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JOHN SPANGLER KIEFFER 
In the death of John Kieffer all of us at St. John's College have 

lost a challenging teacher, a committed scholar of the Classics, 
a respected colleague, and a warm friend. To his widow, Roxana 
Kieffer, we extend our heartfelt sympathy and our prayers. 

John Kieffer joined the St. John's Faculty in the fall of 1929 
as an Instructor in Classics. A native of Hagerstown, Maryland, 
he had graduated cum laude from Harvard College in 1927 and 
earned his master's degree there two years later. His Ph.D degree 
he subsequently received from The Johns Hopkins University, 
having written on "Galen's Introduction to Logic." His principal 
professor at Harvard spoke highly of him and accurately predicted, 
"I think he will do good work." 

When the present program was introduced in 1937, John Kieffer 
was one of those who made the successful transition and came to 
teach in all parts of the new curriculum. It was a tribute to the 
respect in which he was held that the Instruction Committee 
recommended that he become President in 1947. The Board of 
Visitors and Governors unanimously concurred and noted in the 
public announcement that he had been "one of the major factors 
in establishing and developing the program at the College." 

Over the 46 years of John Kieffer's dedicated service to St. John's 
College he has filled a wide range of positions, always with dis
tinction, with unselfishness, and with humility-President, Visitor 
and Governor, Dean, Assistant Dean, Director of Adult Educa
tion, Leader of the European Seminar, Director of the Summer 
Freshmen, and, last but most important, Tutor. The scroll pre· 
sented to him in June of 1969 best describes him in its concluding 
sentences: 

As Dean, over the past seven years, he has held the program 
steady on its course. As scholar he is erudite and precise. 
As Socratic teacher, he has led ten generations of students 
to love learning. This man of calm dignity has always been 
passionate in his love of the Greeks, of the Good, and of 
St. John's College. 
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President 
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The Perfections 
of 

Jane Austen 
By Eva Brann 

I. 

The immediate occasion for this attempt to speak 
about Jane Austen is the two-hundredth anniversary of 
her birth: she was born on December 16, 1775. 

Since this lecture is a labor of love, I shall not scruple 
to enhance its legitimacy by adducing documentary proof 
that there exists an old tradition of offering transatlantic 
tributes to Jane Austen. In 1852 a female member of the 
distinguished Quincy family of Boston wrote as follows 
to one of Jane Austen's naval brothers, Sir Francis Austen: 

Since high critical authority has pronounced the 
delineations of character in the works of Jane 
Austen second only to those of Shakespeare, trans
atlantic admiration appears superfluous; yet it may 
not be uninteresting to her family to receive an 
assurance that the influence of her genius is ex
tensively recognized in the American Republic, 
even by the highest judicial authorities. The late 
Chief Justice Marshall of the Supreme Court of 
the United States, and his associate Mr. Justice 
Story, highly estimated and admired Miss Austen, 
and to them we owe our introduction to her so
ciety. 

Jane Austen would have loved this. manifesto, and would 
have declaimed it joyfully to her family. I am much afraid 
she would have done the same to this lecture. 

II. 

The American letter is taken from the Memoir of Jane 
Austen which was written in old age by her nephew, 
James Edward Austen-Leigh. Since he had actually known 
his aunt as a boy, his memoir is the leading account of 
her life, while its main source is the collection of letters 

she herself wrote to members of the family, particularly 
to her sister Cassandra. Cassandra Austen was the only 
person to whom she revealed the plots of her novels be
fore publication, at least until late in her life, when her 
favorite niece Fanny Knight was inducted into that merry 
conspiracy. These writings and others have been woven 
into a tactful, perceptive and therefore profitable biography 
by Elizabeth Jenkins. Beyond that, the study of Jane 
Austen's life is a pleasantly interminable but superfluous 
labor, because so much and yet so little is known. 

This is what we do know: that she admitted no tor
ments of the soul, was not afflicted with epileptic seizures, 
extruded no devils, committed not sins of the flesh and 
undertook no expiations of the spirit (I mention these 
negative occurrences because they appear to have been of 
importance in the lives of other novelists). Instead, she 
confesses in a letter of Monday night, December 24, 
1798, that "there were twenty dances and I danced them 
all." On Wednesday, May 6, 1801 she writes: 

Mrs. Mussell has got my gown, and I will endeavor 
to explain what her intentions are. It is to be a 
round gown, with a jacket and a frock front, like 
Cath. Bigg's, to open at the side. The jacket is 
all in one body and comes as far as the pocket 
holes .... 
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This description continues, too expertly for my compre
hension, over a page. 

The family griefs, on the other hand, are not dwelled 
on so extensively in her letters-they are to be borne with 
an effort to be "tranquil and resigned." Nor does her 
novel-writing add much external incident to her life. She 
appeared on the title page of her novels merely as "a Lady" 
and preserved her anonymity as long as the proud Lon
don brother who acted as her agent would permit it. Not 
that she considered her writing a mere avocation-she 
repeatedly referred to a novel in progress as her child, her 
"darling child." She simply shunned publicity, preferring 
with wicked glee to collect the candid reviews aired by 
unsuspecting neighbors. She steadfastly abstained from 
entering the literary circles of London and even refused 
an invitation to meet Madame de Stael. In the portentous 
sense of the word, she had no "Life." 

This view agrees with the judgement made by her 
nephew in a postscript to his Memoir. He says: 

The grave closed over my aunt fifty-two years ago; 
and during that long period no idea of writing her 
life had been entertained by any of her family. 
Her nearest relations, far from making provisions 
for such a purpose, had actually destroyed many 
of the letters and papers by which it might have 
been facilitated. They were influenced, I believe, 
partly by an extreme dislike to publishing private 
details, and partly by never having assumed that 
the world would take so strong and abiding an 
interest in her works as to claim her name as 
public property. It was therefore necessary for 
me to draw upon recollections rather than on 
written documents for my materials; while the 
subject itself supplied me with nothing striking 
or prominent with which to arrest the attention 
of the reader. It has been said that the happiest 
individuals, like nations during the happiest 
period, have no history. In the case of my aunt, 
it was not only that the course of her life was 
unvaried, but that her own disposition was re
markably calm and even. There was in her nothing 
eccentric or angular; no ruggedness of temper; 
no singularity of manner; none of the marked 
sensibility or exaggeration of feeling, which not 
infrequently accompanies great talents, to be 
worked up into a picture. Hers was a mind well
balanced on a basis of good sense, sweetened by 
an affectionate heart, and regulated by fixed prin
ciples; so that she was to be distinguished from 
many other amiable and sensible women only by 
that peculiar genius which shines out clearly 
enough in her works, but of which a biographer 
can make little use. 

A deeply gratifying item in this summary is the news of 
the destruction by Cassandra Austen, the person always 
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closest to Jane Austen, of all that part of the correspond
ence which we might term "really interesting" and to 
which we would claim access in the interests of historical 
research and the public's right to know. By destroying, 
without asking anyone's leave or advice, all the letters 
to herself touching intimate matters, Cassandra Austen 
has drawn a noble and fitting moat of silence about her 
sister's life, incidentally teaching her readers also to make 
a proper distinction between their writer's private affairs 
and her intentionally public works. 

That distinction is particularly called for by Jane 
Austen's own private delicacy and literary discretion. She 
would, of course, never have had so unfeelingly profiteering 
a heart as to write a sister's suicide (had such a thing 
occurred) into a novel-a thing done by a German 
novelist of this century-for she did not even use in
nocuous incidents in an unaltered form. The only clearly 
identifiable actual occurrence I know of is the present of 
an amber cross which midshipman WaJiam Price makes 
to his sister Fanny in Mansfield Park. Jane Austen's own 
young naval brother, Lieutenant Charles, had once gen
erously laid out part of some prize-money in a topaz cross 
for each sister, and he had even added a gold chain, which 
extravagance William cannot match-a circumstance im
portant to the story. 

So much the more are the important incidents of her 
life either subverted or muted or transmuted. It is known 
that she was once engaged over-night to a very respectable 
gentleman and that she broke off the engagement after 
a brief agony. No such occasion occurs in the novels. It 
is known that she herself was devout, but references to 
faith in her works are rare and measured. And finally, it 
is known, from a brief break in Cassandra Austen's re
serve, occasioned by the sudden death of a young man 
who had reawakened the episode for her, that there had 
once been a suitor whom Jane Austen would have ac
cepted had he not suddenly died. But in exactly what 
way such a loss might make itself felt in the novels is a 
matter on which it is as futile to present public conjec
tures as it is natural to entertain private certainties. 

Without denying for a moment that her views and her 
situation inform her novels most felicitously, I conclude 
that they contain nothing strictly "autobiographical." I 
therefore pass on to the works themselves. 

III. 

Jane Austen wrote a perfect number of perfect novels. 
In the probable order of her last attention to them these 
six are: N orthanger Abbey, Sense and Sensibility, Pride 
and Prejudice, Mansfield Park, Emma, and Persuasion. 
Their perfection, which I shall treat as given, presents 
at once an invitation and a difficulty. Devoted novel 
readers know that their attention is ever divided between 
the talc and their delight in its telling. And so, while 
reading, I find myself continually forming the question: 



just what is so wonderful here? What is the essence of 
this perfection? But here arises the difficulty: it appears 
to be the nature of perfect works that they have no 
crevices by which to force an entry. Ordinarily in dealing 
with an ostensibly truth-telling text we bustle into it, 
we expound, expose, penetrate to something carefully 
secreted, decently hidden, unintended, or false. I wonder 
whether such burrowing is ever quite in harmony with 
the author's hopes, except perhaps in the case of the 
Platonic dialogues. At any rate, confronted with these 
novels and ashamed to force unseemly entries, I am 
driven to the thought that their kind of perfection is 
impenetrable and has no obscure depth; that it presents 
a smooth, continuous plane, which is not a surface be~ 
cause it has no hidden center. These works repel inter
pretative assault, whether it is attempted through a long 
siege of cyclical reading or in a straight dash through the 
six. And yet there is no escaping the insistent desire to 
lay hold of the essence of those novels, a desire which 
is really the wish to capture and fix their pleasure by an 
adequate reflection on its cause. But since a penetration 
of the novels seems to be a doomed undertaking-their 
essence apparently being that they have none-I thought 
I might satisfy myself by attempting merely to articulate 
and itemize the various perfections and felicities which 
make the novels what they are. 

IV. 
Before I begin this attempt, I would like to present 

two negative results. Perfection is sometimes said to con
sist in a certain complete rightness for the purpose, in a 
totally unaccidental and unique appropriateness. 

Now the names in Jane Austen's novels are frequently 
felt to be perfect, but Jane Austen often found them by 
accident and never simply invented them. Wickham and 
Willoughby, for instance, the two wicked-sounding vil
lains of Pride and Pre;udice and Sense and Sensibility, 
and the hard little Lucy Steele are named from tombstones 
and a marriage announcement that happened to have 
come to the author's notice. She never permits herself 
an explicit "speaking name," such as the "Lydia Languish" 
or "Mrs. Malaprop" of Sheridan's Rivals (a popular play 
in the Austen household). At most there are place-names 
like "Merytown," where the gay red-coats are quartered 
in Pride and Preiudice, and "Donwell Abbey" as well as 
"Hartfield" in Emma. The latter is a true punning name 
(the only one of which I know in all the novels), for 
Emma says of her home that 

... there does seem to be something in the air 
of Hartfield which gives love exactly the right 
direction .... 

Furthermore, practically all the names of her heroines
Emma, Fanny, Catherine-already occur in her early works 
attached to quite different characters. So also do her male 
surnames, while the first names are often indiscriminately 
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borrowed from her brothers-Edmund, Henry, James, 
Charles. Therefore, whatever it may be that makes her 
names so right, it is not that they are uniquely appropriate, 
but rather the same thing that makes our own names so 
rightly ours. 

My second negative conclusion is that the understand
ing of what is perfect as that which could not be other
wise cannot apply. My evidence is the case of the last 
chapter of Jane Austen's last book, Persuasion. She had 
gone to bed one night dissatisfied to the point of depres
sion with the climactic tenth chapter. On the next day 
she found herself able to write anew the crucial scene 
in which Captain Wentworth and Anne Elliot finally re
sume their long-interrupted intimacy. The cancelled chap
ter was preserved and is reprinted in the Memoir. Retro
spectively nothing is more obvious than the superiority 
of her second resolution. Captain Wentworth now ap
proaches Anne not as the result of a gratuitous interven
tion on the part of a really nice man, but because he 
has overheard a conversation between Anne and a brother 
officer on the very question of the book-whether in 
constancy and the ability to sustain long-lived love, women 
in fact excel men. Furthermore, Anne now undergoes the 
"revolution" in her condition not in comfortable privacy 
but under the intensifying restraint of a hotel room 
swarming with friends. Yet I must reckon with the likeli
hood that, had I known only the first version, I would 
have thought it all it ought to be. I must conclude that 
it is not part of the perfection of Jane Austen's writing 
that it could not be otherwise, but only that we can think 
of no way to improve it, just as are the arrangements of 
nature beyond our own invention. 

v. 
Let me, then, go on to the enumeration of her perfec

tions. It will include some items concerned with her 
matter and others with her form, and cutting across this 
distinction, some items dealing with what she is given 
and others with what she herself makes. 

It is, of course, this very harmonious fitting of setting 
and talent, matter and form, which distinguishes her 
novels. The felicity of the fit is displayed in the irrelevance 
to Jane Austen of the romantic pair "conventional~uncon-. 
ventional" -neither are in the least appropriate to her 
accepting detachment from society. 

Surely here, if anywhere, is repeated the case of 
Themistocles as told in the Republic: He was abused by 
a nobody from Seriphus, who claimed that Themistocles 
had become illustrious not thanks to himself but to his 
city; Themistocles replied that, had he been from Seriphus, 
he would indeed have failed to make a name for himself 
and had his critic been from Athens he would have re
mained equally obscure. So also with Jane Austen and 
her setting, the English countryside. But this story and 
its application point to a great puzzle which I have not 
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come near enough to resolving in the observations that 
follow: how is it that a result which requires so happy a 
concourse of circumstances should yet appear as a standard 
of excellence? 

VI. 

ll1e first of my articulable felicities is the circumstance 
that there is one and only one outcome for all the novels 
-marriage. Not that courtship and marriage are the theme 
of the novels; properly speaking, they do not have 
"themes," since they are not about notions but about 
people, albeit people with characters. Of the three novels 
whose titles might appear to show otherwise, one, Pride 
and Prejudice, was an irresistible phrase borrowed from 
Jane Austen's predecessor, Fanny Burney; the second, 
Sense and Sensibility, was originally named after the 
heroines, "Elinor and Marianne," and Persuasion was 
named posthumously by her brother. 

What I mean is rather that each novel in fact ends in 
one, two or three marriages, not to speak of the under
heroines' alliances which occur on the way, or those 
catastrophic counterparts of legitimate unions, forced mar
riages after elopement. 

This singleness of story is a source of perfection first 
because it excludes all exotic scenes or violent action. 
Instead it fixes our interest on the course, in all its subtle 
possibilities, of a small but essential part of human affairs 
-on the settling of a woman for life. It stands to reason 
that the perfection of subtlety requires a standard plot 
concerning an unspectacular but crucial human event. 

A second happy aspect of this choice of matter is that 
under Jane Austen's management it causes every novel 
to end happily. For example, here is the ending of Emma; 
Mrs. Elton, an ill-disposed commentator, begins: 

Very little white satin, very few lace veils; a most 
pitiful business! . . .'-But in spite of these de
ficiencies, the wishes, the hopes, the confidences, 
the predictions of the small band of true friends 
who witnessed the ceremony, were fnlly answered 
in the perfect happiness of the union. 

Jane Austen never, except in fun, entertained the romantic 
notion that the pleasure of the reader or the gravity of 
the novel could be increased by providing a spuriously 
disastrous conclusion, such as Charlotte Bronte gave her 
novel Villette. That otherwise wonderful work ends with 
a doom-laden paragraph strongly suggesting that Lucy 
Snowe's husband-to-be is lost at sea, leaving her with the 
chilly consolation of a going girls' school. Jane Austen, 
on the other hand, knows what the angels know-that 
happiness is more worthy of note than unhappiness. And 
since she has it in her novelist's power to make a second 
world, she chooses, with golden rationality, to make it a 
happy world, and, with sparkling invention, an absorbing 
one. Of course, she presupposes a sensible reader-! mean 
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one who knows enough of happiness to prefer it to other 
states. 

VII. 

But there is also a more strictly novelistic, I hesitate 
to say, compositional, reason for her choice of this one 
universal ending. 

All the novels are essentially about young women. The 
youngest heroine, Fanny Price of Mansfield Park, comes 
on the scene when she is ten, though she does not stay 
ten for long, since, as Jane Austen observed in a letter, 
"One does not care for girls till thei are grown up." The 
oldest is Anne Elliot of Persuasion, who passes from a 
faded twenty-seven to a blooming, engaged twenty-eight 
in the course of the novel. Except for Emma, whose whole 
behavior marks her as having no sibling, an the women 
bear themselves very much as sisters-their characters are 
formed by and displayed in sisterly affection. These young 
women develop an attachment to a man; it is reciprocated. 
Internal and external difficulties intervene; there is demon
strative or silent suffering fully reported, the former with 
somewhat checked sympathy, the latter with warm admi
ration. (It should be noted here that this authoress never 
pretends to describe the inner life of the men as she does 
that of her women.) Then, shortly before the close of 
the story, the young woman briefly vanishes, usually into 
the spacious seclusion of a shrubbery or a promenade. 
For crucial deolarations are made and received in privacy, 
and though the woman's response is shaped by her breed
ing, it is not a part of social intercourse. Her answer is 
therefore at most reported indirectly, as in Emma: 

What did she say? Just what she ought, of course. 
A lady always does.-She said enough to show 
there need not be despair-and to invite him to 
say more himself. 

Consequently, in an opus entirely about the coming to
gether of women with men, no one ever quite enunciates 
the words "I love you." 

The engagement is announced, loose ends are tied up, 
the union is brought about, and with a prognostication 
of their future happiness, explicitly including the con
tinuation of the sisterly bond, the heroines are finally dis
missed from view. 

This pattern follows from the facts of life, as well as 
from the demands of fiction. The getting or foregoing of 
a husband is the great hazard in a woman's life, the great
est occasion for an exercise of sensibility and an exertion 
of sense. The early twenties, the very period in life, ac
cording to Jane Austen, "for the strongest attachments to 
be formed," therefore contain the moment when she is 
most alive-when she most has the principle of motion 
within herself. 

That is by no means to say that life is over when the 
era of courtship ends-a very unlikely view for an unmar-



ried woman who regarded the single woman's "dreadful 
propensity for being poor" as among the strongest argu
ments for matrimony, and who allows her Emma this 
rejoinder to a young friend who exclaims: 

' ... you will be an old maid, and that's so dread
ful!' 

'Never mind, Harriet, I shall not be a poor old 
maid, and it is poverty only which makes celibacy 
contemptible to a generous public!' 

On the contrary, the busy tranquility and solid comfort 
which constitute continuous happiness begin exactly when 
a woman is settled, one way or another, for life. There 
are in the novels nnmerous satisfying descriptions of 
sedate marital existences and comfortably confirmed 
spinsterhoods. Later life has lost just one property, which 
is clearly described in a letter Jane Austen wrote to Fanny 
Knight: 

Ah! what a loss it will be when you are married. 
You are too agreeable in your single state, too 
agreeable as a Neice. I shall hate you when your 
delicious play of mind is all settled down into 
conjugal and maternal affections. 

What is lost is the liveliness, the inner motion of the girl. 
"Marriage is a great improver," Jane Austen drily observes 
in a letter, because it fixes the feelings and makes fast the 
character. (The confirmation of her view is to be found 
in the fifty pages which constitute the "peace" part of 
War and Peace, in the dowdy bliss of the miraculous "First 
Epilogue.") 

Now a person whose inner motion has been damped, 
who displays a settled mind and steady sentiments, is a 
comic character, in the six novels, and in life. The young 
heroines are sometimes themselves witty, and often pro
voke an affectionate smile, but they are not comic, while 
all the old married couples and spinsters are, for all their 
virtues, or even because of them, comic-I mean, comical. 
What makes them so is that they are quite literally, "crea
tures of habit." For their nature is not so much a spring 
of fresh life as a source of self-reproduction. (A view of 
the comic as a "mechanical inelasticity" and "fundamental 
absentmindedness" of the living soul, which almost fits 
the case, is to be found in Henri Bergson's essay 
"Laughter.") They (I could say "we") seem to mimic 
their own settled selves; all their activity has turned into 
"behavior," a kind of deliciously petrified self-expression. 
They have practiced being themselves so long that it 
comes by habit. T11ey live through a recogniza"ble ritual 
which feeds the human delight in identifying images. By 
so escaping their own notice such beings particularly in
vite fascinated observation; their well-bred absurdities 
embellish the world like elegant arabesques. 

A prime example of this mode of being is found in the 
most happily married of all the married couples, Admiral 
and Mrs. Croft in Persuasion. They are out driving their 
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gig, comfortably conversing the while, and such is the 
old sailor's handling of the craft that Mrs. Croft has to 
intervene: 

'My dear admiral, that post!-we shall certainly 
take that post!' 

But by cooly giving the reins a better direction 
herself, they happily passed the danger; and by 
once afterwards judiciously putting out her hand, 
they neither fell into a rut, nor ran foul of a dung
cart; and Anne, with some amusement at their 
style of driving, which she imagined no bad 
representation of the general guidance of their 
affairs, found herself safely deposited by them at 
the cottage. 

The happy consequence, then, of the arrangement by 
which the heroines pass out of view with marriage, is that 
each novel has a foreground of liveliness against a back
ground of life; each novel contains two perfectly perspicu
ous kinds of imitation, one of living character and the 
other of completed "characters." However, it should be 
noted that these "characters" too have a dignity, which 
derives from the intimations we are given that their lives 
have roots and ramifications not properly included in a 
novel. 

VIII. 

Nothing can be clearer than this-the novels are them
selves imitations of life and contain imitations of humap 
beings, especially of human beings in society, conversing. 
No symbols, metaphors, mere patterns, or levels of ab
straction are to be found in them nor do the figures in 
them "exist only within the context of the work." Cer
tainly there are revelations, correspondences, significances. 
But nothing is ever there for mere form's sake or to sug
_gest or stand for something else-which is why the novels 
so repel literary criticism. 

The evidence for the latter claim, that the novels con
tain near~animate humans, is in the after-life her creatures 
were allowed to lead. Her family knew things about her 
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people which were not in the books, and this shows that 
their lives extended beyond their published stories. They 
knew that the "considerable sum" given by the horrible 
Mrs. Norris to William Price was all of one pound, that 
Kitty Bennet married a clergyman near Pemberly, and 
that the inconvenient Mr. Woodhouse died two years 
after Emma's marriage. In a letter to her sister, Jane 
Austen pretends that she saw a portrait of Mrs. Bingley, 
the former Jane Bennet, at a London exhibition of Sir 
Joshua Reynolds' paintings, and that Mr. Darcy would 
not let his wife Elizabeth's likeness be exposed to the 
public eye. 

The Pygmalion-like fondness she has for her own girls 
again shows how near alive they are: her sudden reference 
to "My Fanny" in the last chapter of Mansfield Park, her 
fear that no one will like Emma but herself, her apprecia
tion of Elizabeth Bennet, of whom she writes in a letter 
that 

I must confess that I think her as delightful a 
creature as ever appeared in print, and how I shall 
be able to tolerate those who do not like her at 
least I do not know. 

That the novels are indeed intended to be accurate imi
tations of English life is shown by Jane Austen's meticu
lous correctness concerning details. For example, she 
writes to her sister about a passage in Mansfield Park: 

I have learned from Sir J. Carr that there is no 
Government House at Gibraltar. I must alter it 
to the Commissioner's. 

What is apparently the only real error of fact in her 
works was caught by her farming brother who writes: 

I should like to know, Jane, where you get those 
apple trees of yours to blossom in July? 

And her careful criticisms of her writing nieces' early 
attempts almost always turn about matters of accuracy, 
probability, and consistency. So she writes: 

Or: 

A woman, going with two girls just growing up, 
into a Neighborhood where she knows nobody 
but one Man, of not very good character, is an 
awkwardness which so prudent a woman as Mrs. 
F. would not be likely to fall into. Remember, 
she is very prudent; you must not let her act 
inconsistently. 

... and I have sc.ratched out Sir Tiw: from walk
ing with the other Men to the Stables, etc. the 
very day after his breaking his arm-for though 
I find that your papa did walk out immediately 
after his arm was set, I think it can be so little 
usual as to appear unnatural in a book. 

In this requirement of "nature and probability" she 
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exactly catches Aristotle's distinction between history and 
poetry-the former tells what did and the latter what 
might believably happen. 

IX. 

While the young women are very much her creatures
because they are both most her own inventions and yet 
most their own women-her older characters are much 
more apt to be imitations of types living about her. It is 
a wonder that this extraordinary woman could observe, 
without interfering in the least, the settled idiosyncracies 
of her very ordinary neighbours. But in fact many of her 
own epistolary accounts of local society could go straight 
into a novel, as for example this passage: 

Poor Mrs. Stent: It has been her lot to be always 
in the way; but we must be merciful, for perhaps 
in time we may come to be Mrs. Stents ourselves, 
unequal to anything and unwelcome to everybody. 

Or this description of a difficult brother's visit: 

I am sorry and angry that his visits should I)Ot give 
more pleasure; the company of so good and so 
clever a Man ought to be gratifying in itself; but 
his chat seems all forced, his Opinions on many 
points too much copied from his wife's and his 
time here is spent I think in walking about the 
House and banging the doors, or ringing the bell 
for a glass of water. 

What she does for the comic characters she finds about 
her is to accord them the saving grace of a merciful screen
ing, by means of which she filters out the infuriating 
aspects of those incessant performances, like continual 
door-banging and ineffectual fussing, to which creatures 
of habit are given. So is irritating fact transformed into 
delicious fiction, and the lovableness of fully fixed human
kind acknowledged. 

A luxurious license of selection, or rather of exclusion, 
is in fact close to the essence of Jane Austen's imitative 
art. Let me give a survey of the omissions which define 
her copy of the world. 

First, the large universe and its embroilments are not 
allowed to intrude into it. There is no place in her world 
for foreign parts or big cities, although her information 
was by no means parochial. Italy and France are only 
mentioned as the romantic setting for the gothic novels 
she loved to caricature; Ireland is a comic place of exile, 
London a way station for elopement. Politics is utterly 
absent although the Austen household was by no means 
isolated-no one talks politics in the novels, partly be
cause merely ma•le conversation is rare. The only reference 
to a burning issue occurs in the following preposterous 
form in Emma. In warding off the officious exertions 
Mrs. Elton insists on making through her connection, 



Mr. Suckling, Jane Fairfax, who finds herself obliged to 
seek a position as governess, says: 

'There are places in town, offices, where inquiry 
would soon produce something. Offices for sale
not quite of human flesh-but of human intel
lect!' 

'Oh! my dear, human flesh! You quite shock 
me; if you mean a fling at the slave trade; I assure 
you, Mr. Suckling was always rather a friend to 
the abolition!' 

Nor is there any mention of the French Revolution, 
although a close relation had lost her husband in the 
Terror; nor of the Napoleonic Wars, although she had 
brothers who were line officers in the British navy; nor 
of the War of 1812, although she reports in her letters this 
grimly intelligent assessment of that conflict by one of 
her brothers: 

His view, and the view of those he mixes with, 
of Politics, is not chearful-with regard to the 
American war I mean; We are to make them good 
sailors and soldiers and gain nothing ourselves. 

Music and poetry, on the other hand, both of which 
she both appreciated and herself plied, do play a role in 
the novels, albeit a most peculiar one, because displays 
of art appreciation are always slightly funny and refer
ences in works of art to works of art slightly doubtful. 
Jane Austen had her reservations about the cultivation or 
display of fine sensibilities. So music is celebrated chiefly 
in the social function of masking conversation. In Sense 
and Sensibility embarrassing confidences are imparted to 
Elinor by Lucy Steele, while 

Marianne was giving them the powerful protec
tion of a very magnificent concerto. 

And poetry in large doses is regarded as mildly deplorable 
-it is slyly said of Captain Benwick, a romantic young 
man in Persuasion, who grieves for his dead bride with 
more sensibility than constancy, that 

He was evidently a young man of considerable 
taste in reading, though principally poetry .... 

so that Anne 

ventured to hope that he does not always read 
only poetry; and to say, that she thought it was 
the misfortune of poetry, to be seldom safely en
joyed by those who enjoyed it completely; .... 

Nor do the novels contain anything but mock descrip
tions of history, criticism or morality. She exuberantly 
wrote to her sister of Pride and Pre;udice: 

The work is rather too light, and bright, and 
sparkling; it wants shade; it wants to be stretched 
out here and there with a long chapter of sense, 
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if it could be had; if not, of solemn specious 
nonsense, about something unconnected with the 
story; an essay on writing, a critique on Walter 
Scott, or a history of Buonaparte, or anything 
that would form a contrast and bring the reader 
with increased delight to the playfulness and 
epigrammatism of the general style. I doubt your 
quite agreeing with me here. I know your starched 
notions. 

And it goes without saying that the novels are devoid 
of any reference to philosophy; it is among Jane Austen's 
perfections that she foists no inquiries into being on her 
characters-a ridiculous task for images to undertake, ex
cept in rare cases. 

She herself explained these omissions in her novels on 
an occasion which clearly caused her unholy joy. The 
Regent, an admirer of her novels, had asked his librarian, 
the Reverend J. S. Clarke, to invite her to inspect his 
library. A correspondence ensued. Mr. Clarke had sug
gested that she should write a novel about an English 
clergyman, including a disquisition on the benefits of tak
ing away tithes (of which he himself was ardently per
suaded), and a description of the clergyman having to 
bury his own mother because the High Priest of the parish 
failed to pay her remains the proper respect (which had 
been his very experience). Miss Austen's response was 
the hilarious "Plan of a Novel, according to hints from 
various quarters," in which the heroine's father is indeed 
involved. 

in many interesting situations, concluding with 
his opinion of the Benefits to result from Tythes 
being done away, and his having buried his own 
mother ... etc. 

This plan was a wicked performance which she kept to 
herself. Instead she wrote the man a very forbearing let
ter declining the charge laid on her with the following 
explanation: 

The comic part of the character I might be equal 
to, but not the good, the enthusiastic, the literary. 
Such a man's conversation must at times be on 
subjects of science and philosophy, of which I 
know nothing; or at least be occasionally abundant 
in quotations and allusions which a woman1 who 
like me, knows only her mother tongue, and has 
read very little in that, would be totally without 
power of giving. A classical education or at any 
rate, a very extensive acquaintance with English 
literature, ancient and modern, appears to me 
quite indispensable for the person who would do 
justice to your clergyman. And I think I may boast 
myself to be, with all possible vanity, the most 
unlearned female who, ever dared to be an au
thoress. 
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Now this is very much exaggerated-she read French and 
Italian and had read extensively in English. But it shows 
her scrupulous demand for the verity which comes from 
first-hand knowledge. The very criticism of the poets 
which Socrates makes in the Ion, that they never, beyond 
hearsay, really know whereof they sing, is emphatically 
refuted in her novels-she knew her world; she had con
structed it in accordance with her limitations and aversions. 
This is the exclusionary aspect of her scale. 

X. 

But as she omits what is alien, so she elects what is 
close, and with relish. In a letter to one of her young 
writing nephews she refers to two mysteriously missing 
chapters of the novel he is currently composing and de
fends herself against any suspicion of having purloined 
them: 

What should I do with your strong, manly, 
spirited sketches, full of variety and glow. How 
could I possibly join them on to the little bit 
(two inches wide) of Ivory I work with so fine a 
Brush, as produces little effect after much labor. 

This bit of banter shows how deliberate her choice of 
scale is; a letter to a writing niece shows how happy she 
is in that confinement: 

You are now collecting your People delightfully, 
getting them exactly into such a spot as is the 
delight of my life. 3 or 4 families in a country 
village is the very thing to work on. 

A thoroughly known, small closed setting is the source 
of delight. 

XI. 

Now this small world is a distillation of her own sur
roundings, the countryside and its families, "nature" and 
human beings. 

Jane Austen loved landscapes; a lovely landscape she 
thought was like a paradise. But in her novels landscapes 
make very peculiar paradises. One of the Austen family's 
favorite poets was Cowper, from whose poem "The Sofa" 
came these applicable lines: 

God made the country, and man made the town. 

In the novels God's work is carried through by gentle
men who own and improve estates. For all her landscapes 
are prospects of improved estates. For instance, in Emma, 
the sight of Mr. Knightley's Donwell Abbey and his 
tenant farmer's Abbey Mill, both well-managed places, 
makes her exclaim: 

It was a sweet view-sweet to the eye and the 
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mind. English verdure, English culture, English 
comfort. ... 

Neither arc her vistas the enchanted idyllic pastorals of, 
say, Tom Jones (incidentally, a favorite with the Austens), 
nor does she endow unimproved mere nature with senti
ment. So Elinor squelches Marianne's laments about hav
ing no one with whom to share her autumnal transports 
by the brisk observation that 

It is not every one ... who has your passion for 
dead leaves. 

On only three occasions, I believe, is English verdure 
replaced by English water: at the sea resort of Lyme Regis 
in Persuasion, at Sanditon spa, the setting of her last 
unfinished novel, and in the Portsmouth scene of Mans
field Park. I have often wondered what might be the 
continual source of the exhilaration in this last setting, 
which is as sordid as anything in the novels can be, with 
its stifling sickly town sun serving only to bring out the 
stains left on the wall by Mr. Price's head. When Fanny 
Price arrives to visit her own family after an absence of 
a decade, the house is in more than its usual disorder; 
no one attends to her, everyone is hallooing the news that 
her brother's ship "the Thrush has gone out of harbour," 
until she nearly faints. But in compensation there is a 
description of the harbour to make the heart, especially 
a sailing heart, leap: 

The day was uncommonly lovely. It was really 
March; but it was April in its mild air, brisk soft 
wind, and bright sun, occasionally clouded for a 
minute; and everything looked so beautiful under 
the influence of such a sky, the effects of the 
shadows pursuing each other, on the ships at Spit
head acnd the island beyond, with the ever-varying 
hues of the sea now at high water, dancing in its 
glee and dashing against the ramparts with so fine 
a sound, produced altogether such a combination 
of charms for Fanny, as made her gradually almost 
careless of the circumstances under which she 
felt them. 

But I think the real reason for the acute charm of Ports
mouth is Mansfield Park itself. There is significance in 
the fact that Mansfield Park is the only novel Jane Austen 
herself named after a place. Behind the indoor squalor 
and the naval beauty of Portsmouth there is the secure 
tranquility of Fanny's real and longed-for home, the park, 
at whose still, almost torpid, center sits Lady Bertram on 
her sofa, a sort of serene English version of Oblomov, 
the Russian hero who never leaves his couch. 'I11e exhila
ration of Fanny's temporary place of exile, is, like most 
contented excitement, grounded in the ever-present recol
lection of a well-ordered home. 



XII. 

This very gleeful sobriety by which a lovely landscape 
appears simultaneously as a profitable property is to me 
the most delicious of Jane Austen's felicities. The scanda· 
lous fact of the matter is that a number of heroines first 
see their future husbands in the light of eligibility while 
viewing their estates. It is true of Emma, of Fanny, of 
Catherine, and, most candidly, of Elizabeth, whose pride 
and prejudice against Darcy are shaken by her visit to 
his estate: 

She had never seen a place for which nature had 
done more, or whose natural beauty had been 
so little counter-acted by an awkward taste .... at 
that moment she felt that to be mistress of 
Pemberly might be something. 

And she playfully asserts to her sister that her love for 
Darcy dates from her first seeing his beautiful grounds. 

This perfect identity of romance and real estate, this 
unembarrassed transition from sentiment to sober assess
ment which the young women are permitted to display 
in the novels, as any sensible young women would in 
life, is. the essence of what causes content in them: the 
perfect coincidence of sense and sensibility. 

In the same spirit money plays a great role. Jane 
Austen's fervent conviction, expressed to her favorite niece 
Fanny who repeatedly consulted her modest and under
standing aunt on marital questions, was that: 

Anything is to be preferred or endured rather 
than marrying without affection. 

Nonetheless, the presence of money determines the pas· 
sibility and confirms the rightness of a projected marriage; 
a decent competence is its minimal requirement, while 
a good fortune is very desirable. What everyone "has" is 
the frequent object of notice and speculation-whether 
it is an insufficient pittance of 350 pounds, such as neither 
Edmund nor Elinor are "quite enough in love" to think 
"would supply them with the comforts of life," or a fine 
fortune of 30,000 pounds yielding 2500 a year. Jane 
Austen displays the same sobriety in life when she writes 
about her books: 

People are more ready to borrow and praise than 
to buy-which I cannot wonder at; but tho' I like 
praise as well as anybody, I like what Edward calls 
pewter too. 

Giddy and showy people may care about carriages, as does 
silly Mrs. Elton who manages to introduce into one short 
conversation four references to the barouche-landau (the 
Cadillac of carriages) owned by her relations. But solid, 
trustworthy people, in the novels as in life, require a suf
ficiency of money, and the ending of no novel leaves me 
so comfortable as the cool conclusion of Mansfield Park: 
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With so much true merit and true love, and no 
want of fortune or friends, the happiness of the 
cousins must appear as secure as earthly happiness 
can be.-Equally formed for domestic life and 
attached to country pleasures, their home was the 
home of affection and comfort; and to complete 
the picture of good, the acquisition of Mansfield 
living by the death of Mr. Grant, occurred just 
after they had been married long enough to begin 
to want an increase of income . ... 

The comedy of the novels is well complemented by a 
practicality which admits that the death of an unloved 
character may serve to complete "the picture of good." 

XIII. 

From her external world let me pass to the moral world 
she imitates, the world to whose conduct and virtue, 
manners and morals, she and her sister and her family 
:md her neighbourhood were bred. We must be grateful 
to it for being a dignified and shapely world, whose favo
rite epithets convey a sense of clarity concerning what 
is worthy and unworthy-a world in which the words 
"comfort" and ''consequence" and "connections," in all 
their sedate rationality, have a clear reference; where a 
well-considered outing is termed an "eligible scheme"; 
where considerate people act "upon a system"; a quiet 
evening spent in talk is "conversible"; and "the rational 
pleasures of an elegant society" are highly valued. Al
though the novels are devoid of even the slightest didactic 
taint, they do teach-if nothing else the shape and ways 
of one integral world. 

To keep this world plausible she exercises her most 
admirable restraints. She admits nothing very vicious and 
nothing very violent, for most novel-reader's lives are not 
directly determined by such things, whatever hyperbolic 
spirits may claim. Her unpublished and unfinished works 
are, to be sure, significantly more pungent than those she 
released. Her very early sketches contain burlesque mur
ders, the heroine of a short later novel which she with
held from publication, Lady Susan, is unprincipled, hypo
critical, scheming, crude, and cruel, and the fragmentary 
novel The Watsons may have remained so precisely be
cause it promised to become too sordid. But her published 
works deal only with domesticated vices and with venial 
sins whose punishment is simply exile from her world
witness the beginning of the last chapter in Mansfield 
Park: 

Let other pens dwell on guilt and misery. I quit 
such odious subjects as soon as I can, impatient 
to restore everybody, not greatly at fault them
selves, to tolerable comfort, and to have done 
with the rest. 
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Nonetheless, within her scope, there is clear wrong as 
well as right, and a diction to match-lucidly determined 
in condemning and sweetly reasonable in condoning. And 
since it is the most universal and necessary of social activi~ 
ties to pass judgement on others, while she thinks too 
much of her characters not to judge their actions as she 
would her own, they are all disapproved or approved. She 
never withholds judgement from her own creatures since 
she knows firmly what romantic ironists later obscured: 
that in fiction vices not condemned are celebrated. But 
it should be said that she always assigns to her people 
some saving graces, and, more importantly, some saving 
flaws-for she writes to her niece: 

... pictures of perfection, as you know, make me 
sick and wicked. 

XIV. 

Now the chief flaws of manner, disposition and prin· 
ciple which she admits are reserve (that is, a mean lack 
of openness), ill·breeding, love of change and restlessness 
(said to be the consequence of vanity and extravagance) 
and its attendant irregularity of life, unfeeling cold· 
heartedness, inconsiderateness, indelicacy and finally, ir
rationality. 

The virtues are of course everything opposite. For them 
there is a vocabulary of excellence which wins at least my 
deepest accord. It contains terms like integrity, candour 
(meaning a well-disposed receptivity) and clusters like 
"goodnatured, useful, considerate, or benevolent." It ex
pects that a woman know how to govern her feelings and 
be "acquainted with herself" (that is, that she have self
control and self-knowledge), and first and last, that she 
be "rational," that is, in accord with her principles. In 
sum, it requires her to be at once amiable and well· 
principled, terms which in conjunction curiously well 
describe the womanly English equivalent of the Greek 
kalos kagathos, the generous and upright man. 

"Amiable," which is in Emma contrasted with French 
"aimable," agreeable, is defined there as an "English 
delicacy towards the feelings of other people," uncon
descending graciousness. As for principles, 11active prin
ciples"-these are the common maxims of moral action, 
and not in want of articulation, certainly not in a novel, 
which is no place for an inquiry into virtue. There are 
moments, as in the following passage from Mansfield 
Park, when Jane Austen comes close to enunciating them, 
only to glide away after all: 
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Henry Crawford had too much sense not to feel 
the worth of good principles in a wife, though 
he was too little accustomed to serious reflection 
to know them by their proper name, but when 
he talked of her as having such a steadiness and 
regularity of conduct, such a high notion of honor, 

and such an observance of decorum as might 
warrant any man in the fullest dependence on 
her faith and integrity, he expressed what was 
inspired by the knowledge of her being well· 
principled and religious. 

The ladies and gentlemen of her novels do not reflect 
on principles within them, and neither does she. 

Nonetheless, although unarticulated, they are the basis 
of all active excellence. Those who are good by mere 
disposition or habit are slightly comical, like the kind
hearted, fluttery Miss Bates, or the ever-cheerful, arthritic 
Mrs. Smith, whose "disposition to be comforted" is termed 
"the choicest gift of Heaven" with the same slight irony 
that a similar phrase always has in Socrates' mouth. Such 
a disposition is quite distinct from that principled resigna
tion in the face of unavoidable sorrows which gives her 
young women such dignity. 

The acquisition of good principles requires both the 
faculty Jane Austen calls "understanding" and "instruc· 
tion:" 

Nature gave you understanding:-Miss Taylor 
gave you principles, 

Mr. Knightly says in praise of Emma. 
The question whether people are good by nature or by 

nurture is raised in Mansfield Park. Fanny has silently 
determined that Mary Crawford's transgressions are a 
consequence of what she is; Edmund, who thinks he is 
in love with her, considers that her faults, which are 

faults of principle, ... of blunted delicacy and a 
corrupted, vitiated mind, 

are the consequence of ignorance resulting from a perverse 
upbringing. But I think Jane Austen finally sides with 
Fanny. The indelicacy or moral obtuseness which permits 
Mary Crawford to scorn the profession of a clergyman, 
to wish a young man about to be ordained to play oppo· 
site her in a Kotzebue comedy called "Lover's Vows," 
and to expect him to gloss over his sister's adultery comes 
from a coarse nature. Jane Austen once refers to the 
projected Mansfield Park as a novel about ordination, a 
curious description until one recalls that Edmund's ordina
tion is indeed the touchstone of the two women's nature 
and understanding. 

It is therefore clear that Jane Austen is completely in 
accord with Socrates in thinking that virtue is knowledge, 
and that to know the good is to do it. Understanding is the 
sole condition of moral excellence, while ignorance of 
the real wrong that is being done accompanies all trans
gressions. At least it is so for the women-men are some
times weak enough to possess a mere 11moral taste," a 
connoisseur's knowledge of virtue, without efficacy. In
deed, it is the women's moral world which is the testing 
ground and even the corrective of the men's virtues
within it the loftiest pride is taught to smile and the most 



active valour to admit an equal. 
Again, try as one will, there is nothing ominous or sub

versive to be found lurking within this lucid moral world 
in which people may indeed do dreadful, but never 
dubious deeds. (In fact, it seems to me plain naughty 
to go looking for such dark spots.) But there is something 
behind this world which supports it without ever making 
an explicit appearance. There is a perfectly plain, un
flinching, ungcnteel knowledge of the facts of life: the 
letters speak bluntly of the aspect of corpses, baldly of 
the wear and tear of child-bearing, coolly of gentlemen 
taking mistresses, ribaldly of obvious cures for fertility. 
And on the other hand there is settled orthodoxy, steady 
devoutness, and the fear of death overcome. I am thinking 
of Jane Austen's last letters, written when she was already 
an invalid in 1817, which show a serene faith, albeit still 
gilded by some of the old wickedness-the very last lines 
of her last surviving letter cast aspersions on the length 
of some acquaintances' petticoats. 

XV. 

Jane Austen's world is as merry as it is good. All the 
novels are perfect comedies-mirthful throughout and 
happy in outcome. Despite their brightness and lightness 
these novels are in no way trivial-they are simply not 
concerned with those terrific follies presented to the 
scourge of public laughter in classical comic drama. 

Her humour has none of the hell-bent strenuousness of 
Sterne's (whose books she knew). He, it seems to me, 
tries to tickle his reader with a club, so that after a while 
it becomes hard even to arrange a grin, but she usually 
elicits what she calls for, be it smile, chuckle or loud 
laughter-on the seventh reading as on the first. 

A pleasant way, and the least foolish, to approach this 
perfection of hers is simply to give samples of some of 
the fun she can think up. 

Sometimes it is dignified nonsense, like the axiomatic 
beginning of Pride and Prejudice: 

It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a 
single man in possession of a good fortune must 
be in want of a wife. 

Sometimes it is a pert critique, like that of education, 
in Emma: 

Mrs. Goddard was the mistress of a school-not 
of a seminary, or an establishment, or anything 
which professed in long sentences of refined 
nonsense, to combine liberal acquirements with 
elegant morality upon new principles and new 
systems-where young ladies for enormous pay 
might be screwed out of health and into vanity 
-bnt a real, honest, old-fashioned Boarding 
School, where a reasonable quantity of accom
plishments were sold at a reasonable price, and 
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where girls might be sent to be out of the way 
and scramble themselves into a little education, 
without any danger of coming back prodigies. 

Sometimes it is an evanescently devastating stroke, like 
the observation made of that insufferable philistine Mr. 
Elton in the same novel: 

He had caught both substance and shadow-both 
fortune and affection, and was just the happy man 
he ought to be .... 

Each novel also has its own pervasive humorous mode. 
The juvenile works of her middle teens are spirited and 
distinctly ungenteel burlesques, whose heroines introduce 
themselves by reporting that their 

Mother was the natural Daughter of a Scotch 
peer by an Italian opera-girl, 

and who perish from having performed too many fainting 
spells on the wet grass, or coolly begin letters as follows: 

I murdered my father at a very early period of 
my life, I have since murdered my mother and I 
am now going to murder my sister. 

The prevailing mode of her first published novel, on 
the other hand, is epigrammatic, chiefly because two of 
its people, Elizabeth Bennet and her father, are them
selves witty. For instance, Elizabeth drily observes con
cerning the great commotion in the Collins household 
caused by a visit of their noble patroness: 

And is that all? ... I expected at least that the 
pigs were got into the garden, and here it is 
nothing but Lady Catherine and her daughter. 

Or she formulates this diagnostic test: 

Is not general incivility the very essence of love? 

I have often wondered why Mansfield Park makes me 
continually smile, although its two young people are 
so very good and are allowed to prose on and on about it. 
Edward only too truly observes of himself that: 

'You need not hurry when the object is only to 
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prevent my saying a bon-mot, for there is not 
the least wit in my nature. I am a very matter
of-fact, plain spoken being, and may blunder on 
the borders of a repartee for half an hour together 
without striking it out.' 

A general silence ensued. 

While Fanny, by way of spirit, at most manages a gentle 
line of poetry or an exclamation like: 

'The evergreen! How beautiful, how welcome, 
how wonderful the evergreen!' 

Fanny is, as Edward says, 

of all creatures the one over whom habit had 
most power. ... 

But that is just it, the clue to the humour: the future 
Reverend and Mrs. Bertram are incipient comic figures; 
they are the elderly comic background of another novel 
in the making. 

Emma, finally, is a comedy of errors: Emma is mistaken 
about Mr. Elton, Mr. Knightly, Harriet Smith, Jane Fair
fax and Frank Churchill, while Frank Churchill, Elton, 
Knightly, and Harriet Smith are mistaken about Emma; 
Mr. and Mrs. Weston are mistaken about Frank Churchill 
and Emma and Harriet Smith is mistaken about Mr. 
Knightly and Jane Fairfax, while Miss Bates and Mr. 
Woodhouse live in a gentle fog of general misapprehen
sion. 

The light and unstrained effect of all her humor has 
everything to do with its being not a laborious construc
tion but an immediate way of seeing the world: she 
simply lets her people be. Her moving principle is not a 
detached ironical motor, but a spring of disinterested love, 
or better, acute fondness, for her world. I would say that 
it is to the theatre of appearance what theory is to the 
world of being. 

XVI. 

Now I would like to turn to a group of perfections 
associated more with her craft than her content. 

There is, first, her remarkable logical, or better, dialecti
cal force-her ability to discern distinctions, to divide at 
the joints, to collect with completeness, in short to 
articulate the world in words, ready for reflection. For 
example, in defining an empty life she speaks of 

the sameness and the elegance, the prosperity and 
the nothingness 

of its scene. Or, setting out the cures for a painful re
membrance, she says that 

it shall be checked by religion, by reason, by con
stant employment. 

No wonder that Justice Marshall, whose opinions give 
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pleasure to the reader precisely because they display this 
kind of discernment, esteemed her. 

XVII. 

There is next the lucid yet unobtrusive symmetry of 
her tales. Their bare plots all have the kind of formal 
shape which might make a pretty diagram. She rigorously 
follows the rule of writing, cited in her novel about novels, 
Northanger Abbey, which prohibits loose ends and dan
gling characters. And yet her tales are so flowing that they 
appear to have no isolated episodes-in fact she never 
used title headings, which are a sure sign of episodic 
composition. 

This formal symmetry is complemented by a subtly 
palpable balance of substance. For instance, I have always 
wondered wherein lies the peculiar feeling of satisfaction 
given by Lady de Bourgh's impertinent descent on Eliza
beth, intended to force the latter to reject Darcy. It is 
not only that the invasion is most staunchly repelled, but 
also that an imbalance is righted: Elizabeth has her im
mortally silly mother to be ashamed of-now Darcy turns 
out to have a meddling, insufferable relation as well; the 
union will be blessed by a balance of troublesome in-laws. 

I should add under this heading that all the novels are 
just the right length-a remarkable fact in any novel when 
one considers that a tale which has no absolute need to 
begin really has no natural place to close. 

XVIII. 

Finally there is the felicity of her language. Everyone 
recognizes it, and I would give much to discover its 
essence. But that irresistible effort never gets much beyond 
a mere description-which is therefore the best I can do. 

Her style is to literature what the classical style is to 
music: perfectly agreeable without being cloying, per
fectly flowing and yet pithy, perfectly correct while alive 
with novelty. 

Partly it is shaped by avoidances. She advises her niece 
to delete "cant phrases" like "vortex of dissipation." She 
herself introduces them very sparingly-just enough to 
expose the limp mind of the speaker: "Sad, sad girl," a 
silly young woman will exclaim. She never allows her 
under-bred people more than a hint of wrongness in 
writing. Lucy Steele's letters in Sense and Sensibility con
tain a few intentional howlers, but I know of no others. 
She avoids learned or obtrusively latinate diction; she 
would not have written my favorite sentence from the 
much-loved Jane Eyre, where that strict-judging young 
governess ("eyre" signifies "court"), having climbed on 
her Mr. Rochester's knee (unthinkable for an Austenian 
woman!) is apostrophised as follows: 

Why do you remain pertinaciously perched upon 
my knee when I have given you notice to quit? 



Nonetheless she could write like that, as is shown by the 
burlesque speech of a pompous enthusiast in her last frag
ment Sanditon: 

The Corruscations of Talent, elicited by impas
sioned feeling in the breast of Man, are perhaps 
incompatible with some of the prosaic Decencies 
of Life; ... nor can any Woman be a fair Judge 
of what a Man may be propelled to say, write or 
do by the sovereign impulses of illimitable Ardour. 

But in the published novels she avoids all contortions; 
Miss Catherine of Northanger Abbey says innocently: 

I cannot speak well enough to be unintelligible. 

And she approves of "unaffected gentlemanlike English" 
in her men. 

Part of the pleasure of her discourse comes from the 
very insidiousness of her well-turned phrases. They glide 
neatly by and snap in retrospect. So, for example, Marianne 
accepts Colonel Brandon, although he seeks "the con
stitutional safe-guard of a flannel waistcoat." Or she 
assigns to a character "a person and face of strong, natu
ral, sterling insignificance." 

She can, furthermore, build up a paragraph to perfec
tion. Mr. Knightly has just successfully proposed to Emma, 
who, he thought, had been jilted by Frank Churchill: 

He found her agitated and low-Frank Churchill 
was a villain.-He heard her declare that she had 
never loved him. Frank Churchill's character was 
not desperate.-Shc was his own Emma, by heart 
and work, when they returned into the house; 
and if he could have thought of Frank Churchill 
then, he might have deemed him a very good sort 
of fellow. 

But what is best is as normal as it is inimitable-her 
natural imitation of blessedly uncorrupted speech, page 
after page: her best people discourse with a sweet, un
pompous formality which reflects the dignity of their 
society, while the authoress supplies the agreeable alterna
tion of short brisk sentences with very long constructions 
full of connectives and subordinate clauses-all equally 
lucid. She evidently had the ability to hear and hold on 
to the whole conversation even while she was writing it 
down; she is said to have written speedily and surely, and 
her revisions consisted mostly of "lopping and cropping." 

XIX. 

And then, last and most felicitous, there is her knowl
edge of the human heart. 

Again it begins in an aversion, her aversion to "sensi
bility," that is, to systematic emoting and the romantic 
stance. The exemplar of this error of disposition is Mari
anne of Sense and Sensibility who shows little considera
tion, less tact and-although much heard of both in ecstasy 
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and in despair-not the very deepest feeling. That is 
reserved to Elizabeth, who has exerted her good sense to 
suppress her unhappiness, until in an unguarded moment 
it appears suddenly on her face. 

This aversion to displays of passion was resented by 
Charlotte Bronte (and most ungratefully too, since Jane 
Austen's quiet women are the fore-runners of her own 
mousily formidable girls who triumph helpfully at their 
lovers' debacles). She writes (herself, it appears to me, 
giving an example of romantic insensitivity): 

The passions are perfectly unknown to her. . . . 
Her business is not half so much with the human 
heart as with human eyes, mouths, hands, and 
feet. 

She is right insofar as Jane Austen is much concerned 
with surfaces and appearances-but how often precisely 
because they conceal the heart! Concealed feeling and 
silent suffering win her deepest sympathy-in their pres
ence she is always serious. 

The novel most fragrant with feeling is her last, Per
suasion. The heroine, Anne Elliot, is, to begin with, walk
ing proof of Jane Austen's dictum concerning losses m 
love: 

... it is no creed of mine, you must be well aware, 
that such sort of Disappointments kill anybody. 

She is alive, but in her patient resignation "almost too 
good" for her authoress, as she declares to her niece. A 
little of this impatience shows in the gentle irony with 
which Anne's happiest hour is treated: 

Prettier musings of high wrought love and eternal 
constancy, could never have passed along the 
streets of Bath, than Anne was sporting with 
from Camden-place to Westgate-buildings. It was 
almost enough to spread purification and perfume 
all the way. 

Nonetheless, Persuasion is the novel in which the great
est things are most frankly at stake. When Anne finally 
holds in her hands a letter from Captain Wentworth, 
the man whom she had eight years before dutifully re
fused, yielding to the well-meant but narrow-minded 
persuasions of Lady Russell, she feels that 

On the contents of this letter depended all which 
the world could do for her. 

The impression that this story is in earnest as no other 
is aided by a peculiar device, the presence of real dates, 
which occur in this work alone. Anne was born on 
August 9, 1787 and is a faded twenty-seven at the time 
the novel takes place, about 1814. The wars of those 
years are the tense, invisible, remote backdrop beyond the 
story. But the immediate setting within which Anne 
subdues and nurses her long-carried feeling is a delicious 
swirl of cross-currents: shame-faced desire for establish-
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ment, natural preference derailed by envy, interfering 
ambition thwarted with counter-designs. Quietly, amidst 
these comic machinations, Anne passes through the sta
tions of her love: a walk in the company of the irrecon
ciled Wentworth, when 

Her pleasure must arise from the exercise and 
the day; 

a shy but articulate disquisition on the intensification of 
feeling resulting from the confinement of a woman's life; 
the agitations of the clay of mutual understanding; and 
finally-the most quietly rhapsodic description of "high
wrought felicity" I know of-that evening party and its 
undercurrent of secret bliss, where Anne moves about in 
Hdelicious consciousness" 1naking conversation with her 
friends, 

and with Captain Wentworth, some moments of 
communication continually occurring, and always 
the hope of more, and always the knowledge of 
his being there. 

XX. 

Having articulated as well as I am able the perfections 
which belong to Jane Austen's novels I need probably 
add nothing concerning the mere delight which comes 
from reading them-especially aloud among friends, as 
was the habit of the Austen household. But there is some
thing more to be said about their peculiar efficacy. 

Novels are started for many reasons: to fulfill a promise 
to an enthusiastic friend, to get on with the project of 
having read everything, to abide a while in pleasurable 
passivity. But they are generally finished because they 
become absorbing. The question is whether this absorp
tion is good for the soul. Jane Austen herself mounts a 
comic defense of any novel written with "genius, wit and 
taste" in N orthanger Abbey: 

... I will not adopt that ungenerous and impolite 
custom so common among novel writers of de
grading by their contemptuous censure the very 
performances to the number of which they are 
themselves adding-joining with their greatest 
enemies in bestowing the harshest epithets on 
such works, and scarcely ever permitting them to 
be read by their own heroine, who if she acci
dentally take up a novel, is sure to turn over its 
insipid pages with disgust. ... 

Yet I think there is also a serious apology to be pro
posed for these six novels, and for these alone. I am 
anxious to make it because I have myself experienced an 
efficacy of theirs often attested to in literature: their 
ability to re-collect the soul whenever it finds itself in 
places diffuse, dreary, enormous or savage. 
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In the Republic, Socrates speaks of "a certain ancient 
quarrel between philosophy and poetry," in which phi
losophy can be said to charge fiction-makers with a double 
crime: first the shameless fabrication of images which 
insidious•ly obstruct tbe search for being, and then the 
reckless vivification of these shades by means of a lurid 
singularity-so that the more brilliant the fiction, the 
greater the blame. Jane Austen side-steps the first charge 
by being so candidly imitative and yet so careful to refrain 
from touching the last things as to offer not the least 
impediment to philosophy, while she meets the second 
by conforming all her fictions to a serenely normal pattern 
-she never even invents an authoress. The wonder is that 
figures so carefully middling in stature are nonetheless 
so absorbing: Sir Walter Scott caught the essence of her 
excellence when he observed that she "renders ordinary, 
commonplace things and characters interesting from the 
truth of the description and the sentiment." 

But if Jane Austen's prosaic poetry is neither false nor 
egregious and her six novels give delight and hurt not, 
then that "ancient quarrel" is here for once composed1 and 
these fictions, at least, can be loved rationally. 

XXI. 

In conclusion1 let me once more reckon up the per
fections and felicities which invite this ratfonal love. 

Jane Austen's novels celebrate that middling class of 
mankind to which it is, after all, most feasible and most 
fitting to belong. They reform the dispersed soul and 
inculcate respect for the concealed heart. They afford the 
example of a correct and uncorrupted tongue, and they 
encourage us to know ourselves and to judge others rightly. 

They recall to us the possibility of an integral and well
formed world by presenting a straight imitation of English 
country society, sifted and spruced up, to be sure, but 
unsullied by imported significance. This copy, the product 
of a coolly loving contemplation, is made not for pene
tration but for observation. Its foreground is peopled 
by growing girls on the brink of being settled in life, 
while in the background finished humankind carries on 
its unconscious comedy. And the whole breathes a serene 
hilarity whose source is the reason and the faith of the 
authoress. 

This article was adapted from a lecture given at Annapo1is on Janu
ary 31, 1975. 
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MALL ORCA by Kimo 

TYRRHENIAN SEA 

•-to·---·- ncresta's" Route 

In December of 1973 I carefully selected my favorite 
books, collected my instruments and gathered my clothes. 
I had been given a year's leave of absence to pursue a 
dream that had begun to grow in me almost three years 
before. 

Like Ishmael I accounted it high time to get to sea, 
for "I thought I would sail about a little and see the 
watery part of the world." Not just any part, but that part 
which Homer tells us of, where the sea paints a wine blue 
foreground for a "rosy-fingered dawn." 

My three friends and I had saved what money we could 
earn over the past three years and combined our meager 
fortunes in the hope of creating a sum sufficient to buy 
us a boat that would serve as our means of adventuring 
in the Mediterranean. 

By luck of fortune we were able to find just such a 
craft in Mallorca in Spain. The boat was thirty-six feet 
long but only six and a half feet wide and stood a mere 
eighteen to twenty-four inches out of the water. It was 
an old "International six-meter" racing sloop that had been 
built in England back in 1931. 

Although the hull was forty-three years old it had been 
rebuilt in 1969 by a very competent yard. It was in very 
sound condition though clearly not designed for open sea 
voyaging. 

We spent the greater part of April making the neces
sary additions to render the boat safe for the open sea. 
Because of the low free-board the boat was extremely 
susceptible to having waves break over it and the neces
sary precautions had to be taken to ensure that those 
waves did not, by filling the cockpit, overwhelm what 
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reserve buoyancy we had. 
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We were not the only ones aware of the fact that our 
boat was not designed for what we intended to use it for. 
We were constantly beset by the advice of dock-walking 
sailors who usually knew everything about nothing because 
they'd experienced it all. One old man, whom we fondly 
referred to as "Elijah," seemed to extract considerable 
enjoyment from sitting on the quay shaking his head and 
mumbling. 

But despite the discouraging words we went about our 
tasks with determination, eager to "show our backs above 
the element we lived in." 

Mallorca, despite the hordes of tourists that island seems 
to attract, was, I think, the most picturesque of all the 
islands we were to visit. 

Finally all our preparations had been made and we left 
Mallorca and its prophet of doom behind. We set sail 
at midnight on a moonlit eve for the winds had been 
gusting up to forty knots that day and it wasn't till then 
that they began to subside. The seas which had been 
pushed to a considerable height by that afternoon's wind 
seemed to charge at us out of the darkness like mountains 
of obsidian reflected under the moon's light. 

We spent almost a week in Puerto de Mahon, a small 
Spanish town that lay at the head of a natural harbor 
which, though very narrow, stretched inland for over a 
mile, making the largest natural harbor in the Mediter
ranean. 

What is perhaps most colorful and delightful about 
Mediterranean cities are their market places and Mahon's 
market was no exception to this rule. Before sunrise each 
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morning one of us would pry himself from his berth and 
head for the panaderia to pick up our daily loaf of bread. 
The trip invariably took me through the market place 
where preparations were being made for the day's busi
ness. A row of horse-drawn carts lined the wet cobblestone 
curbs. The horses' heads were buried deep in their feed
bags, which seemed to spout steam as the horses' hot 
breath mixed with the crisp morning air. It was always 
easy to be persuaded that a little fresh sausage would im
prove the breakfast fare, and I rarely passed the cameceria 
without being duped into buying some. Then I would 
head back to the boat with the bread tucked away inside 
my shirt where we could share each other's warmth. 

On May 5th we set sail out of Mahon headed for San 
Pietro, a small island some 250 miles to the SE which 
lies off the southern tip of Sardinia. 

After almost three days we arrived in San Pietro only 
to have our passports and ship's papers impounded by 
the customs officials. They were returned to us after almost 
three hours of telephone calls to Rome and hard-fought 
verbal battles whose style was very gesticulative. 

'l11is Italian town was not often visited by foreign 
tourists and it was not .long until we had been challenged 
by the town's basketball team to a match which we won 
by the skins of our teeth. 
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Clockwise from upper 
lett: Road near An
draitx on Ma1lorca; At 
sea, en route to Palermo; 
Greek amphitheater, Se
geste, Sicily; "Cresta" 
in Ithaka harbour. 

From San Pietro we set sail for Palermo in Sicily which 
lay another 250 miles to the eastward. It was on this trip 
that we encountered some of the most treacherous seas 
of our voyage. We ran for twenty-four hours under one 
small jib averaging seven knots and after two days arrived 
in Palermo. From there we visited Segeste which is nothing 
but a trainstop in the middle of Sicily except that there 
can be found the ruins of a Greek temple and amphi
theatre. These were the first Greek ruins we had seen 
and our determination to reach the cradle of civilization 
was heightened. 

It was in Palermo that the coil of our auxiliary motor 
burned out. It was impossible for us to get a proper re
placement. So from that point on we travelled by means 
of the wind alone. 

We set sail for Taormina in Sicily, stopping for dinner 
at Lipari, one of the Aeolian islands, where Odysseus 
was reported to have been given his bag of wind. From 
Lipari we sailed through the Straits of Messina known to 
Homer as Charybdis and Scylla. Scylla, having been de
stroyed by an earthquake some time in the 18th century, 
did not present nearly the danger that did Charybdis. 
The Italians referred to the whirlpools as "vorticioli" and 
maintained that they were caused by the mixing of the 
Tyrrhenian and Ionian Seas which are of varying density. 



Left, "Cresta" sailing off Ithaka coast; top cen
ter, Corfu landscape; lower center, Kimo 
Mackey taking sextant shot; top right, coast 
of Ithaka; lower right, "Cresta" close hauled. 

The whirlpools are now harmless, though they will alter 
your course considerably if the mistake is made of sailing 
into them. We would have had more fun with them 
except that our steering apparatus had broken just prior 
to the strait, and sailing under jury rig we were not dis
posed to horsing around. From Taormina can be had an 
impressive view of Mt. Aetna. At night flashes of fire can 
be seen coming from the still-active volcano. 

By train we travelled to Siracusa where we visited its 
ancient ruins, including the cave of Dionysius' ear whose 
walls caused one's voice to echo in such a way that it 
seemed as though the very gods spoke. 

After a week's stay on the eastern coast of Sicily we 
set sail for Corfu-the northernmost of the Ionian islands 
and believed to be the home of the Phaiakians. 

We had given up on fixing the engine and decided 
to complete the rest of our trip without it. It was blowing 
a good 35 knots when we arrived at Corfu harbor and 
after one pass to size up the situation I decided to enter 
the harbor under bare poles as it was very small and I 
was afraid that to run down on it under sail would be 
too fast. Miraculously enough we got in and found a spot, 
arriving safely in Greece after almost 1500 miles of sailing. 

It is no wonder that Corfu is thought to be the island 
of the Phaiakians, for it is by far the most gardenlike of 
all the Greek isles. We had not been there long before 
we found a deserted beach and had a feast in gratitude 
to the gods for allowing us a safe and fair journey. The 
Mediterranean is well known for its variable winds which 
make sailing difficult at least fifty percent of the time, but 
we had been blessed in our passage with very few contrary 

winds. 
We spent the next four weeks cnusmg the Ionian 

islands of Paxas, Levkas, Skorpio (home of Aristotle Onas
sis) and finally Ithaka, the legendary home of Odysseus. 

In Ithaka there are no wide ranges nor pastureland 
at all; it is a land that pasturcth goats and I think 
more pleasing to the eye than one that pastureth 
horses. 

I spent more than one afternoon walking its -mountain 
roads and many a balmy evening sitting in tavern<JS sipping 
ouzo and listening to Greek music. I do not believe there 
is another place on earth where one's melancholy can 
be more thoroughly savored. There is hardly a sight more 
peaceful and contemplative than to watch the Ionian 
sun set over a windless sea to the sound of a Greek song 
whose words you don't understand and whose meaning 
is obvious. 

We sailed then to Navpaktos which is at the narrows 
separating the Gulf of Patras from the Gulf of Corinth. 
The harbor of Navpaktos is one of the only working re
mains of a Phoenician walled-in port. If one can imagine 
sailing through the gate of a castle one will understand 
what it was like. 

From Navpaktos we sailed on to Galaxhidi from where 
we visited the museum and ruins of Delphi, the religious 
city perched high in the mountains overlooking the Gulf 
of Corinth and the Peloponnese. 

We then sailed through the Corinth Canal and on to 
Athens, passing Salamis, the location of the Greek's fam-
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ous victory over Xerxes' mighty Persian fleet. What sur
prised me most was that Athens was just as I had imagined 
it to be. The picture painted for us by Thueydides thou
sands of years ago has not changed much. 

We somehow managed to be in Piraeus during the 
Cypriot coup which very nearly sent that city into tur
moil. All outside communications were prohibited and 
private vessels were denied permission to leave the port. 
In the evenings we would migrate to Eleana Basil's (St. 
John's graduate), bearing the rumors that had circulated 
through the city that day, eager to see if they were eon
firmed or denied by the reports received from the B.B.C. 
As we suspected, the mobilization of the troops put the 
people in a position of power over the existing military 
dictatorship-a position they used to oust that regime and 
install one Jed by Karamanlis. Throughout the streets 
of Athens could be heard the honking of car horns and 
that favorite Athenian utterance ''Democratia ... Democra~ 
tia . .. Democratia . ... " 

I will confess that I never visited the Acropolis directly 
for I have learned that it is better to admire such monu
ments from afar than pay whatever they're charging only 
to find what you had dreamed of someday seeing covered 
with so many sightseers. Better to catch a glimpse of such 
monuments from far off as they are picked out and 
distinguished by the last rays of the setting sun. 

I shaJ.l never forget sailing round Cape Sounion under 
storm canvas, with the "Meltimi" -a wind that over the 
centuries has sunk many a high-prowed ship-beating at 
my back, and looking up through the salted spray to see 
the temple to Poseidon perched stark and majestic on the 
cliff above. That scene was made the more magnificent 
when I realized that I was looking at the very same temple 
of stone to which Odysseus had offered sacrifice as he 
rounded Cape Sounion on his way to Troy thousands of 
years before me. 

Kimo Mackey is a sophomore at St. John's, Annapolis. 

CAMPUS-ALUMNI NEWS 
ST. JOHN'S SEARCH 
AND RESCUE SQUAD 

What always takes place on a Mon
day night on a St. John's campus? A 
seminar, right? Wrong, if you are a 
member of the St. John's Search and 
Rescue Squad, a unit ofthe New Mexi
co Search and Rescue Squad. 

Take Monday night, February 17th, 
as an example. At seminar time a team 
of eight St. Johnnies, led by senior Bill 
U n behaun, was camped high in the 
Sangre de Christo Range some 130 
miles northeast of Santa Fe. Members 
of a highly-trained and specially
equipped rescue unit, the team had 
been called into action that afternoon 
by the head of the New Mexico unit, 
Herb Kincey. 

A light aircraft was thought to have 
crashed in the mountains east of Taos, 
and ground units were needed to help 
locate it. Two Oklahoma couples were 
believed to be aboard the plane, from 
which an emergency transmitter was 
sending a faint signal. Bad weather 
hampered the air search most of the 
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day on Monday. 
The ground and air search proceeded 

all day Tuesday, unfortunately in what 
turned out to be the wrong area. In 
late afternoon, however, a National 
Guard helicopter spotted the crash site 
and at least one survivor near the top 
of Mt. Phillips. Unbehaun's team, after 
having searched futilely all day, was 
soon on the trail. Five and one-half 
hours later, fighting darkness, deep 
snow, bitter cold, and precipitous ter
rain, they arrived at the downed plane. 

They were greeted there by two U.S. 
Army medical personnel, dropped in 
from the helicopter, and two women 
survivors. One husband had died in 
the crash, the other succumbed to in
juries and exposure. Because of injuries 
to one of the women, the non-avail
ability of a hoist-equipped helicopter 
until the following day, and the zero 
to fifteen degree cold, it was decided 
to evacuate the survivors that night. 

Before the nearly exhausted rescue 
team could reach the base camp, it was 
joined by a second St. John's team led 
by sophomore Tina Schmidt, plus a 

team of police and local citizens. 
Initially activated to assist in recover
ing the bodies of the two men, Ms. 
Schmidt's team had been dispatched 
to help with the rescue of the two 
women. By 5:30 a.m. Wednesday all 
parties were safely back at the Phil
mont Scout Ranch base camp, and the 
women were transferred to an Albu
querque hospital. Both survived. 

On Wednesday afternoon another 
team of volunteers, accompanied by 
Ms. Schmidt and some of her group, 
went back up the mountain to bring 
out the bodies of the two victims. By 
late that day all had returned to the 
base camp. Almost three full days had 
passed since Bill Unbehaun received 
the first alert on Sunday night. The 
St. John's Search and Rescue Team 
had proved its skill, persistence, and 
high state of training; it richly deserved 
the accolades which it received. 

St. John's students who took park 
in the search and rescue on Mt. Phil
lips are: Senior Bill Unbehaun; Jun
iors John Pilcher, Chris Graver, Nicole 
Schiess, Vicki Farnham, Pablo Col-



]ins, David St. John, and Janet Farr; 
Sophomores Tina Schmidt, Anne 
Echeverria, Kim Childs, Shawn Mc
Coy, Jim Ham, Mike Nolan, Frances 
Hartogh, and Steve Corneli; Fresh
men Ann Flannery, Mark Clark, Dean 
McFalls, Charles Stephenson, Shaun 
Abshere, Mary Classen, and Fred Neill. 

The St. John's Search and Rescue 
Squad had its origins some five years 
ago, when a groups of students, inter
ested in mountain climbing and simi
lar outdoor activities, started working 
with the Santa Fe Search and Rescue 
Squad. After a year of training and 
collecting the necessary equipment the 
Squad at St. John's was formed official
ly, and is now a unit of the New Mexi
co Search and Rescue Squad. 

Although normally associated with 
locating downed aircraft or lost hikers, 
or with rescuing injured persons, the 
Squad also works to prevent accidents. 
When white-water canoe races arc held 
each year on the near-by Rio Grande, 
members of the St. John's Squad are 
on hand, making sure proper safety 
precautions are observed. And if some
thing goes wrong, they are prepared 
to make a rescue. 

ATTENTION ALUMNI 

Did you see Alumni Association 
President ((Bunny" Gessner's letter in 
the February issue of the Reporter? It 
called attention to the bewildering fact 
that more alumni and alumnae paid 
dues to the Association than made 
gifts to the College last year. 

Between the two campuses gifts were 
received from about 780 people; dur
ing the same period 1,000 paid dues. 

Perhaps we should repeat what Mr. 
Gessner said in part: "While obvious
ly closely related, the College and the 
Association are financially and legally 
quite separate and distinct organiza
tions, and each needs its annual sup
port to function." 

We certainly have no quarrel with 
those who support their Association, 
hut do want to remind all that the Col
lege needs help, too. So please, give 
to the campus of your choice, and do 
so before June 30. 

April, 1975 

Left to right: Julius Rosenberg '38, Jim Randall '38, Warren Hammann '38, Jim Dugan '26, 
guest of honor John Lambros '38, Val Lentz, Jim Rowe '38, Lou Davis '38, Buzz Budacz '39, 
John Donohue '35, Pat Pindell '38, and Jack Hodges and Bob Miller, both '36. 

LAMBROS HONORED 

For a small college, St. John's has 
made a remarkably substantial impact 
on the Maryland sports scene-and this 
despite the absence of intercollegiate 
competition since 1939. 

Proof can be found, not just in the 
hearts and memories of loyal St. John
nies or in musty issues of the Rat-Tat1 

hut more publicly in the Civic Center 
in Baltimore, in the area devoted to 
the Maryland Athletic Hall of Fame. 

We were reminded of all this on 
February 17, when John J. Lambros of 

ALUMNI SUMMER SEMINARS 

"Last yeaes experimental Alumni 
Seminar Program, held in Santa Fe in 
August, was such a success that we are 
scheduling similar programs on both 
campuses this summer. As announced 
in the January issue of The College, 
the Annapolis session will be held 
June 15-28, and that in Santa Fe from 
August 3-17." 

So reads the first paragraph of a let
ter from Mr. Weigle to all St. John's 
alumni in mid-March. And last year's 
program was successful, with 17 par
ticipants the first week and 22 the sec
ond. This mix of alumni from classes 
as wide-spread as 1944 and 1973, to
gether with their families in many 
cases, enjoyed a very real educational 
experience. 

the Class of 1938 became the latest 
St. Johnnie to be inducted into the 
Hall. Cited for his cDllegiatc football, 
basketball, and lacrosse play, and for 
post-college softball, John joins six 
other St. John's men previously hon
ored. 

Earlier inductees were Edmund P. 
Duval '05, Valentine Lentz '18, Rob
ert Pool '31, JohnN. Wilson '13, Rich
ard T. Porter '22, and John C. Dono
hue '35. Donohue and Lentz's son Val 
were among those attending the Feb
ruary induction. 

This year from June 15 to 28 in 
Annapolis a faculty consisting of tutors 
Alan Dorfman (SJC '63) Nicholas 
Maistrellis, Robert L. Spaeth, Bert 
Thoms, John F. White (SJC '65) and 
Dean Curtis A. Wilson will present 
what should he an interesting and 
stimulating academic program. Seminar 
readings include Sophocles' Antigone 
and Philoctetes, and Shakespeare's 
Othello and The Winter's Tale. The 
first week tutorials will cover Plato's 
Gorgias and Alfred North Whitehead's 
Modes of Thought, while the second 
week the students will undertake Er
win Straus's The Upright Posture and 
Sophistry in Plato's Euthydemus. 

From August 3 to 17 tutors Eva 
T. H. Brann, Samuel E. Brown, Dean 
Robert A. Neidorf, Robert D. Sacks 
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(SJC '54), J. Winfree Smith, Jr., and 
Ralph Swcntzell will be responsible for 
the Summer program in Santa Fe. 
Seminars will discnss three Platonic 
dialogues, Charmides, Euthyphro, and 
Gorgias. Sophocles' Philoctctes, Vico's 
On the Study Methods of Our Time, 
Giidel's Theorem, and Plato's Apology 
will provide subject matter for the 
tutorials. 

Reservations will be made on a first
come first-served basis, and while 

CLASS NOTES 

1914 

Francis W. Hili was named Lawyer of the 
Year by the District of Columbia Bar Asso
ciation at its 103rd Annual Banquet on De
cember 7, 1974. Mr. Hill was admitted to the 
Bar in 1917, to the Bar Association in 1921, 
and served as Association president in 1940-41. 

1919 

Dr. J. Ogle \Varfie1d and Mrs. Warfield 
celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary on 
Saturday, December 14, 1974, with a recep· 
tion at the Cosmos Club in Washington. Our 
belated but sincere congratulations to the 
happy couple. 

1935 

Just as this issue was going to press, word 
was received that John C. Donoime had been 
elected to the May1anel Lacrosse Hall of Fame. 
A prep-school athlete of considerable ability, 
John had never played lacrosse before coming 
to St. John's; yet while here he played four 
years of varsity lacrosse, played in the Interna
tional Lally Cup Series in 1934, and was se
lected All-Maryland and AU-America in 1933 
and 1934. Induction into the Hall wi11 take 
place sometime this spring. 

1938 

Monday, February 17, was induction day, as 
a properly modest but proud John J. Lambros 
was inducted into the Maryland Athletic Hall 
of Fame. (See story elsewhere in this issue.) 

1947 

A good letter from John Brunn advises that 
he has taught physics, mathematics, and astron
omy for 14 years at Chabot Col1ege, a public 
community college in Hayward, CaL Currently 
John is involved in a five-quarter tutorial pro
gram which, except for languages, is much 
like that at St. John's. Although the program 
emphasizes original works, use is made of 
Breakthroughs in Mathematics, edited by Peter 
Wolff '44. 
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May I was the announced deadline 
for reservations, applications will be 
accepted until the seminars are filled. 
And you are reminded that spouses of 
alumni are welcome to attend. 

ALUMNI ELECTED 

James H. Frame of the class of 1950 
and William W. Simmons of the class 
of 1948 have been elected to three
year terms on the Board of Visitors 
and Governors of the College. 

Paul Evaus writes that he is currently work
ing on two projects: the first is completing a 
book about his experiences on trips to the 
northern Quebec wilderness over the past 15 
years; the other constructing a 3 7 -foot steel 
schooner on which Paul, his wife Shawn, and 
their new baby will start a cruise of the Pacific 
this coming autumn. 

1950 

For those who may have missed the news, 
including a rather nice piece in the March 3 
issue of Time, former St. John's (Annapolis) 
dean Robert A_ Goldwin is now a special con
sultant to President Ford and a member of the 
Domestic Council. Bob's principal function is 
to serve as liaison between the Administration 
and the academic community. 

1953 

The March wind~ brought a fine letter from 
the province of Granada in Spain, where 
Frederick S. Wildman, Jr., and his Swedish 
wife live 5,000 feet up on the highest Euro
pean peak west of Mont Blanc, Mulhacen, in 
the original Sierra Nevada. The Wildmans 
bought and reconstructed a 14th Century Moor
ish "Mas", where Fred has a studio, many 
other rooms, "plus a passable wine-cellar." He 
is currently working on a book about the 
Spanish Armada, due for release this fa11. An 
earlier book, ''A Wine Tour of France," was 
offered as a Book-of-the-Month-Club bonus 
selection, and was, says Fred, "a small best
seller." 

1955 

Priscilla Shore, chairman of the Drawing 
Deparbnent at the Santa Barbara (Cal.) Art 
Institute, is program coordinator for a new 
institute-\vide, required, lecture/discussion class. 
The format of the program may sound familiar: 
an hour of discussion, plus an hour of open 
question period, followed by coffee. 

1961 

Michael W. Gold, former director of New 
York City's Landmark Preservation Commis
sion, is now director of the Historic Richmond 
(Va.) Foundation. 

Messrs. Frame and Simmons will re
place Dr. Eugene Cozzolino of the 
class of 1929 and John D. Oosterhout 
of the class of 19 51. 

Our congratulations to the two new 
members, and our thanks to Dr. Coz
zolino and Mr. Oosterhout for their 
service. And mention must be made 
of Jonathan Sinnreich's participation 
as a nominee by petition; although he 
was not elected he polled rather well 
with both older and newer alumni. 

St. John's (Annapolis) former director of 
admissions Michael W. Ham has been elected 
president of the Eastern Iowa Esperanto Asso
ciation. Mike is now in the Assessment Divi
sion of ACT (American College Testing Pro
gram), and is working toward a degree in 
industrial engineering at the University of Iowa. 

Ellen Luff, Annapolis attorney, has become 
associated with the firm of B1umenthal, Golds
borough and May. 

1965 

Scheherazade (Friestedt) Smith is working 
as a counselor at the College of the Ozarks 
in Clarksville, Ark. Sherri received her master's 
degree in counseling last May from the Uni
versity of Arkansas. 

1966 

In a recent letter David Z. Landow te1ls us 
that he is strll teaching and continuing research 
in political science at Northern Illinois Uni
versity at De Kalb. 

David E. Long, a computer systems analyst 
in Boston, is very active in the Massachusetts 
Libertarian Party ( ex-Goldwaterites, Eugene 
McCarthyites, and McGovemites, according to 
David), a group which hopes to offer a mayoral 
candidate in Boston this falL 

1967 

Word reaches us through the Registrar that 
-Mark A. Liudley has been accepted as a c~mdi
date for the degree of Master of Fine Arts at 
Catholic University of America (D.C.). 

Clark Lobenstine writes that he has just 
been appointed director of the United Crescent 
Hill Ministries in Louisvi11e, Ky. This is an 
ecumenically sponsored community ministry 
program, and Clark will be the first full-time 
staff person. He will also complete work this 
spring on a "double competence" program, with 
a Master of Divinity degree from the Louis
ville Presbyterian Seminary and the degree of 
Master of Science in Social Work from the 
Kent School of Social Work at the University 
of Louisville. Clark expects to be ordained this 
summer; meanwhile, he, Joy, and the 19-month
old twins are renovating a 1904 duplex home 
in Louisville. 



1968 

William R. Albury reviewed a new edition 
of Etienne Bonnot de Condillac's An Essay 
on ti1e Origin of Human Knowledge in Isis, 
Volume 65, Number 1. 

Dr. Tlwmas G. Keens (SF) is now finishing 
his third year of pediatric residency training at 
the Children's Hospital of Los Angeles. TI1is 
summer Tom will start two years of post
doctoral studies in pediatric pulmonary dis
cases and physiology at the Hospital for Sick 
Children in Toronto, Ontario, Canada. He 
had a choice of two competitive fellowships, 
one from the American Lung Association, the 
other from the National Cystic Fibrosis Re
search Foundation. Tom will accept the latter, 
and upon completion of this advanced training 
hopes to follow a career in academic medicine. 

Thomas and Jinna (MacLaurin) Rie arc liv
ing in Kalispell, Mont., where Tom manu
factures free-standing fireplaces and fireplace 
grates under the name "Tom Ric's Metal Arts". 
Both enjoy son Andy, now 16 months old. 

1969 

Ricllard Ferrier and wife Kathryn (Austin) 
'74 are in Bloomington, Ind., where he pursues 
his studies under a Danforth fellowship while 
Kathy cooks for a sorority house at the Uni
versity of Indiana. 

Harold 0. Koenig, our own Prince Hal, and 
Miss Nancy Elizabeth Leighton of Baltimore 
are engaged to be married, probably in May. 
Harry is a student chaplain in residence at 
Massachusetts General Hospital in Boston· 
Miss Leighton, the daughter of the Bishop of 
the Episcopal Diocese of Maryland, is on the 
faculty of St. Anne's Episcopal School, Alex
andria, Va. 

Deborah Moll and her husband, James Boyle, 
have bought an older home in Austin, Tex., 
complete with two acres of privacy. Debbie is 
finishing law school at the University of Texas, 
and plans next year to work as a briefing at
torney on the Texas Court of Criminal Appeals. 
This spring she will work for William Patman, 
a member of the Texas state legislature. 

1970 

foanne L. Murray, a doctoral candidate in 
physics and a graduate assistant at the Univer
sity of Maryland, is one of four graduate stu
dents recently to receive special awards for 
excellence in teaching. 

Roberta Petty and Richard Bond were mar
ried during the winter. Roberta has just finished 
all the requirements for a Master of Music 
degree at the University of Southem California, 
and hopes to study for the degree of Doctor of 
Musical Arts. She is studying harp and organ, 
helped, we are sure, by Richard, a builder of 
pipe organs! 

1971 

fames Christopher Brown (SF), who man
aged New Mexico Governor Apodaca's cam
paign, joined the Governor's staff January 1 as 
Staff Director. Chris entered New Mexico 

politics during his two years at St. John's in 
Sa~ta Fe, and managed the Apodaca campaign 
while employed by a Boulder, Col., public rela
tions firm. 

Catherine North Waters Carroll (SF) ex
pects to graduate from the University of New 
Mexico School of Law this spring. And we 
are happy to have a mailing address again for 
Catherine. 

Doctor-to-be V. Michael Victoroff reports 
seeing Jeremiah and Diana (Love) Collins in 
Palo Alto last fall. Jeremiah is apparently doing 
extremely well at Stanford University Law 
School. CI1ristopher Lee lives with the Col
linses. 

1972 
The Washington (D.C.) Star and Daily 

News for February 18 contained an interesting 
interview with Malcolm Muggeridge by Thomas 
R. Ascik. 

1973 
Jerrold R. Caplan writes that he is working 

in California as a stained-glass design craftsman 
in the studio of a friend, but plans to leave 
that state (neither as sunny nor as warm as 
he had thought) in the spring or early summer 
to return to his studies. 

Matthew Frame is studying at the Hastings 
School of Law in San Francisco. 

Mary Rose Gauler (SF) and Paul D. Knud
sen (SF) were married on December 27 at 
her parent's home in Los Alamos, N.M. Paul's 
father officiated at the ceremony. The couple 
now lives in Albuquerque, where he is studying 
at the University of New Mexico. 

Despite appearing on a list of "lost" Santa 
Fe alumni last full, Robert M. Hampton (SF) 
is indeed not, and proves it with a newsy Jet
ter. He is working as a social worker in his 
home town of Mineral Wells, Tex., part of a 
three-man community clinic run by the Texas 
Department of Mental Health/Mental Retarda
tion [sic]. Bob has no trouble understanding 
his patients, but claims the "finely-honed sense 
of logos" acquired at St. John's is a barrier to 
understanding psychiatrists and psychologists! 

April, 1975 

In December Bob had a visit from Christian 
"Kip" Smith (SF), now working for the U.S. 
Geological Survey and living in Albuquerque. 
And if you are in or near Mineral Wells-I 00 
miles west of Dallas/Ft. Worth-Bob would 

~~~~nt~ 3~a5~~f.J~~ drop in: 516 W. Hubbard, 

Alice (Gawron) Knittel is living in Storrs, 
Conn., and working toward a Ph.D. degree in 
pharmacology at the University of Connecticut. 

Better late than never, we report the birth 
last April 29 of Master Aaron Mensch Landry 
to Maura (Mensch) and Michael J. Landry 
( SF70) . Mike is teaching at the Sevem School 
in nearby Severna Park, Md. 

T. Alex Lawson (SF) this year has been a 
teaching assistant in chemistry at Arizona State 
University, after a year "catching up" on un
dergraduate chemistry and mathematics. Alex's 
goal is a Ph.D. degree in organic chemishy. 

C. Brian Scott is a student at the North
western School of Law of Lewis and Clark 
College in Portland, Ore. 

1974 

Thomas J. Dolan, Jr. is now teaching at St. 
Mary's College, Above Rocks, Jamaica, W.L 

fay Gottlieb is studying at the Huxley Col
lege of Environmental Studies at Western 
Washington State College, Bellingham, Wash. 

An anonymous note in January te1ls us that 
Leonard T. Kapolka and Daphne (Greene) '76 
are married and living in Poland, hut plan to 
return to the United States. 

Margaret (Frame) Lipton reports that she 
will enter the San Francisco Conservatory 
next year. RusseJI '73 is working toward his 
master's degree, while she is "picking up music 
courses" at Foothill College in Los Altos Hills, 
Cal. 

Former Faculty 
Arland Christ-Janer, former treasurer and 

vice-president in Annapolis, and currently pres
ident of New College :in Florida, will become 
president of Stephens College, Columbia, Mo., 
on July 1. 

In Memoriam 
1909-Upton H. Tarbert, Jr., South 

Milwaukee, Wis. 

1912-Dr. Herman A. Gailey, Sr., York, 
Pa., December 18, 1974. 

1912-Raymond Ross, Easton, Md., 
August, 1974. 

1912-Wilbur E. Schell, Berlin, Pa. 

1913-G. Ewell Dryden, Stockton, Md., 
January 27, 1975. 

1917-Joseph R. Harp, Myersville, Md., 
December 28, 1973. 

1917-J. Wilson Knighton, Indian Rocks 
Beach, Fla., January 15, 1975. 

1925-John A. Phelps, Pittsfield, Mass., 
March 2, 1975. 

1926-John A. Sowers, Laguna Hills, 
Cal. 

1930-Edmund Turner, Annapolis, Md., 
December 17,1974. 

1931-L. Harwood Green, Jr., Annapolis, 
Md., February, 1975. 

1933-John S. Hofmeister, Baltimore, 
Md., February 15, 1975. 

1936-Robert G. Lewis, Harrisburg, Pa., 
February 24, 1975. 

1973 (SF)-Susan Carol Meister, Gree
ley, Col. 
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r+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++******--***:t 

:j: HoMECOMING 1975 some rumors that '35 was going to eele- :J: 
+ Not exactly just around the corner, brate its 40th. How about you others? :J: t but it will be here sooner than you Some general plans have been made t 
:j: expect-that's Homecoming 1975. The by your Association directors, but it :j; 
+ dates are October 24 and 25, 1975, so will be July before we have a complete + t mark your calendars now. program to publish. Some parts of the :J: 
+ And if your class should be having program may be kept secret until the t t a reunion this year-that would be big day, although we can share one + 
+ 1970, 1965, 1955, 1950, 1945, 1935, unclassified bit: since this year brings :j; 
:j; 1925, and 1915-you should be especial- the 20th anniversary of the graduation t t ly interested in this Homecoming. of the first class containing women, + 
+ We know of special plans by the that occasion will be marked with ap- + 
+ class of 1950 for its Silver Anniversary propriate ceremony, you may be sure. :J: t reunion-the goal is to out-do the So make your plans now to join us t 
:j; Forty-Niners-and there have been in the fall in Annapolis. :j; 

~++++++++++++++++++++++++~+++++++++++++++++++~~ 
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