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A JEREMIADE

The sun rose red.

Spring’s cool morning dawned.

Long shadows lay across the grass.
Heedlessly they crushed in a garden,
Peonies, caliph, dahlias, and clematis.
With lissome tread, a willowy maiden
In a pink dress

With cheeks dimly flushed

And rippling black hair

Freely flowing

Came and stooping

Took in her slim, cupped-hands

A pink rose bud

Of a rambler rose

That entwined a thorn holly.

The sun was high

Upon Summer’s burning noon.

Trees reached drinking boughs toward heaven.
Ecstacy pervaded the garden

Which diffused with the dew a rich perfume.
With sinuous swayirig, a sensuous female

In clinging, scarlet silk

With slit pomegranate lips

And wavy raven hair

Coiled in a Grecian knot

Came and drew

To her lips'

The full blown rose.

As she passionately laved it

With her lips

A gleam of gold was on a finger.

The sun was a dull golden half-circle.

Chill twilight fell upon that garden.
Shadows were swaying

And brushed soothingly over closing blooms.
With faltering steps, a drooping form



ACADIA ATHENAEUM 9

In flowing lavender satin
With pale face

And lustreless hair
Tightly fastened

Came

And saw the rose

Tossed by the wind
Upon a thorn,—

And pierced.

She plucked at her finger.
Flitting gold

Shone for a moment in the autumnal dusk.

@ AL B8

THE COLLECTED POEMS OF JAMES HAROLD
MANNING

HE poems of the late James Harold Manning have been

collected by his father, Dr. James Manning, and pub-

lished, under the title “Courcelette and Other Poems,” by J. &
A. MacMillan, Ltd., Saint John, N. B.

The author was born in Saint John in 1897 and was grad-
uated from the Saint John High School at the age of fifteen
after a brilliant course which culminated in the capture of two
medals, two of the most coveted honours awarded by that insti-
tution. After completing his Freshman year in dentistry at
the University of Pennsylvania, he returned to Saint John
and obtained a commission as lieutenant in the 104th Batta-
lion, C. E. F., then being organized. He took further military
training at Valcartier and in England and, early in the year
1917, crossed to France as lieutenant with the 52nd Battalion,
C. E. F. Lieutenant Manning was twice wounded in France,
once at Vimy Ridge and again at Lens, the latter time so ser-
iously that he was invalided home to Canada and finally dis-
charged with 2 life pension in 1918.

Having lost the use of his left hand, he was unable to con-
tinue his dentistry course. In the fall of 1918, he came to Aca-
dia for an Arts course. A brilliant student, a talented musi-
cian, and a man among men, he was a general favorite with
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faculty and students alike and played an important part in a
student body into which the war had made deep inroads. He
was appointed Associate Editor-in-Chief of the Athenaeum,
in which his literary talents won him no small praise. Such
were his scholastic abilities that he was ableto be graduated
with the class of ’19 still President of the Junior class! As his
graduating oration, Manning delivered his ‘“Numa Pompi-
luis”, a metrical rendering from the Latin of Goldwin Smith
which is included among his published poems.

He had always been devoted to literature and perhaps it was
his desire to gather new experiences and to discover new scenes
that led him first to Harvard, then from Boston to Chicago,
from Chicago he went to New York, and finally, from New York
to Venezuela, whither he went as a member of the Engineering
Staff of the Standard Oil Company of New Jersey, in 1922.
He was transferred from Maracaibo to Maturin in the spring
of 1924 and there, far from the loved “sound of Fundy’s tide,”
and far from his beloved ones, he died in October of the same
year, after suffering for three months the ravages of malarial
fever.

The thin volume of one hundred and six pages that com-
prises the literary remains of this gifted young man reveals an
aptitude for verification that bespeaks for the author a per-
manent place among the younger singers of Canada, and voices
a pathetic prophecy of “what might have been” had the poet
been spared to realize the full maturity of his genius.

The first poem is an ‘“Invocation to the Muse’’ which be-
gins:

“Goddess with eyes afire and marble lips,
Kneeling so careless by thy treasure-pile
Veiled in thy hair; thy pensive forehead bowed
Low on thy knees; the memory of a smile
Trembling upon thy cheek; thy finger-tips
Dimpling thy pearly chin; silent and proud #
From the description of this beautifully placid figure, the
poet continues after the classic style to admit his own unworthi-
ness and to beg aid from the goddess.
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From this poem we pass to a group in which the martial
note predominates. The first, ‘‘Courcelette,” the poem from
which the volume takes its name, is spoken by a soldier who has
fallen at Courcelette and leads up to a climax in the conviction
that the war will chasten the nation and force her to forget fear,
greed, and vice that she may soar

...................... on wings of sacrifice
To heights where sun can never set
In an eternal Courcelette.”

In this poem, also, we find an echo from Browning’s health
philosophy:

“For ’tis the striving, not the gain,
That marks the final gain or loss.”

The next poem, ‘“Wounded Between the Lines,” teaches a
thought akin to ‘“Courcelette’” and maintains that the race
progresses through the sacrifice of the individual. The re-
viewer found this piece particularly appealing and was charm-
ed especially with the delicate harmony, chaste simplicity,
and strong impressionistic effect of the opening stanzas which
carried his mind back to that most matchless lyric, ‘““St. Agnes’
Eve.”

A merrier note sounds in the martial ‘“Marching Song”’
with its swinging rhythm, while “Duty” and ‘‘Resurgam”
have more of an intellectual appeal.

Next we come to the “Ode to Nature’’, a noble poem re-
vealing a deep and abiding love for nature with the thought
that true contentment can only be found in living according to
nature’s laws. The closing lines are so effective that we feel
constrained to quote again:

“Thy peace enfolds me, in. the placid haze
Of mellow twilight, while the glory fades
That rimmed the west with splendor; softly strays
From far the noise of streams, and on the hill
A window lightens, while the gathering shades
Blot out the tree tops, and the leaves are still.”
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In the “Ode to the Spirit of Life,” we find reflected the poet’s
love for life—for the sheer joy of living. The third group of
stanzas is particularly good in the intensity of its subjectivity,
while the following stanzas are excellent in their impression of
life and movement. The key note of the ode is the thought
that although man metes out death on all sides, the Spirit of
Life is more powerful than death and restores all that man would
fain destroy.

The beautiful lyric “The Stormy Petrel” won notice for
the author in the College Anthology and for glorious abandon,
utter spontaneity, vivid imagery, and lilting metre is one of the
gems of the entire volume.

“Fallaheen’ introduces a contrast in its delicate humour
and contains a clever translation of one of Sappho’s odes, the
fragment ‘“‘Hannibal”, and the translation ‘““Numa Pompilius”
evidence the poet’s interest in classic material.

Manning’s early death coming as it did in a strange land
and among strangers adds pathos to such pieces as “Frustra”,
“Mirage”, “Return”, and the “Fly-Leaf Poem”, the last three
of which were written in Maturin, Venezuela, and are the lonely
cry of a homesick soul. Surely every reader who has ever in a
distant city longed for his home will feel the appeal of the quat-
rain printed upon the fly-leaf of the volume:

“If T were ruler of this land, with majesty complete,

If T owned all these many leagues and not a yard beside

I’d give them up without a sigh for room to place my feet

By the fog banks and the rain and the sound of Fundy’s

tide.”

At the end of the volume is placed “What is Truth? A
Tragedy in Blank Verse”, which we are told in a foreword ‘‘was
written to uphold the author’s conviction that the day of the
metrical drama has not passed.”” That the author has here
succeeded in developing a real tragedy will be granted by the
reader, but whether the tragedy has gained or lost by the fact
that it is written in blank verse is a question for each reader to
solve for himself. At the very last, “What is Truth?” presents
a very interesting experiment in the use of our most noble metre

in tragedy. o THEa ] g A et P
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WOODEN SHOES
A Parable

WAS a wee bit tired to-day and very discontented. I had
been studying the “why’” and the ‘““how’ of things and the
world looked somehow, drab and sordid. So, quite alone, I
slipped off the heavy wooden shoes which the gods of Material-
ism presented to me almost upon my arrival in the world. I was
quite surprised at the astonishing ease with which I was able to
remove them for they were wont to fit so tightly that they were
often painful and I had quite resigned myself to being saddled
with them the rest of my life. They were not at all beautiful
shoes being of a very heavy unpainted wood much scarred and
worn as though other feet might have walked weary miles in
them before they were presented to me. Yet, ugly though
they were, I must confess that they were of much use over the
. hubbles of the road I had chosen to walk. They, however,
gave me continual jolts which had made the road very distaste-
ful to me. I do not believe I shall ever put them on again for I
feel so amazingly light-hearted and at ease since I kicked them
away into the dark corner of my closet. But, now, how am [
to get about? After all, perhaps they were better than none
though the pain I suffered from them was often very severe.
Then I bethought me of my friend the Poet, who has ideas,
sometimes. To be sure, they are often very quaint and pecu-
liar, but this case was such a strange one, I felt they might ap-
propriately be hoped to fit it. My friend, the Poet, was at
home, a thing for which I had hardly hoped as past experience
had taught me much about his habit of wandering. I stated
my case with some anxiety and asked him if he thought that I
should compel myself to again put on the wooden shoes. My
friend, the Poet’s face has a way of lighting up as though the
sun shone within. Especially is this noticeable on a rainy day
like to-day and especially was it noticeable when I mentioned
the shoes. He turned very quickly and opened a quaint old
cedar-chest behind him. He seemed in a great hurry as though
he feared I might be tempted to go back to the wooden shoes if
he did not hasten. Yet I am sure no one could have desired
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to do so after seeing the little slippers he found down in the
farthest corner of the chest—little pink satin ones lined with
ermine that they might be very soft. My tired feet tingled at
the thought of them and T reached eagerly for them. But the
Poet still held them in his hands and looked at them dreamily.

“I gave them” he said, “to the girl I once loved but they
did not fit her. I do not even know now where she is. She
was quite wonderful in her way but I thought she should have
been able to wear them. They will fit anyone who does not
love their wooden shoes too much. They are called by some
the Slippers of Poets and they wear the trade mark Idealism.”

They fitted me perfectly, perhaps because I had learned to
hate my wooden shoes so much. It was unbelievable that the
world could instantly become so beautiful. The very raindrops
—gray and forbidding before, could be plainly seen to be actual
fairies, creatures in which I had not believed,—prismatically-
colored, lovely things. They looked so fugitive and terrified
under their robes of gray that I became quite sympathetic and
inquired the cause of their trouble from the poet. Whereat he
explained that they belonged to the harem of a fairy king and,
considering themselves abused by too long confinement, periodi-
cally made a voyage to the earth.

“And,” I inquired, ““ do they ever get back again?”

“Oh, yes,” the poet said, very positively ‘“‘the sun is ecom-
pelled to act as policeman and they are always brought back
very safely. They generally seem rather happy to be going
back home—You can feel their very happiness in the air after a
FAIm

“But,” I cried, amazed as I saw all their little faces peering
through the window and heard the music of their wings brush-
ing the pane as they passed, “Why have I never seen all this
before? Can you not show it to everyone?”’

“It is to that end that I have devoted my life,” replied the
Poet a bit sadly, “but, you see, they have so many other things
to do they cannot take the trouble to look. Besides, they are
much cumbered with wooden shoes such as you wore.”

Just at that moment a raggedy old woman with a face quite
wizened up and blank, stepped past through the rain her feet in
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their large sloppy shoes beating a discordant clamor against
the soaking pavement.

I remembered having seen her this morning and thinking
bitterly of the disillusionments of the world and contemptuous-
ly of the little wizened-up soul of the woman whom I felt sure
had never a thought beyond the crust of bread she could beg
and the pallet of straw she slept on.

Strange, though, what a day will do to people! I could see
deep down into her very soul and it was such a young soul—
in fact I thought it was a little girl’s for there were such wonder-
ful games being played in it and such gay little laughs fairly
haunting its corners. I almost began to think she could see the
fairies in the rain.. They were certainly marvellous shoes!

After a while, the wives of the raindrop king decided to go
home—and the sky became radiantly blue. I could distinctly
trace in it the forms of bluebells probably belonging to the troop
that left us last year. I asked the poet why the bluebells could
be seen so much more plainly after a rain.

“It is the angel’s feet,” he said. “The angels are running
to welcome the raindrops back and their footprints are crushing
the bluebells and bringing out their very souls.”

This struck me as being very beautiful and I could soon
clearly discern the silver shimmer of the angel’s wings against
the blue of the flowers.

It was such a marvellous world!

That night at dusk the stars looked so much like silver
flowers, immortal, unbelievable flowers that T asked the poet
again where they had come from.

“The day,” he smiled, “dropped them out of her wedding
bouquet.”

I did not need to ask who the bridegroom was for I could
see his dark form beside her in, what other people called the
twilight.

What a wondrous thing life was going to be now that every-
thing had become so beautiful! And yet—and yet—there was
no gainsaying the fact that the little shoes were a great incon-
venience. They were too fragile for the ordinary hubbles of the
road. One must walk with such extreme care.

Then, the next evening, the Great Event happened. I was
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walking very carefully lest I soil the little shoes when suddenly
I heard such a terrible cry beside me. All the wonderful, fine,
shining things within me just stretched out to help and silence
that ecry—but it came from such a terrible house—such a grue-
some, brown dirty house at the end of such a crooked little lane
with its age-old cobblestones sunk beneath the muddy imprint
of passing slum feet. I looked down at the little shoes in their
pink satin loveliness and thought of the stain of the mud upon
them. Never again would I see fairies and bluebells and the
beautiful souls of other folk, my little shoes—the hurting cry!
Dare I sell so much of my soul for the little shoes? Dare I sell
so much of my soul for the childish cry? I looked at the street
sign and read “The Road of Suffering.” Once, twice, thrice,
I shivered and looked down at the little shoes and loved them
so—and then the little child cried again and I ran quickly with
a sob in my throat.

It was not easy to rescue the child and my shoes were drab
and worn-out and quite unbeautiful when I left “The Road of
Suffering” and ran sobbing to the Poet. Ithought it strange
that the Poet smiled so quietly and stranger still when he point-
ed to my scarred little shoes. Suddenly, I looked down, too,
and was amazed to see upon them—silver shining wings.

“They are the reward of suffering” the Poet said quietly.

And, though the little shoes remained forever drab, the
silver wings grew strong and stronger and I, seeing still the
beauty of bluebells and raindrop fairies, but no longer fearing
aught from the obstacles in the way of life, thought the price
well paid.

Bl AW 26
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A BIRD IN THE BUSH

T is the living-room of the house of Douglas Carter, professor
of ancient history at Champlain University. The rest of
the house is attained by a door at the right and the street by
one at the left. At right back is a man’s desk, chair, study-
lamp, book-cases. In the centre is a library table on which are
several books, magazines, and flowers. To the left is a fire-
place with the fire burning. Near it is a wicker divan with
bright cushions. The room should be at once homey, cosy,
and studious, presenting a contrast between the heavy atmos-
phere of a man’s study, and the lightness of the feminine touch.
It is eight o’clock in the evening.

As the curtains part, Mrs. Carter is seen, knitting placidly,
on the divan before the fire. She is a pleasant, motherly wo-
man of nearly fifty. Seated at the desk, writing a letter, is her
husband, a fine man, perhaps a year older than his wife. The
feeling of deep affection and comradeship between the two
should be at once apparent.

Eunice: What are you doing now, Douglas?

Douglas: Writing the publishers a few more last instruct-
ions about the first volume of my book they’re bringing out
soon. I don’t think we can afford another trip up there.

Eunice: I suppose not, with Christmas only a week off.

Douglas: Exactly. But I am glad we have so many friends.

Eunice: Soﬁ am I. In your twenty-five years here you
have endeared yourself to the whole community. Wouldn’t
they hate to see us have to leave?

Douglas: I do believe they would. You have made them
all love me. But there is no danger of leaving. .Universities
don’t retire their professors until they are sixty-five (with pride)
I’ve fifteen years yet to go, and by that time I shall have made
enough from my book to be independent (looking around).
Such a dear, cosy home! We have been very happy here to-
gether, Eunice.

Eunice: Indeed we have. Sometimes I get so afraid. If
anything should happen—We haven’t a cent.
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Douglas: (smiling) Nonsense! What could happen? I'm
in perfect health. Besides, there is always my book.

Eunice: (gently). Yes, dear, but you have finished only
one of three volumes. How are you getting along with the
second this week?

Douglas: Not as well as I would like to. The boys keep
me so busy. They keep coming to me for advice all the time.
I can’t see why they don’t go to their dean, Sharpe.

Eunice: But he is so brusque and severe, whereas you are
so kindly and fatherly. No wonder they all love you.

Douglas: I'm beginning to think so myself. Only this
morning a Senior who does brilliant work in his studies,. but
so wretchedly poor he has to do night-work to earn the barest
necessities, came to me to say good-bye. He said he was fed
up with the grind and was going to leave. I gently suggested
he give up his night-work, and let me lend him money as I have
others, but he was obstinate-and said no. Just before tea,
however, he came to the office and said he had decided to stay.
We spent an hour talking over the thing, and I know with his
brains and character he’ll make good. What is more, I'm
made another life-long friend.

Eunice: And you wonder why the boys come to you! Have
you heard how the rector’s wife is?

Douglas: No, I didn’t today.

Eunice: T think T shall run up and see her. What with
being out for dinner so much this week and open house for the
boys all the time, I just haven’t had a minute.

Douglas: It would be a good time to go. I’ll stroll down to
the Post Office and mail this, then. It must go on the morning
train. Did I hang my hat in the vestibule or bring it in?

: Eunice: You left it outside, dear. Goodbye.

(He goes out left. Eunice rises, closes his desk with a little
sigh, and goes off right to return in a moment wrapped in a
cape. As she walks toward the street door, the bell is heard.
She admits Dr. Eliot, President of Champlain, and Dr. Sharpe,
professor of Mathematics and Junior Dean of the boys. The
president is a man of fifty, a good man, mild and sincere, but
easily imposed upon. Sharpe is thirty-five, aggressive, brus-
que, dapper, and with a nest to feather.)
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Eunice: Good evening, Dr. Eliot ( offers her hand) and you,
Dr. Sharpe. Won’t you come in? Very cool tonight, isn’t it?
Eliot: Ah, yes, thank you, I believe we shall. Yes, it’s

frosty indeed. Good Christmas weather. Is Mr. Carter at
home?

Eunice: I'm sorry, but he just stepped down to the Post
Office. He'll be back within fifteen minutes. Won’t you sit
down and wait?

Sharpe: Thank you, yes, Mrs. Carter.
Eliot: But you were going out. Pray don’t let us detain
you.

Eunice: Oh, I just thought I’d run up and see the rector’s
wife. She’s quite ill. However—(Starts to throw off her
cape.)—

Eliot: No, madam, please go, really. We just wanted to
see your husband a few moments.

Eunice: Well, then, I believe I shall. Mrs. Cassilis must
retire early. Douglas will be back in a moment. Please make
yourselves perfectly comfortable, and good-evening.

She flashes them a gracious smile and goes out left.

Eliot: Such a charming woman!

Sharpe: I thought her too gushing.

Eliot: (looking round) And what a cosy room! A real
home—so seldom seen nowadays.

Sharpe: I'll bet they fight like cats and dogs.

Eliot: I fear you are prejudiced, Sharpe.

Sharpe: No more than any man who sees an old fogey
keeping down a younger, more ambitious man.

Eliot: I would thank you to remember, Sharpe, Carter and
I are the same age.

Sharpe: (neatly) There is no one who could take your place
to better advantage, but Carter has served his day and it is
time he was superannuated.

Eliot: But he is immensely popular with the constituency
and students.

Sharpe: Yes, he promises the boys higher ranks if they will
2o to him instead of me, their Dean.

Eliot: Are you sure of that?
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Sharpe (with injuried dignity) That is what I have been
given to understand.

Eliot: Certainly. But your younger brother, I fear, will
be lacking in those qualities that have endeared Carter to us,
and be wanting in experience.

Sharpe: Oh, no, sir. My brother, as you know, has grad-
uated from two universities. He has been Carter’s assistant
for three years, and it is time he was promoted. Obviously,
Carter must be retired. Then, too, look at my brother’s out-
put last year, ‘A Brief Sketch of Ancient Babylonia”, “Notes

~on Egyptian Civilisation”, ‘“High Lights of the Reign of Cleo-
aptra,” and several other pamphlets.

Eliot: With all due respect, I fear they do not amount to
much except in quantity. They are too sketchy.

Sharpe: But what better has Carter to show against it?
What has he published this year? Absolutely nothing but “A
Detailed Review of the Career of Alexander the Great” and
some vague book he is always talking about, but which has not
yet appeared.

Eliot: Yes, there’s the rub. By the rules of this University
promotion is based not on seniority, but on the number of books
published each year by the professors. I confess it is a poor
system. It tends to encourage many, trivial productions ra-
ther than worth-while ones. But againstt his rule Carter seems
to have revolted, for according to his annual report, his output
has indeed been small, however valuable. A wretched system.

Sharpe: Be that as it may, sir, you cannot change, and by
this ruling, you must promote my brother. You might make
Carter the assistant, if he doesn’t wish to be retired.

Eliot: That would kill his pride.

Sharpe: Bah! He is lucky to get even a pension, these
days.

Eliot: I fear Carter is not very well off.

Sharpe: My brother is thinking of marrying. He will
buy his home and help him out that way.

Eliot: It will be very hard on Mrs. Carter.

Sharpe: She has had twenty-five years. That should be
enough. (The front door opens) Hush, here he comes. (Car-
ter enters through the door left, smiles kindly,and shakes hands)
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Douglas: Ah, Dr. Eliot, how glad I am you called. Good
evening, Dr. Sharpe. Very sorry to have left you waiting.
Has it been long?

Eliot: (pleasantly though nervously) No, not at all. We
have been very comfortable.

Douglas: Thank you. We, too, find though our home is
not pretentious, it is at least comfortable.

Sharpe: Mr. Carter, pardon me, but Dr. Eliot leaves town
tomorrow until Christmas, and I have another appointment
tonight, so this is the only opportunity we have. Already
much time has been lost. Now, it’s this way——

Eliot: Allow me, Dr. Sharpe. He is in somewhat of a
hurry, Mr. Carter, and I trust you will pardon me coming
rather hastily to the point. The subject is most unpleasant and
distasteful to me, but I have been shown that it is, nevertheless,
my duty. Ah

Douglas: Please go on.

Eliot: You see, Mr. Carter, like all of us you are advancing
in years, and Dr. Sharpe—we—that is, I think you will see that
since you have handled your position so well for a quarter of a
century, another man should be given a chance, also.

Douglas: (with restraint) But, sir, wherein have I failed
in my duties?

Sharpe: Look at the few writings you’ve published. It is
very paltry compared to your assistant’s.

Eliot: That is indeed the only trouble. You have written
very few books this last year.

Douglas: Yes, sir, my time has been taken up with my great
work in three volumes on ““A History of the Diffusion and Diff-
erentiation of the Earliest Race.” One volume is even now
being published.

Eliot: T regret that this is not sufficient, Mr. Carter, and I
shall, therefore, be obliged to ask you to enter the list of the
superannuated after the Christmas recess.

Douglas: But. sir, my book will put Champlain University
to the fore. The publishers are most enthusiastic about it
and eagerly await the rest. x

Sharpe: Nevertheless, as the President has already told
you, that ’s not enough.
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Douglas: In all my time here I have never known this rule
to be enforced. I thought it had become a dead letter.

Sharpe: (significantly) Reports of the students have made
it necessary for us to revive it.

Douglas: (at last provoked) I don’t believe you.

Sharpe: (rising, with a shrug) You will pardon me, Doctor.
I am already late and must be on my way. Good-night.

Eliot: I am very sorry, Carter. Your work is admirable
but I must be consistent. I cannot enforce rules, as their Dean,
on the boys of the upper classes, if I do not also on my faculty.

Douglas: Sir, I appreciate your position, but you will find
that my book will bring more fame to this University, through
its association with it, than you can afford to let go, because of
the inference of a jealous rival. (The President is startled
by +his. Eunice enters with a senior student.)

Eunice: (laughing) Look who picked me up, Douglas.
He was just coming in to ask you about—(The President is
again startled. Eunice sees him). Oh, I'm sorry. I thought
I just saw you outside with Dr. Sharpe. (Noticing the strain-
ed atmosphere). Why, what’s the matter?

Jack: I think I’ll come another time

Douglas: Don’t go, Jack. I will help you n just a moment
You see, Eunice, I have just been informed that after Christ-
mas I am to write “Emeritus’ after my name.

Jack: (bursting out) Dr. Eliot. You don’t mean you’ve
fired Professor Carter! (abashed) Oh, pardon me.

Eliot: (simply) He has not written enough.

Jack: But his book. It is a triumph. He has read snat-
ches of it to me.

Eliot: It is not my wish, but there is no other way.

Jack: (bitterly) What a rotten Christmas present.

Eunice: (who has been with Bernard) Never mind, Jack,
we shall manage somehow.

Jack: But we won’t! Who will the boys have to go to with
their troubles? Where shall we go to be entertained, the pool-
room? Excuse my rashness, Doctor, but Professor Carter is
the biggest single influence for good in this University. He
has been unofficially more of a Dean tous than Dr. Sharpe
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ever could be. The boys have such trust in him. He al-
ways helps us.

Eliot: So that is why so few of the juniors and seniors come
to me with things. You have usurped me, but, as the saying
goes, I can’t hate you for that.

Eunice: We just try to make their life here more pleasant,
Dr. Eliot.

Eliot: (Kindly) And I am sure you succeed, Madam. (brisk-
ly to her husband) Mr. Carter, I have seen enough. We can
no more afford to lose you than we could to lose our Adminis-
tration Building. I herewith tender my resignation as Dean
of the Upper Classes. Sharpe shall place his of the lower ones
in my hands tomorrow before I leave. For compensation, his
brother shall succeed you as professor of Ancient History. To
give you more time for your book, you shall be made Dean and
Faculty Adviser of the whole student body with a thousand
dollars more a year and a Christmas bonus to help put your
book over big. May I expect your resignation tomorrow, also?
(He rises).

Douglas: (overjoyed at this new turn of events, grasping
his hand). Indeed you may, Sir. God bless you, and a Merry
Christmas, Dr. Eliot.

Eunice: Yes, Doctor, a Merry Christmas and many of
them.

Eliot: Thank you both, and in the trite old way, with all
sincerity, let me say “The same to you,” and now good-bye.
(They shake hands and he goes).

Douglas: (finally to Jack). This is all your fault, you
young rascal! How dare you butt in? Before the President,
too. Shame on you! And now, don’t you think, Eunice,
you might cut a little; Christmas cake, and we’ll ‘all sit down
by the fire and talk the whole thing over?

GaID s H S S
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EARTHBOUND

The wings of my soul are golden and frail,

As the wings of a butterfly;

The dream of my soul seeks a wilderness trail,
But the golden wings falter and crumple and fail,
And the dream of my soul must die.

For wings that are fragile like fairy dust
Forever beat into the blue;

Beat ever up to the God they trust,
Beat ever back as ever they must

To the quiet of earth and you!

And my soul is ashamed for the dream that died
That climbed as the angels climb

Where the mountains are God and the wind is wide
And the mighty silences ever abide,

To infinity of time.

My soul is ashamed—but I love its wings,
(Frail wings of the butterfly!)

And, after all, when the high lark sings,

And the flowers play on the earth’s heartstrings
What if a dream should die?

(For golden wings fly only true,
Close to the warm brown earth and you!)

E. A. W, 26
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0. HENRY—AN APPRECIATION

O. Henry! What does such a name mean to most of us?
What is that I hear you say—colorless? Yes, indeed, but would
you not be surprised to learn that this unfortunate, this ill-
chosen name is the pseudonym of one of the really great figures
in American literature? What Shakespeare did for the drama,
O. Henry has done for the American short story, and for this
alone he should receive our highest commendation. A worthy
follower of Bret Harte and of Edgar Allan Poe, innovators of
the short story type, O. Henry deserves to be ranked with such
a name as that of Guy de Maupassant, than whom no more
perfect writer of the short story ever lived.

Why, then, have we not heard more of such a writer? Why
has his name not become a household treasure? Perhaps it is
because of his contemporary life. Genius, you know, is seldom
recognized for several succeeding generations. More possibly
it is because of the comparative newness of the short story form
of literature. At any rate, O. Henry is gradually coming into
his own. Of late years, over a million copies of his books have
sold in the United States alone; truly a sign of real worth, we
must admit. Where shall we go to seek this worth, which pos-
terity is sure to cherish?

Let us pick up any one of his volumes—there are twelve
in all, containing a total of practically two hundred stories—
and let us open it at random. Which shall it be, “The Gentle
Grafter,” “‘Sixes and Sevens,” ‘““Cabbages and Kings,”
Trimmed Lamp”? Ah, here is one with a striking title,— The
Four Million.”” We open its inviting covers and are entraliced
to find therein a vast, comprehensive, panoramic picture of the
world’s greatest city, which O. Henry loved so much. Before
our eyes, New York passes,—New York, with its blazing lights,
its rushing crowds, its tall skyscrapers, its traffic cops, its news-
boys, its tenement houses, its slums, its sordidness, its sin. To
pick out the important things from trivial incidents of every-
day life is one of the first essentials of a great writer, and who
has succeeded in this to a fuller extent than O. Henry? How
does he doit? What vehicle of expression has he chosen? Why,
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the most entertaining, the most delightful, and yet, perhaps,
the most difficult of all forms of literature, the short story!

Let us glance casually for a moment at one of these stories.
Some remarkable statement, some novel beginning immedia-
tely catches our eyes, and before we realize it, there is clearly
painted, in our imaginations, a magie, colorful picture of Broad-
way, of Coney Island, of life in some part of the great metro-
polis. With a few deft strokes the master puts, interesting,
living characters into the scene. We are held apparently with-
out effort on the writer’s part, through some appealing situa-
tion. Onward the film runs. We are dimly conscious of sus-
pense, yet we know we cannot leave until the end appears. Our
hearts skip a beat as we wait, with intense feeling, for the out-
come. Suddenly there is a blaze of glory, a marvellously con-
structed surprise ending, and, with some telling sentence, the
master ends his tale. But is that the end for us? No, it is
not! - The story, the setting, the style,—everything remains in
our memories as an expression of wonderfu! imagination as well
as of deep understanding of the intricacies, the vicissitudes of
the human heart.

It has been said that the first test of a short story is how
vitally compelling the writer makes his selected facts or inci-
dents. This, however. is not enough to make the story out-
standing, and a second test is necessary if the story is to take
rank above others. The true artist will seek to shape his ma-
terial into the most beautiful and the most satisfying form, by
skilful selection and arrangement, and by the most direct and
most appealing presentation of it in portrayal and characteriza-
tion. Both of these tests O. Henry fulfills. All these qualities
are his. Compelled, however, by the underlying foundations
of true genius, he goes still further. To him belongs the dis-
tinetion of uniting genuine substance and intrinsic artistic form
in a closely woven pattern, with such sincerity, that his works
immediately take their place among the best literature of our
youthful continent.

Just like one of his own stories, so runs the account of the
great writer’s life, a parallel that is at once evident, as well as
amazing. As we have already learned, the name O. Henry—
though the name by which he shall go down to posterity—is
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merely a nom de plume. William Sydney Porter was born in
the year 1867. The place of his birth is very uncertain, though
some claim it to be Greensboro, North Carolina. Through-
out his early life he proved to be a typical, versatile rolling
stone and in quick succession the wanderer qualified as ranch-
er, reporter, newspaper editor, druggist, and vagabond. The
scene of his wanderings shifted from Texas to Central America,
from Central America back to Texas, and from Texas to the
city of New Orleans, where he began the most productive period
of his career. Never remaining long in any one place, O. Hen-
ry soon took the northward trail, and after a venturesome jour-
ney, finally landed in New York. There, amidst an atmos-
phere of the most driving competition, namely, that of the sur-
vival of the fittest, he was spurred on to greater efforts than
he had heretofore even considered. That he had a real affec-
tion for the great city is evidenced by the fact that he remained
there longer than anywhere else. He found so much there that
interested him. To him it was home.

In spite of his fertile mind and his wonderful productions,
O. Henry was constantly without money. This may be ac-
counted for because of his rather shy and retiring disposition,
caused, no doubt, by a cruel experience in his younger days.
There was not, however, a particle of the “itching palm” qua-
lity in his make-up. We are prone to say that herein lies the
great pathos of his career; for, stories that would not sell today
for less than a thousand dollars, he sold for a trivial fraction of
such an amount. Nevertheless, we are forced to admit that he
was just as happy, perhaps more so, without money as with it.
Who, let us ask, would not give up a large part of his fortune to
be enabled to partake of the rich experiences that it was O.
Henry’s privilege to enjoy?

Coming like a hint of motivation of the outcome, we learn
that the master was gradually being crushed in the embrace of
a mortal disease. Still, he went on, in his own care-free way,
enjoying life to the full. Never once was he seized by despair.
Surrounded by a small circle of friends, who alone recognized
his genius, that lived the last months of his life without any fear
of the climax that was pending; and, earlyi n the year 1911, he
met Death, in the last great venture of his colorful career.
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For us, however, who follow, the parallel of his life goes on.
Death was only an anti-climax. The great terminating blaze
of glory has now just begun. When it will end is for future gen-
erations to decide. How seldom is true genius heralded by
its contemporaries. To have one’s name go down to posterity
may, quite possibly, be a higher reward. In the words of Ste-
phen Leacock, “The Time is coming, let us hope, when the
whole English-speaking world will recognize in O. Henry one
of the great masters of modern literature.”

AR DI 68

SEPTEM DIEM REGINA ERAM

I HAVE always since been convinced that it was in a moment
of mental and spiritual weakness that I offered myself up to
the sacrifice as it were. In no othher way can I account for the
fact that early in the holidays it gradually penetrated into my
cerebo spinal system that I was to have charge of all the cul-
inary activities in the household, that in short it would be my
job to ‘“feed the troops,” alone and unaided for a week.

Nothing daunted, for I was still young and had in me the
exuberance and extreme optimism of veuth, I arose on Monday
morning full of zeal for my task. Owing to the habit of pro-
crastination acquired during my university career, I slept forty
winks after I should have been up, and accordingly had to rush
down stairs in two minutes, pulling on my middy during the
downward descent.

I entered the kitchen. The fire was burning. (Luckily
the pater had seen to that.) Twenty after seven! And I must
have breakfast ready by half past! I ran to the pantry, bang-
ing myself against the kitchen table and upsetting a chair in
my way, threw half a dozen Shredded Wheat on a pie-plate, a
dozen rolls on another, ran back to the kitchen and popped
them into the oven with a grin of triumph. Now for the table!

After I had put on silver, plates, glasses, and water, I made
a bee-line for the cellar. (We kept the milk and butter in the
‘“infernal regions” before the advent of ice.) On the way down-
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stairs is a landing and on the landing a mat, and on the mat I
tripped, sprawled down six steps onto the cement floor below,
and said some words in German. (I always believe in keeping
up my foreign vocabularies.) However, on my way back, laden
with my bovine spoil, I kept my eye on that mat.

I made the tea—coffee was beyond me! I had made that
a stipulation in the contract—and as I put the last things on
the table a sudden thought struck me. Good heavens, the
rolls! I slid to the oven. On my knees and with a prayer to
all the household gods I opened the door. But alas! The fates
were unkind. Each roll was a beautiful shiny black. The
duskiness of the ancient Nubians had nothing on them.

Embarrassing? Of course, but the bést of us make mis-
takes. I vowed I would be equal to the occasion, so after scurry-
ing out with the unfortunate little things to give them to the
hens before I should be caught in the act, I returned and made
toast. Then I called the family, perforce, for it was past 7.40
and I was ten minutes late already.

When they were all finally assembled and the sustenance
which I had set before them duly blessed, I went to the kitchen
again. The cook cannot eat with the family if she wishes to
poach eggs for them. This latter operation is hardly as simple
as it sounds. Try it yourself sometime if you don’t believe me!
The horrid little eggs would persist in resembling pancakes
more than really normal poached eggs. Finally, breathless
and panting, I served an egg in some form or other before each
of my unfortunate victims. Then I sank down with a sigh of
relief to consume my own Shredded Wheat, long since cold.

Breakfast was done, but that was only a transient glow of
hope. Men may come and men may go but meals go on for
ever. [ shall not bore you with the account of my hundred and
one activities of that morning. I shall not describe to you my
hundred and two mishaps. Such things as forgetting to order
bread until nearly dinnertime and stewing a whole two pounds
of prunes instead of a quarter of the amount were but many
stars on my troubled horizon. My highest ambition and
“‘nunc desiderium curaque non levis’” was to set on the festal
board a new dessert, one which the mater had never served,
one on account of which my fame would be established. I
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looked through cook book after cook book. They all seemed
so hard! Or I hadn’t the ingredients! Or we had had them
before! Suddenly my eyes were caught by the words “Orange
Puffs.” Ravishing! Delectable! Wholly exhilarating! While
perching on a stool in the hot kitchen, those words seemed to
me reminiscent of exotic flowers, Oriental gardens, rare per-
fumes, dim tropic isles under a Southern moon, etec., ete., and
everything beyond a world of sordid reality. ‘“Orange Puffs,”
I breathed to myself. Thatwas what I should make.

After carefully following the recipe and with the feeling
of one who has offered her child to the gods, I placed the Orange
Puffs-to-be in the oven.

Such uninteresting little things as potatoes have to be
peeled, so in the interim I went at them. But in the back of
my mind I could imagine my delectable Orange Puffs rising to
a foamy deliciousness in the oven. The potatoes peeled, I went
to look at my masterpieces. They surpassed my highest ex-
pectations! High and lofty above the pans they had soared,
uncertain white masses, but in my heart I knew they would not
remain so. They would obey all the laws of gravitation, phy-
sics and cooking, and fall miserably over the side of the pans
and down to the bottom of the oven before they were thorough-
ly cooked. And they did! Then to my despairing soul came
the words ‘“‘celsae graviore casu decidunt turres.” I realized
that others had known the agony of hopeless despair and [ was
comTorteds ity (8 el Se e il i Gt L e 8

How can I plcture the awful frenzy of the next six days.
Noon was the worst time. Then all the mishaps, petty annoy-
ances and disturbances, and things-that-ought-to-be-done arose
in a grand culmination. After dinner seemed like the floods
subsiding with the dishes to be washed as an anti-climax. But
the noons! The noons!! Poets sing of the glory of them, their
splendid brightness, cloudlessness, and singing birds; or their
heat, their breathless expectant heat.

But did poets ever sing of noons over the kitchen stove,
scorching and searing with sizzling steak being cooked, potatoes
which must be salted and drained, salad dressing in the process
of making,—stir continuously the recipe says—soup which
must be kept from burning—other vegetables to be creamed,
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buttered, and salted, and if one is most unfortunate Parker
House Rolls or cookies in the oven. Did poets ever sing of
this? Ah, in the words of the immortal Addison, “There is
much to be said on both sides.”

All that T can say in concluding is that none of the family
died of ptomaine poisoning. But at the end of the week, the
family physician was consulted. He pronounced the sentence
of impending mental aberration and a nervous breakdown if I
continued to lead such a reckless and exciting existence.

Dimly to my heartbroken soul came the realization that I
should always remain among the great mass of the unrecognized,
that I should never arise to the heights of fame. Never, never
would the world know what a good cook I might have been.

MG P e

A SONNET

(To Charles G. D. Roberts—written after the poet-author’s visit to

Acadia University.)

Throughout the great, the broad beloved domain

Of Canada, our native land, sublime

With ocean’s rhythmic waves and tides to time

The measured pulse and accents which would fain

Express the nation’s heart-beats high, in vain

Outpoured themselves with poets ordered rhyme

Upon these shores of maple-leaféd clime

Was none to voice desires to attain.

Until arose a son of purest ray

To light where darkness once alone did shroud.

Oh Psychic Potter, thou alone could mould

Our common thought into a people’s lay

And raise the nation spirit that was bowed

And tint a world of common things with gold.

G IHAIS DS



32 ACADIA ATHENAEUM

SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH

S a people, we lack due appreciation of the process by which

knowledge is gained. Perhaps we are unaware that we

advance in scientific knowledge, step by step, because of those
engaged in scientific research.

What then is scientific research?

The research student begins with items already known.
Some one has preceded him, and upon the work done by a pre-
decessor, he bases his own inquiry. Since, however, the ulti-
mate is considered far away, this fearless discoverer begins his
explorations, starting a course slightly different from that taken
by any one else, in the hope that he may come upon some law
or theory not yet found. He plods on day by day, patiently
collecting and almost in the dark, comparing data, in an effort
to discover real relations. Almost innumerable items are often
thus compared before any real discovery is made. When that
discovery is made, it is subjected to many tests in an effort to
establish it unquestionably. This done, it is given to the world
as one more step in the progress of knowledge.

The world will never be able to dispense with the man of
wide outlook, who must do the fundamental work in the ad-
vancement of knowledge. To be able to follow along well-
marked paths even with occasional obstructions, is in marked
contrast, educationally, with blazing a new way. This in-
volves leading, rather than following; making discoveries, rath-
er than assimilating the results of other’s work.

An army of men are employed in such work year in and
year out by governments, by industrial concerns, by human-
itarian institutions, and by many other bodies interested in
knowledge—interested in answers to the thousands of interro-
gations, which the minds of men are proposing every day.

Research to-day 1is extending the boundaries of every
human activity and thought. The fields included are unlimi-
ted; the world proves to be indefinitely investigable. Secien-
tists must press forward. Only thus can the highest advantage
of science and industry, the chief interests of public welfare,
and the greatest national progress, be obtained. Science is
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basal to the culture of the future. It is profoundly influencing
our conception of the universe and of man’s place therein. Re-
search, by bringing a stream of new materials into application,
serves as one of the most important agents for making human
progress and happiness possible.

Of course there are innumerable difficulties in the way—a
false trail, which involves a new start—a dream which can never
be realized.—A hundred times the patient scientist discards
data, and opens new routes by which he hopes to come to his
heart’s desire. Days may pass into weeks, weeks into months,
and months into years, before he really succeeds; but when he
has arrived at his goal, he gives the world a new foundation on
which to base further enquiry, or a new item of immediate prac-
tical value in the field concerned. Every new discovery in any
field, shows ever widening possibilities.

People have been comparatively slow to recognize the
value of the deeper and more fundamental researches in science.
The European War has done more than any one thing, to secure
the desired recognition. Research was called upon to aid every
department of action in the recent war. Its value is incal-
culable, and it has by no means yet reached the highest possible
standard of attainment. In this day, no sane person would
dare to say that a certain piece of fundamental research will be
of no practical value for one hundred years to come. . In a few
years it might mean the cornerstone of an industry or science.

Who in his wildest moments, could have imagined that the
classification and anatomical study of the fleas, which infest
the lower animals, could ever be of use in saving human lives.
Yet, when the Oriental plague threatened this country, in re-
sults of such studies was found the means of combatting the
disease. Because of our knowledge of public health, obtained
by research on apparently unimportant matters, the repetition
of such a plague is now impossible.

Perhaps no conquest of nature is more impressive than
that wireless telegraphy. The existence in the ether of waves
much longer than those that give the impression of light, but
travelling with the same velocity, was first definitely shown by
Maxwell in his purely mathematical investigation on the electro
magnetic theory of light. For twenty years these waves were
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known only in equations, but in 1888 Hertz found that they
were actually emitted by a spark in his laboratory. It could
easily be detected across the room and at greater distances.
This made wireless telegraphy possible.

In a recent periodical, an article which further emphasizes
the value of research, reads thus: .

““The British Government possesses a motion-picture cam-
era, the only one of its kind in the world, capable of taking 5,000
separate pictures a second. This marvel of the “movies” has
taken four years to manufacture, and cost over $75,000. It
weighs four tons, and photographs, on ordinary film, pictures
that make the so-called slow-motion film look rapid.” The
Government is using the camera to study the effects of armor-
piercing shells 