather the face and proceed to shave
again, this time moving the razor from the bottom to the
cop. While this may also be done with the straight razor
the beginner is strongly advised to constrain himself in this
attempt for the result almost invariably proves disastrous.
With the major portion of the beard removed the third
and final stage may be entered upon. It is most desir
able the face should again be rinsed with warm water
special attention being paid to the neck and the interior of
the ears. This may be followed by an application of cold
water in order to close the pores of the skin. If the opera
tive is not in immediate need of material attention he may
help to stop the bleeding from minor lacerations by apply
ing a stick of alum to the wounds, and if this fails, he may
find that a piece of moistened cigarette paper will suffice.
To the portions of his skin remaining intact he may apply
an after-shave lotion, following this with a dusting of
scented talcum powder, fondly claimed by makers to pos
sess the nebulous quality of a "real masculine odour". Thus
the whole operation is completed.
Like starvation and marriage, shaving must be under
gone before it can be appreciated. All that can be success
fully transferred into words is the purely mechanical aspect
of the operation. The mental and emotional reactions ac
companying this process are, perhaps, better left untold.
The beginner, once the first thrill of soaping his face has
worn off, will discover them for himself, together with the
knowledge that the one sure way of learning to shave is
by trial and error.

God Is My Strength
God is my strength—He underlies my life,
My soul, though mine, lies passive in His Hand;
God talks with me and gives me peace in strife,
And in His light I walk and understand.

God is my friend, He shapes and moulds my will;
God, my physician, probes and cleans my wrong;
God brings me harmony and, small and still.
His voice attunes me to the heavenly song.
God is my strength—beneath the changing years.
He lives and moves and breathes into my breath;
His thoughts are wings and, high above all fears,
They bear me to the golden gates of death.
Frederick George Scott.
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It was on a dull, showery day of the month of July of
last year, that I set sail aboard the slick black and white
Cunard liner Ascania from Montreal for Europe. The ex
treme gloominess of the day could not dampen the turbu
lent spirits of my fellow passengers and myself. The cabins,
decks, and public rooms were jammed with people chatter
ing and laughing, and giving each other advice on what to
do if you became seasick, or the excellent remedies someone
else bad used on a former crossing. At last a bell boy came
around shouting the familiar phrase, "all ashore that's go
ing ashore." Finally the gangplank was lowered and ropes
unfastened. We were off! Bound for a distant land and
little dreaming of the trying adventure that loomed so near
at hand, as the powerful little tugs slowly pulled the large
ship away from her moorings amidst excited cries of fare
well and waving of hands. Shortly afterwards the stalwart
little tugs turned the ship, pointing her prow downstream,
and left her to continue under her own power. Gradually
the Ascania began to gather speed as she headed down the
mighty Saint Lawrence bound for the open sea.

board life, their new acquaintances and the joyful prospects
of the next few days.

After watching Montreal and old Mount Royal fading
away in the distance, most of the passengers returned to
their cabins to unpack, after which a lot of time was taken
up in finding our way about ship and discovering who was
who in the ship’s personnel. At one o’clock we all had
lunch, it being the first lunch aboard ship for a great ma
jority of us.

We were all told to return to our cabins and to start re
packing our belongings, which we quietly did. The cap
tain managed to beach the ship on the nearby island of
Bic, which is about twenty miles from Father Point.

The afternoon passed quickly and before we knew it
night had come upon us. At nine o’clock the lights of
Quebec appeared blinking in the distance. Most of the
passengers came out on deck as we neared Quebec, where a
ferry boat came out to meet us with several passengers.
This supposedly was to be our last actual contact with
terra firma until we reached France. Little did we know
that in less than sixteen hours we would be right back on
land again after a never-to-be-forgotten experience.
Slowly the ship glided phantom-like past the high cliffs
of ancient Quebec. Gradually its lights disappeared from
the view of any Quebecers that might be watching around
the bend of L’lsle d’Orleans.

Gaiety prevailed as passengers became acquainted with
each other. As the hours passed people gradually began to
return to their cabins, happy with their first day of ship-

Soon dawn crept into the sky and nothing could be
heard except the gently throbbing of the ship's engines as
she endlessly ploughed the gentle rolling waters of the Saint
Lawrence. A few hours slipped by, dark clouds were ob
scuring the sky. It was practically six o’clock. There was
a sudden rending crash which shook the ship from stem to
stern. The deep throated ship’s whistle blasted a warning,
five blasts in quick succession. With a quick shudder the
ship listed heavily on its side. I jumped from my bed at the
first sound of the crash and for a moment was rooted to
the spot. 1 could hear the startled inquiries of the passen
gers in nearby staterooms. There was, however, no panic.
I hurried into my clothes and rushed out on deck. By this
time they had begun to lower the life boats. I was greatly
relieved when I was told that as yet there was no imme
diate danger of sinking. Around us there were three ships
standing by in case the necessity arose for their assistance.

A few hours later the little government pilot boat came
from Father Point, and transported us on a none too smooth
journey to her station. Besides the rough sea which had
unexpectedly arisen, a heavy rain came to add to our dis
comfort.
At Father Point we were sympathetically received by
the inhabitants, some of whom had witnessed the disastrous
sinking of the Empress of Ireland some twenty years pre
viously, near the very same spot where our unfortunate
experience occurred. These kind people gave us shelter and
hot food, which we greatly welcomed. Here too, we learned
the true cause of our mishap. The Ascania had struck a
submerged and obviously unchartered rock off the Island
of Bic. We remained at Father Point until evening, then
we were placed on an ingoing steamer bound for Quebec.

Most of us laughed at this unfortunate experience which
might have ended in disaster had it not been for the As
cania's able commander. We set sail again the next day,
while a few of the more timid souls vowed never to set
foot on a ship again.
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William Fitch VanHorn comes to us from Bedford
High School. He was born October 18, 1922, in Baltimore.
His past activities have been track and hockey to which
he will add, while at Bishop’s, rugby and debating. After
graduation with his B. Sc.—the chemical industry.
Gordon Spencer Watson, the son of a graduate of
Bishop’s, was born at Galley Hill, Que., March 13, 1921.
He intends to join the O. T. C., to play tennis and hockey.
The L. S. T. course is his ultimate goal,
James Dean Williamson is a prospective lawyer —
and therefore an Arts student— who was born August 20,
1920, in Pittsburg, Pa. He has attended Westmount High.
Galt Collegiate, and Weston High at which schools he has
played football. He will turn out with the college team
and parade with the O. T. C.

Albert Ernest WINMILL was born May 7, 1921, in
Verdun, Que. His past activities have been hockey and
softball. He is a B. Sc. student aiming to help us out in
rugby, hockey and the C.O.T.C, Albert has a bad case of
the wanderlust; he has already studied at five institutions—
Bannantyne School, Verdun Model, Verdun High, Buck
ingham High, and Lachute High; next year he hopes to
go to McGill.

Harold Lester Wooten arrived in Sherbrooke on the
28th day of December, 1920. At an early age he removed
himself to the bigger and better city of Cookshire where
he attended Cookshire High School and played hockey. He
has not yet drawn up his list of activities but we note that
he is a science student uncertain of his future.

The Dramatic Society Presents
"The show must go on”, a phrase which represents to
every lover of the legitimate stage the very highest tradi
tion of the theatre, is a saying which has taken on a very
real meaning for members of the Dramatic Society at Bish
op’s College this year. In spite of adverse conditions which
seemed at first to be almost insurmountable, the society is
putting forward every effort to carry through the usual
dramatic program.

Despite the greatly increased extra-curricular activities
at Bishop’s this year and the resultant shortage of time to
be devoted to the Little Theatre, it was felt that it would
be most unwise to curtail dramatic activities if it were at
all possible to avoid doing so. With this determination in
mind the executive committee set about to select three
one-act plays which would maintain the standards set in
past years for the annual fall production.
All three selections deal with men and women of this
generation and are well written around cleverly constructed
plots. The settings change from the bright cheerfulness of
a florist’s shop to the grim austerity of a warden’s office in
a prison, and then to the luxury of an expensive hotel.

"The Florist’s Shop,” is a brilliant comedy revolving
around the sympathetic character of Maude, a florist's book
keeper who successfully combines sentiment with business,
in her relations with Henry, the tough office boy, Slovsky,

the middle-aged Jewish proprietor of the shop, the romantic
spinster Miss Wells, and her unromantic suitor Mr. Jackson.
Directed by Miss Olga Reid the cast will include Miss Betty
Donaghy, Lord Shaughnessy, Miss Mary Ward, Leon Adams
and Frank Stewart.
"The Trysting Place”, the farce to be presented, por
trays the amours of one family in a series of delightfully
humorous situations bound together with that type of
sparkling dialogue which is peculiar to Booth Tarkington.
Four couples simultaneously arrange a rendez-vous in the
same nook in the hotel, and the situation becomes hilari
ously complicated before each pair are able to meet. Miss
June Graham will direct the following cast: Richard Grier,
Miss Ernestine Roy, Miss Gwen Weary, Miss Jean Suther
land, William Power, George Rothney, and William Van.
"The Valiant” is a stirring play with the reputation of
making a great impression upon everyone who sees it. Con
sidered the finest play of its kind ever written, "The Val
iant" has won more than a hundred first prizes in dramatic
festivals. Hector Belton will direct the cast consisting of
Wilder Penfield, Hugh Mortimer, Miss Kathleen Hall, Will
iam Mounsay, Steve Rabatich and Allen Magee.

We hope we may have your fullest co-operation and,
when the finished product lies before you, that we will see
your enjoyment.
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The Fine Art of Shaving
The removal of twenty-four hours’ growth of beard
from the face with as much expedition and as little discom
fort as possible, is a problem which has acutely vexed the
minds of the male sex during the past twenty-five years
and. to a lesser degree, for centuries before that. A direct
outgrowth of this problem has been the rise of one of the
most frequently practised of operations to what is today
regarded almost as a fine art, namely, the process of shaving.
While there arc many schools of thought holding widely
divergent opinions as to the finer points, they all agree
(with certain heretical exceptions) that the process resolves
itself into three main divisions. First, in the order of time,
is the preparation in which the sole participant prepares,
not only his beard, but his face as well for the forthcoming
operation. Secondly, and widely considered the most im
portant of all, comes the actual removal of the whiskers,
commonly known as the execution. This technical term,
however, has lately fallen into disuse with the passing of
the straight razor. The third stage, the reparation, consists
of carrying out all manner of repairs and applying one or
more healing lotions to the skin.
The method and extent of the preparation varies with
the individual. Its basic purpose is by softening the beard
to render it more amenable to the action of the razor and
by toning the skin to make it less likely to suffer damage
from an uncautious handling of that instrument. To achieve
this end some advocate nothing more than a hasty rinsing
of the face with soap and water. Others, again, dispense
with this first step entirely. This is a heresy widely preva
lent among persons of the ultra-masculine variety, of which
the neophyte would do well to beware.
To a third class, the preparation constitutes almost a
ritual. After the customary morning ablutions of the face,
ears, and neck have been completed the beard is covered
with a thickness of special face cream, purchased from the
local barber or perfumer at one dollar per jar. This, how
ever, may be replaced by ordinary mentholatum if neces
sary. A steamed towel is then placed over the face, with
the nose left exposed in the interests of normal respiration,
and is left in position for about one minute. With the
removal of the towel the operative is ready to begin the
next step in the process.

Several choices are again open to the man who would
shave himself. He may decide to make use of the newer
brushless shaving cream, or he may decide to make use of
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the older form of shaving soap, to be applied by vigorous
brushing. If he decides on tire former, the business of lath
ering will be accomplished by merely placing some of the
cream on the tips of his fingers and applying it evenly over
his face. If he decides on the latter, he is faced with the
problem of deciding between the tube, the jar, or just plain
soap. No matter which of these forms he decides upon,
however, the method of application remains the same.
Having obtained a brush he will dip it in hot water, place
upon it a very small quantity of soap, and proceed to move
the brush about over the surface of his face until a good
thickness of lather is obtained. This action being completed,
the time is now at hand for the removal of the beard.
At this point we come to the subject of the bitterest
controversy in this whole field—the matter of the choice
of the razor itself. Roughly there arc two main branches
of the razor family, those belonging to the class known
generally as the straight razor, and those that belong to the
safety razor group. Although the former is now lessening
in popularity due to a commonly held belief that the latter
possesses those qualities that its name would seem to indi
cate, both types still have a large number of professedly
satisfied users. Either one is capable of giving a satisfactory
performance provided that it is sufficiently sharp, and both
tend to draw blood from the flesh in a quantity inversely
proportionate to the time taken up in execution.
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The Freshmen
Percy L. G. Adams was born in Granby, Que., on the
first day of November, 1918. He admits that he has been
a student at Granby High School but docs not mention any
past activities or experiences (from shame or honesty we
arc not certain). He has come to Bishop s to take the B. Sc,
and to sing m the Glee Club. His aspirations after gradu

ation are, he says, 'nil’.
Jack H. Apps—Born in Quebec City on February 2,
1914, and educated at East Angus High School. He comes
to us to study theology with the intention of becoming a
clergyman of the Diocese of Quebec. He will concern him
self with debating and dramatics when he has any spare

time.
Alexander. Thomas Bayne.
February 13, 1922.
La Tuques, Que., was the place of birth for this aspirant
for a Science degree. He has played basketball, badminton,
tennis and golf. At Bishop’s he will continue these activi
ties varying the monotony with a little skiing and a little
marching. He intends, after graduation, to join the army
or study mechanical engineering.
Rodney Russel Brand. A Lennoxville boy and evi
dently the youngest member of First Year. He was born
in Hatley, April 17, 1923, After a preliminary education
at L. H. S. he comes to Bishop’s to study Arts. He will be
come a teacher when he graduates.
Gordon Buchanan. Age 19; birthday, April 20;
place of birth, Scotstown, Que. Gordon has attended King
Edward VII School, Montreal, and Scotstown High School.
He has had no past experiences or activities which he con
siders worthy of mention. After graduation with a B. A,
he will take up teaching as his profession.
Raymond Errol Duval—18 years of age, was born
December 20, 1920, at Grand’mere, Que. He comes to us
for a B.A. from Laurentide High School where he inter
ested himself mainly with basketball, hockey, track, bad
minton, O.T.C, work, and skiing. His interests here will
be much the same as before. A question mark sums up his
future career.
Harold Cameron Frizzell is another freshman from
Lennoxville. He was born on December 20, 1921. Hockey,
basketball and softball kept him interested in life during
his years at L. H. S. He will parade with the C. O. T. C.
and play hockey when he is not busy becoming a scientist.
Edward Clifford Goodhue comes to us from B.C.S.
He was born in Sherbrooke, September 22, 1922. In the
past he has played rugby and golf and has been connected
with dramatics. He is another member of the Science class
and will lend his loyal support to the Dramatic Society.

Joseph Andrews Gravelle. His birth was June 24,
1919, in Kingston, Ont. He has studied at Watertown
High School, Ottawa Technical School, and comes to us
from Smith’s Falls Collegiate. Among past activities are
listed track, football, basketball, and dramatics. Bishop’s
will feel the benefit of them all during his stay with us to
take B.A. in Theology. Elis object is, obviously, to join the

clergy.
Richard Shepley Stancliffe Grier, born the 12th
of December, 1920, in the city of Montreal, has attended
Selwyn House School, Harrison College (Barbados, B.W.I.),
Bishop's College School, and University School. He will
study Science while he is amongst us and occupy his spare
time with hockey, tennis, the C. O. T. C., badminton, and
the Bishop’s Little Theatre.
Albert William Jones was born on February 21,
1918, at Shulus, Lower Nicola, B. C. He has attended
Lennoxville High and B. C. S. and has come to Bishop’s,
after three years of banking, to take the Science course.
He will join the C.O.T.C. His aspirations are directed to
wards a career in radio.
Robert Andrew Lindsay was bom in Montreal on
April I, 1922. He received his education at Selwyn House
and at B. C. S. His activities here will include the choir,
football, hockey, the Glee Club, the C. O. T. C., dramatics,
and, as a sideline, a course in Arts. He intends to study
medicine when he graduates from Bishop’s.
George MacDougall. Born August 9, 1922, in Len
noxville. He attended L. H. S. where he learned the rudi
ments of football, hockey, basketball, track, and tennis.
He has joined the ranks of first year Scientists, but is un
certain of the future. He docs state, however, that he will
play hockey, and tennis, and will help out the Glee Club.
Norman Gerald Majury was born in Sawyerville,
Que., June 8, 1921, and comes to Bishop’s to study Science.
He has attended the Sawyerville. Ascot, and Lennoxville
schools, but modestly omits any mention of past experi
ences. He is uncertain cither of what activities he will en
ter or of his aspirations after graduation.
Edward Ross MacKay, born in Montreal, July 3, 1919,
came to take his B. A. at Bishop's after a preliminary edu
cation at Selwyn House, L. C. C., and Hoscote Tutorial
College. He is a Boy Scout and has had experience in a
cadet corps. He will write for the Mitre.
Sam. Keith MacLean—age 16, born in Sherbrooke
February 23, 1923. His past schooling comes from Mit
chell School and Sherbrooke High School. He seems to be
interested in no activities except the C.O.T.C. He intends
to graduate a B. Sc. student into what he terms an unde
cided future.
H. Archie McKell is 17 years of age, celebrating his

birthday on the 2 5th of February. He was born in Aubrey,
Que., and, after attending the Aubrey and Howick Schools,
during which time he played hockey, basketball and pingpong, comes to the University to study Science, to play
hockey and basketball, to march with the O.T.C, and,
finally, to become a teacher.
William Bird Mounsey—October, 1918, Lake City,
Minnesota. He has been to a number of schools, namely,
Shattuck Military School, Howe Military School, and
Queen's University. His activities have included football,
dramatics, and literary work. He is here for a B.A. in
Theology. While among us he intends to enter dramatics,
soccer, the choir, and the O. T. C. Some day he will be a
clergyman.
Jack Peake, who states that he was born in Prestwich
Lanes, England, on August 21, 1922, and that he has at
tended Preswich High, San Francisco High, Victoria High
and Magog High, will study for the B. Sc. degree. He has,
in the past been interested mainly in track work.
Wilder Graves Penfield, Jr., was born June 6, 1918,
in Baltimore, Md. He has attended Riverdale City School,
N.Y., Public School in Madrid, Spain, Selwyn House, Trin
ity College School, Fountain Valley School, etc. He will
leave this institution as a B. A. and in the meantime occupy
his time with tennis, badminton, hockey, dramatics and
possibly writing for the Mitre. As yet he has not decided
upon his vocation.
Rupert James Kendrick Pyne — October 23, 1919,
Coaticook, Que. The local high school was responsible for
his education. His main interest to date seems to have been
the A. Y. P. A. but, while at Bishop’s, he will give active
support to minor sports, debating, dramatics and the O.
T. C. His ambition is to be a clergyman.
Stephen Rabatich follows big brother Peter to Bish
op’s. Born April 15, 1921, in Yugoslavia, he is a graduate
of Noranda High where he played basketball, badminton,
softball. He will concern himself for the next three years
with basketball, badminton, football, and a little bit of
science.
Moroe Paul Robinson of Dundas, Ont., was born in
Los Angeles, March 2, 1920. He is a graduate of Dundas
High School where he was an enthusiastic supporter of
track and football. He intends to continue his athletic ac
tivities and to help out with dramatics while studying for
his B. A. in Theology. He remarks that he likes Bishop’s.
Peter Rubec owns Schumacher to be his birthplace.
The date was October 21, 1921. He has studied at Nor
anda High School where his athletic activities included
basketball, track and softball. He joins the B. Sc. class with
the intention of becoming an engineer. He will play foot
ball and basketball for the University.

Hugh Russel. Born October 13, 1921, in Montreal.
He has attended Selwyn House and Trinity College School
and will study Science at Bishop’s. Hockey, the C.O.T.C,
dramatics and tennis will occupy his spare time.
Gordon Edgar Samson. This gentleman, we learn,
was born in Waterville, Que., October 25, 1922, and has
been a pupil at Central High, Mitchell and Sherbrooke
High. He does not consider his past activities worth men
tioning but does inform us that he is a B. Sc. student and
will become a teacher after graduation.
John David Savage came into being in Montreal on
March 28, 1922. He has spent the past few years playing
hockey, basketball, badminton and golf at Laurentide
School, Grand’mere. He is a prospective Bachelor of Arts,
will play rugby, basketball (or hockey), badminton and
golf. After graduation he hopes to study meteorology at
Toronto.
Payson Alton Sherman is another student from
Scotstown, Que. He was born April 22, 1921. His past
activities and experiences are (we quote him), "student,
hockey, pool and snooker.” He intends to play hockey and
basketball, to leave Bishop’s with a degree in Science and
then, to either do office work or join the Air Force.
Edgar Gardner Stevens was born April 30, 1921, in
Sherbrooke. He is a graduate of Mitchell School and Sher
brooke High, played rugby and hockey, and is here to study
Science, He will concern himself in his spare moments,
with the C. O. T. C. and would like to work on the Mitre
Board. His aspirations after graduation?—nothing definite.
Charles Francis David Stewart. Kingston, Ont.,
was the scene of his birth on June 8, 1917. He has camped
and travelled somewhat; he will play tennis, skate, maybe
do a little acting, and graduate with a B. A.; he aspires to
work in Adult Education and Co-operation.
Charles Tanner was born September 2, 1920, in
Windsor. He attended Windsor High School where bad
minton, track and tennis were his main activities. He is
another budding scientist, one who will devote some of his
time to badminton, dramatics and hockey. He hopes to
become a draftsman when he leaves Bishop’s.
Earle Young Templeton is another lad from How
ick High School. He was born in Riverfield, Que., June
11, 1921. He comes to Bishop’s to obtain a degree in Sci
ence, to play basketball and hockey, and, to wilt under
Sergeant-Major Bouchard’s supervision. When he graduates
he will try for his High School Diploma.
William Ross Van, who was born in Quebec City on
September 18, 1921, received his education at Victoria
School and Commissioners’ High. He intends to enter dra
matics, tennis, badminton, the C.O.T.C,, golf and skiing.
He hopes, after graduation, to go to Oxford University.
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Suddenly the Merry Little Breezes held their breath and.
the
Smiling Pool grew calm, they could pick up a tew
as
words. The voices seemed to be saying: Wordsworth . . .
in eighteen hundred . . . and thirty-two."
A bell sounded and the voices grew still. It was then
that the Merry Little Breezes noticed Grandfather Frog.
Now Grandfather Frog was discouraged. Some people
were so terribly' dumb about the simplest things, such as

signs and causes.
It seemed to Grandfather that he had just finished ex
plaining what to do. If only the Merry Little Breezes
wouldn't play so much it would be easier.
So Grandfather Frog blinked and went back over the
explanation murmuring every now and then "Chugarum",
which means "You see", as he tossed chalk.
He really loved solving problems for he was a wise old
frog. Just then a bell clanged and the Merry Little Breezes
ran off to see Mr. Mocker.
Now Mr. Mocker has a sharp pair of eyes and, as he saw
the Merry Little Breezes, he threw back his head and laughed.
He was in for some fun, for you know Mocker the Mockinbird just loves to mock everybody and everything for they
all seem very fatuous.
At this particular moment Mocker was watching Longlegs, the Blue Heron.
Longlegs had stood all morning trying to impress the
Merry Little Breezes, but the Merry Little Breezes were not
easily impressed.
On this particular morning the Merry Little Breezes
were bearing a very definite smoky odour. Longlegs doesn’t
like strong odours like nicotine or spirits. It didn’t really
bother him but he thought it was demoralizing.
When he told the Merry Little Breezes this, they laughed
and laughed and kicked their heels in glee. And so it was
that Longlegs grew very angry, very angry indeed, until
something reminded him that it was Friday and he remem
bered that there would be a school of fish for dinner. He
smiled and murmured, "’s brain food, mama.”
A long time ago Hooty the Owl was very, very lonely.
Perhaps that was why he used to wander about in the dark
trying to check up on the Merry Little Breezes, calling out,
"Whoo-whoo" and, this availing him nothing, he would
mutter, "Haec damn pueri.”

Sometimes Hooty would hear Paddy the Beaver below
working busily with his sharp teeth. Poor Paddy, he worked
so hard, sometimes dictating painfully to the Merry Little
Breezes. Hooty could almost hear the long, slow "Neverthe-less” and perhaps he wondered, along with the Merry
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Little Breezes, why people should worry so much about the
religion of the ancients, comparatively speaking, it seemed
a waste of time.

Introd ucing
The Freshettes

One fine day just after Mistress Spring had returned to
the Green Meadows and the Green Forest, Granny Fox de
cided to take a look around. As she trotted down the Lone
Little Path, she sniffed at the air.
"Spring is here” her senses told her and, to Granny
Fox, Spring meant chickens and nice young lambs. How
she loved to eat!
As she crept near Farmer Brown’s Boy’s hen house, she
heard much clucking—but Farmer Brown’s Boy’s hen house
was always noisy. It could wait, for Granny had already
had a sumptuous breakfast.
As she started slyly across to the open patch where
things were beginning to shoot up, she muttered "Mein
gott in himmel, I’ve been so busy with that lazy class of
mine that I’d almost forgotten to set my rose bushes. Per
haps I’d better start now and work up an appetite for
lunch.”
Hours later the Merry Little Breezes passing by on their
way from lunch saw Granny digging away and they
chuckled.
A little way off they spied Prickly Porky and ran over
to see what was happening.
Now Prickly Porky was a queer fellow and he was so
big. Most people knew little of him and so it was he lum
bered on his way through the Green Forest. But the Merry
Little Breezes liked to listen to his mumblings.
This morning as Prickly Porky was plodding along, he
came upon Jimmy Skunk. As Prickly watched, he saw
Jimmy turning over sticks or bits of bark hoping to find
some fat beetles.
' Hello there, Jimmy," he called as he mumbled some
thing.
"Good morning, Prickly Porky.
He stood there for a moment watching Jimmy as he
went on turning over twigs and bark. Then he went on
his way. As he looked back, he saw Jimmy still grubbing
about. Then he heard Jimmy give a little cry of delight.
He must have found something.
Prickly Porky grunted. The Merry Little Breezes heard
him mutter, "Ho-hum.”

And so for the time, we leave the Merry Little Breezes
and, if you are interested in them and in the Little People
of the Green Meadows, we suggest you look around your
lecture room.

Phyllis Ella Adams was born in Danville, Que.,
March 13, 1921. Phyllis attended Danville High School
and Aurora College. She has visited California, British Co
lumbia, the Gaspe Peninsula, and has played hockey, soft
ball and badminton. Her activities here will be hockey,
badminton and tennis. She comes to Bishop’s to get her
B. A. with the intention of some day becoming a teacher.
June Elizabeth Donaghy. Born in Sherbrooke on
December 2, 1921. Betty graduated from Johnston Me
morial High School, Thetford Mines. In the past she has
played basketball, badminton and tennis, and has had some
dramatic experience. When resting from her work in the
Arts course she will be busy at golf, tennis, badminton or
dramatics. To be a nurse is her ambition.
Margaret Alice Mary Drummond. This lass was
born January 22, 1922, in Senneville, Que. She went to
Laurence School, Ascot Consolidated, Mitchell School, and
Sherbrooke High School. Her spare time will be devoted to
skiing and badminton. One of the two girl scientists in
First Year, she hopes to become a nurse, and wishes that
Bishop's had a women's residence.

ties volley ball, basketball, badminton and work on school
publications. Besides studying for the Arts course she will
enter dramatics, skate, ski and play badminton. She aspires
to become a teacher or, preferably, a foreign correspondent.
Her favourite hobbies are photography and the collection
of gramophone records. She adds as a comment that she
came to Canada at the age of two, lived at Lake St. John
until 1928 and is now living in Quebec City.
Margaret Gladys Smirile is seventeen years of age
and celebrates her birthday on the 2 5th of February. She
was born in Moose Jaw, Sask., went to school at Ft. Wil
iam, Laurence High, Hemmingford Intermediate and Hunt
ingdon Academy, played basketball, hockey, tennis and
softball. She is the second freshette scientist and is inter
ested in dramatics, hockey, tennis, skiing and badminton.
After graduation she will become a gym. teacher.
Jean Elizabeth Sutherland. Montreal was the place
of her birth on December 15, 1920. She has attended Webster
High School, Webster Groves, Missouri. We
follow her advice to skip her past activities and experiences
and remark that she is an Arts student who promises to
help the college out in dramatics, badminton and basketball.

Madeline Dupuis, from Coaticook, who was born
January 13, 1922, and educated at the Convent of the Pre
sentation of Mary, comes to Bishop’s to take a partial
course. She is undecided as to the future but resolves to
play basketball, badminton, golf, and tennis.

Ruth Marion Taylor was born February 4, 1920, at
North Hatley, Que. She learned her A BCs at North Hat
ley Consolidated School where she claims to have skated,
skiied, swum, played hockey and basketball. This freshette,
too, is an Arts student, and will confine herself to winter
activities while amongst us. She intends to become a teacher.

Kathleen Elizabeth Hall. This young lady, born
February 27, 1922, has attended Mitchell School and Sher
brooke High School. While at Bishop’s she will study for
a degree in Arts, enter dramatics, and play tennis. As yet
she has formulated no plans for the future.

Audrey Naomi Walker, a girl guide, comes from
Granby, Que., where she was bom on May 31, 1921. At
Bishop’s she will study Arts, play basketball and tennis,
try her hand at dramatics and skate when the rink is open.
Some day she will be a French or Latin specialist.

Pauline Rebecca Meredith, a Maritime product,
born July 15, 1921, in Selwood, N.B., has spent the great
er part of her life in Cookshire, Que., where she was prob
ably the shining light of the local high school. As a mem
ber of the Arts she will amuse herself with tennis, dramalies and, possibly, hockey. She is uncertain as to the future.
Elaine Scott was born May 31, 1920, at Scotstown,
Que., where she learned much of what she knows at Scots
town High School. She intends to play badminton and
tennis, and, when she graduates, to study physiotheraphy
at Toronto University.

Mary Emily Ward, born January 9, 1922, is a local
girl who has attended Lennoxville High and also King’s
Hall—that supreme justification of the Glee Club's exis
tence. While she studies for her degree in Arts she will join
the activities of dramatics, badminton, golf and tennis.
She has not yet reached any decision upon a future career.

Lumia Immikki Sepall. This young lady comes orig
inally from White Falls, Finland, where she was born March
26, 1922. A product of Limoilou School, Victoria School
and Commissioners' High, she numbers among past activi

Gwendolyn Edith Hope Weary was born August 4,
1921, in, as she says, Jeffrey Hale Hospital. She is a gradu
ate of Inverness High School but has also been a pupil at
St. George's School, Quebec City. Among past activities
she numbers dramatics, the Girl Guides, softball and school
council work. She will divide her attention here between
basketball, tennis, golf, dramatics, skating and skiing. She
hopes to have time to become a French specialist and com
ments that she would like to see a girls’ residence.

THE MITRE

OCTOBER,

1939

Page 10

Bedtime Stories at Bishop's
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quack

(with apologies to everyone)

Work, work all the day;
We have got no time to play.
Work, work all the night
While the stars are shining bright.
Now this wasn't exactly true, but that’s what the Merry
Little Breezes were murmuring as they roused from night
mares of Algae and Chaucer on the first day of term just
as Jolly Round Red Mr. Sun kicked off the bedcovers and
peeped from the tip of the sugar-loaf hill preparing to shed
his radiance over the Green Meadows and the Green For
ests of Bishop's.
On this fine morning the Merry Little Breezes were
feeling very gay and light-hearted. As they blew about the
golden curls of Farmer Brown’s Boy, who was looking out
through the window at Jolly Round Red Mr. Sun beaming
from the heights, they heard him murmur "Quelle belle
journee.”
But as the morning progressed the Merry Little Breezes
grew more boisterous and of a sudden Farmer Brown’s Boy
looked up, "Could it be raining?" and then he remembered
someone had "forgotten” to turn off the water in the bath
tub.
As the Merry Little Breezes scampered off, they stopped
behind the trees to watch Johnny Chuck.
Johnny Chuck was perplexed. Yes sir, Johnny Chuck
was perplexed. It was such a fine morning too.
Just then Johnny Chuck heard someone coming down
the Lone Little Path, and he tried to smile. But Peter Rab
bit had been too quick for Johnny Chuck and now he was
standing there staring at him.
"Hello there, Johnny Chuck,” cried Peter.
"Hello yourself,” said Johnny.
"What arc you staring so hard for?” asked Peter. "Your
brow was all wrinkled up.”
"Oh, was it? I guess I must have been thinking too
hard.”
I suppose with winter coming on you’re having a hard
time finding enough food.”
"Oh no, but before I go to sleep tho’, could you tell me
why is it the Merry Little Breezes can’t remember the
History of the Hittites, the Hivites, and the Hebrews’?"
Peter scratched his ear a moment with his long hind leg.
Then he shook his head sadly and said:
"No, I don't know why.” (Do you?)

Blackie the Crow was feeling lazy. Yes sir, Blackie was
feeling downright lazy. It was such a fine day he wanted
to stay right where he was and sun himself.
Sitting there in the sun Blackie began to get pretty warm.
He decided to go in search of the Merry Little Breezes.
As he went across the Big River and up the Lone Little
Path, Blackie could hear Sammy Jay screaming away at
Jolly Round Red Mr. Sun. Obviously something was wrong.
But Blackie was too hot to listen to Sammy so be continued
on his way.
Just then he caught sight of the Merry Little Breezes
and followed them inside. Blackie wanted to speak to them
but, when he caught up, there was only one Little Lone
Breeze. As he settled into a very cozy resting position, he
began to nod. Perhaps it was too hot for a class after all.
So the merry Little Breeze went away just as Blackie
fell asleep. But the Merry Little Breezes all loved Blackie
and often liked to listen to his croakings.
As he caught up with his play fellows one of them cried:
"Let’s go and visit Unc. Billy Possum.” Perhaps he’ll
have a horrible odour for us."
And so it was that they came upon Unc. Billy, his eyes
twinkling with good-nature, just as he was explaining about
eggs. Now Unc. Billy is very fond of eggs and he knows a
great deal about them. (About preserving them, and how
to make smells like rotten eggs.)
But the Merry Little Breezes knew better than to in
trude upon Unc. Billy so they blew themselves off just as
Unc. Billy was saying, "Is that clear?”

It was the first day of spring and the Merry Little
Breezes were wandering about. As they blew around the
Smiling Pool they heard voices, coming right out of it.
Cocking their ears, they listened.
There certainly were voices. Yes sir, there was no doubt
about it. As they listened they could hear the voices rising
to a crescendo and then falling. They blinked and looked
hard. What could it be? Was someone playing a trick on
them?
It couldn’t be just an echo from the Purple Hills for
the sound was coming right out of the Smiling Pool.
They inclined their ears sharply and tried to catch the
words but there seemed to be only the monotonous rising
and falling of sound.
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ment of the powers of production with the dictatorship
of the proletariat,” a phrase originated by Blanquin, one of
the most influential leaders of the revolutionary movement
in France which came to a head after the disasters of the
Franco-Prussian War. Lenin was convinced that industrial
ization is the road to Communism, which explains the great
emphasis placed upon industrialization by the Soviet gov
ernment and why Russia has been industrialized in an amaz
ingly short time. Hence the successive Plans , which are
believed necessary to make Russia a great industrial com
munity, powerful enough to develop its own economic life
and to resist the enmity of capitalistic countries, so that
Communism can be fully established.
The place of the dictator in the Soviet State differs in
theory at least from that of Nazi Germany, in that in the
Communist State the dictator is only a temporary instru
ment for the bringing in of a new type of civilization. The
Communists realize that revolution cannot be accomplished
without bloodshed and on these grounds they justify both
the domination of the leader and the ruthless methods he
adopts. Lenin was a unique figure in the history of revolu
tions. When he returned to Petrograd in 1917 he knew
exactly the end which he wished to reach and the method
by which it could be attained. He had spent years of his
life developing social theories. He was a master of revolu
tionary technique. Though his culture was German he al
ways wrote and apparently always thought as a Russian,
with prerevolution conditions in Russia always in his mind.
Hence he understood the human material with which he
had to deal. He was utterly ruthless. He was a tremendous
realist. He hated every form of sentimentalism. He was
an opportunist with a genius for appreciating the difficul
ties and the opportunities of the moment. It is important
to realize that Lenin and his associates started with a defi
nite plan. They knew exactly what they wanted and in
long years of study and preparation they had decided on the
steps necessary for success. In one sense it is true to say
that they were the only revolutionists in history who were
also philosophers. We do not agree with their philosophy
but it is perhaps because they possessed such a definite sys
tem of philosophic thought that they have been more suc
cessful than any other revolutionists in history. For the
Bolshevist Revolution did much more than pull down an
emperor from his throne. It dynamited a social and political
system and established another of an absolutely antithetical
type in its place. The outline of this new system we can
discover for ourselves by reading the decree of the Soviet of
People’s Commissars issued on January 23, 1918, and the
subsequent decrees of the resultant Soviet government.

Turning now to Italy we see a second current of con
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temporary thought which shows a similar character to the
first but which issues in a different direction. In one of its
aspects the theory of Nietzsche may be termed a spiritual
ized form of Darwinism. It is a theory of biology translated
from the sphere of biology to a higher and more spiritual
sphere. In the writings of Bergson, Sorel and Pareto, this
current of thought may be seen flowing in different and
altered forms. Bergson said "all morality is in essence
biological.” In other words, in Bergson’s thought morality
is ultimately a product of the life-force which moves the
whole world of creation. This life-force does not work
smoothly and evenly but individuals of an exceptional type
emerge, who create a new morality by their own strength.
It is easy to see that Bergson’s emergent strong individual
has something of the flavour of Nietzsche’s superman. In
Bergson's view, however, the strong man is compatible with
democracy. Indeed, according to Bergson, it is the leader
and his associates who discover the ideas of democracy, vest
them with emotion, and make them magnets for the minds
of millions. On this view, therefore, the emergent individ
ual is not the master of society. He is rather the servant
"who can help society further along its way.” He is not
necessarily the enemy of democracy; he is its agent. We
cannot elaborate Bergson’s thought further at this point
but the important thing to notice is that according to him
the life-force proceeds by sudden leaps or emergences, and
the motive force of these leaps is the exceptional individual,
who incarnates the appetite of life for some new and orig
inal form of individuation, some new variation of species.
Georges Sorel was attracted by the fundamental ideas of
Bergson and made certain additions or transmutations of
Bergson’s theory in his own philosophy. Sorel is important
since he is a friend of Pareto, who was one of the teachers
of Mussolini and whose thought had great influence on
Mussolini’s development of Fascist doctrine. To the thought
of Bergson, Sorel added the idea that the emergent strong
man emerged from the working classes. The middle and
upper classes lived, he stated, on the fruits of the past and
for the defence of those fruits; therefore it was only the
workers who could produce a new elite of the strong-man.
In this way Sorel introduced the notion of a class struggle
and charged the doctrine of the emergent leader with the
notion of violence. Sorel has thus added elements drawn
from Marx to a system of thought which belongs to Berg
son. But Sorel’s additions and transmutations have not abol
ished the fundamental core. This covers (1) the personal
ism of the emergent leader creating a new morality of as
piration, (2) the emotionalism which in Bergson's “theory
attaches to this morality of aspiration, (3) the "leap”, under
the elan of emotion and under the guidance of the person,
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into the unseen future. Pareto adds to these elements the
factor of the "myth”, which has come to have so large a
place in the developed Fascist and Nazi doctrine. This fac
tor of the myth is important since it makes its appeal to the
"heroic past” of the race and develops racial pride, super
iority, and exclusiveness. We are now in a position to sum
marize the significance of this tide of thought. Led by the
strong man, stirred by the contagion of his emotion, pre
pared for the leap and its contingencies of violence, nerved
by the myth, under this aegis men can shed the past and
move into the future. This may be called a Latin tide of
thought since it is in Italy that it has attained its height
and consummation. Almost every utterance of the Duce
reflects or emphasizes some element I have indicated in the
above paragraph. Perhaps one reason why this doctrine,
developed and applied by Mussolini, has made such a strong
appeal in Italy is because Italy has again and again, in the
course of its history, produced great and arresting person
alities which have deeply affected its life, and in some cases
the destinies of Europe. In a country which has suffered
from a long past of disunion, its personal figures very readily
become the symbols of national unity, so it is no wonder
that the Latin tide of thought which moves towards per
sonalism has found a ready entry into Italian affairs. All
this has been cleverly exploited by Fascism, as we can see
if we turn to one of the documents of Italian Fascism which
summarizes the core of the Latin version of personalism.
The crucial words in the preamble to the Statuto or Consti
tution of the Fascist party are those which turn on the
position of the leader. "The people recognized the leader
by the marks of his will, his force, and his achievement.”
Again, the corollary of emotion is recognized in the words,
"Fascism is above all a faith, which has had its confessors,
and under the impulse of which new Italians today are
vigorous as combatants," The notion of the leap and strug
gle is also recognized in this document in the following
words, "Fascism has always considered itself as being in a
state of war , . . Removed from dogmatic formulas and
rigid plans, it feels that life consists in the possibility of
continuous renewal. In the ardour of struggle action al
ways preceded law.” One might go on with quotations but
enough has been said to see how strong has been the influ
ence of the tide of thought I have been describing upon the
Fascist doctrine of the dictator.

Turning now to Germany let us see how Nazi ideology
has made use of this creed of personalism which we have
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mantics who interested themselves in the moral and political
aspects of German culture speak of the Folk. In the tradi
tions of the Germanic tribes they thought they discovered
the existing society of the Folk, or tribe, or stem, already
united by the personal bond of a common loyalty. In the
view of the Romantic philosophers the Folk is a spiritual
being (Volksgeist) which acknowledges, as such, a common
loyalty. To whom, or to what, is the loyalty due? The
answer of the Romantics is that this loyalty is owed by the
Folk to the spirit of the universe (Weltgeist). God is a
pervading spirit who manifests himself in many ways. Each
Folk is a manifestation of Him; the members of each Folk
acknowledge Him in the manifestation of His nature given
to them in their particular area of space and within their
own epoch of time, as the common centre and magnet of
their common loyalty. This is a creed of personalism which
ends in the super-personal. It makes the Folk—and the
State in which the Folk issues — into a personal group.
(From the notion that the Folk is a manifestation of deity
and that the deity is a pervading spirit we can see how easy
is the next step of deifying the Folk or State and so we get
the good German god of the Nazi doctrine.) But popular
thought discovered a simpler form of personalism than
that developed by the Romantic philosophers. This form
of personalism was the figure of the tribal leader—the prin
ceps—with his particular body of retainers or followers,
gathered around his person in an elementary and primitive
loyalty; or the fuhrer of a whole people, chosen and fol
lowed by it for his personal quality. In this simpler form
of personalism the super-personal spiritual force of the Ro
mantic philosophers could be depicted as caught in and
reflected by the leader; so that it has been said of German
Romanticism that "it placed leadership in the hands of
great men, from whom the spirit of the whole essentially
radiated and by whom it was organized.” This Romantic
doctrine of personal leadership may be traced both in the
political philosophy and the legal theory of nineteenth cen
tury Germany. It has played a prominent part in the
unification of the German peoples. In political philosophy
the spiritual Folk of the Romantics has been transformed
into an organized and canalized state and the leader who
incarnates the spirit of the Folk becomes recognized as the
directing and organizing force of such a State. Hegel can

thus regard the universal spirit (the Weltgeist) as neces
sarily concrete and solidified in individual personality —
concrete generally in all the persons who form a Folk, but

their origin from what we may call German Romanticism.

particularly concrete in the highest and most representative
personality. A modern German writer, Troeltscu, has ex
pressed the significance of Hegel’s theory in the following

From the days of Herder and Schelling those German Ro

(Continued on page 30)

seen so strongly developed by Italian Fascism. Nazi ideol
ogy has added other elements, especially those which derive
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EDITORIAL

And so another year has begun; by which we imply
that Bishop’s, its life and atmosphere, seems almost untransformable amidst the chaos that surrounds us; a calm
and unhurried going on from where we left off last year.
The college is unbelievably unturbulant; an almost con
tented aloofness, as if it had deliberately turned its back
to the normal worries of the world or had stood still with
Time. The trees cast their same quiet shadows on the soft
lawns, and form the identical feathered outlines of old
against an unaltered sky. The buildings still have their
mellow unvariable air; a seemingly ageless serenity. Pro
fessors—unchanged. Lectures—a dull sameness. Freshmen
—reacting to their new surroundings just as every incom
ing year has always reacted. We return to an oasis where,
for a moment, we can calmly plot a course to take and
move on, or rest to equip ourselves for a more arduous
journey. Existence here has always been a comfortable one,
the days passing each other in quick and pleasant succession.
We loaf the hours away in this "country' club" of ours,
accomplishing little or nothing. We recall previous days
or weeks, amazed with the tremendous amount of work we
have not executed during that time. We groan with our
fellow-mourners forgetting our obligations in a superfluity
of self-pity. We lack a bias, or rather, perhaps, we do not
realize clearly our responsibilities; we cannot see the wood
for the trees about us.
It seems to us, to keep attune with the rimes we must
differentiate between pleasure and duty. This sounds so trite
and familiar that we hesitate to repeat it, yet it is, we feel,
something which should be reiterated with emphasis this
year. The majority of us have a multiplicity of extra-cur
ricular activities which engage most of our time, free or
otherwise. "We are too busy, we have enough to do with
out going to lectures”, we say. Therein lies the problem.
Last year we did as well or as badly as was expected. We
were in this or that. We had a wonderful time—it was
a good year. But we now realize only too clearly the mis
takes we made, the opportunities unheeded, the extent of
our blunders and errors. We have a big year ahead of us.
We have more to accomplish than ever before. We have
past errors by which to profit. These troublous times are

one of work and little play, of duty rather than pleasure.
Let us, then, take stock of ourselves, make an inventory
of our tasks and plot them against time, realize what extra
activities are important and unimportant, and, once we
have set our course, let us not deviate from it, so that at
the year’s end we may have a comfortable feeling of mas
tership rather than of half failure, or, perhaps, whole fail
ure, of triumph rather than of a wasted year. We hope
these few words may have some little effect somewhere;
that they will add in some measure to the success of our
endeavours.
It seems to us, too, while we have all the advantages of
an institution of learning, while we are surrounded on every
side by what appear to be the learned and the wise, while
we are probably a cross-section of the intelligent, we have
not the educated outlook on world events and problems we
should have. Opinions are stereotyped by the Room
morning papers. Our thoughts are herded along a
prepared groove. Our conversation is a faithful repetition
of the dailies. A narrow boundary surrounds the majority
of us through which pitifully few of us ever penetrate. We
contend that balanced reading, especially in these days, is
the sole safeguard against mental stagnation; an unthinking
assimilation of facts, the avoidance of subjugating our in
tellect to the dictates of a subconscious mental "yes man".
Too many of us come under this heading to be at all com
forting. It behooves us, therefore, to look to our reading,
to get out of the channel into which we have unwittingly
been attracted. We should make an effort at amends. The
Reading Room contains a number of political publications,
and, in the library are a half-a-dozen almost unread peri
odicals of the highest order, which cover searchingly all
phases of world problems confronting us today. We sug
gest that in these days when we are being asked to stand
and deliver, when demands arc high, and pertinent questions
demand a satisfactory answer, that we provide ourselves
with a solid basis of knowledge. Let us look to our reading!
The year is fresh and promising despite the pessimists.
We should do a good job with it. The entire Mitre Board
wish you all the very best of . . . good luck.
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The Philosophy of Dictatorship
One of the most obvious marks of our times is a new
eruption of the personal in the governments of three of
the greater countries of Europe. In them older systems and
institutions of government are obscured and the imper
sonal and fundamental principles of statesmanship have
been completely set aside. The peoples of these countries
turn for their inspiration to the living flow of personality
rather than to the settled and permanent principles of law
and order. Leaders who have risen up from hidden and
elemental depths command a passion of personal loyalty,
and have themselves become the law, and their personal
edicts have become the statutes of that law’s enforcement.
The student of history knows, of course, that leader
ship has always been a great factor in the history of human
communities and states. The deification of the ruler was
the cement of the Hellenistic monarchies and of the Roman
Empire which inherited their tradition. It seems, however,
a strange atavism that the European countries should now
be apparently recurring, in the twentieth century, to a sim
ilar practice. The problem for our study may be put in the
form of this question: What tides of contemporary thought
and what exigencies of contemporary life lead up to the
current doctrine of the emergent dictator?
There is one tide of thought which began with Hegel.
Hegel regarded history as the highest form of knowledge,
and it was on history that he founded his philosophy; the
most difficult of modern philosophies, as it is probably the
greatest. Bolshevist Russia, Fascist Italy, and Nazi Germany
may be regarded as Hegel’s spiritual children. Hegel is an
illustration of the fact that even a profound thinker is
affected by the circumstances of the age in which he lives.
Hegel lived in Prussia when, after the battle of Jena, his
country was overrun by looting French soldiers. This
naturally meant the exciting of a vivid nationalism, and of
an exaggerated loyalty to the particular qualities of his own
nation. The State, by which he meant the Prussian State,
was to him an institution of paramount importance. He
called it the incarnation of the divine idea as it exists on
earth.” He asserted that every aspect of human life must
be dominated by the particular genius of some State, and
must be subject to it. Hegel’s doctrine of the State "blazed
the trail" for Marx and Lenin, for Treitschke and the Nazi
apologists.

Although Fascism derives more or less directly from
the Hegelian philosophy it has a complementary origin in
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Nietzsche. He believed that in a healthy society the herd
of normal men and women must live under the heel of the
superman. Nietzsche was a disciple of Machiavelli, whose
eulogy of Cesare Borgia had obviously influenced him, and
in the nineteenth century he was anticipated by Gobineau,
a French writer whose remarkable Renaissance studies are
a plea for the worship of the superman. It is often too
readily assumed that the dictator is the result of Nietzsche’s
emphasis on the superman. Hence it is important to notice
that it is the Fascist interpretation of Neitzsche rather than
his own doctrine which is the parent of the modern dictator.
Nietzsche was not a logical thinker. He was a master of
trenchant aphorisms which often contradicted one another.
He was a rank individualist. He loathed state tyranny. He
was certainly not a patriot. The superman of whom he
dreamed was really a new super-species, to be achieved in
some future age by the intervening travail and self-discip
line of strong and chosen spirits who mastered themselves
in order that their descendants might master the universe.
The "will to power" of which he wrote was not a will to
power over other men; it was a will to power over the self,
which would ultimately lead to power over the universe in
which the self is set. He was certainly not an apostle of
the national totalitarian state, inspired and controlled by
the genius of a dominant personality; and it is one of the
endless paradoxes of human history that his ideas, misun
derstood and degraded, have become largely the basis of
Nazi philosophy. His superman, who belonged to the fu
ture, and was a species rather than an individual, has by
them been translated into the present and turned into an
individual who has been identified with the modern dictator.

Let us now follow the development of the philosophy
of Hegel as it affected the philosophical aspect of the Rus
sian Revolution. The line of succession from Hegel to
Lenin is by way of Marx. Lenin adopted from Marx and
further developed the doctrine of dialectical materialism,
which Marx derived from Hegel, Dialectical materialism is
the justification of both Communist theory and practice.
While Marx accepted two of the fundamental assertions of
the Hegelian philosophy, i.e., that all organic processes arc
dialectical, and that reality is an organic process, he re
jected the idealism of Hegel’s third assertion, that reality is
idea. For this latter, he substitutes the proposition that not
idea but the powers of production have been the prevailing
forces in human evolution. Lenin associated the develop-
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Treating a person like a rich uncle, so that you
may extract his coin or services, is not courtesy—
that’s foresight.
Offering your scat to a man who enters your home
or your office is not courtesy—that’s duty.

Helping a pretty girl across the street, holding
her umbrella, carrying her poodle—none of these are
courtesy. The first two arc a pleasure, the last,
politeness.
Courtesy is doing that which nothing under the
sun makes you do but human kindness. Courtesy
springs from the heart; if the mind prompts the
action, there is reason; if there is reason, it is not
courtesy, for courtesy has no reason. Courtesy is
good will and good will is prompted by the heart full
of love to be kind.

Only a generous man is truly courteous. He gives
freely without a thought of receiving in return. The
generous man has developed kindness to such an ex
tent that he considers everyone as good as himself—
treats another not as he should be treated, but as he
ought to be created.

—The Ink Spot.
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