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Villa ?Eniana

By Edwin Blaisdell, '32

They had told Arnold that Villa

Pliniana was the coolest villa in Italy.
He went to see it; they were right,

and he rented it. He moved in with
the definite intention of spending the

summer in solitude and peace—and
in coolness.

He had chosen the perfect place. A
real Italian villa built in 1570, Villa
Pliniana stood on the very edge of
Lake Como, its foundations projecting
into the water. It faced north and
was forever protected from the hot
Italian sun in the deep green shadow
of the towering wooded cliff rising
immediately at its back. The build-
ing itself was rather unimpressive, a
melancholy, gray block, flanked on
one side by a decadent formal garden
squeezed between the lake and the
¢liff., The principal feature was the
water. A mountain torrent was par-
tially deflected on the height above
the house and breught down to the
huge open hall which connected the
gray wings. There it spread and tum-
bled down between maoss-covered
rocks, forming a fluid, roaring wall,
the entire back face of the room.
Thence it gushed out again beneath
the balustrade of the loggia, a foam-
ing crescent on the soft blue surface
of the lake. The entire vilia was con-
tinually filled with its spray and cool
dampness, and ever rushing roar. The
floor was always damp. Moss grew
between the fagstones. The rTe-
mainder of i(he torrent thundered
down the cliff a short space distant.
It couid be reached by many devious
ways, winding always in the shade of
great trees and ilex hedges, and
watched from many cool bowers.

Arnold thought he was in heaven.
No, not that, because he didn't believe
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in heaven SUL 1t Was Wonucerilli, o

spent days resting in languid laziness,
watching and listening to the falls
from some dark nook. Heg steeped in
the coolness and shade. IIe soaked
in them. His dry and wrinkled skin
began to feel comfortabie once more.
His eyes fell better. Ile had certainiy
struek paradise.

Of course, the first couple of weeks
Ite had to growl at a few of the
damned society bugs, come to see who
was the new occupant of Villa Plini-
ana. They soon stopped coming. He
didn’t remember having seen anyone
come twice. Arnold growled very suc-
cessfully for a young man.

Now he was at last comfortably es-
tablished in his solitary routine, Ev-
ery morning he took a plunge in the
lake, and then spent most of the rest
of the day in its cool waters. He di-
vided the remainder between lolling
in deep shade before the falls and
sitting in the open hall of the villa,
staring at the flowing wall, listening

(Clontinued on Page Four)

SMALL TOWN LIFE

THE PAVED PATH—by Phyllis Ham-
bledon. Thomas Y. Crowell (o,
$2.00.

“The Paved Path,” an English novel
of modern life in an old-fashioned
town, expands the triangle to include
a man and three women, How this
olle man, a genergl practitioner, tries
to live a discreel life while being
caught in the meshes of scandal until
he himself doubts the value of good
living, is the theme of an absorbing
novel told in a convineing manner,

The aunthor choceses hey women char-
acters cleverly, with the idea of their
representing, as well as any three
characters can, twentieth century
womanhood. The first, who in a less
modern story would be a villainess, Is
the typieal “bad girl,” unprinecipled,
shameless. The second, the girl Doc-
tor Devenham loves, The third, Cath-
erine Hallet, gives up her life to keep-

.ing him from degradation,

The story, with its numerous charac-
ters and subsequent plots, emphasizes
one idea—that one cannot live lree
in a small village, where every act is
subject for gossip and every newcomer
clay to be molded over the inevitahle
village pattern. In this unusually good
novel, Phyllis Hambledon combines
ihe hest of Warrick Deeping's sivle
with Hugh Walpole's ideas to make
& most pleasing whole.

—C. B.

in celebration of the centenary of
Victor Hugo’s “Hernani,” which oc-
curs this year, there has been placed
on exhibition in the Sterling Memorial
Library at Yale University an exhibi-
tion of books of the French Romantic
period, the authors of which contrib-
uted to the triumph of the movement.

Shane Leslie, the Irish author and
journalist, who is a cousin of Winston
Churchill, has written a long poem
dealing with the battle of Jutland. His
manuscript has been read for possible
eérrors of fact by Lord Jellicoe, Lord
Beatty, and other naval experts.

Those books are the most valuable
that get our thinking faculties in the

fullest operation.

ANNE DOUGLAS SEDGWICK

In Explanation

THE TECH presents with this
issue a hook and literary supple-
ment. It contains reviews of books
which the editors believe wili be of
interest to all Technology students,
together with three original essays
which have been considered by the
Faculty of the English Department
to be of special worth. The selec-
tion of books has not been confined
to fiction, but also contains writ-
ings an controversial subjects
which should be of interest to ev-
eryone,

This supplement is somewhat in
the nature of an experiment and
the appearance of future similar
supplements will be contingent on
undergraduate approbation of this
one. The editors therefore solicit
criticism and suggestions as to con-
tents and appearance.

PHILIPPA
PHILIPPA—bLy .Anne Douylas Sedg-
wick, Houghton Mifflin Co. $2.50.

“Philippa,” by Aunne Douglas Sedg-
wick, is the usual excelleni entertain-
ment that flows from ithe pen of this
successtul author.

Aldous Wyndringham is married to
Beth and they have two children,
Philippa, aged fourteen when the story
opens, and Billy, aged nine. Wynd-
ringham is a government official of
slight means—he is fascinated by the
exolic Cosima Brandon who feeds on
conquests. At Jast he inherits enough
money to get his family off to the
side and makes off to the continent
with his charmer. With utterly pre-
posterous egotism he expects every-
one, including his wife, to understand
and sympathize. And this, with ut-
ierly preposierous tenderness, every-
one—inciuding his idiot swife, does;
with the notable exception of Philippa.
His daughter, while she adores him,
understands him too well to sympa-
thize. The weakest part of the story
iz Aldous Wyndringham’s handling—
iz character, ag perceived hy the
reader is totally lacking in the mag-
netic charm he must necessarily have
had to have exerted such power as
his over women. He seems nothing
but & moody, irritable, selfish, little
mat,

Philippa, while sometimes gaining
the sympathy of the reader through
her clear discernment and loyalty to
this hopeless thing of a father, is
really too extraordinary for fourteen,
too hard and too clever, to prove in
the least winning. She goes to live
with her father and his new wife—the
ereat love existing between the father
and daughter a perpetual fear and tor-
ment to Cosima. She finally separates
the couple. Then she marries a youung
American and at last leaves the father
high and dry.

The book is extremely readable, ex-
tremely interesting and at times al-
most exciting. And it already has a
wide popularity. A book by Miss
Sedgwick is very like a crystal goblet
of sparkling wine,—sightly to look
upon, entrancing to the taste, and
when finished, naught remains but a
slight stimulation and a faint remem-

hrance. W. B S

MODERN GALAXY

THE MODERN GALAXY — Wy Dale
Warren. Houghton Mifflin Co. $3.00.

Collections of modern short stories
are usually not well received by the
reading public hecause of the unn}eet-
able competition of the magazines.
Yet “The Modern Galaxy” is a col-
lection whieh will undoubtedly stand
among the few of its predecessors
which have been given enthusiastic
receptions. .

Dale Warren has assembled in this
work sixteen representative examples
of -modern short-story writing, at}d
his selection is extremely unique in
that he presents the reader with bits
of literary work done by authors who
are more widely read as novelists,

The work which will doubtlessly
raise the most comment is a very
short bit concerning the “Fame of Mr.
Beatty”, by James Norman Hall,
anthor of many works of u psycho-
logical nature. Lillerty magazine
publishes no dearth of character
sketches of the forlorn hookkeeper of
forly or so, but Mr, Hall has human-
ized the man to great extent, and has
so painted his picture as to bring
the happy- care-free, but rather drab,
life of the simple accountant close to
the reader’s sympathies.

A very interesting bit of character,
done in the most modern of styles by
Katherine Newlin Burt, is found in
“Herself”. The twosidedness of human
nature, one of Stevenson's favorite
themes, is presented in a distinet
manner, and not without polish.

No collection is complete without
its detective and mystery stories.
*“Miss Hinch”, written by Henry Syd-
nor Harrison, oceupies itself with the
capturing of a female criminal by a

Rowing
By Cyrus Hapgood, '33

It’s a tough racket, this crew busi-
ness. No let-up in it at all; just a
long, steady grind from early fall un-
til early summer. In the fall you go
out there on the river at seven in the
morning. If it weren't for the cold,
the intense, bitter, early-morning cold,
youwd fall asleep standing up. It's
the kind of cold that eats into you;
and when youw're standing around idle,
walling for the rest of the gang to
show up, it makes you want to jump
up in the air, turn hand-springs, siap
yourself, or do anything that will drive
it out. It's the kind of cold that keeps
you in bed when you should be getting
up, and tempts you, when the six
o’clock alarm rings, to roll over aud
let the rest of those fools go out on
the river without you. But something
drives you on; maybe it’s realiy he-
cause you like the thing., Anyvhow,
every morning yvou tumble out of bed
and into the cold, just as it's getting
light. Onece you get out on the river
it isn’t so bad; at least vou lhave a
chance to keep warm.

Then the winter comes, and you go
ingide on those damn machines. God,
but that’s monotonous. You row, and
row, and sweat so that it seems as
though you'll just dwindle down to a
puddle of perspiration. And all the
time, through all that half-hour of
rhythmic torture, those fool cox-
swains sit up there and chirp at you,
counting,—three lhundred, three hun-
dred and one, three hundred and two,
—monotoncus, tantalizing. Bah! wait
until spring comes, and those runts
will get theirs in the e¢ool waters of
the Charles.

Bat when the spring comes along
You begin to relax and think that it
isn’t so bad after all. It really seems
good to get out on the river again; to
row and sweat as you did before, but
really move and not be anchored to
the floor in a machine. Here you can
breathe good fresh air once niore.

And then the race comes. You sort
of sense its future being a few days
Lbefore by a queer, empty feeling in
your stomach whenever you think of
it. At every mention of crew, the
blood begins to flow taster through
your veins, and your temples throbh; it
seems as though an eleciric current
has gone through you. You begin to
lie awake long into the night, hot,
sweating, feverish, and thinking;
thinking of the race, what you were
going to do. what you shouldn’t do.
what you should do, on and on, indefi-
nitely, abstractedly, almost deliri-
vuasly. God, but the anticipation of it
is  horrible; devastating to your
nerves., And thien, that last night be-
fore tlie race, when you thrash around
in a troubled sleep; a sleep troubled
by anxiety, and that awful anticipation
agein; it’s anything but pleasant. The
next day you're awake at sunrise, wide
awake and thinking uagain. Your
breaktfast and luneh don't laste good,
hul you eat, even though you're not
hungry. Yowre continually bothered
now with that gueer, unpleasant, sink-
ing sensation in the pit of your
stomacl,  Your heart seems 1o be
beating at a breakueck puace; your
bloed is coursing faster; you can hear
your temples throbbing, and your
hrain is in a whirl. You seem tired,
deathly tired, and rather limp. Yon
keep consoling yourself, and trying
to be calm, but it is impossible. It
seems hard to get a good hreath, and
you reprimand yourself, thinking how
hard it will be to hreathe when you're
in the race.

You go to the boat-house and put on
your rowing logs, all the while be-
wildered and hardly knowing what
you're deing. Everything is unusunally
silent and strained. Force of habit
guides your actions. Fipally you have
to talk and you say something silly.—
but anything as long as yvou can bresk
that awful suspense. You try to he
iolly and fail miserably. You go down-
stairs, “get on the boat” and put it
in the water, hardly noticing the cox-

(Continued on Page l'our)

swain’s commands, or the people who

RAFAEL SABATINI

THE KING’S MINION

THE KING'S MINION by Rafuel Sub-
atini.  Houghton Miffiin Company.
$2.50.

“The King's Minion” by that cap-
tain ol story-tellers, Rafael Sabatini,
is—as the publishers introduce it, a
story of the Beau Brummel of the
court of James I, and the desperate
game he played to rule a kingdom and
wed a great lady. The Beau Brummel
is the blond and handsome lad, Rob-
ert Carr of Ferniehurst, the kingdom
is England aad the great lady is
I'rances, Lady of Essex.

One day, while King James was
watching o festival in the tilt-yard,
Fate introduced him to Robert Carr.

The king, a sputtering, conceited
ruler, was an admirer of fine man-

hood, and the beauntiful ecurringe and
striking features of young Carr de
lighted him so that he all hut legally
adopted Lhe young esquire. With the
ravor and fancy of the king, and the
brain of Thomas Overbury, an old
Iriend, all to Lhis advantage, Carr
steadily rose to nobility and states-
manship. Then, through an exciting
series of events, most of which cen-
tered arcund the victorious Lady BEs-
sex, whom Carr later married, his
power crumbled.

My, Sabatini has very evidently sat-
urated himself with a knowledge of
the period of this story for he has de-
seribed his characters and setiings
with the greatest care and accuracy.
It is a colorful story, fashioned by a
dexterons hand, and all in all is one
of Sabatini’s best. The author has
the ability, or better ithe gift, of mak-
ing a new and fuller language from
an ancient collection of words. IRtafael
Sabatini is one wriler who can make
twice-told tales of history live again.
Or, to wax colioquial, he can and does,
take the “hiss” out of history.

~—3\V. B. 8.

are standing on the dock, wishing you
good luck and cheering you. The
coach's last words seem inane and vou
tighten your rigger, tie your lock, and
shellac your seat as though he had
never spoken. Your limbs quiver,
vour arms are unsteady, and every-
thing seems unreal, You take a few
practice starts, row up to the starting
line, size up your opponents, pessi-
misticallty inwards, and optimistically
outwards, wager your shirts, and take
your mark. When the gun goes off,
yon seem to bhe transformed inlo a
machine; that’s all it is,—a human
muchine in perfect working order with
sevenr other machines. You put all
you've got into each stroke. and
try to bend your our. You try to
think ot things that will encourage
you, and try to forget thal you're get-
ting tired. You iry to Kkeep your eves
in the boai, but it’s hard not to take
a peek. You think ol abstract things;
your miml wanders., Aren't we get-
ting near the bridge yet? God, but
it's hot! Hard to get a full breath:
lings burning like hell: sweut pour-
ing into eyes and hurning them too:
selting tired as hell; mouth dry, like
sawdust, sagging down into the seat:

hell, sit up straight and row. Stroke
wetting  shorter:  lengthen it out,
lengthen it out; don't let the siroke
drop. Here's the bridege: God, only
half through: hoepe 1 exn muake it
musin’t quit though, it wouldw’'t be
faiv lo the rest, Hell, someone's

canght o ¢rab; feel the boat lurch?
Hey, Martin, get that oar out of the
wiater: get it oul, damn vou! God,
bhut i'm tired! Keep rowing, keep
rowing; it’s jast repetition: nolhing
hard, Chest =eems to he bursting:
eves getting dim. must be the sun
that’s dimming them; damn the sun.
I shounldn’t be long now: be damn
glad when we c¢ross the line. Only
forty more! One, itwo, three,—God,
I'm tired: but it’s almost over. Faster,
faster. faster! Why does it always
have to bhe fasier? Why does it?
Clan't keep il up much longer. We're
over! What a feeling! No more dim
eyes, hurning chest, throbbing head,
or manotonous repetition; no more

anxiety or anticipation—just rest.

Conversation

By John E. Shea, '32

There are o certain number of sing-
song  phiuses and silly  alitorations
that have lived mainly on the strength
of their silliness and Jingling sound.
Most of them are rather easy 1o re-
membeyr, und their being contrary te
logicul reasening gives further reason
tor their longevily., One cupy eusily
find any number of them By turuin:g
the pages of an almanae or by reading
Ben FPranklin, [ shall pick out one or
two of these peurls of wisdom becuuse

they concern conversation, and iur-
thermore, hecause they particularly
annoy me.  Who has not heard that

an empty barrel makes the most noise,
and that still waters run deep? 1 am
not aware from whose lips these
words originally came, nor do [ care
to find out for | prefer to let the dead
rest.  Of course, if one wishes to ad-
villee dany argument on tle strength
of a proverh, il is the simplest thing
in the world {o find one to fit the case.
rom any of the bookstores, one may
obtair. un  indexed supply of them,
“Don’t Let Your Hostess Qut Wige-
Crack You™: “Our Book of Classicul
Quotations,” cie., ete., may be geen in
any of our popular magazines. Thus
P might say that conversation muaketh
a ready man, buat 1 won't, because it
does not begin to express the possi-
bitities of a really clever repartee,
All will agree that reading maketh
a lull man, but many held up the unext
most important educational unit to
ridicule, 1 have said that it is next
in importance o reading simply be-
cause it Is an intrinsie impossibility to
disconrse with all the great minds of
cven once generation, not to mention
titose of countless pust ages. Yot in
another sense conversation compares
with reading as a s¥mpiiony eompares
with its canned egnivalent, the phono-
gruph record, or as the spoken May
compares with the silent motion pic-
ture.  The current misunderstanding
of tallk is dne to ihe fact that it is
generally cousidered to be the sort
of thing carried on over the bridge
table, over tlie back fence, at u fu-
neral, or on the swect corner. Thai
is not talk; it is mere prattle or £05-
sip. The only point in its favor ig
that it gives exercize to the hungs.
Who could place a valuation on the
picasure of being a member of ile
Joknson Club? To have been admitied
to the society of that loquacious zath-
ering, and to have spoken with such
men as Johnson, Burke, Garrick and
vlhers who found their chief pleasure
in 1aiking and debating, would have
been worth much indeed. Here we
find Boswell who though a leech, a
parasite, and a harnacle, was able to
gather enough from listening tu and
observing Johnson 1o write an enor-
mous  volume which is more widety
rContinued on Page Four)

A FAMOUS FAMILY

ON FORSYTE ’'CHANGE—by
tralsworthy.  New York:
Scribner’s Sons. $2.510.
From the pen of one of the ablest

oi modern writers lias come another
volume chronicling the events in the
history of the great family of Forsyte.
With the same cast of characters who
have come to be known and loved by
all the readers of “The Forsyte Saga,”
this book has already taken its place
with the most popular of contempo-
rary novels.

Nineieen short stories make up “On
iforsyte "Change™; each somewhat dis-
connected from the rest, and with set-
tings ranging in time from the early
part of the nineteenth century to the
close of the World War., Some of the
storvies ure grave, some satirvical, and
some tarcical, but all contain the same
combination of Jdelicate humor and
exquisite  character portraval that
make the reader feel that he has
known these Forsytes all his life, and
that it he met one on the street he
would greet im as an old friend.

The stories are disconnected in
puint ol time, but they are bound to-
gether by the fact that they show
seenes from time to time in the lives
of the same characters. It gives 1le
impression that there is o scereen be-
hind which momentous things are hap
pening, amd that we are only permitied
an occasional intriguing glimpse. For
invtunce, we see young Jolvon, on the
eve of his matriculaiion at Eton, lis-
tening to his father's account of the
defamation of his mother's grave. In
the next scene we see him enfering
Cambridge «IX years later, awd the
fInancial difficulties into which he fell.
And several stories later we come
upon an acconnt of the activities of hisg
little daughter June, aged 8. And in
hetwneen these scenes there are ac-
counts of little events in the lives of
the other memhers of the family and
theiv descendants, all told with a style
that is never caustic or exciting, but
always suave and humorous.

This hook will be read and re-read.
Ii has the charm that is foand in an
old hundle of letters suddenly discov-

(Continuecd on Page Four)
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