Zeitschrift: The Swiss observer : the journal of the Federation of Swiss Societies in

the UK
Herausgeber: Federation of Swiss Societies in the United Kingdom
Band: - (1927)
Heft: 305
Artikel: The Swiss at the Henley Regatta
Autor: [s.n]
DOl: https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-689778

Nutzungsbedingungen

Die ETH-Bibliothek ist die Anbieterin der digitalisierten Zeitschriften auf E-Periodica. Sie besitzt keine
Urheberrechte an den Zeitschriften und ist nicht verantwortlich fur deren Inhalte. Die Rechte liegen in
der Regel bei den Herausgebern beziehungsweise den externen Rechteinhabern. Das Veroffentlichen
von Bildern in Print- und Online-Publikationen sowie auf Social Media-Kanalen oder Webseiten ist nur
mit vorheriger Genehmigung der Rechteinhaber erlaubt. Mehr erfahren

Conditions d'utilisation

L'ETH Library est le fournisseur des revues numérisées. Elle ne détient aucun droit d'auteur sur les
revues et n'est pas responsable de leur contenu. En regle générale, les droits sont détenus par les
éditeurs ou les détenteurs de droits externes. La reproduction d'images dans des publications
imprimées ou en ligne ainsi que sur des canaux de médias sociaux ou des sites web n'est autorisée
gu'avec l'accord préalable des détenteurs des droits. En savoir plus

Terms of use

The ETH Library is the provider of the digitised journals. It does not own any copyrights to the journals
and is not responsible for their content. The rights usually lie with the publishers or the external rights
holders. Publishing images in print and online publications, as well as on social media channels or
websites, is only permitted with the prior consent of the rights holders. Find out more

Download PDF: 07.01.2026

ETH-Bibliothek Zurich, E-Periodica, https://www.e-periodica.ch


https://doi.org/10.5169/seals-689778
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=de
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=fr
https://www.e-periodica.ch/digbib/terms?lang=en

Jury 2, 1927,

THE SWISS OBSERVER.

1513

AN AFTERNOON BY THE UPPER RHINE

By an OccastionaL CORRESPONDENT,

Here in the upper reaches of the great river
the name * Father Rhine ” would be entirely out
of place. The brown, roaring stream which swecps
along between the low foothills of the Black
Forest and the last outposts of the Jura is better
called Young Rhine, a mighty voungster filled
with giant energy. And the engineers and elec-
tricians have made it their business to catch the
youngster, direct his steps, tame him and make use
of him to their own purposes.

Between Schaffhausen and ‘Basle there is room
for thirteen power stations—all dependent on the
power supplied by the Rhine stream, and it has
been estimated that if these were completed a
living would be provided for no less than 200,000
people.  The figure is a broad guess based on a
normal average of dependents for the workers who
would be emploved. It serves, however, to give
some slight idea of the great potential importance
of these power works in the future.

It was to visit the power station at Laufenburg
that the members of the *“Statistische-Volkswirt-
schaftliche ”* Society set out from Basle for their
annual excursion this vear, and the writer had the
privilege of accompanying them.

At Laufenburg the management of the power
works conducted the whole party round their mar-
vellous turbine rooms and on to the great dam
which stems the Rhine and regulates the supply
of water for the turbines. Little as the intricate
mechanism of the turbines and the details of the
network of high tension cables which carry the
current to its destination could be understood by
many of the laymen present, the general impression
of gigantic force was, nevertheless, very striking.
The revolution which has been brought about in
nearly every economic sphere by the introduction
and development of electricity and of the elec-
trical industry is, as everyone knows, a very new
phenomena, but it still came as somewhat of a
shock to be reminded later in the day, by Mr.
Robert Haas, the general manager of the Rhein-
felden works, that it was at the Frankfurt Ex-
hibition in 1890 that the first public demonstration
was given of the transference of power by cable
over a distance. And now there is hardly a village
in  Switzerland without its electric lighting, its
telephone and telegraph, its electric heating and
cooking.

The social side of the Society’s excursion was
arranged with that wealth of detail and breadth
of hospitality which are characteristic of such
events in Switzerland and never fail to amaze
the English visitor. And surely it could only be in
Switzerland that a party of serious and energetic
business men and their wives, after a visit to the
Laufenburg works, a generous “snack” of cold
meat and wine at 4 p.m. (enough to finish off the
average Englishman), a lecture on the Electrical
Industry on the Upper Rhine, a dinner withi
speeches and singing from a glee party of some of
the best singers in Basle, could still, at 10.30 p.m.,
“pull up” on the way home and adjourn in a
body to drink beer and be entertained by one of
their number, who sang comic songs to his own
accompaniment on a concertina. Your Swiss
reader may consider it a good—but not unusual-—
Saturday afternoon, but your Englishman can only
look back on it with gratified amazement.

THE SWISS AT THE HENLEY REGATTA.

Tll-luck seems to accompany any attempt on
the part of our compatriotes to carry off one of
the coveted prizes at the Henley Regatta. The
Leats for the Silver Goblets were rowed oft last
Wednesday afternoon ; the Swiss boat, after an
excellent start and leading for quite two lengths
during the first half of the course, was compelled
to give up, thus leaving the London competitors
to finish alone. The cause was the sudden collapse
of Siegentaler, who at seven o’clock in the even-
ing had not recovered from his indisposition.

The race was watched by a fair sprinkling of
members from the London Colony, amongst whom
were Dr. Rezzonico and Mr, Hilfiker, from the
Swiss Legation. The surprise and disappointment
at the result was general, even on the part of the
two English competitors, as it was freely whis-
pered that the Swiss would carry the day. The
explanation is, no doubt, to be found in the under-
rating, on the part of the Swiss, of the tough
proposition they are up against in this country. The
Swiss team competed on the Continent on Sunday,
and arrived in this country on Monday afternoon ;
nobody can dispute the fact that they could not be
in the pink of condition two days afterwards.
Quite apart from the changed atmospheric con-
ditions and the variation in the diet, thev had not
sufficient opportunity for practice on the Thames
and to become intimate with the vagaries of the
waters at Henley.

The City Swiss Club is giving a dinner to
our Swiss oarsmen, Messrs. A. Reinhard and W.
Siegentaler, and their manager, Dr. Albert Rieg-

]

weg, next Saturday at 7.45 p.m., at Pagani’s
Restaurant, W.1. A hearty welcome will await

them and, we hope, encourage them to repeat their
gallant effort on a future occasion.

LA FETE DES FLEURS.

Il est maintenant deux occasions certaines pour
tout ‘bon suisse-allemand de se rendre a Gendve.
La premidre qui améne surtout des hommes
d'affaires et des célibataires...ou encore des hommes
mari¢s en quéte d'une courte vacance & famille,
est le Salon de I’Automobile et du Cycle. Il y
vient, bien des gens qui savent pertinemment qu’ils
ne pourront pas de longtemps se payer le luxe
d'une voiture.  Ils échafaudent des réves et ce
ne sont certes pas les moins assidus !

La seconde occasion est une féte de la famille.
On y vient avec Madame et les enfants; cest
méme un cadeau que tout ce petit monde réclame
A corps et a cris et qui, une année durant, demeure
dans les mémoires comme une journée fabuleuse
de conte de fées!

Il s’agit de la Féte des Fleurs, qui est main-
tenant, non plus un événement genevois mais une
manifestation helvétique. On n’y rencontre point
de  délégués officiels, on n’y prononce pas de
retentissants  discours  pleins du subtiles  sous -
entendus, mais on s’v amuse follement 2t durant
deux aprés-midis et deux soirées, on retrouve—
avec Desprit genevois en plus—Ila méme atmosphére
qui régne d Béle au moment du Carnaval : une
gaité débordante et de bon aloi, une fantaisie
désordonnée, de charmants jeunes gens et des
femmes toutes adorables!...

Or donc Samedi matin débarquaient en gare
de Cornavin des trains spéciaux, et bondés de nos
amis Confédérés, tandis que la route suisse n’était
plus qu'un long cortége d’autos aux plaques in.
connues chez nous. De la zdne, de France, de
Lyon surtout méme défilé ininterrompu, qui donna
fort & faire & nos aimables douaniers. Un officiel
ne  ma-t-il  pas chuchotté que le nombre de
visiteurs dépassa pour les deux jours le chifire fan-
tastique de 50,000! Ajoutez a cela que la popu-
lation genevoise qui, d’ordinaire se lasse trés...ou
trop rapidement de ce qu'on lui offre, goite tout
particuli¢rement cette manifestation et s’v rend
avec enthousiasme.

Messire Le Temps, cependant, fut comme a
Paccoutumée, un farceur de la plus belle espéce.
Chaque fois que les “Intéréts de Genéve,” or-
ganise une journée, il leur joue la triste espi-
¢glerie de ne pas étre de la partie. Cela va tout
de méme mieux depuis un récent changement de
présidence, mais sous le régne d’un grand couturier
a la barbiche poivre-et-sel, bien en pointe, il
était impossible d’éviter une pluie diluvienne. De-
puis sa démission, il fut possible de causer avee le
maitre des vents et des tempétes, et le toujours
trés obligeant Directeur Monsieur Trachsel, obtint
de cet inclément Personnage qu'aprés les plus
terribles menaces il se tint tranquille. Nous
n’échappimes pas & la tradition et il pleuvait a
torrent samedi entre 1 et 2 heures, puis a la
derni¢re minute les choses sarrangtrent et la Féte
se déroula par un jour agréable.

Lorsque le Quai du Mont-Blanc et le Quai
Wilson sont transformés en un jardin romantique,
que des arches nombreuses et fleuries, éclairées le
soir par des guirlandes électriques, mélent leur
grice a la nature enchanteresse, vous vous crovez
transplantés en une Codte d’azur qui certes vaut la
véritable.

Et le public, un moment découragé, reprend
bientdt la direction du quai. Voici les autorités
qui gagnent la  Tribune officielle. Comme les
¢lections réeents ont changé bien des figures, “on ™
se les montre du doigt et papa donne i son fils
une nouvelle lecon de civisme. Tandis que dans
les chars, sur les trottinettes, on met la dernitre
main aux fleurs jolies, nous sommes inondés par des
flots d’harmonie. De tous les coOtés les fanfares
sont massées qui égrénent les airs les plus en-
trainants.  Et voici enfin le corso. Derritie la
Musique des petits Ondins en costumes de marins
d’eau douce c’est d’abord les enfants, les tout
petits enfants. J’

Et javous bien franchement que
c'est toujours pour moi le plus beau moment de la
manifestation. Voir s’avancer sous ces petites robes
légeres, dans un amas de fleurs fraiches, cette can-
deur et cette naiveté! Un bébé qui trottine, de
petites fées, des Amours, de minuscules japonaises,
partout un bon sourire, tandis que les parents
suivent fiers et enchantés! Puis les troitinettes
les bicyclettes, les groupes a pied, enfin les aite-
lages et les voitures automobiles. Des lors le
public trépigne. “Le Rouet” objet chéri de la
Reine Berthe, est devenu entre les mains de
Madame Salzmann, un chat couvert de lys im-
maculés et splendides. Un *“Paon” merveilleuy
dont les ailes sétendent loin au-dessus des spec-
tateurs admiratifs, passe avec noblesse ; enfin cet
remarquable “ Retour de Corrida” montre autour
d’un char lourd d’andalouses jolies et fleuries, des
picadors de fort belle allure. Et c’est bientdi la
bataille de confettis ; c’est tout un peuple en
liesse ; cest la joie sur tous les visages: clest
la Féte des fleurs pour 1927 1...

Un reverbere du Quai.,

UNIONE TICINESE.
PASSEGGIATA ANNUALE.

Il tempo era veramente ideale, non poteva
essere migliore : una completd ‘gloria” di acqua e
vento e nubi! Ma immusonito come era il cielo

i gitanti invece erano in perfetta allegria, animati
da quel nostro spirito. latino che sa scuotere ogni
pill nera melanconia, quando in compagnia.

Partimmo dunque con un totale eclisse di sole
ma dai nostri animi non era eclissata dama al-
legria.

Alle dieci precise (come il Comitato organizza-
tore, I’'Unione Ticinese, in caratteri cubitali aveva
stampato sui biglietti) ci trovammo riuniti innanzi
alla sede della Societd. Eravamo quasi una sessan-
tina di ticinesi...a spasso l—intendiamoci questa
frase va usata nel suo vero senso, non meta -
foricamente !

Due comode e grandi auto-vetture ci aspetta-
vano. Eravamo cosi bene accomodati dentro tanto
che non ci accorgevamo che Giove Pluvio stava
mandandoci le sue benedizioni dall’alto!

E si parti: lasciando dietro di noi non solo
le noie della vita a gli “interni affanni” ma anche
Londra con le sue vie movimentate, la sua vita
febbrile. Andavamo verso la campagna, all’aria
libera, verso Epping Forest che era la nostra meta
e una delle piu belle foreste nelle vicinanze della
metropoli. Un paio di orette chiusi nelle auto,
mentre queste attraversavano vaste praterie, om-
brosi e folti boschi, mentre filavano su vie strette
di campagna, sentieri pitt altro. E noi cantavamo,
scherzavamo, cosi proprio come tanti scolaretti in
vacanza, Ed eravamo infatti scolarctti : la nostra
maestra essendo la spensieratezza.

Quando verso le dodici arrivammo al- King’s
Oak HHotel, High Beech, il tempo, vedendo che noi
da veri ticinesi e quindi da “bravi soldaa” lo
avevamo sfidato tanto coraggiosamente, cambid di
partito e cosi, adagio adaglo, non troppo aperta-
mente ma abbastanza visibilmente, il sole si mise
a fare capolino tra le nubi. Naturalmente noi non
desiderando spaventarlo ci tenemmo zitti zitti ma
perd in cuor nostro lo ringraziammo ben sincera-
mente. Cosi potemmo girare per quella selva che
se proprio non era ‘“oscura” era perd deliziosa :
Ierba emanando quel suo particolare buon odore
di fresco, formava un soffice tappeto verde trapunto
qua e la da fiorellini gialli, azzurri, bianchi. Le
rose selvatiche, le ricche felei, i gorgheggi festosi
degli uccelletti nascosti fra i rami, tutto era in
perfetta armonia per accrescere la nostra felicita.

Mi ritornarono alle mente le parole di Gozzi :

“O selve amiche, o spiaggia solitaria

Della mente e del cor pace e tesoro,

In cui Pombra a vicenda e l'apertaria

Son della vita natural ristoro...”

La spiaggia veramente non c'era, ma laggil
in lontananza, una distesa pianura che si confondeva
con il cielo e leggermente velata dalla nebbia,
poteva benissimo dare Dillusione dell’esistenza di
un lago—Lago Maggiore—come noi lo battezzam-
mo, perche¢ in quei momenti il pensiero nostro era
volato al Ticino lontano e cosi senza volerlo fare
apositamente, tutti quanti pensavamo ad altre
pianure, ad altri boschi, ad altri fiorellini !

L'ora sentimentale passata, si dovette pur
ritornare anche un po’ prosaici. C'era una certa
parte del nostro corpo che reclamava forte i suoi
diritti...All’albergo, in una vasta sala ben decorata,
trovammo tavola bandita. E pranzammo con vero
appetito, gustando quei buoni manicaretti che sem-
bravano i migliori che avessimo mai provato! Non
era quest’occasione propizia per i discorsi, ma il
Presidente dell’Unione Ticinese, Sig. W. Notari,
con poche ma ben appropriate parole volle rin-
graziare il Sig. Marchand, del City Swiss Club,
che molto gentilmente volle onorarci con la sua
presenza, nonostante il fatto che era ritornato a
Londra, dall’estero, soltanto la sera antecedente, e
che non meno gentilmente aveva portato diversi
graziosi oggetti da venir distribuiti quali premii
ai vincitori delle gare che si sarebbero tenute
durante il pomeriggio, all’aperto.

Pero il tempo, volendo forse smentire che solo
la donna “@& mobile ” e pur appartenendo al sesso
maschile, aveva mutato  “ d’accento e di pensicr
e una pioggierella fina fina veniva giu, senza badare
ai nostri rimbrotteri. Cosi, noi, sempre per far
dispetto a messer lo sole, ci misimo a ballare...La
nostra Societd era proprio stata previdente in tutto
e aveva fatto venire anche lorchestra. E allora
messer lo sole, per far dispetto a noi, vedendo
che ci divertivamo un mondo ballando, si fece
ancora vivo e splendente nella sua piena gloria!
Naturalmente le danze vennero sospese ¢ ci ri-
unimmo tutii sul vastissimo prato, dietro all’al-
bergo, preparandoci per le gare. Ci furono le
corse con ['uovo (fatto di gessd questo perché non
desideravamo fare troppe fritiate, tanto pitt che
avevam gia cosi ben pranzato!), le corse a tre
gambe, le corse con le patate (anche queste fatte
di gomma!) ed intercalate a capitomboli...graziosi,
ed a gustose risate! Ed i vincitori di queste gare
si portarono via artistici premi, tra i quali scatto-
lette per cipria in legno eseguite dagli allievi
della Scuola d’Arte di Ginevra.

Si giuocava a rimpiattino con il tempo : due
goccie di pioggia e si ritornava in sala a ballare,
Il sole ritornava a brillare si correva fuori a sal-
tare, a fare “un po’ i matti” insomma! E a
quanto pare questo decise completamente il titu-
bante pianeta, perche continud a regalarci i Suoi
raggi sino a sera inoltrata. Non devo dimenticare
d’accennare anche che verso le cinque ci sedemmao
di nuovo a tavola per gustare un eccellente thé,
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