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October 3, 1975

pictures and i |mpressmns

had become part of me began to
grow smaller. Its dissipation
seemed imperceptible at first, but
as the minutes wore on, the loss
became increasingly evident. No
longer was the rope taken away
by bits and the outcome could no
longer be hid from my conscious-
ness. I could feel large segments of
the rope rip through my hands
now.

THE CALLOUSES that had
been produced through long hours
of practice were torn through as
fresh muscle was exposed to the
air.

As the knowledge that we were
going to lose surfeited my mind, |
felt a surge of anger well up
within me. I found I could no
longer express myself, words be-
came choked sobs of unexpressed
questions and sadness.

AS I WATCHED the last of the
rope disappear, | became fully
aware of the tears running down
my cheeks. Self-consciously 1 be-
gan to wipe them away, when |
realized 1 had a reason for my
tears. For Goliath and his river
had thrice swallowed the rope
from my hands.

While thinking of the Pull later,
I was reminded of what 1 had
expressed to the sophomore girls
involved in Nykerk last year. |
told them, *l am a winner, for
though I have lost again and again,
yet I am willing to try again. They
are the losers, that lose but once
never to strive again.”

I WONDERED if what | had
told them applied to me again this
year. And | began to grasp the
meaning of that statement once
again, | came to understand that
no matter how many times one
fails at anything, if they are
willing to get out of their pit and
start afresh, they can never really
say they lost.

As | look back at my experi-
ences with the Pull, I realize the
valuable gains | have come by
through it. I feel a bond between
fellow classmates because of it. I
know the fulfillment had in con-
tending for a similar goal with
friends. And I’ve experienced the
warmth as our striving together
caused our friendship to grow into
beautiful relationships.

I HAVE COME to know that
the Pull is not merely for winning.
While victory is surely the explicit
objective, one receives benefits
uncontended for that prove to be
deeper, longer lasting, and of far
greater value than merely the op-
posing teains end of the rope.

To the sophomores, congratu-
lations for a great team and a
great victory. To the freshmen,
congratulations for an extensive
effort, a large team spirit and a
unique ability to learn from de-
feat. May you truly be “winners”
as you reflect about last Friday
and strive again next year.

THE SOPHOMORES reached
for and received much more than
a victory last Friday. Likewise the
frosh gained something more valu-
able than that for which they
fought for. They both took part
in a dynamic experience whose
effects outlast the few weeks it
took to produce it.

Herein lies thepurpose of the
Pull-may victory never be exalted
above it—may defeat never signify
its absence.
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..or leave it?

The following story is written
by David VanderWel director of
the Student Activities Committee,
who was asked by the anchor to
submit his observations of the
Pull.

In some ways sitting down to
write this reminds me of the
experience | had a few years back
when my sister announced she
was going to be a contestant in
one of those preliminary contests
to the Miss Michigan pageant.

I WANTED to say something
positive and encouraging which
would demonstrate my pride in
her, while deep down | knew that
she wasn’t made of the material of
which pageant queens are made. If
I were to say anything at all, it
almost seemed to come down to a
choice between family loyalty and
maintaining personal integrity.

Writing a few thoughts on
seeing the Pull for the tenth time
is similar to that experience in
that the Pull is almost *““family”’ as
well. Being a part of SAC in its
sponsorship of the Pull makes me
feel that the Pull is something
special, especially since it’s so
deeply enmeshed in the tradition
which has been significant in the
college’s history.

OF ALL those events which we
call “traditional,” none has a
longer heritage than the Pull, nor
do many seem as significant in the
lives of the old alums who remi-
nisce about their college days.
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Somehow, however, en-
thusiasm for the Pull is waning on
the campus these days. Since
being involved in the sponsorship
of the Pull over the past three
years, ['ve heard an increasing
number of negative comments re-
garding the value of the event,
questioning whether it’s the kind
of thing a college like Hope ought
to sponsor at all.

WHILE I'M not of a mind to
call for an elimination of the Pull,
I am concerned as to why a
tradition which has been a part of
campus life for over seventy-five
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years is transformed in the eyes of
the campus from that event which
is eagerly anticipated by all to one
of questionable worth, at least for
some.

Perhaps it's my perspective as a
member of the class of '67, four-
time losers in the Pull and
Nykerk, or my role as an adminis-
trator, but it does become in-
creasingly hard to justify the kind
of event that requires nearly sixty
hours of practice for the privilege
of sitting in a hole in the ground
clinging to a rope and demands
the kind of psyching up which
results in covering the campus
with paint or soap.

IT ALMOST seems as though
we've destroyed the tradition on
which the Pull was based and
which has sustained it throughout
these years in our attempts to
make it bigger and better than the
year before. The competition has
been developed to the point that
it calls for such intense emotional
involvement on the part of the
participants that it becomes a
mark of personal success or failure
rather than an all-campus event in
which one class tries to pull the
other into the river.

To borrow phrases from ABC
sports, in trying to achieve ‘“‘the
thrll of victory,” we have also
discovered “the agony of defeat.”

PERHAPS the worst thing
that’s happened to the Pull in
recent history is the coverage we
received in Sports [llustrated in
1966, for, since that time, it’s
almost impossible to see the Pull
as something other than a sophis-
ticated battle of national signifi-
cance.
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I can’t help but think that the
tradition underlying the heritage
of the Pull was better celebrated
last Wednesday at the picnic in
the spontaneous tug-of-war .held
there than at the battle which
took place at the Black River on
Friday.

THIS ISN'T to say that the
Pull is without value. Much can be
said about the personal experi-
ences of forty men and women
concentrating their time and ener-
gies over a three week period on a
single objective; or the friendships
which are formed, perhaps for
life, because of the time shared
together; or the unity which can
develop in classes rallying around
this event; or the integration of
the freshman class into the main-
stream of college life; or the
simple fact that it gives the
campus something to do and
think about other than books and
classes.

None of those seem very realis-
tic, however, when you are watch-
ing the Pull from the losing side as
I was last week.

BUT THEN perhaps those of
us who question the value of the
Pull as we know it take the event
too seriously. If those who partici-
pate in the event feel its worth
(and there’s little question as to
how they feel), need the rest of us
be highly concerned with the im-
pact of the events on them?

Maybe we should be satisfied
in asking ourselves whether the
event is worth the 15 ¢ each of us
has invested in it through the
activities fee. If you can respond

affirmatively to that, perhaps the
Pull is, after all, worth it.
(P.S. My sister lost.)




