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The other day when one of the Cen­
ter philosophers sighed "Life certainly 
has its problems!" we were quick 
to point out that while big maga­
zines like Life may have problems, they 
are technical ones at best and that it is 
little magazines like the Flamingo that 
really have to worry about where the 
next ad or article is to come from. In­
deed, crises about the world play right 
into the hands of Life's news editor 
while the Flamingo must postpone in­
terviews and articles because the things 
that are making news, like Broadway 
plays and the recent upsur&e of flu,
wreak havoc with our schedule. None­
theless, this issue has scooped Life not 
once, but several times. 

We believe that the Flamingo is the 
£rst magazine to recognize a revival of 
interest in the art world in the work 
of Mr. Louis Comfort Tiffany. To 
parallel the present Morse Art Gallery 
exhibition of Tiffany Glass, we are pre­
senting a study of Mr. Tiffany as a 
personality, done by one of his former 

pupils, our President McKean. People 
in the Art world who are acquainted 
with Mr. Tiffany's work feel that he is 
growing rapidly in stature and impor­
tance in the American Art heritage and 
that the present exhibition (and article) 
merely herald a great deal more public 
interest in, and exhibition of, his work. 

\Ne think Life also missed an inter­
esting article concerning the great in­
terest in Japan in Western O12.era. The 
feature in this issue on Japanese Opera 
was done by Jim Browne when he was 
a feature writer for The Pacifoc Stars 
and Stripes and it fast appeared in 
that issue. 

We must modestlv admit that we 
shared honors with Life for our discus­
sion of Jazz; when budget limitations 
prevented our using our vast collection 
of color photographs of jazz musicians, 
we passed them to Life and decided 
merely to present the written article 
here. 

Besides our customary fare of p�ose 
and poetry, we are introducing several 
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new sources of material. The fast is the 
presentation of two winning papers 
from the General Reeves Essay Con­
test, papers which we picked not be­
cause they were necessarily the best of 
the six winning essays but because we 
felt they dealt with topics that should 
be of interest to every student. In pass­
ing, let us remind you that the Reeves 
Oratorical Contest will be held March 
3rd at the Annie Russell Theatre, 
where all six winners will present their 
topics. Another new source is the use 
of exchange poems from other college 
literary magazines. For cartoons we are 
using mats from the Associated College 
Press. 

To many of the people in the com­
munity this may be your £rst real in­
troduction to the Rollins College Fla­
niingo. We hope you will like our col­
lege magazine and will watch for our 
Spring issue. After all, it is in the 
Spring that we will really take on Life! 
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a study of 

LOUIS 

During the blazing summer months 
of 1930 I was a hopeful art· studerit in 
New York City. My room in one of 
the lesser attractive parts of the West 
side opened out on the grimy backs 
and sides of other buildings. The days 
were ones of dusty rides on subways 
and work in hot and crowded life 
classes. The most pleasant part about 
it all was an occasional walk in the 
park with my old art teacher from Rol­
lins College, Mr. Fluhart. He would 
grind his teeth, chew tobacco, and tell 
me about the merrv life of an art stu­
dent in Germany v-J1en he was yom;g. 

I had been invited to spend Au_gust 
and September at the Tiffany Founda­
tion on Louis Comfort Tiffany's country 
place in Oyster Bay, Long Island. 
When I arrived it was like walking 
into paradise. The 600 acre estate lay 
along the Sound. There were gardens 
with winding walks, rolling lawns and 
ponds with ducks, and in the evening 
especially the air was heavy with the 

Louis Comfort Tiffany 

COMFORT TIFFANY 

fragrance of petunias. Laurelton Hall, 
Mr. Tiffany's residence, was built on 
different levels and was strange, airy, 
and full of many kinds of works of art. 
I had never seen anything like it and I 
doubt if any of the other young artists 
had either. 

About ten or twelve artists lived in 
a handsomelv converted stable built 
around a cou'rtyard and fountain. We 
had nothing to do all day except to 
work where and how we wished at our 
art, and at night we sat down to din­
ner to be served by two rather elegant 
butlers. 

Every Saturday morning at eleven 
o'clock we assembled in the gallery 
along with our latest work. A magni­
ficent old car would come whirling in 
the courtyard, a little dog with fantastic 
jumping ability would hop out-and 
then Mr. Tiffany, frail and benign. 
His face was always radiant with 
smiles and kindness and he seemed 
to be pleased at the happiness he 

By Hugh F. McKean 

President, Rollins College 

was g1vmg all of us. Mr. Tiffany 
would walk around the gallery sitting 
down abruptly anywhere at all because 
he knew Mr. Lothrop, the director of 
the Foundation, would always ha-i1e a 
chair behind him. He would study 
very carefully any pictures which at­
tracted his attention. After he had 
made his round, he would discuss the 
importance of beauty and sharing it 
with others. He usually gave us gentle 
words of encouragement, but his real 
thought were revealed, I thought, when 
he would say so often at the end of 
his visit that paintings should not "hurt 
the eye." Mr. Tiffany was a gentlemen. 

On Sunday evenings Mr. Tiffany 
would sit on his terrace looking out over 
Long Island Sound listening to the 
pipe organ in Laurelton Hall. Some­
times I would sit in the house where 
you could hear the music better, but I 
often sat on the terrace watching the 
waters play in the fountain he had de­
signed for the upper terrace. A stream 



of water would develop from one small 
jet to a roaring column like a geyser, 
and it fell over an enormous crvstal 
said to have been the largest in' the 
world. That crystal was lighted from 
underneath so that it changed colors 
from ruby red to deep blue green. 

Laurelton Hall was perhaps one of 
Mr. Tiffanv's greatest creations. The 
house had a co�irt in its center and in 
it was a fountain designed, as it all 
was, by Mr. Tiffany. \i\later flowed 
quietly out of the top of a tall glass 
vase of the simplest and most arresting 
possible shape. That vase, too, changed 
colors very slowly from dark red to dark 
purple to dark green. There were 
plants around its base and throughout 
the house. The total effect of the mu­
sic and the fountains and the light airy 
architecture was one of fascinating un­
reality. I did not quite understand it 
then but I know now that, even though 
it was built in the first years of the 
1900's, Laurelton Hall was actually a 
"modern house." It is no wonder that 
the young artists were deeply affected 
by the experience of living at Laurel­
ton Hall surrounded by the wondrous 
beauty created by Louis Comfort Tif­
fany. 

Making an appraisal of Mr. Tiffany's 
work is a challenge to a thoughtful 
person. Very few American artists 
have had honors and acclaim equal 
to his. During the last few decades his 
work has been given very little if any 
serious attention bv critics or collectors. 
The Directors of' the Louis Comfort 
Tiffany Foundation sold not only Lau-

r e l t o n H a l l  but 
even Mr. Tiffany's 
own collection of 
art including his 
Favrile Glass. \Vhat 
is even p e r  h a p s 
m o r e surprising, 
they sold the Cha­
pel he designed for 
the \i\Torld's Colum­
bian Exposition in 
Chicago in 1893. 

Is Mr. Tiffany 
important only as a 
contributor to the 
Art Nouveau move­
ment or is he an 
important artist in 
his own right? This 
much is certain. 
Mr. Tiffany was 
not hoodwinked by 
the term "fine art." 
He painted in oils 
and water colors, he 
worked in mosaic, 
he worked in glass 
and ceramics, he 
made jewelry, he 
designed t e x t  i 1 e s  

An early Tiffany vase especially made 

for exhibition 
and rugs and glass 
windows, and he designed lamps and 
furniture. He knew that the creative 
spirit was important and that the me­
dium or form is not. Mr. Tiffany's aim 
in art was that of bringing beauty to 
the masses of the people. He sought 
new ways and mediums to bring that 
ab:mt. Mr. Tiffany was a tremendous 
influence for good on the thinhing

about art in this 
countrv. 

I see much more 
ni the work of 
Louis Comfort Tif­
fan v. In the vase in 
the· center of Laur­
elton Hall ( which 
broke from time to 
time to his great 
fascination) I ;ee a 
tremendous creative 
force and style sug­
ge s t i n g  Brancusi. 
In manv of the de­
signs of· his vases I 
see shapes as free 
and as creative as 
those which made 
Matisse ·world re­
nowned. In some 
o f t h e abstract
A.ower designs in
his Favrile Glass I
s e e  creations a s

remind me of Cezanne. In Laurel­
ton Hall I see a hint at what was to 
come later from Frank Lloyd Wright. 

Mr .Tiffanv's work is derivative.but 
so is all art. , There are also -qualities 
of Mr. Tiffany's work so completely 
his that no time can claim him solely as 
its own. 

A life itself is, however, the greatest 
work of all. A creative vase or painting 
is only the record of a creative mind at 
work. Mr. Tiffany's life was his great­
est creatioi1. He loved his family, his 
home, and he loved to travel. He in­
herited a fortune of breathtaking pro­
portions. He had endless friends and 
endless opportunities to live the con­
tented and unproductive life. And yet 
he worked with pots of melted glass, he 
hammered at metal, he worked with 
ceramics, he melted enamels, and he 
hammered at furniture-to bring beauty 
to others, to the great masses of the 
people. At his death at the age of 83 
in 1933, he left his Foundation so en­
dowed that it will forever bring beauty 
to others. 

Three delicate pieces of Favrile glass. 

"modern" as those
of Picasso. The dy­
namic shapes of
some of his vases

Many times I waited along the drive­
way to see that quaint little man whizz 
by in the vertical magnificei;ice of his 
antique car ( we called it his jewel box). 
I looked at him then with respect and 
gratitude. I know now I was looking 
at a great American and a very great 
artist. 



ART IN GLASS 

orating Company and Tiffal}y's com­
missions multiplied: he und,ertook the 
decoration of many notable houses; and 
he supervised the execution of many 
stained glass windows, including a 
special gallery executed in Paris after 
designs by Bonnard, Toulouse-Lautrec, 
Serusier, Roussel, Valloton, Vuillard, 
and others. Louis Comfort Tiffanv was 
not merely a fine artist and connoi�seur; 
he was also an individual of great gen­
erosity and vision. In establishing the 
Tiffany Foundation in 1918 he began 
a wrok that was to sustain many young 
artists. Hundreds of painters have bene­
fitted through working on the old Tif­
fany estate at Oyster Bay and later 
through direct grants from the founda­
tion. Tiffanv's effort on behalf of these 
artists has to' some extent overshadowed 
his own work in the arts. After his 
death the house and most of his per­
sonal collection were sold to carry on 
the work of the foundation. Tiffany 
lives on today not only through the ob­
jects that came from his studios, but 
also through the work of the artists who 
have been encouraged by the practical 
assistance he made possible through the 
Tiffany Scholarships. 

The McKean Collection of Tiffany 
glass numbers 150 pieces and the exhi­
bition is supplemented by loans of 50 
Tiffany art objects from the Metropoli­
tan Museum in New York, including 
the famous inlaid Magnolia vase and 
many outstanding examples of Tiffany 
Favrile glass. Ten examples of his ear­
lier glass are loaned from the Smith­
sonian Institution. 

The movement known as "Art Nou­
veau" was one of the most important 
cultural bridges Hung across from the 
Nineteenth Century to the Twentieth; 
and some of its brightest ornaments 
were the work of Louis Comfort Tif­
fany. Moreover, among the many fme 
craftsmen of the time Tiffany was 
unique in this respect: that he had not 
merely the most complete professional 
integrity but also the energy and the 
financial resources to make his vision 
completely effective. Between 1878, 
when he made his first experiments, 
and his death in 1933, he gave to the 
world countless examples of his craft; 
Tiffany glass-ware justly became a 
household word in the late nineteenth 
century. 

In awakening his awareness of color, 
Tiffany's early studies with George In­
ness may have played a part; and in­
deed we find his later attempting to 
duplicate in . glass the colors of an In­
ness sunset. Far more important, how­
ever, were his travels through Europe, 
the Mediterranean countrie$, and the 
Near and Far Easts. In the latter, it was 
such things as the contours of Chinese 
ceramics that struck him; in the former, 
the stained glass windows of the 
twelfth and thirteen th centuries, and 
the peculiar iridescent sheen. that he 
observed on Roman and Syrian glass 
that had been long buried. 

He had the artist's abilitv to find 
unexpected clues to nature's 'secrets in 
all of their forms. The Peacock gave 
him his most memorable motif, its blue­
green iridescence shining from an end­
less variety of vases. The yellow-brown 
agate became the point of departure for 
patterns of geometric designs around a 
bud vase. The shape and hue or the 
morning glory was imprisqned in a 
cloud of milk glass streaked with green. 
The beetle was metamorphosed into a 
scarab. Creating colors that have rarely 
since been duplicated, Tiffany used the 
metallic oxides of gold, cobalt, iron and 
manganese, singly and in combination, 
with extraordinary daring. Blues that 

rival the finest produced by the Egyp­
tians, the rare red of pomegranate blos­
soms, and occasionally a glaze of gold 

THE ARTWORK OF Loms CoM­
FORT TIFFANY IS ON EXHIBIT AT 
THE MORSE GALLERY OF ART 
FROM 2:00 TO 5:00 P.M. FEBRU­
ARY 21-28. \VoRK IS FROM COL­
LECTIONS OF THE METROPOLITAN 
MusEUM, SMITHSONIAN INSTI­
TUTE AND l\1R. AND MRS. HUGH 
F. McKEAN. 

lumped on in the experimental pieces; 
all these reveal Tiffany as a tireless in­
novator. His greatest contribution 
to his craft, however, came when, us­
ing his studies of chemistry, he created 
a glass that duplicated the iridescence 
of decomposed ancient glass. He called 
it Favrile, from the Latin febar to make 
and the Old English Fabrila meaning 
handmade, and put it on the market in 
1893. 

The majority of the Favrile lamps, 
pieces of jewelry, desk-sets, goblets, 
vases, that he produced are superb 
achievements; and in a very real way 
express the time. He can be said to 
have been commercially successful too. 
For instance, with the turn of the cen­
tury the Tiffany studios of 1896 ex­
panded into the Tiffany Glass and Dec-

-WARD JACKSON 

A group of Tiffany vases showing use of the 11clean line11
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THE S�ARCH 

The w a r m  December sun-light 
strained through the Ventian blinds of 
THE MIAMI BEACH HOTEL and 
woke Jack Horton. He sat up in bed, 
then slowly and mechanically wound 
his ever-present wrist watch, as he did 
every morning on waking. 

"Nine thirtv," he muttered, and 
reached languidly for the telephone on 
his bed-side night table. The receiver 
hummed in his hand. 

"Good morning! Room service," an­
swered a metallic voice. 

"This extension 932. I'd like to order 
some breakfast," said Jack as he rubbed 
the top of his bald head with the soiled 
handkerchief he had retrieved from be­
neath the pillow. 

"Yes, Mr. Horton, would you like 
your usual griddles and sausage?" 

"No, I think I'll start with a live­
broiled lobster, then some roast duck, 
and perhaps a little shrimp ... " 

"But sir, our chef isn't here. It is 
rather early for lobster, don't you think, 
sir?" spoke the clerk obsequiously. 

"Of course not. I'm hungry this 
morning . . . and make that a Maine 
lobster will you, a fresh Maine lob­
ster." 

At the other end of the line, the room 
service clerk could only scribble the or­
der as it was dictated. 

"And some of your best champagne," 
added Horton. 

"We'll have it up to you just as soon 
as possible sir. But I think th.ere will be 
a slight delay as the chef isn't ... " 

"I'm hungry, man. Do I have to 
go down and cook it myself? I want 
breakfast." The receiver clicked in the 
clerk's ear. 

Jack Horton withdrew a cigarette 
from the mangled package near the 
telephone, placed the paper cylinder be­
tween lips, then reached automatically 
to the ash-trav for a book of matches. 
His hand w;s surprised by their ab­
sence. He leaned over to the night­
table and opened the single drawer ... 
"Pad, pencil, telephone directory. No 
matches. Ridiculous 1" he thought. 
"There must be matches here some 
place." He threw the sheet cover from 
the bed and crossed bare footed over the 
warm rugged floor to the porch. He 
pulled the slatted door open and was 
met by the sudden glare from the white 
sand and ocean nine stories below. The 
people on the beach looked like so 
many tadpoles. "Delicious," he thought, 
as he took a deep lungful of salt air, 

"delicious." His silk pajamas billowed 
like a filled circus tent as the breeze 
rushed around his thin middle-aged 6.g­
ure. 

"Matches. I've got to 6.nd the 
matches." He eased himself to the writ­
room, made his way on tip-toe to· the 
closet valet-desk. 

"Mustn't make any noise ... sshh!" 
He advanced a step closer, his eyes at­
tracted to the desk as if by some hyp­
notic power. "Slow ... slow ... J esu, 
11,0 more! It is full tide; From Thy head 
and from Thy feet. Richard Crashaw, 
miserable poem. I'll bet they took rhe 
matches." He crossed back into the 
ing desk and carefully let down its 
cover. "Paper, paper, paper. No 
matches. They eat them, that's what 
they do. They eat my matches, that's 
what." 

He shuffled the blank sheets of typ­
ing paper around the desk. "My manu­
script, my beautiful, beautiful, manu­
script." His hand explored the letter 
slots. Nothing in the 6.rst, or the sec­
ond; in the third he found an unopened 
letter. 

"What's this?" he looked at the two­
week old New York post-mark. "They 
hid it on me, that's what. They hid it 
on me, because I hid their matches ... 
but they'll die of hunger if they don't 
get the matches. If they don't 6.nd 
where I hid their matches they'll die 
of hunger bunger." The cigarette he 

had placed in his spider mouth before 
the search began had become soggy at 
one end. He spit to the floor, then op­
ened the letter. 
"Dearest Jack, 

I've enclosed the check. Things are 
going very well here at the office, so do 
rest. Remember the doctor wants you 
to relax completely. 

Really must dash, for I have a di­
rectors' meeting in ten minutes. Write 
when you need more money. 

Your wife, 
Ella 

The pink company check had been 
personally written in the same small 
intellectual stroke as the letter. He 
neatly refolded the check, placed it on 
the desk top, then tore the letter, and 
re-tore it, until it was nothing but so 
much confetti. 

"It's like dry snow. I'll make it snow 
on the peopli. Snow in Florida, that's 
a one . . . The sun that brief December 
day rose cheerless over hills of gray, 
Whittier, good man." Horton crossed 
to the rail of the porch and looked down 
at the people sunning themselves on 
the shore. 

"Snow!" he shouted, throwing the 
letter fragments into the air. The warm 
currents lifted and swirled them as they 
fell. Separated, they landed uimoticed, 
some on the sand, others in the water. 

"Matches - I haven't found my 
matches. They eat them, that's what. 
They live on matches, and especially on 
my match_es." He returned to the desk 
and researched the three letter com­
partments, His entire body became ex­
hausted after the search; he rested, head 
in arms, on the desk. Things were 
dizzv and black. The roar of the break­
ers below drummed a rhythm; steady, 

"There goes old blabbermouth, now the whole neighborhood'II know." 
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beating, rushing. It swirled to engulf 
him, reaching, grabbing at him. 

The exhaustion left after a few mo­
ments. He raised his head from the 
desk. "Where the hell are my god­
damn matches?" he asked aloud. 
Slowly, he looked about the room. 
Even though the sun was torrenting 
through the open doors, the room was 
darker, then brighter, then darker, 
brighter, in rhythm with the hushed 
rush of the waves below. Rush-swish, 
lighter; rus-swish, darker; . . . 

"\iVhere are my matches?" he de­
manded. "Matches, matches," h e  
thought. His mind's eye refused to fo­
cus on anything but a pink book of 
matches on whose cover-flap was writ­
ten: BE MODERN-DRINK GUCK­
ENHEIMER. 

''I'll bet they ate them. How much 
will I bet?" he wondered to hiniself. 
He crossed from the desk back to the 
bed, and sat on the edge wiping the 
top of his bald head with his handker­
chief. "I know, I'll bet all the water in 
the world that they ate them. If I win, 
all the oceans will be mine. If I lose, 
I mustn't touch any water for the rest 
of my life or I'll die." He stopped wip­
ing, and stared across the room to the 
green wall with its reproduction of a 
Van Gogh. "The artist," he thought, 
"and what was gained ... the matches 
were the trouble. I wonder if they ate 
his matches? Of course, they must eat 
everybody's. I must find them, where oh 
where have my little matches gone?" 

He rose from the bed, took a single 
step, then whirled around and pounced 
on the mattress, struggling to remove 
it. It slid to the Boor with a soft thu_mp; 
then be rushed to the desk, snatched the 
letter opener, returned to the fallen 
mattress and tore it to threads. 

"Matches, where are the matches? " 
He crossed the stuffing-filled room to 
the Van Gogh and ripped it from the 
wall. "Van Gogh' gotta go," he sang, 
"for the matches are eaten." 

A sea-breeze entered through the 
open porch doors and moved the cot­
ton stuffing around the room with in­
visible hands. The blank manuscript 
on the writing table rustled, and one 
or two sheets were scattered into the 
waste-basket. 

"Behind the curtains, that's where 
they eat, behind the curtains!" Letter 
opener in hand, he walked to the win­
dow curtains, then vanked them vi­
olently from their rods. 

"No matches. I must find one of 
them eating the matches. What do they 
look like?-Like match eaters; of course. 
Why hadn't I thought of that before? 
They look like match eaters .. " 

"If they wanted to hide the matches 
from me where would they hide them? 
Not in the mattress, or in the desk, or 

behind the curtains, not in Van Gogh, 
not in-the water!" His mind jumped 
with cxcitcmen t. "The water, hide 

them in the water 1 No average per­
son would think of hiding matches in 
water. All that they haven't eaten, 
they've put in the w�1ter. In the ocean 
right below my room. Right below my 
room. I'll have to get them." 

He walked to the porch edge, looked 
out to the rolling Atlantic, the stretch 
of sand, and the tadpole people nine 
Boors clown. His hand grabbed at the 
stone railing, then let go. 

"I niust go down io the seas aga.-in, 
to the lonely sea. and the sky to find 
my matches," he thought. Everything 
spun around, black and purple and red 
and blue. His eyes wouldn't, couldn't 
focus. 

In the news room of a small Ne­
braska radio station the teletype spewed 
forth the world's mistakes. Interpolated 
between the United Nations and the 
local weather forecast, the machine 
typed, "MIAMI-FINANCIER JACK 
I-IORTON COMMITTED SUICIDE
THIS MORNING BY TUMPING
FROM HIS NINE STORY HIGH
SHORE APARTMENT. AN IN-
VESTIGATION ... " The announcer 
watched the copy, tore it from the 
ticker, and scanned it for important 
information; then deposited the new 
material in a nearly filled waste-basket. 
He reached for the stock yard report, 
and readied himself to go on the air. 

-GEORGE PONT 

CODDL Y McSWALLOW 

Wax witty my cloppity gooten erg friends 
And donder false snotchik before. 
As Coddly McSwallow moondarkly unbends 
His horneblended hump from the Boor. 

He gleefully gambles a timtully tune 
In the buggersoon blearly eye night 
As if, somehow betwimble mud earth and glore moon, 
Pagodas sun dardle were purling up bright. 

My cloppity pippery fart gotten friends 
You're much better men than he. 
You're boppish on bible and greatly commend 
Your fortune unBavored with ghee. 

But wary you winsome whick sour Man. 
Bibe snarling ump cocktail godsend. 
God lavored lorn love by a powerful plan. 
Coddly fits in there first, my friend. 

from \Villiams College Comment -JOHN STARKWEATHER, '56
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RUSSIAN �XPANSION 

TO TH� PACIFIC 
An understanding of how Russia ob­

tained Vladivostock and the surround­
ing maritime provinces is essential back­
ground for any basic appraisal of Rus­
sian power in the Far East. 

The Russian advance to the Pacific 
began in the latter half of the sixteenth 
century, during the reign of the able 
but cruel Tsar, Ivan the Terrible. Dur­
ing this period Russia was in a state of 
transition. Domination by the Tartar 
hordes had ended less than one hundred 
years previous and Moscow had not yet 
consolidated her position as successor to 
Kiev as the seat of power. The remains 
of the Tartars in the south and Poland, 
Lithuania, and the German Knights in 
the north threatened the verv existence 
of Muscovy itself. 

To the East there was a vast and 
seemingly endless area that was ripe for 
conquest, colonization, and consolida­
tion. The actual conquest of thi.s area 
inhabited by native tribes east of the 
Urals dates from about 1580. At this 
time, ·however, Ivan, who was plagued 
by both internal and external troubles, 
had no time to formulate any carefully 
planned exploitation of his eastern fron­
tier. 

In a real sense, the conquest beyond 
the Urals was an accurate reflection of 
the hectic conditions that existed in 
Russia at that time, for the march to 
the Pacific was begun by a Cossack out­
law named Yermak. It was not the pa­
triotic cause of carrying eastward the 
banner of Muscovy that induced Yer­
mak to push beyond the Ura_ls. Rather, 
it was because of his desire to escape 
his homeland where he was under sen­
tence of death if apprehended, for re­
bellion against the crown. 

In the fall of the year 1581, Y ermak 
and a small armed group of his followers 
overthrew the power of the native 
prince, Kuchum, and claimed the vast 
trans-Ural territory, the capital of which 
was the town of Sibir-a signi_ficant term 
-for from it is derived Siberia, the
name by which the entire area east of 
the Urals is known.

the drive to the Pacific were not the re­
sult of deliberate government planning, 
but rather the early fl.ow of hardy peas­
ants and adventurers migrating steadily 
toward a retreating frontier in an dfort 
to improve their economic and political 
status. 

It is worthwhile to note the similari­
ties between this situation and the one 
that was present in North America a 
bit later on. While the American and 
Siberian colonists certainly had a dif­
ferent interpretation of freedom, each 
was searching for it in his own way. 
Material gains were not overlooked, 
however. The fur trade promised q·uick 
riches not only to the American adven­
turers but also to their Russian counter­
parts . Still another group that contrib­
uted to the advance across Siberia dur­
ing the Tsarist regime was the exiles. 
These people had committed crimes 
against the state and were forced to 
settle in Siberia; while their part in the 
colonization was significant, they did 
not play as large a part as is sometimes 
indicated by popular accounts. 

Navigable rivers played an important 
part in the communications of both con­
tinents and were, as well, highways of 
exploration. While most of the rivers of 
Siberia empty into the Artie seas, their 
tributaries, and frequently portions of 
the main rivers, fl.ow in an easterly or 
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westerly direction, thus providing con­
venient means for waterborn penetra­
tion of the frontier. 

Also, in both cases the frontier was 
wrested from native peoples. In America 
it was from the Indian tribes and in 
Siberia it was from the natives who 
were from Mongol stock. Certainly not 
the least significant fact is that both the 
peoples of Russia and those of the Uni­
ted States were converging on the Pa­
cific. This movement was shaping the 
present conflicts of interest. Indeed, it 
can be stated that the movement of 
these two groups, independent of one 
another, were moving the Russian and 
American people in accordance with 
their "manifest destiny" on collision 
courses. 
In the six years following Yermak's 
seizure of Sibir the colonists had crossed 
the Urals and established the town of 
Tobolsk. The march eastward continued 
and the shores of Lake Baikal were 
reached in 1651. 

Again, however, the land had to be 
wrested from the hands of the natives 
by force of arms, and it was not until 
after three years of fighting (1655-1658) 
that the tough Buriot mongols of the 
Baikal region were conquered. Even 
during this period of fighting the ad­
vance of the peasants could not be 
slowed down. Even before the trouble 
was settled the Cossacks had spear­
headed a drive into the trans-Baikal 
area and reached the region of the two 
rivers, the Amur and the Ussuri. 111: the 
future these two waterways were to 
have increasing importance in the ad-

Y ermak, a realist and an opportunist, 
voluntarily presented his conquered 
territories to the Tsar who, in return, 
rewarded him with a pardon and gifts. 
Thus the authority of Moscow was 
carried over the mountains and a fron­
tier was opened. The overland move to 
the East had begun and it was not to 
end until it reached the Pacific. Signifi­
cantly, the colonization of Siberia and "My, what a mood we're in today." 
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vance of Russia to the Pacific. 
By the middle of the Seventeenth 

Century Russian raiders under Khaba­
nov had sailed down the Amur to plun­
der and exact tribute from the nat1ves. 
As a result of these probings the Rus­
sians constructed a fort on the river, 
showing the inhabitants of the sur­
rounding area that the Russians were 
not bent on profit, but on territorial 
conquests. 

When the Russians had penetrated 
this deeply, and there seemed to be 
nothing in the way to stop them from 
reaching the sea an unexpected and for­
midable obstacle appeared. Without re­
alizing it the Russian forces had 
advanced to the borders of the Chinese 
Empire. It was no longer a case of the 
Cossacks dealing with loosely scattered 
tribesmen but with one of the oldest 
and most powerful nations on the face 
of the earth. On top of this the timing 
was under the rule of the great K'ang 
and early Eighteenth Centuries China 
was under the rule of the great K'any 
Hsi, the second emperor of the then 
n�w Manchu Dynasty, and one of the 
most able statesmen that the orient ever 
produced. There was little hesitation in 
his actions toward the Russians, who 
were encroaching on his tributory tribes 
in the north. The occupation by the 
Russians of the Amur-Ussuri region was 
accompanied by many diplomatic mis­
sions to Peking. All these failed, how­
ever, since the Russians did not follow 
the custom of bringing gifts or tribute 
when going to the court. The historian 
Gaston Cohen tells us, however, that 
one Russian mission to Peking did re­
turn with a letter from the Court, but 
the letter "was of no use to anyone 
for nobody in Moscow could read it." 

K'ang Hsi was not one to be threat­
ened by the presence of armed soldiers 
and colonists on his borders. On the 
other hand, the Russians did not want 
to return across the Urals just because 
their presence offended the Chinese 
emperor. As a result an undeclared bor­
der war began. Since neither side 
wanted a war, Russia caring only for 
territorial expansion and commerce 
north of Manchuria and K'ang Hsi 
wanting only to stabilize his border to 
the north and keep the most important 
tribes in allegiance, the Emperor negoti­
ated with Moscow for a settlement of 
the problems that plagued them both. 
Four years after the beginn_ing of the 
negotiations in 1685, the Tsar desig­
nated Theodore Colovin as his ambas­
sador to China and a meeting was 
arranged at Nerchinsk, east of Lake 
Baikal. 

The Tsar had decided to back up his 
diplomat with a sufficient armed force 
of one thousand troops. When the Rus­
sians reached Nerchinsk, however; they 

found that in the orient, as elsewhere, 
diplomatic and military strength are not 
unrelated. K'ang Hsi had demonstrated 
his faith in diplomacy by appearing 
with a fleet of river boats, artillery, and 
ten thousand troops. Thus, the Treaty 
of Nerchinsk came about in 1689. As a 
result of China's first treaty with a 
European power the Russians agreed to 
withdraw from the entire valley of the 
Amur. In accordance with the treaty 
all fortifications that the Russians had 
built so far were razed by Chinese 
forces. 

One interesting aspect of this treaty 
was the fact that it made provisions for 
the repatriation of all men who ·had 
been captured or had surrendered will­
ingly, regardless of their personal de­
sires. This line of thought was demon­
strated two-and-a-half centuries later in 
Korea. This is an excellent example of 
how the lessons of oriental history have 
direct affiliation in present day Far 
Eastern affairs. 

The Russian tide of expansion was 
running too swiftly for this reversal to 
stop it. Russian forces turned north 
from China into the Northeast Kam­
chatka region of Siberia. Eventually 
Russian expansion even jumped the 
Bering Strait and proceeded down the 
western coast of the continent of North 
America. Perhaps that will serve to il­
lustrate the almost irresistible momen­
tum with which Russia of the Eigh­
teenth and early Nineteenth Centuries 
pressed eastward into the Pacific littoral. 

An unfaltering memory has always 
been an historic characteristic of Rus­
sian imperialism. Once an object is 
sought it is never forgotten. Sensing 
that an opportunity would arrive in the 
near future the Russian government or­
dered a survev of the Amur Valley in 
1828. As the �iddle of the centur); ap­
proached, four factors combined to bring 
Russia to the Amur and the northern 
borders of Manchuria. A slow deteriora­
tion of the Manchu Dynasty was 
coupled with the entry of the great 
western nations into the field of mari­
time commerce. China was unable to 
resist the demands of these countries for 
extraterritorial rights. In the region of 
the Amur Valley itself the Chinese had 
neglected to set up colonies of her own. 

Perhaps the most fatal occurence for 
China was the Tsar making Nicholas 
Muroviev the governor-general of East­
ern Siberia in 1847. Muroviev was a de­
termined man and was not hamnered 
by scruples of any sort. At the tim_e that 
he took charge of his post the Russians 
had already, geographically speaking, 
outflanked China. The only area that 
was lacking was that of the Ussuri 
River. Muroviev was strengthened by 
the colonization of the Siberian frontier 

and the settlement of the northeast 
Asian coast. In 1854 the Tsar conferred 
on Muroviev the authority to (again) 
negotiate boundaries with China, who 
had not protested when he repeatedly 
violated the Treaty of Nerchinsk by 
sailing Russian troops up and clown the 
Amur River. Chinese envovs arrived 
at Aigun in 1858 for the discussion of 
boundaries with Muroviev. When they 
had departed, the Russians had rights to 
the left bank of the Amur and joint con­
trol of the Ussuri region. This was satis­
factory to Muroviev as he knew that 
joint control would eventually lead to 
Russian domination. Unfortunately for 
China, internal strife made it impracti­
cal to send forces to the north to enforce 
conditions of the treaty. 

The results for Russia and the mod­
ern world have been significant. The 
Russian frontier had reached the sea 
and Manchuria was cut off from it; 
Russian boundaries now reached as far 
south as Korea. Via the land route 
Russia had emerged as a power on the 
Pacific possessing a strategic coastal 
lodgment to serve as a base for her 
struggle against the maritime powers for 
control of Asia. 

In the southern part of the newly ac­
quired maritime province, Muroviev 
founded the city that was to be the hub 
of the Tsarist, and later the Soviet, 
power in the Pacific. The foundin_g of 
this city marked the culmination of the 
imperialistic, expansionist policy begun 
by Y ermak the Cossack who had crossed 
the Urals two hundred years previously. 
It also opened the new era of increased 
competition in the Pacific Basin, an era 
so accurately forecast by Commodore 
Matthew Perry in 1856: 

"It requires no sage to predict events 
as strongly fore-shadowed to us all ... 
It seems to me that the people of Amer­
ica will, in some form or other, extend 
their power until they have brought 
within their embrace the multitudes of 
islands of the great Pacific ... and I 
think, too, that eastward and south­
ward will her great rival of the future 
(Russia) stretch forth her power to the 
coast of China and Siam, and thus the 
Saxon and the Cossack will meet once 
more, in strife or in friendship, on an­
other field." 

In view of the events of Far Eastern 
history, since Muroviev founded that 
city, it would appear that the name 
given it was less a geographical desig­
nation than an indication of the role 
its imperialistic founders intended it 
would play. That city was Vladivostok 
-"domination of the Pacific". 

REEVES EssA Y PAT NATHAN ♦ 



., 

I 

I 

v@tr 
l ..

�

N 
\� 
? 

It was a little lighter outside by the 
time I had gulped my breakfast down 
and Uncle Glenn had put on his shab­
by hunting jacket and me my own 
worn mackinaw. We left as soon as 
we had said good-bye to Aunt Gussie, 
and she told us she hoped we would 
get a lot of squirrels. 

I had been squirrel hunting before, 
but never with my own riHe. As we 
started up the back pasture I kept look­
ing at _the gun and pointing it at ob­
jects just like I would at a real squirrel. 
The balance was perfect and the back 
sight was cut deep and narrow so that 
I had to draw a fine bead on the tip 
sigbt. Engraved along the top of the 
black shiny barrel was, 'WINCHES­
TER - 22 long, short, or long-riHe'. 
Click-clack, click-clack! The bright 
silver bolt action worked in one smooth 
easy motion. It was a pretty riHe and 
I was a proud boy. 

There were two of my prints in the 
sod to every one of Uncle Glenn's and 
I had to look way up to him whenever 
we spoke. 

"Eddy, we're glad ya like the riHe, 
but be careful and remembur all th' 
things I've told ya about usin' a gun. 
They can be real dangrus when you're 
not careful." 

"Oh, I will Uncle Glenn," I said as 
I shifted the gun under my other arm 
as he did. 

As we trodded on over the fresh dew 
on the rolling pasture I remembered 

A BOY INT�� 

WOODS 

how Uncle Glenn would sit and tell 
me of all sorts of hunting tales. I 
recollect the time he killed thirty-two 
squirrels with thirty-three shots over a 
two week period with a periscope Ger­
man riHe. Manv of the stories included 
my father who had died alo�g with my 
mother when our house burned about 
four years back. After this had hap­
pened I came out here on the farm 
to live. I owed Uncle Glenn and Aunt 
Gussie a lot and told �yself I'd pay 
it all back someday. Maybe I'd start 
today if I could get some meat for food. 

Soon we were scooting under the 
rusty barbed wire fence to ale' Pete 
Merril's woods. Pete was a good man 
and he just begged us to hunt his land 
because he didn't get out much any 
more. 

It was daybreak now and the squir 
rels would just be getting their break­
fast. Most of the leaves had dropped 
to the ground and as we trudged over 
them I thought how well a squirrel 
could be seen through the bare 
branches. 

,i\Then we came to a cove Uncle 
Glenn left me on one side of the hill 
in the midst of three big hickory nut 
trees and said he would walk on over 
to the den just beyond the cove. As he 
walked down in the dip and up over 
the other side of the ridge I moved 
down the hill some and fixed myself 
behind an old fallen oak. Now I 
looked up the cove and had a good 

view of all three hickory nut trees. 
In places the sun shone through the 

forest in streaks and it was quiet except 
for a few birds that had begun to chirp. 
One sparrow screeched for its mother, 
and finallly he stopped when she 
settled on the birch limb by her young 
one. I could feel a slight wind rising 
that touched me squarely in the face. 

I was just testing my sights on a cat 
bird when I thought I heard what 
sounded like hickory nut shells drop­
ping. I propped my forearm and the 
gun on the log and looked toward the 
fartherest hickory tree which was about 
thirty yards away and slightly to my 
right. I listened, but saw nothing. And 
then through the trees I noticed some­
thing at the head of the cove just 
coming over the top. There were two 
of them. I guess they were about two 
hundred and fifty yards away, but I 
could see their outlines against the sky. 
They were young, yet I knew their 
slender long limbs could carry them 
away in a Hash with the mere snap of 
a twig. 

They paused a moment at the crest 
and then started making their way 
slowly down the middle of the cove. My 
heart was in my throat. I felt like yell­
ing, "Uncle Glenn!" as loud as I could. 
He had hunted these Heet-footed crea­
tures many times and after supper at 
night he would tell me stories about 
them. 

"Their senses are very keen," he had 
said and I was careful not to move even 
an eyelash. Soon I could hear the 
munch-munch of their hoofs on the 
leaves and they stayed right in the dip 
of the cove moving almost straight to­
ward me. 

I was trying to think of all that 
Uncle Glenn had told me about these 
strange animals, but at the same time 
I was puzzled. They had strayed far 
from their place in the m01,mtains. It 
was only a mile or two to the foot of 
Mount Pisgah, but they were seldom 
seen this far from home. I guessed the 
food was scarce and they had come 
down to feed on one of Pete's fields. 
And then I remembered Uncle Glenn 
saying once that the mother or father 
usually followed behind the young 
ones. I could see there were only 
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two of them, but if I could let these
two by without being seen I might get
a chance at a big one. That's what I'd
do' 

It seems it took forever for these two,
one trailing the other, to pass. I sat
still except for the slow turning of my
eyes on them as they passed right be­
low me not fifteen yards away. They
were not full grown and yet I was
tempted to turn my head and follow
them down the cove, but I checked my­
self for fear of losing everything. I
thought these animals were too beauti­
ful to be killed. Their soft tan fur was
smooth and even. Thev, with their
long, graceful bodies ,thei� huge, brown
innocent eyes, and their white snub
tails, never harmed anyone. Yet they
had come down to feed on Pete's land.
I was almost sure of that.

After I was sure that they had �Ot­
ten far enough away so I wouldn't
arouse them, I decided a change of posi­
tion would prevent a cramp if the big
one did come. So I stretched mv left
leg alongside the fallen tree, pr�pped
my right leg up to support my right
arm and then put the rest of my weight
on the old tree trunk. The best :rlace
for me to set the sights would be about
ten yards ahead of the last hickory tree.
I was afraid if he came any closer my
breathing or nervousness would give me
away. 

This was my big chance, I thought
to myself as I waited there. Uncle
Glenn would really be proud of me,
and this way I would sort of be earn­
ing the ri8e. I knew he couldn't really
afford the ri8e, but if I could get some
meat it would kinda repay him. My
first shot must count because there
wouldn't be another if I failed. 

It seemed like an hour since the little
ones had passed, but I guess it really
was only about eight minutes. I had
begun to think I was waiting for Christ­
mas. And then I saw him! He looked
to be about a six-pointer. It was hard
to tell through the trees, but he was
big, much bigger than the young ones.
He stood in the same spot .the others
had. I tried to tell myself I wasn't
scared, but I could feel my mouth get­
ting dry. 

He stood at the crest for a long
while. It seemed he couldn't make up
his mind. The light wind was still to
my face. He held his head high and it

turned slowly as if to search for the
danger he knew lay hidden in the
woods. I was afraid he'd sense me in
some way and turn and amble on in
another direction. 

Finally he started very slowly down
the trail. He moved even slower than
the first ones had. I told myself I'd be
brave, but I knew the funny feeling in
my stomach wasn't a common thing.
My tongue had grown sticky in my
mouth. I gripped the gun so tight that
my hands were slick on the inside. He
moved cautious! y and uncertainly, still
keeping his head raised above his long
neck. The pounding of my heart in­
creased with every one of his munching
steps. Despite his weight he was
lighter on the leaves than his little ones
had been. 

As he came closer he seemed to look
straight at me and dare me to shoot. He
was a big buck and he was a six­
poin ter! There's enough meat there to
last us a month. He was nearly in line
with my sights now and I told myself
to be sure and not pull the trigger, but
squeeze it gently. I had the sights in
perfect line and there he was. I
squeezed the trigger very gently-and
then gently-and then hard

-:-
and then

I pulled it. The safety! I forgot the
safety. I Hicked it with my thumb and
he jerked with the sound. l fired hur­
riedly, but he slumped to the earth.

Click-clack! From habit I replaced
the cartridge as I rose to my feet. Feel­
ing proud and confident I ran quickly
to where the deer had fallen. He lay on
his side in the trail facing the other
ridge. I stepped over him to see where
I had hit, and suddenly with a great
burst of energy he sprang to his feet
and knocked me on my back. When I
got up again, half scared to death, I saw
Uncle Glenn on the crest of the hill
almost directly in front of the buck's
Hight. The buck had seen him too. He
turned down the hill just as Uncle
Glenn fired and the shot missed its
mark as I saw fur Hy from his left hip.
His speed told me he was hurt so I
picked out a clearing in the direction he
moved. I made sure the safety was
pushed forward and kept his neck in
my sights as well as possible 'till he
reached the clearing. I squeezed gently
on the trigger. His knees buckled, and
with a thud he skidded on the leaves.

I reloaded again. Uncle Glenn had
run down the slope and now he stood
over the deer. 

"That's a mighty big squirrel ye got
there Ed, boy." 

I couldn't speak but, with gun ready,
watched the big buck closely. 

"Well, what'er ya waitin' for bud?
Find yaself a pole so's we kin git this
feller back to the house."

-JrM BocooK
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"I said 'what God hath wrought!' " 
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THE MIKADO is a "natural" for Japanese artists who welcome the opportunity 
afforded by the Gilbert and Sullivan work to exhibit authentic costumes of their 
country. 

WESTERN OPERA IN JAPAN 

After a half century, Western opera 
in Japan has become a fabulous enter­
tainment industry which, besides add­
ing appreciably to the artistic prestige of 
the country, nets approximately 20,-
000,000 yen annually. 

It took a few deviations from the set 
pattern to sell foreign opera to the 
Japanese public. In Europe and in 
America a great number of opera fre­
quenters depend on modes qf music to 
tell them the story. However, for the 
Japanese, a people who, though collec­
tively educated in Western ways of 

life, are unfamiliar with the intricate 
nature of Western spirit and fancy, it 
was necessary to translate dialogue. 
Some contend that translation into Ja­
panese damages the work, but they 
must admit that it repaired the purses 
of domestic opera promoters. 

Wes tern opera was first seen in Japan 
at the turn of the century with a work 
of Christoph W. Gluck, but it was until 
an eventful night in 1902 that opera 
made its grand debut at the Tokyo Asa­
kursa with Bizet's Carmen. Since that 
time, Japanese opera-goers have con-

tinua11y seen such internationally fa­
mous works as Faust, Romeo and Jul­
iet, Don Giovanni, La Boheme, Ma­
da.me ButterYy, Der Freichutz, La 
Tosca, The Mikado, and The Barber 
of Seville. 

Tenor Yoshie Fujiwara is often cred­
ited with being the foremost champion 
of the move in Japan, both politically 
and artistically, although a compara­
tively new figure, Miss Miho Nagato, 
has in recent years challenged Fujiwa­
ra's place in the field. In addition to 
owning one of Japan's two leading pro-



fessionaI companies, she is rated one of 
the country's ranking sopranos. Japan 
has music associations which own opera 
troupes and smaller opera companies, 
but none of these can approach the 
specialized Fujiwara and Nagata com­
panies. 

Works like Madame Butterfly and 
The Mikado are "naturals" for Japanese 
performers because of their settings and 
plots. In some cases, they are said to 
have expanded the expressionistic qual­
itv and artistic value of these works of 
E�ropean creators. Yet, like singers 
the world over with every type opera, 
they do present an occasional "lemon" 
Mikado or Butterfly. 

More difficult material of Japanese 
singers, most of whom are dmpestically 
trained, are Carmen and Der Freichutz. 
This typically Continental brand of 
opera necessitates the assumption of a 
foreign disposition, a real test of ver­
satility which is often splendidly mas­
tered. But it has taken every one of 
the 50 years since the initiation of 
Western opera here for the Japanese 
to educate and train themselves to their 
present high degree of proficiency in 
foreign lyric drama. 

Phases of the art of the Wes tern 
musical play which did not have to be 
learned by Japanese were staging and 
costuming. They had developed great 
skill in these arts from centruies of ex­
perience collected in performing their 
own classics. It was easy to modify 
this experience to the shape of the 
Western stage. Consequently, methods 

CARMEN, p e r  -
ennial favorite 
for Am e r i c a n 
opera-goers, also 
has a constant 
audience in the 
Orient. Miho Na­
gato, soprano, is 
shown above in 
the title role of 
Bizet's musical 
drama of love 
and hate. 

of using controlled lighting, construct­
ing and arranging realistic scenery and 
props are as exquisite as those employed 
on any stage in the world. 

Musical accompaniment is rich and 
solidly of a grand opera variety. Com­
paratively good money to be made in 

COSTUMING is 
o n e  phase of 
Western opera 
the J a p a n e s e 
technicians d i d
n o t  h a v e  t o
learn, since cen­
turies of experi- I' 
ence collected in t· ■ · 1 I ! . l i 
presenting d o -
m e s t  i c drama 
pr.oved applic­
able to foreign 
works. 

opera attracts the country's finest sym­
phonic orchestras. In some cases the 
symphonic and operatic groups are 
under one management and work to­
gether, making it unnecessary to con­
tract independent orchestras. Musicians 
are necessarily of outstanding ability 
because unofficial professional cliques 
have made qualifications for eligibility 
to professional performances quite rigid. 

Some authorities in the field express 
the belief that it will take Japanese 
musicians manv vears to reach the 
American and European interpretation, 
while others say that a lofty perch in 
international music circles may be 
achieved with the next group of grad­
uated academic students. All agree that 
Japan has some of the finest instru­
mental soloists in the world. 

American service personnel form a 
good portion of the Japanese opera 
market. Demand for operatic enter­
tainment by Americans in Japan has 
increased yearly since the war ended. 

The heavy support rendered by Jap­
anese citizens is largely the result of 
the lust for education in Western 
fashion so evident in post-war times. 
This fact, coupled with what sociolo­
gists have termed an innate guest for 
international culture in a sizeable por­
tion of the Japanese population, could 
be the reason for an estimated 22 per 
cent of the materially able nationals 
frequenting the legitimate and concert 
theatres, 80 per cent of that number 
being ope'ra-goers. -Jrl\1 BROWNE 
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CAN MAN CONTROL 

�IS OWN �VOLUTION? 

Two white-coated, be-spectacled sci­
entists hunched over a microphotograph 
and mumbled, "Drosophilia melano­
gaster." An opossum hung by his tail 
and laughed. 

Geneticist-philosophers f o u g h t  the 
battle of eugenics vs. controlled muta­
tion and dreamt of a greater, more 
worthwhile species of man. They 
wanted to do away with the physical 
impurities and "bad genes" which were 
c a u s i n g psychological unrest and 
threatened to erase the race through the 
cobalt cult. 

The opossum laughed and laughed. 
He and his ancestors had been around 
a long time; the scientists had said so 
themselves. 

'Possum couldn't claim to be more 
than an evolutionary fourteenth cousin 
of this temporary species which searched 
for racial immortality. But, he knew he 
was unspecialized. · Some of his best 
best friends were unspecial"ized. One of 
them had told him that his great, great 
. . . grandpappy had thrown a gene, 
broken loose from his banana-eating 
relatives and, while many thousands of 
generations of opossums watched dis­
gustedly, developed into a man-scien­
tist. 'Possum had a good memory. He 
remembered that his tree-dwelling bud­
dy's grandpappy" had been called, "Le­
mur", otherwise known as the tree 
shrew. 

'Possum had read the right books. He 
smirked whenever a man-scientist wrote 
down what he had alwavs known. 

He read Edward Drin'ker Cope, one 
of the greatest n-a-t-u-r-a-1-i-s-t-s America 
had ever produced. Cope said, 'The 
highly developed or specialized types of 
one geological period have not been 
the parents of the types of succeeding 
periods but ... the descent has been 
derived from the less specialized of the 
preceding ages." 

This specializing meant the adapta­
tion of a special to a particular function 
or environment. 

'Possum thought of the dinosaurs; and 
laughed and laughed and laughed. 

Meanwhile the scientists argued 
among themselves. 

The biochemists, representing the 
"pure" branch of the great search, Bung 
their test tubes into the fireplace and
began mixing new batches of -chemicals
and virus-genes. They tried once again 
to make protoplasm. They tried to 
make protoplasm, the living "stuff". 

If they could make it, and make it 
live, maybe someone else could give 

it a chromosome job, make it mutate 
and control evolution ... maybe. 

These test-tube geniuses had analyzed 
protoplasm. They had the chemicals to 
reproduce it without any great cost. 
After all the human body, as a whole, 
wasn't worth much even with inBation. 
They had taken small blobs and tried 
to make them conform to the definition 
of "life". It rough going but they 
finally proved that one blob was sensi­
tive to light and this was one of the 
criteria of life. 

They were searching for knowledge, 
leaving it to the technician to find a 
use for their discoveries. Even possum 
admired this regardless of his laughter. 

The impure scientists, psychologists 
and their multifarous relatives, were 
searching too; but they didn't want to 
mutate. They just wanted to eliminate 
the "bad", impure genes which they 
had, rather than By to others which 
they knew not of. 

The eugenisists were following the 
trail of an ideal too. Pure science had 
taught them that certain genes are le­
thal or semi-lethal. Certain characteris­
tics could be carried singly on one of 
the paired human chromosomes with­
out any adverse effect. But when two 
of such sets of interacting genes came 
together in an individual, imperfections 
ranging from color-blindness through 
imbecilitv to death will result. 

If tho�e born with these imperfec­
tions could be eliminated, eventually 
the species would be free from heredi­
tary defects. If the technicians could 
then control non-heriditary imperfec­
tion, a perfect race would evolve 
through an aborted form of natural se­
lection. 

'Possum looked down at man and 
wondered just what he is trying to pre­
serve. 

This upright homo sap is badly 
enough fitted out for life without some 
of his own kind trying to emphasize 
these basic patent features. 

Man has appendicitis because he has 
a tissue which no one can find any use 
for. He has a tail called coccvx but is 
ostracized from society if he co'ntinually 
lives in trees. Man has a third eye 
which he can't use. He has nervous dis­
orders ("milk-leg"), circulatory J?rob­
lems (hemorrhoids and varicose veins) 
and pains in the sacroilliac because he 
shoved the horizontal cantilever bridge 
of his skeleton into a vertical position 
and then expected it to function with 
the same efficiency. The bones of his 

face have so shrunk that his back teeth 
have trouble moving into position nor­
mally; he has to have his wisdom teeth 
pulled; and then he went ahead to de­
velop feeding habits which make his 
teeth almost unnecessary anyway. 

Yet man wants to emphasize all these 
characteristics by eliminating those 
members of the species which do not 
conform to this perfect being; either 
that or mutate. 

He wants to create another hi�her 
form of life. To do so, he will have 
to specialize. Man's primary character­
istic now is the abilitv to abstract 
through great departmentalization of 
his proportionally large brain. He 
wan ts to increase this function even 
more. 

'Possum laughs, "He knows all about 
the dinosaurs, and still he wants to be­
come more specialized!" 

Crocodiles and alligators, not too 
highly regarded members, are all that 
is left of the great ruling reptiles, Ar­
chosauria. They started off pretty sim­
ply, some no bigger than a rooster, and 
then got too big for their breeches. 
They specialized in body size. They de­
veloped huge mouths to feed an over­
sized framework and theri fifty ton bod­
ies to take care of all that food. They 
go so out of condition that they had to 
live in swamps because their skeletons 
could not support such bulk on dry 
land. 

Then the trouble came. Dinosaurs 
began to run out of food. 

Their meals held square dances under 
almost-useless noses. Fox-like creatures 
Bexed their well-developed leg muscles 
and skipped out of reach before dino­
saur could lower his ponderous head 
for a bed-time snack. Potential pheas­
ant-under-glass Bapped newly-found 
wings, spit in saur's third-rate eye and 
Hew off. 

Dinosaur ran out of food and grew 
into oblivion. 

· 

If man were a dinosaur he would 
keep developing a bigger brain and 
brain case to house it. He might end 
up using ESP ( the extra sensory per­
ception of science fiction fans) to drive 
the oversize car which would eliminate 
the torture of forcing his then degen­
erate legs to function as walking strcks. 
But this could go on only so long. Even­
tually, a short time geologically, some­
thing else would arise from opossum's 
friends to take over as temporary "king 
of the mountain". 

Can man control his own evolution? 
If pure science can outrun the clamor 
for technology, yes; but it will not make 
much difference. 

Twentieth century scientists are not 
the first to think of converting the spe­
cies. Friedrich Nietzche and his techni­
cal director, Adolf Hitler, conceived of a 
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pure Aryan race. They defined the 
"superman" as tall, blond, blue-eyed, 
physically "perfect" and untainted by 
inferior blood. Despite the fact that he 
did not fit any segment of this descrip­
tion, Hitler threw the species into a 
socio - political - economic - psychological 
conHict to eliminate the inferiors. But 
even this would have failed since man's 
specialized mind would not have stood 
for such a marked delineation. 

Each religious sect, in order to ex­
plain itself to itself, proclaims itself to 
be the chosen people, although a diety 

Modern Jazz 

The biggest news in American music 
is the fast growing nation-wide apJ_)eal 
of Modern Jazz. Wherever there are 
young people or people who like Ameri­
can music, people are listening, talking, 
praising, misunderstanding, _and e�joy­
ing what most of them take to be the 
"new" Jazz. But to the watchful mu­
sician the present jazz idiom is not 
really "new" at all, but the logical cul­
mination of the musicians' searching 
for new concepts during the last half­
century. To be accurate, today's jazz 
is not a "culmination" of anything in 
the true sense of that word either, for 
Jazz in 1945 is only one stage in a 
progressive development of music close 
to the American life stream; and Jazz 
will continue to develop new idioms 
as long as there is the power of creative 
innovation in the American character. 

Jazz has its early roots in the Negro 
syncopated rhythms and melodies, and 
the possibilities inherent in this source 
were fost realized in earlv blues and 
ragtime. By 1912 in N�w Orleans, 
there developed the pure jazz called 
"Dixieland." People listened and 
danced to it in the bars and marched 
to it in the streets, and it wasn't long 
before the music of men like King Oli­
ver and Kid Ory began to find its way 
to Chicago and New York. In Dixie­
land the qualities of the blues and rag­
time were still present: the improvisa­
tion, the lower 3rd and 7th of the scale, 
and the Negro rhythms. This free Bow­
ing music exists today but in a mauled 
form. 

Several years after the birth of the 
first jazz, the desire for a jazz more re­
served resulted in Symphonic Jazz, per­
haps best illustrated by the music of 
Paul Whiteman. The music came from 
scored compositions and thus lacked 
the spontaineous developments vital in 

is the scale of comparison instead of 
only a perfect man. There are too 
many religious groups in existence for 
this attempt to have passed the test of 
perfection in time. 

Certainly, man might be able to con­
trol his own evolution if his self-created 
society would let him, but the effects 
would be nullified on the geological 
time-scale. He who created the opos­
sum would laugh a little too as the last 
Humpty-Dumpty man fell off the Cen­
ozoic wall. 

To follow Edward Cope's argument, 

MUSIC 
Dixieland. One notable selection of this 
era was Rhapsody in Blue by George 
Gershwin. But Symphonic Jazz was 
but a brief pause, however, and the true 
descendant of hot jazz was Sweet Jazz, 
typified by muted instruments, shaded 
lights, sentimentality, and Guy Lom­
bardo. 

When musicians quickly found this 
new jazz still did not allow the instru­
mentalist freedom of interpretation, 
they entered in the merry medium, 
Swing. Combining the orchestration of 
Symphonic and Sweet, and the impro­
visation of Dixieland, Swing revived the 
thriving beat and harmonies. Swing 
gained impetus from the styles of men 
like Benny Goodman, Glenn Miller, 
and Duke Ellington; and its popularity 
was so great, that its affect still claims 
a sizeable segment of American music 
appreciation. 

In the forties the musical world was 
ever so slightly unsettled by the emer­
gence of a jazz style called "Bop." The 
dissonance and almost complete impro­
visation of Bop was put forward by men 
like Dizzy Gillespie and Cha.die Parker 
as an answer to the restraints placed 
on the musician by Swing. Bopers 
sought to augment jazz as music for 
concert presentation by concentrating 
on stylizing forms such as very fast 
tempos, a beat with few stresses, and 
quietness of performance. 

From these shifting musical idioms 
arose the music we now call Modern 
Jazz. By the late 1940's, many of the 
Bop and Swing musicians were using 
"classical" ideas in their writing and im­
provisation, thus uniting two musical 
concepts which previously found no 
means of agreement. As the "classical" 
musicians, who thought of jazz fans 
i,morant ruffians, became more recon­
ciled to the jazzists, who like to think 

man could possibly produce a more spe­
cialized species or sub-species but in 
the end he would accomplish nothing 
since specialized creations, even those 
whose brains tell them that they are 
specialized, do not live into geological 
infinity. 

It has been estimated by the man­
scientists that opossum has been around 
eighty million years. 

No wonder he laughs! 

REEVES EssA Y CHARLES LAMBETH 

From Brass to Brubeck 

of the former as "stuffed-shirts," each 
began to adopt the other's ideas. For 
instance, Woodv Herman's orchestra in­
cluded in its compositions such tech­
niques as added 7ths, 9ths, and so on, 
resulting in not only more dissonant 
sounds but more improvising possibili­
ties as well. This was a blessing for the 
jazz musician who had been schooled to 
the solos basic to Dixieland while· the 
addition of unorthodox instruments and 
instrument combinations, associated 
perhaps with the concert groups, oave 
sonority and complexity to the B.edg9ing 
jazz movement. 

But Jazz developed in musicians 
cliques to where it was far ahead of the 
audience ability to interpret and listen 
to it. Thus Stan Kenton when he ·pre­
sented his innovations to the public 
achieved little distinction and his abili­
ties in writing complex jazz at first went 
unacknowledged by all but a few en­
thusiasts. Approaching a tonality, his 
works demanded of the musician a 
more thorough knowledge of rhythmic 
and harmonic comibnations. With ad­
vent of intensely trained and musically 
developed artistic musicians, the ten­
dency of the solos in progressive jazz 
was to subtle linear improvisations, in 
contrast to the raw arpeggios of the 
Dixielanders. The jazz musician has 
become the chord progressions or sug­
gested theme of the soloists melodic de­
velopment. Thus in modern jazz we 
find the musician both instrumentalist 
and composer; and not only did the mu­
sician himself improve his art, but the 
listener learned more of music's art as 
he adapted to the complex, abstract 
sounds of modern jazz. 

Out of the large semi-swing orches­
tras, side men formed small, closely knit 
combos, the essence of modern jazz. A 
tenor saxist, Stan Getz, noted for his 
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pure restrained sound and interesting 
linear solos, was one of the first to form 
a small modern jazz group. In the Her­
man orchestra, he was part of a sax 
section whose style was a replacement 
for the hackneyed robust reed section 
of the dance bands. For the horn man 
with many new ideas, the big band 
was too restricting. As a result, we have 
the backbone of modern jazz, small 
groups and small group writings. To­
day, the orthodox jazz piece begins with 
a composed "riff" or theme, which is 
usually patterned on a familiar tune, 
and then throughout the remainder of 
the number each member of the group 
improvises, ending with the return 
of the theme. When the soloist 
is playing, the rest of the group 
accompanies with s i m i  1 a r motifs. 
Many jazz compositions develop into 
the exchange of concepts, which is us­
ually done in the manner of dividing 
the standard chorus into equal seg­
ments, with each soloist being awarded 
a section, to illustrate group under­
standing in modern jazz. 

Today's jazz composers and instru­
mentalists leading the modern jazz 
movement can be separated into several 
general "schools". Shorty Rogers, for­
merly a writer and trumpeter with Ken­
ton and Herman, leads a powerful Los 
Angeles group, whose products main­
tain that good old swing in complex 
form. Shorty writes for groups of four to 
twenty members, employing utilities 
from fleugelhorns to flutes. Some of his 
close associates are Shelly Manne, 
drums; Art Pepper, alto sax; Bpd Shank, 
alto sax; James Guiffre, tenor sax; Milt 
Bernhart, trombone; and Hampton 
Hawes, piano. All these musicians have 
concentrated their efforts in the South­
ern California area, where modern jazz 
seems to find its most appreciative audi­
ences and talented newcomers. Of this 
group, many have formed their own ex­
perimental combos, usually quartets and 
by no means little in importance. 

A second "school" might, for the pur­
pose of identification, be centered 
around San Francisco's Dave Brubeck, 
whose quartet has done so much to 
popularize jazz. Brubeck, with aid of 
his altosaxist, Paul Desmond, presents 
a style which is contrapuntal and melo­
dic and which presents a sax tane lack­
ing the rawness of tone found in Dixie­
land. Gerry Mulligan and his tempera­
mental quartet represent still another 
approach to jazz, a jazz which is ex­
tremely contrapuntal and does without 
the piano. Without the "Clavier" the 
jazz states the chord progressions, while 
the soloists rely a good deal on the mem­
orization of the progressions. The think­
ing behind this change is that the 
pounding pianoforte, as found in Dixie­
land, is a restriction on the soloist and 

group cooperation so that, consequently, 
it seems that the piano will be playing 
a less important role in the develop­
ment of jazz. 

Of course these are just three styles 
found in the West and nothing has 
been written here exploring the revolu­
tionary ideas emanating from New 
York and environs in work of men like 
Lennie T ristano and his scales, to men-

tion only one of a great many artists. 
To the novice, however, who is· just 
beginning to explore the poss(bilities of 
music apreciation in Modern Jazz,° the 
important thing to remember is that 
jazz is more than a beat and a toot-it 
is the complex and sincere work of ar­
tists who have studied and explored 
musical theory for many years. 

-DON COBB 

R�QUl�M TO A D�R�LICT 

A moth eaten man 
Pulls at string suspenders 
To tighten his world. 

He loiters along 
The city's garbaged night avenue; 
A Lollius of sort, 
"A somewhat somewhere." 

Spent life in a vomit filled East River. 
Alone with many, 
In the stainless steel city 
Of germless pity. 

He loiters along 
As he has for ever never. 
He oblivious of they, 
They oblivious of he. 

A painless pain 
Squeezes his starved heart. 
Then a painful waring 
Conquers, so it shall never restart. 

A journey is finished; 
Across the East River 
To the Stygian shore. 

A hot hand touches 
The quickly cooling 
Pavement battered body 
In search of life. 

For the first in ever never 
People stop and look and sense. 
They cluck their tongues and wag their heads, 
And some feel sorry he is dead. 

In the cool night distance, a siren. 
The last help is come; 
But is too late. 
His power had ended to procreate. 

The death-show completed 
His audience disband; 
Some wonder 
"Who is he?" 
"What was his story?" 
Then forget . . 

-G. P. PoNT



FACULTY FORUM 

Is A Career As A College Professor An �scape? 

Yes, I think that there is an escape 
factor in college teaching, but then� are

two distinct ways one can define this 
escape. Firstly, for the individual who 
has asked himself the so-called "Big 
Questions" about man and/ or his 
world, the academic life provides an 
escape from the hustle and bustle of 
everyday life in the U.S. This escape 
is a necessity for the serious study, 
thought, and research involved in treat­
ing these questions. The business man, 
whose life is circumscribed by the prac­
tical exigencies of administration, pro­
duction, sales, and, ultimately, imme­
diate profit and loss considerations, has 
neither the time nor the inclination to 
ask seriously and attempt honestly to 
answer these questions. His social 
milieu militates against his even think­
ing about matters not of immediate im­
portance to his goals, and any attempt 
to treat adequately the probl_ems of his 
universe are doomed to failure for 1ack 
of time. The academic life provides 
the necessary "leisure," atmos_phere, and 
facilities for serious research not of an 
immediately practical nature. In this 
sense, for the academician who is wor­
thv of the name, the academic life 
provides a very welcome escape, one 
which he will utilize as fully as he 
can to face up to the "Big Questions" 
which underly all the practical "little 
qeustions" with which the business man 
must deal. 

Secondly, the academic life can be, 
and unfortunately often is, an escape 
from the practical exigencies of the 
business world for those people who 
are afraid to compete in the world out­
side. It is an excellent hiding P.lace 
for the mental mouse. It can serve as 
a sort of monastery, a retreat for the 
inept, the fearful, the cowardly. It is 
possible in most colleges to build a sort 
of mental cocoon around oneself and 
simply to vegetate in a state of neurotic 
inadequacy which often masquerades as 
academic introvertiveness and quiet 
profundity. 

There are, then, two distinct mean­
ings of the term escape. The positive 
meaning involves escaping from a mun­
dane, practical world to an exceedingly 
stimulating one in which a person can 

create and produce and stimulate the 
next generation to do the same. Men 
who utilize this escape to good advan­
tage are the academic aristocrats. 

The negative meaning involves es­
caping because of a feeling of neurotic 
personal inadequacy in dealing in the 
affairs of practical men. The person 
utilizing this escape does not think or 
create or produce; he figuratively balls 
himself up into the fetal position and 
hopes that the world will leave him 
alone with his fears. He trades, when 
he must come out to "teach," in rigid, 
usually outmoded dogma and a few 
ideas of little import which he stole 
from someone else. He's a little man, 
afraid of his shadow, and he knows 
that he won't cast a fearful shadow if 
he only remains in his ivy tower, quietly 
contemplating his navel instead of ques­
tioning the cosmos. Men who utilize 
this escape are the academic fakes. 

Mv own faith includes the belief 
that �ore of us utilize the first than the 
second escape. I think that I am cor-
rect. -R. W. GREENFIELD 

The Flmningo regrets that space did 

not permit the contributions of Mr. 

Klaus Wolff and Dr. Russell to he 

published in this issue. 

College professors are always natur­
ally on the defensive. They get paid 
for doing what in most cases they would 
do anyway-i.e. reading books and talk­
ing about them-and they can't help 
secretly feeling guilty about. this. Life, 
they were always told as children, is 
both real and earnest, a rather nasty 
kind of black draught. Consequently 
they have little to say for themselves 
when they see people in other profes­
sions drinking down their medicine 
and, sometimes, even paving super-tax 
for the privilege of doing so. Of course 
professors are escaping something: they 
actually, for the most part, live in de­
cent surroundings, have adequate lei­
sure, and do work they positively enjoy. 

However, I would still venture to 
suggest that the term "escap�," if taken 
to connote a deliberate evasion of cer­
tain responsibilities or experiences that 
should form a part of the good life, is 
really no more applicable to the lives 
of the majority of college professors 
than to the lives of, say, the majority 
of business men; indeed, it is probably 
less applicable. One of the main prob­
lems confronting anyone choosing· his 
life's work should be, surely, to find 
such as will exercise him daiiy upon as 
wide a variety of human p:roblems as 
possible and force him to und�rstand as 
fully as possible his personal and social 
responsibilities; and in this respect a 
college teacher's job must surely stand 
high among the list of desirable pro­
fessions. For most people their univer­
sity or college campus ,in all its "bore­
dom and horror and glory" (English 
majors please note!) is probably the 
nearest thing to a true community ·that 
they will ever know; but college pro­
fessors can live and work together and 
dissect the universe and one another's 
professional throats for most of their 
adult lives. 

Nevertheless, to say all this is not 
to suggest that the college professor is 
free from the sort of doubt that at one 
time or another probably nags every 
thinking person-namely, in terms of 
richness of experience how does his life 
compare with what he fondly imagines 
to have been the life of the average 
person in whatever happens to be his 
pet civilization? - Periclean Athens, 
maybe, or Chaucerian London, or Az­
tec Peru. The answer to such a ques­
tion is usually obvious and unhelpful; 
but asking it does at least point towards 
the desirability of everyone's having had 
at one time or another to earn a really 
honest living from the world by man­
ual labour and, preferably, in physical 
disc'.)mfort and danger. Maybe we 
should make a couple of years punch­
ing cows or exploring the Amazon or 
doing something equally arduous at 
least as rcsquisite for academic promo­
tion as a Ph.D. 

ENGLISH -J. FRASER 
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WINSTONS are
so easy-drawing! 

There's no effort to puff! 
Winston's finer filter lets 
Winston's finer flavor come 
clean through to you. The full, 
rich flavor is all yours to enjoy! 

..l Smokers who go for flavor 

are sure going for Winston! 

This filter cigarette really 

tastes like a cigarette. It's the 

filter cigarette that's fun 

to smoke! 

New, king-size Winstons are 

easy-drawing, too! Winston's 

finer filter works so effectively, 

yet doesn't flatten the flavor. 

The full, rich, tobacco flavor 

comes through to you easily 

and smoothly. 

Try Winstons ! They taste good 

- like a cigarette should!
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