
we use nouns. 
kind ~ -
of abE 
diffen 
ence a 
a sub~ 
given 
hers o 
distirn 
examr 
subs tr 
but is 
"this : 
definit 
tion v 
realit} · 
abstra 
tion is 
it can 
ure to 
reachE 
tions « 

edge. 
The 

gener~ 

appan 
percei: 
mind. 
quirin. 
We g~ 
there 
faculb 
jectiv( 
must 
fore Vi 

have E 
before 
as an 
comm• 
our di 
a gre~ 

believ• 
- Tr 
contr2 

Nov 
of per 
exprei 
a dire 
ven's 
heard 
meani 
kn owl 
perce 
refati< 
thing 
Wek 
mentE 
gases 
ment~ 
three 
betwe 
is re1 

Nouns are of two k1'nds. One ch · d th I f air an e sea e o colors. This kind of 

Page 10 

conceiv: 
penings 
have ex 
tions. 
-particu 
but not 
ence, i: 
tion. t 

hypo the 
physica· 

tedly de 

our spac 
unlmown 
balancir 
speculai 
in our , 
verific, 

Th~ 

accurat1 
sists o 
the faci 
2) a lm< 
to the c 

jective 
ing to 1 
enough 
probabi: 
holding 
balanci 

Th 
formed 
degrees 
ext rem• 

foot on 
most ov 
of fac 
budge 1 

course 
unknown 
matic a: 
stitut1 
treme, 
thing t 
will lJ 
but wi] 

side as 
be enou, 
posal. 

ST. JOHN'S COLLEGIAN 

lhat do you think of the proposed new 
dorm1tor1es? 

Jack Carr-ph1loeoph1st: I am not sure that th• 
new plane take account of Hegel's 1mpl1c1t 
theory of tensions. L'art est toujours le 
resultat d'une contra1nte. 

Richard Warner Edelman- movie mogul: The new 
theatre properly should have only one narrow 
entrance. 

Adam P1nsker-The King lilliam Player: 
'l'he buildings should have the form of Berg, 
the simple integrity of Wagner, and the tor
rential exuberance of Haydn. 

Price Chatham - a youth: The colonial style 
should not be crossed with the neo-pagan 

·swedish Modern form. 
John Alexander-the Libido K1d: Man,that's where 

I'd like to live. 
Louis Graff- aesthet1c1an: The cantilever con

struction has the highest safety factor, es
pecial.¥ if made nut of unpainted reinforced 
concrete. 

Georg• John Lee-sometime student: Draw the form 
of the house conformably to this synthetical 
unity of the manifold in space. 

Let us prey 
We 1n Adam Smith 
And Marx 
Are no more 
Than material 

Fragment 

And no less than t~e Geist 

In this day 
There 1s no myth •o larks 
And therefore 
Our burial 
Certain now without Christ 

Bosch saw 
And painted 
Dante 
The Div1ne Commedy 
las understood 
In tragic form 

Eliot's awe 
la tainted 
Vant er 
Th• human tragedy 
Jllble brotb•rhodd 
nd •T•ry norm 

___ , 
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THE BLUNDERER 

With.one hand Gibanee lrnuckled 
the sleep out of one eye, then the 
other. He blinked once, twice, opened 
his eyes wide the third time until 
they drew the ceiling into focus and 
finally let the lids close, but 
limply. Under his shut lids he saw a 
blur of red. Gradually the red turned 
to blue. Then polkadots a-ppeared in 
the blue. Then one of the polkadots 

expanded and changed form and at last 

became the face of Rita. Gibanee felt 
a little saliva leave his ducts ruid 
trickle over his molars. He swal
lowed, tu.med on his side and squeezed 
the pillow against his chest in a 

brief extasy that filled his legs and 
groin with an unbearable pleasure. He 
relaxed again. Suddenly he brought 
his harrl. to his mouth and coughed into 
it -- two throaty barks that left 
phlegm tingling in his chest. He 

raised himself on one elbow and tried 
to cough up the phlegm. After a few 
tries his throat began to irritate 
him. He got out of bed. 

The M.nds of the square clock in
dicated six like semaphores. Gibanee 
shook it incredulously before he real
ized that it was evening, not morning, 
and that he had gone to sleep several 
hours before because of a headache. 
He sat down on the bed again, re
lieved, spermy, devoid of strength in 
his arms • From a pack by his bed he 
took a cigarette and lighted it. He 
sucked the smoke in, and then reached 
under the bed for his socks and shoes. 
While he was lacing his shoe, the cig-

arette smoke slithered upward into his 
eyes, smarting them, and he tilted his 
head to one side as he had seen his 
father do hwen he wanted to tie his 
collar without removing the cigarette 
from his mouth. The action left Gib~ 
anee feeling like a professional. He 
stood up smartly and marched across 
the hall to the bathroom, the cleats 
on his heels snapping on the bath room 
floor. 

After shaving it took hiin only a 
few moments to put on his shirt and 
pants. He stooped down to the level 
of the dresser mirror to knot his tie. 
His face looked back at him with a 
casual subtlety. With one movement he 

pulled his tie to, smiled at his re
f1.ection in a subdued manner and went 
downstairs. 

Gibanee could hear voices in the 
front room as he lifted his sole from 
the bottom step. 

"Yow lrnow", he heard his father 
saying, "the story is they want du
plexes. That sort of thing can't be 
had. EVerybody lmows that. .Af'ter a 

while you get tired of telling them 
the same old story, you lrnow". 

Gibanee was aloof as he walked 
into the living room. He saw that the 
other people in the room were Rita's 
parents. He felt an itch in his 
throat and wanted to cough again, but 
he swallowed ani the itch was soothed 
temporarily. 

"Hello, Mrs. McShane, Mr. 
McShane", Gibanee said. 

"Well ,Jack", his father excl a~ 
ed with a sure smile, "we'd about giv

en you up". 
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Gibanee blenched inside at the 
skeletal laugh that canie from the 
McShanes~ He returned a smile, and 
imned:i ately felt very nuch less like a 
professional. He sat down beside his 
father and lighted a cigarette . It 
gave him some thing to hide behind, and 
he was glad of it. 

"Rita's with the sodal 1 ty to
night, Jack", Mrs. McShane began. 

"I lmow", Gibanee answered. "I 

called her a little while ago". A weak 
suspense. Gibanee felt the half-itch, 
half-tickle rise in his throat'again. 
He pulled at the cigarette instinct
ively, necessarily, as a child might 
pull at a nipple. 

Mr. McShane said something that 
Gibanee could not hear, but he looked 
at him and grinned knowingly as if he 
had heard. Mr .. McShane looked do'WJl, 
satisfied. Continued P. 

light always travels along the path 
which for the given conditions will 
take the least time. The second problem 
the isoperimetric problen, of all cur
ves of given length what is the curve 
that includes the largest area, solved 
by J . Steiner lead to an extensive re
evaluation of our rrethods of proof. 1he 
third, a "path" problem proposed by 

John Bernoulli, lead to the Calculus 
invariants which will reveal those as
pects of the physical world which are 

in no way dependent upon the language 
we use to describe them. 

That Dr. Courant succeeded in 
clearly indicating the nature of the 
problems is a creditable achievement 
considering the circumstances . No real 
attack on the solutions tor these pro
blems could have been made and none 
was. It seerrs ·to me doubtful that math
ematics produces topics suitable for 
Friday evening lectures. We have had 

interesting and provocative lectures on 
DR. COURANT the history of mathematics, on the 

philosophical fotnldation of mathematics 
In attempting a review of the lee- and on the relation of· mathematics to 

ture delivered by Dr. C.ourant on "Max- other fields of thought. We have yet to 

ima and Minima Problems in the Develop- have one on mathematics itself. The 
ment of Mathematics" I .find myself chief difficulty is that to get on with 
haunted by the shade of the lecture the bus1ness at hand the lecturer would 
that might have been given. It was Dr. have to use the language of mathematics 
Courant' s impression that he had under- which-would be about as comprehensible 
taken to speak to a small group of to the audience as middle English. 
mathematics students . He found himself The question period that followed 

faced with an audience o.f sane two hun- the. lecture contained one bright spot. 
dred the majority entirely innocent of· Dr. Courant presented Steiner's solu
the ~st elementary terms necessary for tion to the isoperimetric problem. The 
a precise presentation of the problem. -proof was simple and elegant and 

h d · on P which brought out clearly the 
Forbidden to use so muc as a eri va- er inherent in the indirect -proof. 
tive Dr. Courant produced a pleasant dang . 

The rest of the question period was re-
his tor ic al sketch. 1 bl e markable only for the profound silence 

Three genera pro ems wer . f 
ted The first initiated by Her- of all those who from their reading o 

~:~~nAl~xandria, :as the problem of Dr. Courant's Differential and Integral 
d t · ing the ~th of a ray of light Calculus might be supposed capable of e ermm t~ • • 

between two points . This led eventually carrying on an intelligent discussion 
to Snell's law and the concept that with him. 
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BARR'S LECTURE 

on a recent Friday night Mr. 
Stringfellow Barr presented us with a 
very strange lecture. Ostensibly it 
was a brief survey of the history of 
political philosophy in the 10th, 17th 

d 18th centuries. Commencing with 
an . d 
Machiavelli, Mr. Barr rapidly carne 

carrying out their plans for mutual 
extirpation. Not so today. Every 
nation is a next door neighbor to 
every other one. .Arrl now there is the 
a tonic bomb! 

Montesquieu advocated a confede:r
a ted republic as the me ans of solving 
the problem of war between nations. 
Therein lies the solution for Mr. Barr 

th gh. the basic ideas of Hobbes us rou too. 
and I.Dcke, with even shorter gl~ses 
at the thought of Montesquieu, Mil to~, 
Shakespeare, and Rousseau. Why this 
textbook style lecture? This is not 
the first one of its kind to come from 
h"m. It seems that Mr. Barr has 1 

l"t" al written the introduction on po i ic 

philosophy for the s?on ~o be ~~b
lished Eb.cyclopedia Brittaruca edition 
of the Great Books. For some reason 
he has thought it worth while t~ pre
sent us parts of this introduction as 

his last two lee ID.res. . 
Mr. Barr is an extremely worried 

man. The other writers he discussed 
were ;ust so much stuffing for him 
that ~vening. The two men who really 

ted hlJil. were Hobbes and Montes-interes · 
quieu: Hobbes because of his concept 
of the state of nature as a state of 
war' and Montesquieu because heh seemed 
t have found the answer to t e pro-o . 
blem of war b~tween nations. 

For Thomas Hobbes, tmlike Lo~ke, 
governnent is a positive good. With- . 

are in a constant state of 
out law men rious 
war with one another. The va 

k . up the world nation al states ma ing 
are in a -position similar to that of 
. dividual men in a state of nature. 
~: we may expect them to 1 i ve at . da~._ 

ID. ts w1· th one another. This is gers-po · · d 
the predicament Mr. Barr finds ~": 
in today' not a new predicament, it is 
true, but one which was mt of so de~~ 
per ate a nature in Hobbes' time as 1 t 
is in ours. Natural barriers and a 
lesser degree of ingenuity in the. arts 
of war ke-pt men from more effectively 

Can this solution be carried out, 
and in time? That was the theme of 
the qiestion ~riod following the lec
ture. How can we set up a world gpv-

ernrnent of confederated republics? It 
can't be done, said many of Mr. Barr's 
audience. It nus t be done or God help 
us was his reply. All the old argu
me~ts were trotted out to show Mr. 
Barr why world governnent today is an 
imoossibility, arg,wrents ranging f'rom 
t~ tough school's, "Look at the facts, 

bud", to tnose clothed in a. more 
philosophical dress., "Don't you real
bud", to those clothed in a more 
philosophical dress, "D:>n't you real
ize that there are basic ideological 
differences involved?" To all of 
which Mr. Barr replied, first of all 
in too many instances too many of your 
facts are wrong, and second, granted 
these ideological differences, what 
can we do but keep working, trying to 
understand the Russians, trying to 

build the foundation for a safe and 
sane future? What do you suggest, 
dropping the Bomb? 

And what can we answer? Therein 
lies the value of Mr. Darr' s evening 
with us: He asked the right question. 
Dut, Mr. Darr, don't hide the impor
tant things you have to say for so 
long a time. No more textbook lec
\tures, if you please! 

Feinberg 
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"LE COLONEL CHABERT" 

In the scene with his lawyer in 
"Le Colonel Chabert" Raimu replies to 
a suggestion that ne consider 'patri
ot ism': "Ce mot -patriotisme, je 
troµve que c'est un bien petit mot des 
qu'on a invente l'hunanite". Perhaps 
that is not an exact quotation, but 
the sense is there. And there also, 

this is singularly a-ppropriate. Ex
cept in "Le Fentne du Boulanger" he has 
never been more touching than as the 
soldier risen from the dead of Eylau 
to confront a world grown inimical and 
cold. One feeis an echo of the recent 
German occupation of France in his 
description of the neap of corpses 
from whlch he emerged at Eylau. One 
· reminded that Raimu the man lost lS , 

in the word humanity, is the essence ,his son, fusille par les Boches, and 
of Ra:imU the actor. He is humanity, that ne himself emerged from the oc
not only in "Le Colonel Chabert", but 
in the Pagnol trilogy (which one would 
like to see at St. John's) and in the 
s cores of other films in which he has 
appeared. He is humanity suffering, 
persecuted, betrayed; gay, full of 
vivacity and humor; never unpleasant
ly sentimental, never false, always 
human. 

A Raimu film is communicated al
most wholly through his enormous, mal-
1 eable face, with his large eyes ex
pressing endless nuances between the 
twinkle and the tragic sadness; his 
head set upon a body of impressive 
size and grotesque shapelessness; ·his 
voice ranging from subtly modulated 
whispers to stentroian conrnands and 
picturesque curses. He is quite a 
character, this ugly Frenchman, who 
has so often made us feel that he is 
beautiful. 

Consider him for a moment in 
terms of Hollywood actors (may his 
ghos t forgive the temerity!) Wallace 
Beery and Lionel Barrymore come at 
once to mind, with all their mawkish 
mannersims and their watery sentimen
tality. Raimu's voice stands out 
sharply against their cheapness, as it 
does against the impoverishmeht of 
Barry Fitzgerald since he left the 
A.obey Theatre Players and converted 
himself from an actor to a movie star. 
These men have become types; Raimu 
was always unique. 

If it is true that "J.,e Colonel 
Chabert" was Raimu's last picture, 

cupation broken in heal th, to die soon 
after the victory. If it is fair to 
consider "Le Colonel Chabert" in tl1is 
context of events -- and it may well 
not be -- one must mm ti on the dignity 
with which the Colonel faces the alien 
world, and above all the growth of 
character that one feels must have 
taken place in the old soldier who can 
speak so tenderly of German kindness, 
and reject the narrowness of military 
patriotism for something larger and 
more noble. Perhaps the key to 
Ra.i.mu' s acting lay in a similar capac
ity for growth in Ra:imu the man, which 
allowed him always to sound ~ore ma
ture depths of human character. 

In the film there is the infinite 
gentleness with which the Colonel 
takes his music box from the cabinet 
in his forner home, the pathos of his 
face as he cocks his head and allows 
the minuet to evoke his past, forever 
lost; there is the terror of the 
chase in ilie woods during the thunder
storm, as the inane lunatics in ghast
l y white hunt the crippled but ex
tr emely sane Colonel; but above all 
there is the dignity of his rejection 
of the world in the final scene, of 
his acceptance of the fact that a hero 
who has fought with Napoleon can hope 
for no subsequent life that is wor th 
living; that for a man to rise from 
the dead is not a miracle, but a 
faux-pas. 

A. W. Satterthwaite 
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MR. COURANT 

The appearance of Richard Cour
an t as a Friday night lecturer was 
from some points of view the leading 
event of the winter term. Courant's 
"Differential and Integral Calculus", 
at least in the translation of McShane 
(and with problems added by him), has 

become one of the peripheral Great 
Books and its auU1or has become some
thing of a Great Author. To see such 
an author in the flesh is nearly as 
much of a sensation as the presence of 
Euclid, Ptolany, or Newton would be on 
the platform of Iglehart Hall. Also, 
Courant is co-author with Hilbert 
(whose "Foundations of Geometry" has 
been on the Great Books list) of a 
work which is much more than a mere 
textr-book, "Methoden der mathematisch
en Physik," a monumental work which 
unfortunately (Courant tells me) still 
lacks a McShane to render it satisfac
torily into English. That Courant 1 s 
lecture was an "event" in local his
tory is attested by the fact that the 
mathematics faculty of the Naval Aca
demy were present in toto. The writer 
also saw some Washington mathematic
ians who had come over for the occa
sion. 

Prof. Courant's theme was "Maxima 
and Minima in Mailiematics and iliysics" 
and the ground covered was largely 
ilia t of Chapte,r VII of Couran t and 
Robbins' "What is Mathematics?" Fol
lowing in the foot-steps of his great 
predecessor, Felix Klein, whose chair 
Courant occupied at Goettingen at 
Klein's own request, the lecturer took 
as his pr imary thesis the assertion 
iliat ma.thematics, like Antaeus, can 
not be too long separated from the 
matter of the natural sciences without 
great loss to itself and without the 
onset of decay and sterility. The 
great :impulses to mathematical iliought 

have always had their origin in real 
and specific problems of human exper
ience. Geometry came into being from 
the problem of surveying, so sorely 
needing a solution in the frequently 
flooded Nile valley; Ftolemy,s trigo
nometry was developed not for its own 
sake but to serve as an indespensable 
aid in the solution of problems in as
tronomy and navigation; the researches 
in probability in the seventeenth cen
tury were cornnanded of certain mathe
maticians by their noble patrons as 
possible aids in the gambling -problems 
of these noblemen. further, mathema
tics not only derives its imperus from 
real problems of ln.nnan experience, but 
even "in such seemingly purely mathema
tic al considerations as rigor in 
proofs, appeal can be and should be 
constantly made to physical objects. 
This point of view is not, however, 
universally accepted by mathematicians. 
There are tho~e, like Georg Cantor, 
who claim that mathematics operates 
best when it is completely "free", and 
whether the mathematical investigation 
happens to have application to the na
t~al sciences or not is of little im
portance. These points of view doubt
lessly depend on the temperament of 
the mathematician and mathematicians 
of the past fall rather clearly in to 
oue or the oilier of ti1ese two categor
ies. It remains a fact that the "pure" 
ma thematiciar. is as his best in the 
mopping-up stage of ilie development of 
a science; the mathematicians who 
first set up their respective sciences 
were thinking in terms of the natural 
sciences, the purists appeared at a 
later stage wiU1 their rigor and their 
logic. That there are exceptions to 
this is seen, however, in numerous 
cases. Ricci in the eighteen-nineties 

explored the field of the so-called 
absolute calculus wi tl1 complete disre
gard of possible applications to the 
natural sciences. For him the new dis-
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c1pline was exciting for its own sake . 

It was Einstein, who with profound in
sight, saw nruch later that the Ricci
cal culus offered precisely the analy
sis which he needed for his relativity 
theory. 

As a matter of fact, Courant 
stated his thesis implicitly rather 
than explicitly. As a gr-eat example he 
chose the extremum problem,- tfie pro
blem of maxima and minima. the problem 
of least action. This exampJe is an 
excellent one since it nas µeen a pro-· 
blem of physics since the earliest 
times and has at the same time given 
rise to nroblems of a purely mathema-

tical kind which have been challenging 
and fascinating. It was pointed out 
that maxima and minima nroblems had 
appeared in Greek times. in Euclid and 
A1~pollonius, and, quite specifically, 
in the problem of Heron of Alexandria, 
concerning the shortest path from 
point A to point B, both lying on the 
same side of a given straight line, 
and touching the given line. The app
lication of' this to the well- known law 

of optics, of equality of' angles of 
incidence and reflexion of a ray of 
light upon a plane surface, afforded 
the first adumbration of a least ac
tion principle, so fruitful for the 
natural sciences and the very corner
stone of modern optics. 

A sketch of the historical devel
ment of the principle of least ac 
orxn.ent of the princtple of least ac
tion was given, from the Greek geo
meters through Fermat, John Bernoulli, 

Maupertuis, El.ller, Steiner to Hamilton 
and Einstein. Without discussing all 

of the problems mentioned, may the 
writer call at ten ti on to just- 011e be
cause of its interest to St. John's 
students who read Galileo's Two New 
Sciences? It is the so-called brach
istochrome 1Jroblem - that is, to find 
the path in the -plane, of a body A 
moving to a lower position D (not di-

rectly below it) in the shortest pos
sible time with no force except grav
ity acting upon it (a wire which might 
carry the body like a · counter on a 
string which is s.upposed friction
less). Galileo thought that the path 
was the arc of a c ircle but John Ber
noulli -proved that it must be that of 
a cycloid. 

Just as the differential calculus 
of Leibnitz and Newton deals with the 
~rob~em of finding for what abscissas 
there exist ordinates of a function 
greater (or less) than neighboring 

ones, so the later calculus ot' varia
tions deals with the more general pro
blem of maximizing or minimizing sur
faces or solids. Fbr instance, of all 
surfaces passing through a given 
closed curve in space, which will have 
the least area? Here again appeal may 
be made to physical realities, and it 
is Courant himsel f who has performed 
experiments with soap :t'ilms in pro
blems of minimal surfaces. Nature re
sponds just as readily to a problem 
corresnonding to a difficult differ
ential equation as to an easy one. 

Prof. Courant pointed out, 

necessarily without nru.ch detail, that 
the problem of maxima and minima is 
also a problem of invariants under 
transformat i ons, and added that the 
relativity principle which says that 
the laws of physics must be indepen
dent of the co-ordinates chosen, is 

mathematically best stated in terms of 
a least action principle. The mathema
tical analysis discloses the invari
ants after arduous labor on the part 
of the analyst; physical nature her
self discloses the corres-pondi.ng in
variants to those who seek ru1d ques
tion her. 

Since there is no way by which 
the sound of the words of a lecturing 
mathematician who is constantly writ
ing on a blackboard, with his back to 
the audience, can be adequately ampli-

I I 
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fied, the writer in his seat near the 
rear lost two-thirds of Prof. Cour
ant' s words and is fully aware that he 
has perhaps attrilJuted statements to 
Courant which Courant not only did not 
make but which may hci,ve been the very 
contrary of what was said. On the 
basis of what was drawn and written on 
the visible blackboards and some oc
casionally audible phrases, the writer 
has made his comnents. 

When some solution of the sound 
amplification problem has been found, 
we shall welcome again to St. John's 
that genial and great scientist, 
Richard Courant. 

G. Bingley 

Cont . From P . 2 

After a pause he heard his father 
ask him, ''Party tonight, Jack?" 

"Eldonstahl's", Gil.Janee answered 
and nodded his head yes down at the 
rug. He imagined that the McShanes 
were looldng at him, trying to split 
him open like a nut with their eyes so 
that they could look at the raw halves 
of him. 

Gibanee had sauntered into their 
house once and passed a door that was 
an inch or two a,iar in the rear hall
way. He had lookea. 1Il and seen Mrs. 
McShane on the toilet there. Quickly 
he had walked back outside before she 
could see him and after a discreet 
pause, .knocked. When she had come to 
the doorway, Gibanee had tried to act 
as if nothing had happened. It had 
not worked. The attitude remained 
with him. It dis tr acted from the cal
culated charm of Mrs. Mc Shane to lmow 
that she used the toilet. Now Gibanee 
could never look at her without asso
ciating her with a bathroom. 

He closed his eyes lightly in an 
effort to suhlue the remembrance. The 
red blur appeared under his 1 ids as 

before. It changed to blue as before. 
Polka.dots aweared in it as before. A 
polkadot enlarged as before, became 
Rita's face. He froze the image. 
Then his throat began to tickle him. 
He coughed against his will, and the 
image fled backward in to a pol kado t, 

then polkadots on a blue field, then a 
blue field, then simply a red blur, 
and finally the rug staring starkly up 
at him as Mrs. McShane asked: 

"Honest and truly, John, how do 
these youngsters keep it up?" 

"We were probably the same", 
Gibanee heard his father observe with
in a rising web of cigarette smoke. 

"People don' t change" . 
After that Gibanee did not hear 

what was said. He excused himself and 
got his coat. He tried to re-create, 

then capture the attitude of his fath
er -- the last-wordish decision, the 
polite brutality that silenced dis 
agreement with an exact phrase and 
brought the dull pain of forced re
s11ect into the eyes of the disagreers. 
He held his breath determinedly as if 
that would keep his attitude secure 
within him. 

Five minutes later he was walking 

thoughtfully to church where the so
dality was singing a Latin hymn that 
he could Just hear. When he entered 
the vestibule, a carillon began clang
ing and tinkling, clanging and tink
J ing. He dipped his finger into the 
fmmt and blessed himself, careful not 

to wet his shoulders or his tie with 
the holy water. The carillon tinkled 
gradually into silentness. Gibanee 
looked in at the girls. He saw Ruth 
Ganey whom he had driven home drunk 
the Saturday before and who :bad vomit
ed on the upholstery before she got 
out. Gibanee studied her, remembering 
how she would go to parties, get drunk 
on not more than two 1Jeers and for the 
rest of the evening move around slow-
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ly, passively as an amoeba from room 
to room, lap to lap. His thought was 
interrupted at the mass sotmd of the 
girls' genuflecting together and fil
ing out of the pews, each looldng down 
so they would not trip on the cushion 
lmeeler. 

Gibanee walked out of the vesti
bule. He 1 igl;l ted a cigarette and 
tried to look as if he bad just arriv
ed. When he saw Rita, he threw the 
cigarette away, -put a fresh one in his 
mouth and waited until she saw him. 
Then he struck a match and put i t 
close to the unlighted tip, making a 

shell of his harrls arouni the flrure as 
he had seen truckers do on windy cor
ners. 

"Were you waiting long?" Rita 
asked him. 

"Minute or two", Gibanee answered 
quickly. "Let' s go". 

· "Ib you have the car?" 
"No. It's in the garage. They 

are trying to wash the stain out of 
the upholstery". 

"You mean from when Ruthie--?" 
Gibanee nodded his head yes. 

They started to walk. When they crone 
to a corner, Gibanee guided Rita a 
little bit in front of him, placing 
his hand between her shoulder blades 
and directing her until they reached 
the o-pposite curb as if she were some-

thing entrusted to his care. 
It was a half an hour be.fore they 

arrived at Eldonstabl 's. The door was 
open, and they walked into a foyer 
filled with dancing people. Feeling 
new and self-contained Gibanee answer
ed general helloes to the helloes ad
dressed to him. 

Rita went upstairs to preen her
self. Gibanee had a bottle of beer 
and waited for her to come downstairs. 
He looked into the foyer and saw the 
bright skirts and tailored- blouses and 
the slender hands draped casually but 

surely over the gabardine shoulders 

and behind the necks. How familiar it 
was to Mm! He finished drinking the 
beer and let his eyes settle on the 
tanned legs of the girls. It left him 
with a certain excitement when he no
ticed how the feet fitted snugly into 
pumps and how the line o.f the calf 
would disappear suddenly upward under 
the hems of the dresses. He felt the 
tickle in his throat again, took out 
his ,handkerchief and coughed into it, 

trying to be as inobvious as µ:>ssible. 
Rita walked downstairs, t~king 

each step with precision. She smiled 
at everybody. Gibanee wondered how 
such a little frame could hold so much 

vitality. It made him disgusted some
times to see her always smiling and 
wanting to dance and talk. 

She came to him. He put his hand 
around her waist, feeling an old 
warmth fill him at the .familiar grip. 
Soon they were dancing with the 
o tilers in the foyer. 

"Are you working, Jack"? somebody 
asked Gi banee. 

Gibanee said no. 
"Want to see you later, Rita", 

another said. "Have news and stu.ff 
about Corky and the kids". 

Gibanee just smiled at the ques
tions after a while. Rita, however, 
was inevitably waving her hand twid
dle-dee-dee at someone in the living 
room. Finally they gave up dancing. 

"Let's get something to eat", 
Gibanee suggested. 

In the dining room there was a 

table with plates of cold ham and 
bread and lettuce and salad on it. 
Ciibanee made a three-decker sandwich 
for himself and opened a bottle of po-p 
for Rita. He was about to -put some 
salad on his plate, when a small girl 
with pimples on her face ran up gig
gling to the table and seized the sa
lad bowl. 

"Wait", Gibanee said. 
"F.d said he could eat the whole 
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bowl", the girl with pimples answered, 
still giggling. 

She started to walk away, then 
suddenly let the salad bowl sli-p f'rom 

her hands. Everyone around the table 
laughed. The pimpled girl put her 
hands up to her face and smiled and 

blushed awkwardly. Gibanee felt em
barrassed for her because he thought 
she lo·oked so ridiculous. The salad 

was 1 eft on the floor, mixed with bi ts 
of broken dish. Somebody led the 
pimpled girl back into the living 
room. 

"Always doing crazy stuff like 
that", Gibanee said. "Shame to waste 
that food that way". 

"There 1 s nu re", Rita repiied. 

Uibanee looked at her. "You talk 
jus t like your mother", he said. Then 
tie suddenly realized what he had said. 

It was out now, so he braced himself 
for the answer~ 

There was no answer. Rita simp
ly got very red and walked away. Gib
anee went after her. 

"I didn' t mean to say that" , he 
apologized. 

"Leave me alone, Jack". 
"Oh, stop that. My tongue slip

pe d . Hasn't your tongue ever slip

ped?" 
"Leave me a-I.DNE, Jack". Arri she 

walked away 
Gibanee frowned. He stood still. 

Then he gut another bot tle of beer and 
went into the living room. He sat 
down at the end of the sofa. After he 
finished the beer, he .lighted another 
cigarette. He smoked it slowly, so
berly. His mind was worldng desper
ately, trying to lay out a plan of ac
tion. He remembered what she had 

said. 
"Leave me a-IDNE, Jack''· 
Irrmediately he stopped thinldng. 

He got up and walked outside. On the 
porch he finished the cigarette . He 

flung the butt into the darlmess vig
orously. 

"To hell with her then", he said 
to himself. 

:&iging further backward into the 
darlmess he sat down on the rail of 
the porch. In his chest a snouldering 
sensation began to .form. He let it 
grow until it hurt him .. 

"Jackie?" a voice said behind 
him. 

He looked around and saw Ruth 
Ganey. 

"Hello, Ruth". 
"Where ' s the opener?" She held 

an uno-pened bottle of b eer in her 

hand. Her head moved backward and 
forward like the head of a baby, bob
bling on the neck. Gibanee saw that 
·her eyes were bleary and half-closed. 

"I don' t have the opener, Ru th". 

"Nobody has it". 
"You' re gonna get sick". 
"I looked in the ldtchen too". 
"You' re gonna get sick, Ruth". 
"I'm not gonna get sick. I'm 

goin' outside". 
"You're outside now, Ruth". 
"Oh". 

She gave him the bottle o.f beer 
as i.f it were something that she had 
suddenly grown tired of carrying. u~ 

steadily she moved away .from him. 
Gibanee watched her. At the end of 
the porch she stopped, got her balance 
and descended t he stairs sideways. 
Gibanee watched her. There was a 
Buick coupe parked by the curb, and 
Ruth Ganey got into it. Gibanee 
watched her. Then he got o.ff the 
porch rail and walked down the stairs 
to the Buick. He looked in the window 
and saw Ruth Ganey leaning forward 
lim-ply on the steering wheel. 

"Ruth", he whispered. 
She opened her eyes and looked at 

him. 

"Are you tired, Ruthie?" 
He waited, but she only looked at 
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him. He went around to the other side 
f th 

aµproached, but his gaze keot glancing 
o e car and got in quickly. He off her. 
moved close to her, -put his arm around 
her shoulders and drew her back from 
the wheel. Her l1ead fell back liTUTJlY 
against his chest. Gibanee tried to 
straighten her up. 

"Ed's going home. He told me to 
ask you if you want us to go with 
than", she said as if she were reading 

"Damn you". 
She looked up at him, and Gibanee 

kissed her on the forehead. Then he 
kissed her forcefully on the lips 

. . ' tast1ng the mo1stness of beer. Her 
lips adhered to his gummily. He pul

led her t o him tightly, and she dril:>
bled a little on his tie. 

"What's the matter ~ Ruthie", he 

said for no real reason. 
He kissed her again. Suddenly he 

heard the steady sound of a horn. 
Ruth Ganey would not let go of him. 
Then he realized that she had fallen 
back against .the steering wheel and 
had touched off the horn. The loud, 
steady blaring continued. Gibanee 
nushed Ruth Ganey away and got out of 
the car as if he were being chased. 
He ran back for hal:f a bloc l-<: and got 
on the sidewalk. He was sweating and 
coughing and biting his lip. He wait
ed for five minutes or so, then tuck
ed in his shirt and began to go back 
t o the house. He smiled i nto t h e 
darkness to see if that would calm 
him. It hel-ped. He whistled, and 
that helped too. Just before he 
reached the house he came to a dead 
stop, hoping that his mind would gath
er itself in again. Then ht2 went up 

the porch stairs and into the foyer 
where everyone was dancing as they had 

been before he le ft. 
As he stood in the living room 

Gibanee felt as if every eye in the 
house were on horn. He could not see 
Ruth Ganey anywhere, and he i magined 
that they had taken her upstairs. Then 
he saw Rita. Immediately he forgo t 

a~out Ruth Ganey. Rita walked over to 
him. He tried to look at her as she 

directions from the side of a c ard
board -package. 

"Sure. All right with you?" 
She did not answer him. Gibanee 

watched her as she went to get her 
nurse, wrestling with the desire to 
follow her and shake her until her 
hair came loose. The desire remained 
with him even after they had gotten 
into the car. He sat there tensel 
with Rita on his lap. As the car s-pe~ 
down the empty avenues the air sliced 
through the open vents, fl.attening 
cleanly against Gibanee's face. It 
reminded him of tbe first party he had 
ever attended. He remembered the 
cleanliness of the air as it had whip
ped in against his cheeks. He did not 
smoke as much then, and seldom cough
ed. But party had followed party, 
each party passing in the same way. 
From ten to eleven the minutes would 
stroke by like marching men, then 
there would be only a smear of time 
and it would be two or three in the 
morning. The time-smears had come and 
gone, come and gone, had come again. 
During one time-smear he had first 
felt the tickle in his throat. In 
another time-smear the tickle had be
come an itch, then an irritation, then 
a headache, then a bunched feeling in 

his chest, He had had two of these 
feelings in the past year. One had 
left him so impotent that he could 
hardly lift a glass. It was then that 
his fatl1er had carried h i m back and 
forth from the bathroom for an entire 

week. 
Involuntarily the remembrances 

came into existence in Gilianee' s mind, 
keeping in rhythm with the easy, ad
hesive pulling of the tires on the 

boulevard. 

I 

--,· ~·~ -·-----------S.:::.T..:.. _J:;_O;;:,:HN' S COLLEGIAN 
Rit

. _ ·---- Page 11 
· a sat on his lap like a thing "''--:-~------~~~ smoke the cigarette. It burned even-

propped. Gibanee studied what he 
uld 

ly • Finally Gibanee finished it and 
co see of her face. noting the pul- fl icked it out of the window, watching 
led-in jawbones that had never seemed the sparks splinter off satisfactori
to go with a mouth that was capable ly. 

IIllllll es passed. Then he' be-of only smiling and pouting. Then he Five · t 
detected a smell of lilac rinse coming came aware of it. Tliere was a pull 
from her hair. It reminded him of and then a relaxation, a pull and a 
Mrs. McShane, all prim and washed in semi-relaxation, then onl v a TIUll 
lilac. b h J ~ 

Gibanee concentr:ated on what was 
in his lap, the weight of it, a girl, 
Rita. He felt as if a strange thing 
was resting on his knees, just a 
thing. He frowned and looked out of 
the window. They were passing a field 

where G1banee had played baseball 
while in high school. The expression 
on Gibanee's face passed from a frown 
to a blank calmness as he remembered 
the catch he had made of Eldons tahl 's 
::1-Y bal~, remembering himself running 
~n and in and in, then slipping, slid
ing forward; still keeµing his eyes on 
the ball to make sure it would not hit 
him, finally holding ap his glove to 
protec~ hi~ face, then feelin6 the 
ball grind 1tself firmly into the sup
ple pocket, right i11to we pocket. He 
faced forward and with tightened eyes 
watched the road ahead as he had seen 
his father do while drivi ng at night 
on an. open highway. From his pocket 
he took a ci~arette, mouthed it for a 

moment until he felt that it belonged 
to him, then cleanly, accurately, 

1 ighted it. He inhaled deeply and ex
haled slowly, letting the smoke almost 
ooze out of his nostrils and from l.Je
tween his li"ps. It was only then that 
he became aware of the occasional 
~l isp e r s in the rear seat and the 
silken sliding of the dress of the 
pimpled girl who was sitting beside 
him. He let t he cigarette dangle from 
his lips at a superior angle. 

He heard his name said several 
times and heard trivial questions be
ing asked him, tut he continued to 

unc ed and throbbing in his chest. 
He held his breath and the pull did 
not repeat itself. A slight mustache 
of perspiration covered his top lip. 
He let his breath out carefully like a 
man waiting to find out if bis hic
coughs were really gone. 

The next time it c~e Gi banee 
stiffened. The thing in his chest 
pulled, pulled, tugged, relaxed but 
just for a moment, and then started 
over again. It came. It passed. 
Then it did not come again. Gibanee 
felt only a tingling numbness in his 
fingertips. He could feel his wet 
shirt flat against his wet shoulder 
blades. Sweat trickled through l . b llS 
~ows and into his eyes. He turned 

h1s head toward the driver and 'd . sn 
qu1etly but with effort: 

"Stop for a minute, will ya?" 
"Huh?" 
"I'm a little sick. Stop for a 

minute". 
"Sure." 
The others had heard him. Gib

anee could tell because all the whis
pering stopped at once. Rita turned 
around and looked a-.:; him. 

"I'll . b · ue ack in a minute", Gib-

anee said as the car cwne Lu a. stop. 
His fingerti-ps still tingled 

tingled with the numbness. He opene~ 
the car door, tripped and almost fell 
on the street. Rita put her hand out 
to catch him, then drew it back quick
ly as she realized that the fall was 
not serious. Gibanee got off the 
sidewalk and walked across a lawn of 
crab g-rass and sat down. The -pull in 
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his chest was starting to gather it
self once more. Gibanee braced. 

Back in the car Rita was saying, 
"He never did that bef'ore". 

The driver answered her, "He' 11 
be back in a minute. One beer too 
many. Let him go". 

The driver had embarrassed sever
al of' the others into laughter and for 
a moment the grip of' tension inside 
the car gave slightly. 

"Do you think that's all?" Rita 
asked again. No one answered. She 
began to bite on her thumb nail. 
"Somebody better see". 

"Let's wait a minute". 
They sat in the car waiting, 

waiting, while the:i.r headlights stared 
eagerly into the darkness ahead of 
them. 

Back on the lawn Gibanee was down 

tugging and pulling lost consistency 
and was absorbed. It left him ·v;-eaker 
and with a frelin,g of nausea. 

"Shall I tell them to wait?" Rita 

said. 
"No", Gibanee answered. "You' re 

all pretty-please now, aren't you?" 
"Forget that". 
Gibanee detected the same nicety 

in her voice. 
swear at her. 
told himself. 
any of that. 

It made him want to 
No more parties, he 

No more smokes, no more 
Stop looking at me that 

way' d8llll. 
Concentrating on his steps he be-

gan to go back to the car. 
"Are you sure it's all right 

now?" Rita asked from behind him. 

now. 

Gibanee felt he could be firm 
"Come one. Are you coming?" · 

Rita caught up to him and stopped 
on his hands and knees. He inhaled him. 
with effort. Once or twice he cough
ed ana ir. left a ga.rgling fragment in 
his throat. 

"God, God, God", he said. The 
word came from somewhere around his 

belly. 
He managed to sit up. The car, 

he remembered, was to his left. He 
looked there just as someone was o-pen
ing the door and get ting out on the 
walk. It was Rita. Gibanee, breath
ing deeply and hw1grily as a runner 

after a sustained dasn, watched her~ 
He tried to stand, but only got to one 
knee. It left him looking awkward, 
bent over in a clumsy half-genuflec-

"Let me wipe your face. They'll 
think you were mowing the lawn or 
something". 

"Let them". 
"It' 11 only take a minute". 
Then Gibanee could feel the hand

ker chief being guided smoothly over 
his cheek. Each stroke made him an
grier and at the same time sadder. He 
felt like a doll being groomed for an 
occasion. It did not seem ri,ght. He 
rem?mbered how genuine the pain in his 
chest had been. Now he f'el t cheated, 

as if he had been tolerated, but ob
liquely. 

"Is everything all right out 
tion. there. with you two?" said a voice from 

Rita came to him there. '\ Jack? the car. Gibanee could tell that it 

Are you all right?" was the pimpled girl. 
She stood about a yard away as if "All right now", Rita answered 

he were something that might suddenly almost in the same tone. "We'll be 
and without reason bite. there in a jiffy". 

"Jack?" she repeated. Gi banee turned his face and 
Gibanee s toad up. "I don' t feel coughed away from Rita. 

so good now", he said. Just then the "Hold still, Jack". 
numbness began to drain upward from Gibanee looked down at her mouth, 
Gibanee's fingertips. Gradually the the lips convolving into a half-mock-

I• 
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ing, half-indifferent smite. 
I thought you were going to die 

the way you started to scream in 
there", she said and brushed a pellet 
of sand from his eyelid. 

He wanted to tell her that he 
hadn't screamed, but he simply kept 
looking. He wanted to rip her hand 
from his face and scream something at 
her, anything, a curse perhaps, a 
damning word. His throat constricted 
as if he were ready to cry. He kept 
silent. 

"You're done now", Rita said, 
putting her handkerchief away. She 
reached up and straightened his hair. 
"Let's go". 

Gibanee walked silently with her 
to the car. 

"I'll bet you just saw a rabbit 
out there that you wanted to chase", 
the pimpled girl said to him as he got 
into the car. 

There were a few restrained 
laughs, very restrained, testing the 

ice to see if it was all right to go 
flirther. Gibanee felt his lips part 
into an involuntary smile. He tried 
to stop it. The yearning to cry was 
so tight in his throat that he thought 
it would split. The smile stayed on 
his face. Then fr an way down the red 
blur re-a~peared before his vision. 
It merged into . blue. Pollradots lifted 
themselves up into the blue. One o::f 
them enlarged, enlarged, enlarged. 
Everything became one white polkadot. 
Then it burst, became a tear and seep-

ed slowly out of Gibanee's eye. 

Robert Hazo 

THE CITY OF MAN 

The "Legend" finally arrived at 
St. John's two weeks ago - and just BS 

quickly - disappeared :into the night. 
String-fellow Barr, founder and patron 

saint of the New Program, had returned 
to give a lecture concerning "The 
City of Man". 

Introduced by Mr. W~igle and the 
doubtlessly sincere "Sandy" - Mr. Barr 
was i.Imnediately beset by a multitude 
of affiictions that would have driven 
a lesser man to distraction. The 
cause, and prj mary annoyance, was a 
broken lamp fixture; the result was a 

confusion of crowning excellence. Mr. 
Klein, judged by many to be ·the cam
pus 1 s leading meta~hysician, trans
cended his field this night to play 
the part of "Young Tom Edison and the 
Incandescant Lamp". It was no good. 
He should have stuck to Plato. The 
audience, having jettisoned its aura 
of propriety, tittered. 

The stage was set for "The City 
of Man". 

The lecture, it seemed to me, was 
not quite up to expectations. Though 
uetter than most, somehow one had the 
feeling that it could be found in any 
good digest of political philosophy. 

The question period was tar less 
-pedantic. Aroused by the dogpiatic and 
garralous statements of some of his 
audience, Mr. Barr levelled them witi1 
an ef'ficiency that would have done 
grace to the Missouri in its pre-mud
bank days. 

The problem of a religious revi

val in the modern chaos, of the feed
ing of the world's hungry, of the ab
solute need for a World Government to 
avoid the impending cataclysm, of the 
a-pparent failure of the present UN, of 
the unfortunate method chosen in the 
application of the ECA, all these were 
discussed. In my opinion, the ques
tion period was wortl1 its weight in 
gold, the lecture in 'first class 

copner. Still, the alloy was pretty 
valuable material. 

Fred Wildman 
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SOME SHORTS ON AND OF ART 

Great art is always unobtrusive. 
It needs and asks neither a'Pologist~ 
nor explications; it exists in its 
greatness above the skill of the ar
tist and the appropriateness of his 
medil.llil. 

That is why we are embarrassed bji 

an art film such as the short on Henry 
Moore's sculptures;' disappointed by 
that on the Aubasson tapes.tries; and 
delightBd and moved by a production 
such as "1848". 

The short on Henry Moore commit
ted the sin of apologizing and ex-
plaining. Moore undoubtedly stands as 
one of the great English moderns, but 
no amount of film footage showing his 
devotees in the Musel.IlD of Modern Art 
will convince us of the fact. Nor 
will repe~ted explanations of why he 
distorts and how he seeks to fulfill 
the possibilities of his medium. The 
purpose of the short was accomplished 
only when the camera was allowed to 
show us the sculptures themselves, and 
in many inStances it failed to do pic
torial justice to their beauty and 
validity. 

Where I had regretted the color 
in the Henry Moore film, I missed it 
in that on the tapestries of Aubasson. 
This short made less pretense at being 
an "art" film, but fell into awkward 
error in trying to recreate the in
spiration which revitalized a lon.g
neglected art. If views of the 
countryside about Aubasson and the at
mosphere of an old Moorish ruin were 
all that is necessary to artistic 
creation, we should all be Jean lllr
cats. As it was, we could have learn
ed more of his particular muse by ex
amining its manifestations. 

If Mr. ID:ielman will excuse the 
presumption, I will commend the short 
"1848" as having succeeded as an Art 

film where the other two failed. More -
perfectly than could have been done by 
any other device, the movement of the 
camera over the graphic work of Dau
mier, Gavarni, Decamps and other 
French artists contemporary to that 
era recreated for us its turbulent 
effect upon the nation and indirectly 
the world. In the case of "1848!', 
great art made history come alive, and 
because the orily "explanation" of the 
art w~s offered obliquely through 

relating it to its time~~ the art was 
allowed to convince us of its great-

ness. 
I will presume further in this 

film review and comment on the sub
jects of the first two reels. If the 
fault of the Moore film was that of 
seeming to apologize, Moore's art is 
too often guilty of excusing itself. 
There II11St always be a reason for dis
torting an essentially beautiful 
shape. Wien Moore thickens and alters 
the slope of a shoulder ~o heighten 
the impression of contained strength, 
no one will arg,11e with him. But when 
he twists limbs into ugly pretzels and 
makes of the human skull an inane 
fishhead, the public has a right to 
suspect him of insincerity. 

. Art that is so obscure as to have 
meaning only for its creator is too 
much like a diary written in code. 
Maybe some surrealist of 1950 will 
prove the Samuel Pepys of his age, but 
right now I would rather not waste 
time deciphering him to find out what 
I ca11 observe first-hand. 

JJ.Ircat's tapestry designs may not 
always be self- explanatory, but their 
reproduction by the mills of Aubasson 
gives them a raison d'etre. The great
ness of a tapestry is not alone that 
of its design, but of the manual skill 
of its weavers and the mechanical 
magic of the spinning wheel and loom. 
And again, the whole is greater than 
the sum of its parts. 
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The producers of both these 
shorts could have profited by observ
ing a moral made in each. In the 
Moore piece, we saw the wisdom of be
ing dictated to by the pos~ibilities 

oblivion in refusing to recognize its 
artistic limits. 

:i.nberen t in one' s medium; in that on 
the tapestries, we were reminded that 
a once proud art had slid alnnst into 

Each art form deserves to be 

fully explored by its 'Practitioners, 
but just because something can be done 
is not reason enough for trying it. 

Patricia Parslow 

VILLANELLE FDR MR. SCHWAB 

The poet is himself and also other 
He pleasures ma therefore I hate him so. 
You don't need Freud to know I love my mother. 
Although this love enchains my libido. 

He pleasures me therefore I hate him so 
Eros implies the strife of same and other 
Although this love enchains my libido 
I treat all students as I would my brother. 

Eros implies the strife of same and other 
Conclusive thetoric is quid pro quo. 
I treat all students as I would my brother 
Goading them on that love might make them grow • 

Conclusive rhetoric is quid pro quo 
The meats of dialectic are my bother 
Goading them on that love might make them grow 
In me~sure somehow same though also other . 

w. B. Fleischmann 
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THE COWARD 

In crowds, dreams, and anterooms 

I vie with my inveigling sell. 

I am the man who ruminates in cramped 

quarters 

To be calm. 

At the rail -- upon the black kneeler, 

Before the very bread and Blood 

This poundaae hard upon the knees 

Deters, deters, deters, --- - - deters. 

Uncertain and afraid I cubby 

In this necessary single grief. 

No enemy is mi n e but me. 

No e nemy i s mine but me. 

Bu t st i ll I try to try , 

I am -- yet I am not I. 

"Dat 01 e Davil Sea" 

Eugene O'Neill's moral scenery has 
always been stale--stale because of' 
the denial of hmnan responsibility an~ 
guilt. A man's responsibility for his 
actions is the basis of drama, and . 
consequently to reject it is to court 
dramatic inertia. For this rea&on 
0 1 Neill's outlook dem8llds embodiment in 

There ain't notnln' to forgive, any
way. It ain't your f'aul t, and it 
ain't mine, and it ain't his neither. 
We're all poor nuts, and things hap
pen, and we ju.st get mixed in wrong, 
that's all. • 

On the basis of what has just been 
posited it looks reasonable to suggest 
that the screen is a better medium for 
Mr. 0 1 Neill's exploits in inertia 
then the stage. The screen offers him 
its manifold motive poss~bilities. 
And it has been suggested that these 
are just what he needs. Unfortunately 
this particular movie was produced at 

a time when 11 talk 11 had just been 
introduced into the movies. The con
sequent preoccupation with "talk" 
lessened the concern with the possi
bilities o:f movement. This lack of 
concern with the use of motion was 
clearest in the almost stake-like sta
sis of the part of the movie that took 
place in the back room of the bar. In 
spite of this historical defect the 
movie does seem to come off as a suc
cess, and one of the causes of' this 
success is the screen's natural abil
ity to present effectively 0 1 · Neill's 
backdrop of incessant motion, the sea. 

vigorous action and vivid passion This iniversal backdrop o:f motion 
as a compensation for and a relief gives a basic, vital infusion to the 
from this dramatic i~ertia. Also, the action, and the screen emphasizes this 
lack of responsibility and the absence asset. 
of guilt are made plausible by an 
environment of vi9lent action and Beyond being the background and the 
reaction (an environment in which rea- container o:f the motion the sea be
sonable action is impossible) . So comes an all-important symbol . Anna 
there is a twofold need for plenty of' and Chris her father represent two 
movement: as a relief from the iner- points of view about the sea. For 
ti a caused by the denial of' human Chris the sea is "dat ole da.vil, sea, " 
guilt, and as a means of making this an omnipotent, omniscient malevolence, 
absence of guilt plausible. As an and he cringes at its power, befo r e 
indication of' this denial o:f guilt in which the human will is an inert play
Anna Christie I quote the following thing. Here another sort of' inertia 
words of Anna to her :father: "Su.re is underscored, that of' the human 
I f'orgive you. You ain't to blame. will. For Anna, on the other hand, 
You're just--what you are--like me. the sea is "home,• regeneration. Not 


