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tiERE is convincing evidence that highway
accidents can be avoided. Ab Jenkins, the famous
race driver who holds more speed records than any
other man in automotive history, drove a million
miles on Firestone Gum-Dipped Tires over the
highways of every state in the union without an
accident of any kind. What a tribute to the reserve
safety built into Firestone tires—what a reward for
careful driving!

i

In a traction and non-skid test, a leading
university proved that Firestone liigh-Speed Tires
will stop your car up to 25% quicker. Gum-Dipped
Cords have proved in every test that they have
greater heat resistance and that they give you
greatest blowout protection.
You can obtain greater protection for your
family and yourself by stopping today at your
nearest Firestone Auto Supply and Service Store
or Firestone Dealer and equipping your car with
Firestone High Speed Tires.
Listen to theVoice of Firestone featuring Richard Crooks
or Nelson Eddy — ivith Margaret Speaks, Monday
evenings over Nationwide N. B. C.—WEAF Network
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This department is reserved for the use of all Hilca readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We ivill not assume responsibility or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department.

SIR:
Kenyon for the first time in its history
had a chance to have athletic relations
with such schools as Yale, Harvard and
Kenyon's successful polo
Princeton.
team was invited to represent the middlewest in the national intercollegiate polo
tournaments. Kenyon's polo team had
to refuse the invitation because they
could not find the financial
aid to send
them to New York. There should be no
reason why Kenyon should not have a
polo team. It gives Kenyon much more
publicity than any other sport. It en
ables Kenyon to have athletic relations
with the Big Ten schools.
The polo team had a very successful
year. The team won six out of nine
games. It defeated Ohio State and Il
linois by very decisive victories. The
team also played and defeated some
strong professional teams such as:
Akron, Cleveland Equestrium, and Pitts
burgh. The team played Culver, which
has one of the strongest polo teams in
the country. Kenyon scored this season
140 x/2 points to their opponents 116
points.
So far Kenyon has been supported
through the help of patrons. R. II.
Weaver and Harvey S. Firestone have
been the chief donors. The College has
absolutely refused to give any support
whatsoever. I think the College would
realize that the polo team is giving
them enough good publicity that it
would make it worth while for it to
give support to the team.
If Kenyon's team had a large indoor
arena, they could produce a ten-goal
team with ease. The team has done re
markably well with what little facilities
they now have.
A polo club has been organized with
a membership of 25, including some
faculty members. This club was organ
ized for the purpose of improving polo
and perpetuating it at Kenyon. The
club is improving the field this year in
order that games can be played every
week-end with outside teams.
So far the team expenses have been
kept down to a minimum. When the
team played in Pittsburgh they made
enough money to pay their expenses to
University of Illinois.
Another thing about polo is that it can
be played after one leaves school. The
people contacted in polo are usually the
finest type. Also the polo team already
is attracting students to Kenyon.
1 wish that we could get the support
of both alumni and students for Kenyon's
most successful team. The polo team
has spread Kenyon's name all over the
middlewest.
Sincerely yours,
MERLIN E. ARE, JR.
Capt. Kenyon Polo Team.
SIR:
To your Alumni Department of the
March issue that contains notes about
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men of the Class of '06, you might add
that Frederick R. Graves received his
diploma at Kenyon, afterwards studied
law at Columbia, is a membdr of the
New York Bar, and has become a wellknown practitioner, and is generally re
garded as a very capable one. His office
is located at 44 Whitehall Street.
Also note that Charles McGilney Rob
erts is a member of the New York Bar;
is Counsel to the Public Service Commis
sion; regarded as one of the ablest men
in his particular line of profession; is
married, enjoys good health, has no chil
dren. Roberts will surely come to Gambier at Commencement time.
Alfred K. Taylor is another Kenyon
graduate here in New York. He is now
associated with the Kable News Com
pany, 420 Lexington Avenue. "Zack"
has been an active member of the Uni
versity Glee Club. [See this column,
March, 1935 Hika.]
Frederick J. Hartman walked into my
office the other day. He is taller and
thicker than he was when he was in
College. Taller, I think, because his
chest filled out so he can't bend over like
he used to, but it has given him an air
of confidence and he seems indeed to be
successful in his work as Educational
Director of the National Graphic Arts
Education Guild.
Cordially yours,
SILAS B. AXTELL.
P. S.—I had breakfast the other morn
ing at the Army and Navy Club in
Washington with Major Chester C.
Childs, Kenyon '07. He apparently is a
J

For the May

HIKA
STUART W. ROSE
has written a reply to the article
appearing- in the present issue.
Also, we are happy to announce
that we will publish for the first
time another work of the late
DR. GEORGE F. SMYTHE.
We are publishing in the same
issue a fine sonnet by
PROF. WM. PETERS REEVES.
And there will appear notices of
the class of 1916.

successful industrial engineer; travels
around the country a great deal, and
makes his permanent home in Fremont,
Ohio. After leaving Kenyon, where he
studied for two years, he went to Yale;
played on the Yale Varsity football team
as guard; made the American Olympic
Team; took third place in the hammer
throw at 179 feet. Later he fought in
the War; was decorated three times for
personal bravery, and honorably dis
charged as major in the United States
Army. These facts I elicited with con
siderable difficulty from Childs, who was
a personal friend of mine at College.
[The editors have further learned that
Mr. Childs was attached to the General
Staff at the end of the War, and that
he did considerable fighting in the
Argonne.~\
S. B. A.
[The editors sent a questionnaire to
The Rev. E. R. Dyer, Wusih, Kiangsu,
China, several weeks ago, hoping to use
information about him in the Alumni
Department of the March issue. The fol
lowing letter was received from China
just as the present issue of Hika was
going to press. It teas dated Feb. 26.]
SIR:
Your air mail letter came the other
day by the last ship from North Amer
ica, but caught me in bed with bron
chitis so that I haven't been able to
answer you until today.
I am answering your questions in this
letter, but if you need any contributions
to Hika later, I'll see what I can do for
you.
1. I am a clergyman of the Episcopal
Church and am a missionary of that
church in China.
2. I am the priest-in-charge of the
Mission Station maintained by the
American Episcopal Church in this dis
trict. We have rather a large staff of
Chinese and foreigners here and keep
six churches and two schools going and
growing. The whole parish has over a
thousand members.
3. I was married in 1915 to Anne
Fulton Humphreys, daughter of the late
Milton W. Humphreys, professor in the
University of Virginia. My wife took
an M. D. degree from the University of
Michigan and as such takes her part in
conducting clinics for the poor here.
We have two children, Edward R.
Dyer, Jr., born February 1, 1918, and
Louise G. Dyer, born October 17, 1920.
I am unable to send my son to Kenyon.
4. I would like to visit the Hill fre
quently, but ten thousand miles or what
ever the distance is, and some of them
are very wet, seem to get in the way.
5. I would have had more opportunity
to enjoy the benefits derived from con
nections made while I was on the Hill
if a few more Kenyon men had ad
venturous spirits. I did enjoy greatly
seeing a good deal of my classmate, Al
fred K. Taylor during his stay in China
shortly after the Great War.
I shall not be able to attend the reunion of my class, '06, this coming summer. Again it is the question of having
to go half way around the world!
Sincerely yours,
EDWARD R. DYER.
American Church Mission,
Wusih, Kiangsu, China.
P. S.—I am really filled with chagrin
over not being able to send my boy to
Kenyon. There have been people of my
family in Kenyon every generation since
the 1820's.
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QYe Quote . .
from the Correspondence
page, March HIKA
" . . . . From the fi-ont cover to the last page its
appearance has heen changed for the better,
typographically and in make-up.
GEORGE FITZPATRICK
Editor, New Mexico."

" . . . . Hika is a most unusual publication from
a mechanical .... standpoint.
THE CAXTON PRINTERS, LTD."

St oneman
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COLUMBUS, OHIO
Printers of the Hika since November, 1935
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The Singing Co liege
Kenyon does not deserve the title "the singing
college." But it did once. We are all too grown
up and far too sophisticated to sing. It is so much
more impressive to sit back and curl our heavilybearded lips at the poor kids who want to carry
on. And if we don't feel that way about it, we're
just a bit disinterested, and then the devil with it
anyway.
Voices? We have two hundred twenty of them,
and listen to the eager bursts of melody in the Com
mons. That's all they are, just bursts. The job of
the seniors is comparable to the leading of a Sunday
school, and not with the success. Have you ever
seen little children sing? They get embarrassed
and red. They affect disinterest and look at the
floor. They won't sing just because.
The singing tradition of Kenyon will never die
out completely. It's too fine for that. It will fade
perhaps for a while, and then suddenly be as alive
as ever. But changed, or perhaps different, men
will be singing, who know a song for what it's worth
and won't hesitate to make the most of it. There
need be no sentiment involved, for the beauty of
the Commons singing is its own justification.
Here is one of the essences of college life, actually
a part of the society we are paying for. We are
too generous. We say, "Keep the change," and find
that the change is worth more than the price.
Graduation is like going out of a grocery store and
leaving half your groceries.
The Kenyon Singers, as an organization, no
longer exists. "Because of financial reasons," has
been the excuse. But from whence did the support
for such an organization ever come? "From the
alumni, of course," we might say, but that really
isn't it. The real reason is deeper than that. The
real reason will explain a lot of things, things like
the attendance at almost any interscholastic con
test, the cliques that infest the place, the absence
of a good raging school spirit, all of which resolves
into one indigestible fact; that there is no unity.
We won't even do simpler things together—like
singing.
April, 1936

Herer is something that should be easy to start
again. All that is necessary is for everyone to take
an active part. It won't be like that though, be
cause there are just enough of us who would never
sing anyway to get the rest in a state of mind where
they don't know whether they are being sheep by
singing, or whether they will be sheep if they don't.
They keep still because it's too much effort to read
the words that must be handed to them on paper.
It seems that if a college were gifted with a centuryold tradition that was respected everywhere, the
least it could do would be to maintain it.
And here we sit.

The Bulletin
We heard a fellow laughing the other day and
wanted to know what was so funny. He was read
ing the KENYON COLLEGE BULLETIN. We
laughed too. You see, the Bulletin has for several
years been remarkable. The reason for its humor
is not at first apparent, but we have gradually di
vined the cause. It is written in an almost poetic
vein, using the words that do things to you. Gothic
spires, lofty towers, are profuse. We have actually
been unaware of most of the breath-taking facts
disclosed in it; massive dimensions of buildings, cost
of equipment, details of landscape. We have been
blind. They are all right there.
The potentialities of this institution were stuck
right in our face. Bare, terse, facts, all of them.
For example, Benson Field is treated with a certain
finesse. It is described as an area of about ten
acres, containing football and baseball grounds,
and a cinder track of more than a third of a mile.
Not to mention a straight-away course of 220 yards.
What room for imagination is left there! None of
the minor points are mentioned. We refer to the
grass-grown besodden state of the 220 yard straight
away, the labyrinth of mole hills constituting the
football field, which is, anyway, the most rolling
terrain we ever saw. It is a known fact that visiting
players have got lost among the hills of the foot
ball field and that passes of over ten yards are
thrown by dead reckoning.
5
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4. The Dean's latest accomplishment is:
a. Discovering another curve,
b. Helping run the basketball team,
c. Having his picture in the Columbus Sunday
Star,
d. Directing the cast at the Roxy in Cleveland,
e. Practicing his "long, blue nose" face.
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1. Who is the most prominent Spanish athlete on
the Hill?
a. Rabbit Weeks
b. Lips May
c. Gustaf Aho
d. Achilles Tozzer
e. Rich Patterson
2. Mr. C. B. Shaffer owns a horse named
a. Otwell's Inkwell,
b. Ned Turner,
c. Kenyon C.,
d. Maude's Fergy,
e. Clarence P.
3. Fred Astaire is to Ginger Rogers as Lee Allen
is to
a. The Carver,
b. Doc Hump,
c. Nellie Gage,
d. Windy Mills,
e. Leora H.
6

Kenyon
Intelligence Test

5. "You're the tops, you're the Old Wood-carver" is
followed by, "You're the tops, you are . . .
a. Tom, the Barber,
b. Brown of Harvard,
c. X-70,
d. Pink Toothbrush,
e. Portsmouth Harbor.
6. Who has been reading the riot act to a local
columnist for his "unchivalrous" comments
about two of Kenyon's loyal supporters?
a. A1 Cahall,
b. Fat,
c. Featherhead Larwill,
d. The Gumshoe,
e. The Gambier marshal.
7. The most delightful social events of the Gambier
season have been
a. Millmoss' week-end blinders,
b. The quiet affairs given by Phil and the
Whispering Mummy in the latter's bath
ing quarters.
c. Bessie's tri-daily insults,
d. The teas that Wolcott didn't give,
e. The Carver's "Smokers."
8. One of the most ardent exponents of the negro
race and its "virtues" is
a. Bully Mclntyre,
b. Ten Per Cent White,
c. "Father" Devine,
d. Blacksnake Reeder,
e. The ubiquitous Millmcss.
(Answers on page 22)
H i K A for
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Amateur Night
By Robert W. Paskins

•

:

H

Have one glorious fling before you're bounced. He
E paused on the corner of Broadway and
speculated vaguely as to whether or not Ethel Mer
Forty-ninth Street. Shoving his hands into
man would save her money against the time when
his ragged pockets, he breathed deeply. All
she
would lose her popularity. Probably not. Few
about him he felt the pulsing life. Broadway!
of
them
did. The show business was a field for the
Its exciting din left him tremulous. He pulled a
transient,
careless, happy-go-lucky souls who didn't
cigarette butt from his pocket and lit it. As he
give
a
worm-eaten
damn what morning would bring.
puffed, he dwelt upon the hundreds of familiar
He
became
conscious
of questioning eyes fixed
sights and sounds, the enveloping fog of many
upon his shoddy clothing, so he returned to the mob
voices, the sharp squeal of brakes, the shrillness of
outside where people rushed past him and around
a police wfliistle, and the rumble of a distant ele
him. They didn't notice
vated. He gazed idly for
him; he didn't notice
a moment at the blinking
them. He was in black
of a sea of lights, and at
VICTORY
face backstage at the
the staccato "on-and-off"
Broadhurst watching a
of illuminated signs and
Two score in his lifetime, I knew a man
comedy
team. His num
caricatures. He tossed the
Who made violins, neatly patched veneer,
ber
was
next. The team
lip-burner into the gutter
Tinkered at broken articles a span
finished
its
act amid ap
and sauntered along with
Full sixty winters, and died a long year
plause
from
bejeweled
the flowing crowd. Along
Destitute and in helpless misery.
women
and
tuxedoed
men.
Forty-fourth Street he
Amid his tools and lumber, in the gloom
Then
the
curtain
rose.
allowed himself to be
He wrought content, and half in jest, set free
George
Olsen
played
an
pushed by the mass until
Ideal beauty from that sordid room.
introduction
to
Ole
Man
he came to the Broad
River and then he was
hurst Theatre. There he
From Boston to Spokane the cult begins
singing.
The audience be
wandered into the secur
Jealously cherishing those violins:
came attentive and ap
ity and comparative quiet
Finesse of genius, rare wood, and a tone
preciative. Women failed
of the lobby.
Eloquently mellowing all their own . . .
for
the moment to criti
The lobby had been
Assuredly to have one's soul revealed
cize
other women's cloth
changed since the last
What matters burial in a Potter s Field!
ing;
men sat forward in
time he'd seen it. They
their
seats. This was the
WILLIAM
PETERS
REEVES.
had moved those palms
big
spot
in the show, the
behind the box office. The
hit
act.
Newspaper
style of uniform on the
theatre
critics
made
careful
notes
on
this,
the main
ticket-taker had been changed. Even the polished
reason
for
the
show's
success.
His
voice,
full and
brass railing had a different position now. He leaned
clear, reached the most remote corners of the
against it and pondered the billing . . .
theatre. The soft southern melody of Ole Man
"ANYTHING GOES"
Musical Comedy
River silenced the most talkative; it fostered cher
featuring
ished memories; it took them out of the show and
Ethel Merman
placed them in a dreamy nowhere; it caressed them.
His mind took him back a few years and he saw
The setting was a plantation scene. In the back
before him . . .
ground was a chorus, also in blackface. They came
Florenz Ziegfeld
in with their deep, rich harmony on the second
presents
chorus. He took the first part of the third chorus
"SHOWBOAT"
alone, swelling to a crescendo toward the end with
Showboat! That had been his show, his golden
both harmony singers and orchestra. Then it was
step to stardom. Funny how ten years could bring
over and he was taking his bows, leaning over the
such a change. If he'd saved his money .... Ah,
footlights to thank George Olsen for his splendid
well, he didn't regret. That was the show business.
April, 1936
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accompaniment while the wealthy, sophisticated
crowd dinned its approval.
(He turned west on Eighth Street into the tene
ment district.)
That's where the fast living came in, after the
show. There'd be enough invitations on his dressingroom table to arrange them fan-like, like a hand of
cards. He had always been a natural for a party.
Never had he had the will-power to turn them down,
his sincerest regret being that he could never get
them all in before dawn. Oh, he had been making
money all right, but it had been absorbed continu
ally by the leeches that infest Broadway. There
were two phrases which he was forever using,
namely: "Have just one more," and "Here, hand me
that check."
He had never come back; had never again come
up to his performance in Shoivboat. Though he
had played in hits after that, he had never again
reached the utter success that had glorified him
then. Yes, he had only himself to blame. It was
a story short and trite. A story of foolishly tem
peramental quarrels, of bad cases of swell-headedness, of too much money, and, ultimately, of broken
contracts. After that it had been the wide and
crowded road downward, first minor roles, then bits,
and now, . . . nothing.
By this time, he had wandered into the sort of
neighborhood where the bedding was draped over
the window-sills, where the tissue paper wrappings
from Sun-Kist oranges lay in the gutter in front
of the corner grocery store; the sort where families
let the supper dishes go so that they might sit out
on the long back porches that run the full length
of the tenement buildings, enjoying the long hours
of twilight. His aimless rambling brought him in
front of a small neighborhood theatre. He was in
formed by a glaring red and white sign that tonight
was "amateur night, open to everyone, first prize
five dollars." As he was about to pass by, he sud
denly stopped. He turned and approached the box
office. Acting upon information that he received
there, he went around to the stage entrance with a
peculiarly hopeful light in his eyes. After filling out
a short entry blank, he was conducted to a small
room backstage where, with a number of other con
testants, he was to await his turn. Sitting there
with five amateur entertainers, he felt strangely ner
vous and fidgety. He began to have doubts and mis
givings. Perhaps someone would recognize him.
He'd just have to chance that.
At nine o'clock, the manager called the first act.
It was a hill-billy team that got the hook before
they finished their first chorus. Next, there was a
dancer. Her foot-work was fair, but, in attempting
to punch a song to the last row, she put a file on a
tin can to shame. Then came a rotund, middleaged woman who murdered Ah! Sweet Mystery of
Life with her steam-whistle soprano. The fifth con8

testant was a kid who did impersonations. He had
possibilities. His impersonation of Amos 'n Andywas excellent, but his following imitations of Ed.
Wynn, Rudy Vallee, and Ben Bernie were all
like that of Amos 'n Andy. Then the manager came
back to the little room and called him. He hesitated
a moment and looked down at his shoddy jacket.
Then he said, "Gimme a break, buddy. Change
coats with me." There was something in his earnest
gaze that induced the manager to compliance; some
thing in his manner that compelled trust. He walked
confidently across the stage and bent over the pit.
The piano player nodded and the battered keys
tinkled out an ad-lib introduction to Ole Man River.
It was glorious! The piano was by no means com
parable to George Olsen's music, nor was the audi
ence as discriminating as that to which he had been
accustomed, but he was once again in a theatre, on
the stage, singing. Nor was he comparable to the
man who had sung Ole Man River in Showboat.
His voice was a bit thinner, his high notes a bit un
steady. But he wa§ alive again! To feel the throb
of his heart in his throat, to be blinded by the
glare of the footlights, to sense once more that his
song was going over, was a tonic, a stimulant. His
whole world had changed in five minutes. He was
exhilarated. And then they were acclaiming him.
To them, he was not a broken man; to them, his
voice didn't seem thin or unsteady. To them, he
was a great singer and a great entertainer. Tears
blurred the vision at the five-dollar bill that was
thrust into his hand.
Then he was once more on the street. He
straightened his wrinkled tie and strode along with
a light, confident step. He was once more the top.
He would have a party to celebrate that. He
clutched the five-dollar bill convulsively. A Broad
way playboy on a party that would last till dawn.
Yeah, that was it. A showman who "didn't give a
worm-eaten damn for what morning would bring."
Our scouts tell us that the other night Millmoss
dropped something in the dark. (The S. were tact
ful enough not to ask what it was.) After spending
five minutes using up a carton of lucifers and burn
ing his fingers to a nubbin, he suddenly crashed
through with the following outstanding philosoph
ical comment: "Any normal man would get a flash
light, I better stop 'Millmossing' around." Needless
to say, he found the object of his search in about two
minutes with a flash light.
Kenyon's prominent club-man and pole-vaulter,
Fat Peirce, has recently been the recipient, from a
Piqua alumnus, of a "simply divine" all white bath
ing suit. The catch comes in the fact that on the
front of the suit there is woven a large, purple "K,"
with FAT stitched in white wool against the purple
of the upper diagonal of the "K." Some boss, eh fun!
H I K A for
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AY back in '65, when Philo and Nu Pi were
pulling hair and no fooling, the boys had
a way of becoming incensed at one another
and had to be restrained almost forcibly from tak
ing up blunt instruments. Those were the days
people turned purple at the mention of blue if they
lived south of the Ohio, and muttered righteously
at the mention of gray if they lived north. They
shot at each other from behind trees for principles,
and Nu Pi and Philo represented the extremes of
political viewpoints around these parts.
These days the situation is less complicated.
Doepke is secretary, not to mention treasurer, of
Philo, and now they are considerably more reserved.
Despite the responsibility, however, he is one of the
happiest people we know.
He's an insidious fellow on the other hand. To
look at the fairly permanent smile on him, the
hasty conclusion is that Life is some fun. But it's
not. He was mixed up in the Ivy Club probe of
three years ago. The facts of the story have come
down to us somewhat garbled, but the essence of it
is that the Ivy Club jumped out in a body from
behind trees and intimidated newcomers with the
weighty observation, "Five bucks or else." It
worked in those days, with his convincing personal
ity and his awe-inspiring Ivy Clubbers behind him.
Now he is president of the senior class. The
seniors, unfortunately, are a secretive lot. Their
orgies, as a group, are concealed from the average
student. We are an average student, so most of this
is a blank. The only thing to say is that the choice
was inevitable. That office is the reward of good
fellowship.
But you won't get to know him, in case you don't,
by casual meetings. Go into his room, roll on his
bed and get yelled at. He gets red, and when he
stands between you and the light he has the faintest
hint of down on his ears. His first impulse when
roused is to thrust out his lower lip and squint
evilly, which causes his glasses to slip down on his
nose and make you laugh. He laughs too, and that
makes it all right.
April, 1936
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Beneath the smiling exterior lies common sense
and amazing insight. The realization of it is brought
to you in a disconcerting way. You will be talking
to him in what is, you believe, a mutually humorous
vein, when he will drop a remark that clatters on
the floor from sheer weight. You feel like he has
been humoring your feeble drivel, so you get serious.
Then you are lost, because he won't let you. And if
you keep trying, you feel like a funeral without the
corpse. The only thing to do is hang around with
all oars out until you can get readjusted.
Kenyon had been called a "hotbed of individual
ism." Men have gone out of here that meant
something. Men have gone out of here that meant
nothing. It's a funny place. You live practically
in your friends' shirts and neckties for four years
and may never see inside him. But you think you
do. The natural conclusion is that we are clams
and false-fronts. It's not true. Forced associations
have built up a reserve. That is what Bob has.
In his time at Kenyon he has glued many a
necktie to the ceiling, salted many a sugar bowl,
emptied at least one bucket (that we know of), but
he has crawled into his own bed and found the
sheets doubled too. He has been a part of what
college life is intended to be. All the good he can
gather he has packed into one gourd that we will
wear and use long after the last hair falls, if any.
9

About Flight Students
By Donald M. Gretzer
-pv EAR readers of Hika, I feel called upon at
1 this time to explain to you some of the
"mysteries" of the process of learning to
fly, and at the same time to give vent to some
pent up emotions arising from the consistent incon
sistencies of several students who amiably lay claim
to the fact that they are learning to fly.
Let us suppose that the day is fairly clear. Per
haps a mild breeze is blowing, and, soaring above
in rather less than graceful fashion is Kenyon's
box-kite, appropriately called the Fledgling. I am
sitting in the front cockpit in noble contemplation
of the instrument panel, twiddling my thumbs or
whatever it is a flight instructor twiddles to pass
the day away. Behind me is a student up in the air
for the first time, grimly gripping the stick and
waving it around like a magic wand that has sud
denly gone sour. The airplane correspondingly
waves its flippers uncertainly at startled hawks and
sparrows and pursues its unpredictable course
around the Kenyon airways.
If I were to take the notion to move the stick
myself I should probably find it necessary to use
both hands. The ship will fly by itself, but the stu
dent won't admit that and he literally tries to hold
it up in the air
by the stick. It
tires one no end.
The airplane I
first tried to hold
up weighed two
thousand pounds
and I still think
its weight was
badly underesti
mated.
In time the stu
dent will loosen
up. If he does
: "I • /
not, he will not
learn to fly
"It.
safely. The time £, ,
^35
required for un
conscious relaxa
...
tion varies con
siderably, but
BEp
within reason
able limits it does
E#1
not seem to mat-

•

ter much as far as the final ability of the student
is concerned. However, the longer he takes the
longer the instructor has to work. Stu Rose per
sisted with such display of strength that when he
wanted to push the stick forward and I wanted
to pull it back, the stick went forward. I gave
him a rubber handle to bend around. He didn't
like it a bit, but he soon behaved.
We are almost forgetting about our airplane
barging around in the sky. It seems to be getting
slightly out of hand. The student has attempted
to turn. The left wing is way down, much farther
than he ever meant it to go, the ship is starting to
dive at a disconcertingly steep angle and the man
behind me is beginning to become worried. I can
tell that by the way the controls start jumping
around. The interesting part of this situation lies
in the fact that the student knows exactly how to
get the airplane back to normal flight, but both he
and I know he won't be able to do it. When the
erratic movement of the controls tells me he is
badly confused, I merely extend my finger over the
side of the cowling and wiggle it, indicating that the
left wing should be brought up. He knew that right
along, but now for some strange reason everything
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clicks and he brings the wing and nose up as though
he had meant to put the ship in that position.
During some period of this first flight I may
look back upon the student. I must admit that this
is strictly unfair to him. It catches him very much
unawares, not giving him time to compose his
features. His eyes are staring steadfastly over the
nose of the ship, his lips tightly compressed, the
whole a vivid picture of grim determination at its
best.
As soon as I look, the student, realizing the tense
ness of his features, breaks out into a wide grin
and succeeds in looking very foolish. The first
time my instructor looked back at me I'd have hit
him with the fire extinguisher if I had dared let go
of the controls. It was downright humiliating. I
felt that I had forever lost whatever good opinion
he might have had of me because in that instant
I knew I looked like a scared chicken in a room
ful of niggers. I didn't even have time to "unlax"
so I did the next best thing and broke out into
that same wide, insane grin which accomplished
nothing except that it led me to want to commit
immediate assault and battery with some mayhem
thrown in for good luck. Perhaps I now look back
at the student in a spirit of revenge anticipating in
ghoulish glee the discomfort of that hard working
neophyte.
The student has spent half an hour in the air and
now knows how to fly the airplane under normal
conditions. He is somewhat wobbly to be sure, and
finds his greatest difficulty in trying to decide which
rudder pedal to use when he wants to turn the
airplane, but he no longer needs any assistance dur
ing his moments of indecision.
The next time we go up I shall raise both my
hands in the air almost as soon as the ship leaves
the ground, thus informing him that the rest is
up to him. The airplane will have a brief spasm of
jerks as he frantically tries to rescue it from my
carelessness and then will smooth out into an even
climb as I wiggle my finger at the nose or a wing-tip.
This will be his first meeting with the "unex
pected." He has met it successfully and probably
feels rather proud of it, which is well, as he will
have some very discouraging moments later on.
After a few minutes in the air to get the feel of
the ship again he will head the airplane for the
airport and approach in a glide as I close the
throttle. At this stage my fingers
wiggle more
frequently. The airplane itself handles as before,
but the student is in a new situation now and
tightens up again, unnecessarily waving ailerons at
the bees and birds.
As we near the ground I indicate a backward
motion of the stick now and then, and shortly the
April, 1936
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airplane is at rest. I find it needless to touch the
stick myself with about half the men on this
first landing. (This does not hold true for the fol
lowing ones.) With the other half I have to make
a hasty grab at it at the last moment. The student
professes great surprise upon finding he has com
pleted the whole maneuver without assistance. He
has a right to, for that is probably one of the very
few decent landings he will make for several hours.
He has one more surprise landing due him. Now
he is told to fly the ship over the airport as close
to the ground as he can without touching it. To
facilitate matters I make the approach and then
turn the airplane over to him. We fly over the
field about a foot or two off the ground at cruising
speed. The first time the altitude varies by as much
as ten feet as he badly overcontrols the ship, and
he may bump the ground now and then to add
variety to the performance. The second time he
does better. We go 'round and 'round like the
music from the third valve, coming in a little slower
each time. About the seventh or eighth round the
ship settles in spite of all he can do, strikes the
ground on three points and stays there. The ship
has made a perfect landing without his consent.
He may thus become aware of the fact that the
11
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one and only way to land the airplane properly
is to try like the dickens to keep it from landing.
Just so long as he keeps pulling the nose of the
ship up as the airplane tends to drop, and keeps on
doing it until the operation will not keep it from
dropping, he will succeed in making a perfect land
ing, providing of course the airplane is not more
than a foot or two above the ground when it drops.
Higher than that, and someone will have to buy a
new landing gear. It is really surprising how
simple it all is and how hard it is to do, once
knowing how it should be done.
Individual students vary considerably, yet in
many respects they are annoyingly consistent. Dur
ing the second or third flight our hypothetical stu
dent will start taking the ship off by himself and
will probably do fairly well except for his rudder
control. Since he has to be much quicker with the
rudder than in level flight he will invariably push
the wrong pedal and the more the ship swings the
more he will push, until I almost have to stand on
the rudder pedal to bring it back where it belongs.
The reason for this trouble lies in the fact that
almost everyone has acquired the habit of steering
a sled or whatnot to the right by extending the left
foot. An airplane is steered right by pressing down
on the right foot. A new habit must be formed
which will be acquired only by practice. In the
meantime the student becomes rather discouraged
with the apparent slowness of his improvement in
handling the ship directionally.
While his greatest difficulty seems to be that of
steering the craft, there is one exception for which
he should be given credit of some sort, and that
is his ability to aim unerringly at the highest ob
struction no matter how far to one side of the orig
inal take-off path it may be.
I shall explain to "Peanuts" Boren with great
patience that there is a tall tree on the left hand
side of the runway at the far end. He will look at
it, carefully noting, strangely enough, that there
really is a tree there. I shall then advise him that
the airplane will perform better if it does not hit
the tree. He will quite solemnly agree. In the end
both of us will have arrived at the conclusion that
it is best to take off on the right hand side of the
runway. Then, aiming the ship to the right, he
will open the throttle, swing to the left and make
a bee-line for the tree. It's just one of life's great
mysteries.
An instructor will always regard with apprehen
sion the outcome of some of his advice to the in
trepid airman. If he informs him that he ought to
glide the ship at a steeper angle, he must do so
with great caution, introducing as many synonomous adjectives meaning "slightly" steeper as he
can think of on the spur of the moment. Should
12

he neglect to do this he is likely to find the student
diving straight for the ground. Even at best the
results may not be predicted with any comfortable
accuracy.
Some time ago the "Flying Finn" found that the
ground was not down far enough. Every time he
tried to land the wheels struck the ground before
he meant them to, resulting in a series of bounces.
The solution of the problem was simple. I sug
gested that he pull the stick back a little faster as
he neared the ground. As a matter of precaution
I had my hand on the stick as we passed over the
field. At about the right moment the stick jerked
back a little, not much you understand, just enough
to cause me to bite my tongue carelessly extended
in line of flight.
I really thought that that was
about all to be expected from him, when without
giving me time to bring my tongue back to safety,
he hauled all the way back, breaking the stick from
my grasp and almost ruining my thumb. When I
managed to get my goggles off the end of my nose
I could see nothing but sky over the motor. After
bringing the ship to more or less an even keel and
resuming flight on past the field I turned and looked
back at him. He was grinning like an ape. On the
next landing he didn't bother to pull the stick back
at all.
And then there is Ascher who says "yes sir" so
convincingly one is lead to believe he understands
what you mean when you advise him to land on the
airport instead of the hangar. It would seem that
in avoiding the hangar there is nothing else left
to hit, but it so happens that there is one lone
chestnut tree about five hundred feet away. With
considerable dexterity, finding the tree is not in his
path, he slides the ship sideways until I have to
raise the left wing a few feet to get it over the
extended branches.
They all do it. These are not individual faults.
When the novice bicycle rider can ride up the
middle of a wide road without striking the one and
only tree growing by the side of it; when the
trembling new-car driver can shift into second with
out stripping reverse, or keep from hopping the
curb, then will the flight students land on the desig
nated airport instead of the one in the next county.
Until then, in lieu of the proper instincts they will
have to content themselves with the formation of
the proper habits. And that is the purpose of flight
instruction; to permit the man to obtain prolonged
practice and thereby to enable him to acquire the
habit of flying rather than the knowledge of flying.
The knowledge serves a different purpose than the
pure mechanical response actually needed to operate
the airplane. It finally all boils down to a phrase
used frequently by sportsmen, i. e., muscular co
ordination.
H I K A for
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TO A HORSEMAN, RIDING DOWN THE SLOPE OF KAYENTA HILL

American Medicine
By Hugh R. Lawrence
midnight, the witching hour. A myriad
I Tofwas
stars, pin-points of flickering light, dotted the

heavens. Hanging in space, a full moon sent its
penetrating beams down to the earth below. To a
horseman, riding down the slope of Kayenta Hill,
it landscaped the sparsely wooded sage-flat into
weird patterns of darks and lights. The horseman
checked his mount beside a weather-beaten pinon
tree.
To the north rose the buttes of Monument Valley,
and to the south towered the grim, foreboding palis
ades of Black Mesa. Nearer and dimly contrasted
with the looming piles of ancient rock hemming in
the surrounding flat, rested a cone-like Navajo
hogan. Through openings in the side of the brush
structure, a dirty yellow flame could be seen: the
sole sign of humanity in all the vastness of the great
natural amphitheatre.
The man tied his horse to the pinon tree and
walked toward the fire. Tiptoeing up to the hogan,
he squatted near the entrance. Inside, stretched out
on blankets to the left of the fire, was a human form.
The dim light made it impossible to tell whether the
form was man or woman. A group of Indians, all
barefooted, sat in a semicircle around the improvised
April, 1936

couch. Dressed in traditional costume, they wore
beaded shirts, buckskin leggings, and scarlet headbands.
In front of the fire, cross-legged, sat a medicine
man brewing herb tea. A native calfskin drum was
by his side. After heating the tea, the medicine
man gave it to the patient. As the figure on the
blankets was lifted up to sip the concoction, the
watcher discerned it to be a woman. After she had
finished the tea and was allowed to recline once
more, the medicine man cast an unknown herb on
the fire; this caused it to give off a thin, serpentine
line of smoke. He then pulled the drum nearer
to him.
Boom! Boom! Boom! went the drum, struck to
the accompaniment of gourd rattles in the hands of
the squatting Navajos. As soon as the drum was
struck, a wail went up from the natives. It con
tinued for a minute or two; then, in a lower pitch,
the Navajo medicine chant began. The gourd rat
tles shook rhythmically in time to the steady beat,
beat, beat of the drum. The medicine man led the
chant, and his every stroke of the drum was a blow
to the evil spirit that tormented the squaw.
(Continued on page 21)
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The Pipe
By David W. Jasper

H

E found it as he picked through a trash bar
rel, the way those derelicts do whom you see
slinking in the shadows of city alleys. The
polish of the briar was gone; the stem was taped
where it had cracked. It smelled evilly too, but it
was a pipe,—and he had none. The clinging ashes
he brushed away on his sleeve. He felt the grain
with his fingers, rubbed the bowl against his nose,
but it would not shine. Lustre would have been lost
on his ragged person.
As he fondled it in the pale light of the area-way,
the beauty of it entranced him. It had not the beauty
he would once have called beauty, rather it was the
beauty of fulfilled desire that narrows men's minds
to love simple things. He was sure it was finer than
any pipe he had before, when there had been many
of them. Again and again he fingered the bowl,
tested the stem to find how badly it was cracked.
Not too badly. A little wire over the tape would
hold,—and he would have a pipe.
Eagerly he searched among rotten halves of
lemons, grapefruit, and tins, caked with dried and
foul remains. But wire is easy to find in a trash
heap, all kinds of wire, wire to fix pipes. It didn't
look bad, the wire over the tape. Hid the break, too,
which mattered tremendously to him. Again he
tested it.
From the sagging pocket at his side he produced
the rusty blade of a knife, worked it round in the
bowl. The black shavings of its thick cake fell at
his feet. Oblivious to all around him, he moved
along the curb and out into the light that some
times pierces in smoky shafts to the depths of the
city. Fumbling and grinding. No one noticed him,
but he would not have cared if they had, anymore.
As he shuffled along he chanced to look up, and
beheld his image reflected in a glass. He dared to
look at himself, a thing he had refused to do before,
because it made him think and his eyes would turn
away with shame. He saw his pants sagging be
hind, rolled at the bottom because they were too
long and—not his own. A pair of shoes that were
not shoes, but blackened, shapeless things. Those at
least were his own. The face he knew was not his.
His face was clean and smooth, not wrinkled and
yellowish as this one was, with hairy spots on the
chin where the beard was too tough to cut away
with broken glass. The lines of the mouth were
deep, and the eyes squinted at him. But the pipe.
He must try the pipe.
He placed it in his mouth. To the left, to the
right, up and down; he studied each position critic
ally. In the left and down looked best.
14

He pushed the drooping coat aside and stuck his
hands in his pockets. It got tiresome after a while
because there were no bottoms to the pockets and
his arms would straighten out and hang down into
his trousers if he let them. Felt like a man again.
He squared his shoulders timidly.
Now to get some tobacco. There were butts in
the street by the curbs. Much easier than smoking
them separately because he could use the short ones
too. Six or seven would do it. And there, he had
a pipeful. Don't light it now. Save it a while and
think how it would taste. He felt the matches in
his hatband. Down by the river beneath the trestle
was the place, where the river backed into the
cove. All alone. He would watch the trains come
over the ridge across the river and pass faintly over
the trestle high above. Not far, and he could smoke.
Take a long time going down.
He left the buildings and followed the dirt road
toward the river. As he drew near the towering
trestle, he walked slower and slower. Make it last
long. He would circle down beneath and reach the
cove over the creek bridge. Longer that way.
At the rim of the valley where the slope down
to the river begins, he halted. The delay excited
him. He watched cloud-shadows sweep over the
hills from behind and race through the valley like
wraithes, disappear over the opposite ridge. From
the railroad yards downstream white geysers rose
from fussing shunt engines. He took the pipe from
his pocket and held it up. He would take off his
coat and lie in the shade. The willows fringing the
bank were so green and soft from here. It would
be cool. He ran his fingers through the short hair
at his temples and brought them away, wet with
perspiration. Should have got more butts.
He hastened toward the willows, loitered again
as he got nearer. Anticipation filled him. His hand
constantly sought the pocket in which lay the pipe.
He paused again to admire the massive and tower
ing trestle. The cove was so very close.
He entered the shade with beating heart, crouched
at the waters edge. The shadows were pierced with
muddy light that sifted in ever changing, glancing,
shafts through the willows above him. He laid the
pipe aside and removed the dark coat. The water
was cold and it chilled him when he touched it. It
should have felt warm. He was getting too old for
that. But somehow he did not care. There was the
pipe, and it had to last a long time. Why not take
a swim? Feel better.
From around his waist he dr£w the rope that was
his belt. He dropped the sagging trousers from him
and stood on the bank. The water was cold. He
looked at the pipe, took a breath, stepped into the
water. Silt stirred in angry clouds about his ankles.
His white, veined legs became rough with gooseflesh
and his arms flexed as he shivered. Soon . . . He
(Continued on page 18)
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iterary Soundings
By John C. Neff
THE HOUSE IN PARIS, Elizabeth Bowen, Alfred
A. Knopf, Inc., 269 pp., $2.50.
It is well worth considering, a novel which has
children as its principal characters and which at the
same time has been undoubtedly influenced by the
art of Henry James. In this last respect it is
altogether significant that any novel as greatly simi
lar to the fiction of Henry James as Miss Bowen's
is should have caught popular fancy. Perhaps the
readers of her sensible novel will, if properly in
structed, move on to the higher and more astonish
ing achievements of James himself. This should not
suggest, however, that The House In Paris is an
inferior work; as a matter of fact it represents
something of an accomplishment in this day when
a hurried public consistently demands a hurried
novel that requires little thought, little coordination
of thought, one might better say, to be thoroughly
appreciated and understood.
Miss Bowen has a highly imaginative mind—so
do scores of other present day writers; but what
sets her apart from many is that her mind is dis
ciplined. At no time in the story does she allow
her fancy to get beyond control, nor does she send
her characters at hectic speeds from one situation
to another. No. Everything is orderly, nothing is
useless. And this is as it should be.
The story, briefly, is this. The two chief charac
ters, children, Leopold (aged 9) and Henrietta
(aged 11), meet each other in the Fisher house in
Paris. Henrietta is marking time on her journey
from England to Mentone where she is to visit her
grandmother. Leopold is waiting to meet his mother
whom he has never known. The entire action takes
place within a few brief hours. The mystery of
Leopold and his origins give rise to a full explana
tion of the past. Here the novel becomes a story of
the boy's parents and their quick passionate court
ship. Karen, the mother, engaged to Ray; Max, the
father, engaged to Naomi. The upshot is that Max
kills himself, Karen marries Ray, and Naomi lives
with her old mother in the Fisher house in Paris.
After this account, the reader is again returned co
the scene of the present. Leopold learns that his
mother is not coming for him after all; his step
father comes instead. The book closes with Hen
rietta entrained for Mentone and Leopold and Ray
riding through the wet streets of Paris towards
April, 1936

Versailles where the boy will meet his own mother
for the first time.
A fuller appreciation of this novel may be easily
achieved by a reading of Henry James' What Masie
Knew, in which the principal character is a child.
Like James' novel Miss Bowen's is well organized,
constructed with great care. It is of signal interest
that the author has succeeded in creating a proper
symmetry in the relations of the characters—for
each is, throughout the story, modified or supported
by some other character.
A New York writer has complained that The
House In Paris lacks sufficient background. We
cannot see enough, he complained. There is the rub.
More background (or literary furniture, if you like)
would have been disastrous. This story is not so
much concerned with making pictures of places and
things as it is with creating the human character
and its forces and emotions. It is concerned wholly
with the conflicting elements in human motives, pas
sions, ideals. And if the author has, (and I believe
she has), occasionally struck upon a universal note,
her work has been well worth while. How faithful
to human nature is the following incident which
occurs soon after Leopold has learned his mother
is not coming to fetch him from the house in Paris.
Leopold is crying and Henrietta moves over to him.
"Finally, she leant her body against his, pressing
her ribs to his elbow so that his sobs began to go
through her too. Leopold rolled his face further
away from her, so that one cheek and temple now
pressed the marble, but did not withdraw his body
from her touch. After a minute like this, his elbow
undoubled itself against her and his left arm went
round her with unfeeling tightness, as though he
were gripping the bole of a tree. Held close like
this to the mantlepiece he leant on, Henrietta let
her forehead rest on the marble too: her face bent
forward, so that the tears she began shedding fell
on the front of her dress. An angel stood up inside
her with its hands to its lips, and Henrietta did not
attempt to speak.
"Now that she cried, he could rest. His cheek
no longer hurt itself on the marble. Reposing be
tween two friends, the mantlepiece and her body,
Leopold, she could feel, was looking out of the
window, seeing the courtyard and the one bare tree
swim into view again and patiently stand. His
breathing steadied itself; each breath came sooner
and was less painfully deep. Henrietta, meanwhile,
felt tears, from her own eyes but not from a self
she knew of, rain on to her serge dress, each side
15

of the buttons that were pulled a little crooked by
Leopold's hands. They stayed like this some time.
" 'Leopold . . .'
"'What?' he said.
" 'Nothing.' "
But to create a child on paper and resist the in
evitable temptation to endow that child with a
mature intelligence is indeed reason enough that
Miss Bowen be praised. As it should be, Leopold
and Henrietta are bewildered by all the strange talk
round and about them, by the more strange history
of Leopold himself. They are impressed by what
they see and hear, but they are unable to interpret
the full significance of the moment. What the child
might be supposed to have understood does, natur
ally, tax the author's ordered imagination to its
limits. She does none the less succeed in keeping
Leopold and Henrietta children.
Miss Bowen's style is studied and intelligent. Her
characters emerge from the printed page as real
persons. It comes as a matter of course that the
reader should take a fancy to them. With more
apologies to the same New York writer referred to

above, I suggest that a reader does not have to be
come "romantic" about fiction characters (or real
persons, for that matter) in order to like them.
That New York writer says : "One cannot like any of
these people; nor forget them after laying down
the book. They exist in their own right, which is
the mark of first class fiction." If, for example,
Leopold cannot be liked and yet exists in his own
right, thereby constituting the "mark of first class
fiction," what is one to do about the most beloved
characters of fiction? Or does that writer suggest
that the process of "liking" some one is more nearly
concerned with the impersonal rather than the per
sonal element in the human character?
But about the conclusion of the story. It comes
with the night. Leopold and Ray accompany Hen
rietta to the station where she boards her Mentone
train. The house in Paris is in the past. New and
broader fields have opened. The particular reactions
of one day have led Leopold (as well as Henrietta)
to another horizon. The present horizon has been
realized; what the next holds is another field, an
other perspective, and another story.

Memorabilia
By Stuart W. Rose
you ever met Little Griswold? If not,
H AVE
you may do so any day by stepping into the

local boneyard behind Rosse Hall. Little Griswold
will be there, because he is quite dead. Having vis
ited Little Griswold's final resting place, you may
want to know a little more about this remarkable
character. The reference is in the form of a thirtytwo page pamphlet in the possession of Miss Louise
Adams. This little literary gem is backed with black
clay paper to add the tone of bereavement, and
although its front cover was once probably as white
as the driven snow, it is now a very familiar yellow.
On the front is printed, "Little Griswold" or "The
Dead of Childhood May Still Live," by B. K. M., "One
Who Knew and Loved Him." The pamphlet was
published in Cincinnati in 1864.
Little Griswold's full name was Matthew Griswold
Cracraft, son of the Rev. J. W. and Louisa D. Cracraft. He was born in Philadelphia on August 26,
1859, and died on May 30, 1863, in Gambier. The
author, in this memorial booklet addressed to him,
expresses the opinion that too many adults are eulo
gized and not enough of the "Early Dead." Picking
on Little Griswold as a fit subject, this particular
eulogizer carries on for thirty-two pages. In prov
ing his point, before starting on Our Hero, he says:
"It is both instructive and pleasing to the young, to
16

see the beautiful specimens from their own ranks,
and it encourages the cultivation of piety and gentle
qualities to see them exhibited in connection with the
winning forms and tender years of childhood."
After two or three pages devoted to bringing Little
Griswold into this cruel world, B. K. M. comes
through with this passage, which sounds as if it
should be poured on a waffle. "No one, however,
who knew Little Griswold, ever wondered at the
fondness and expectations that surrounded him, nor
at the charm that made everybody who came in con
tact with him delight in and love him; for, added to
his radiant health and childhood beauty, was joined
a singular sweetness of expression and manners, that
made one love him at first sight. But it was in
his conversation and the workings of his young
mind, that the great charm of his presence dwelt."
"Griswold was one of Childhood's Gentlemen."
Apparently, Little Griswold never forgot to insert
a "Thank You" in the proper place, and was the
acme of consideration. Even as he lay on his death
bed, he would raise his fevered brow and beg that
his parents cease their worrying. When Our Hero
was administered a dose of castor oil, he would
smile sweetly and say, "Thank You."
"Griswold was one of Childhood's Patriots."
(Continued on page 18)
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By Leland G. Allen

ENYON'S latest Rosse Hall attraction, the
combination boxing and wrestling acts, pro
vided another enjoyable evening among our
fighting brothers, and contained an added kick be
cause of the antics of the wrestlers.
The bout between Smithers and a "gentleman"
whose name escapes me at this point was especially
interesting and was undoubtedly the evening's high
light. This was made possible through the efforts
of the "gentleman" in question who showed defin
itely that his life has not been spent reading Emily
Post.
His conduct was certainly unethical, unchivalrous,
and besides it was damned dirty. Before the match
the referee remarked that only three things were
barred: kneeing, biting, and pulling hair. When
this guy got into the ring, he kneed, bit, and pulled
hair. He was naughty!
Meanwhile, Smithers went about his business,
which at the moment consisted of aeroplane slams,
flying mares, and half-nelsons, and was the hero in
front of the big crowd. Perhaps when these two
lads meet again, Smithers will be the villain. The
crowd was happy when Smithers won, and looked
as though they had attended all the rehearsals.
The main event of the evening (that's what the
fat, little announcer termed it) was a grunt match
between Maxie Martin and Walter Sirois, who had
a lovely tattoo. In this case Martin was the hero
and was all set to win when somebody missed his
signals and knocked the referee out of the ring.
The latter stayed out for a while and missed seeing
Maxie pin Sirois; when he returned, the situation
was reversed. So Sirois won, but Maxie couldn't
understand it and hung around the ring awhile.
After seeing the first two boxing matches, we
decided not to mention boxing in this column, but
the appearance of one Battling Bozo changed all
that. We couldn't figure him out when he started
to fight.
He looked as though he had just stopped
at a Texaco station and had said "Yes" when the
Texaco salesman asked to fill him up. He also looked
as though he had been hibernating at the Wisner
for a few hiems (hiem is Latin for "winter" and is
perhaps misspelled).
His style of fighting was something never before
seen around these parts. He was awkward, slow
April, 1936

afoot, and not especially anxious to fight, but some
how he knew how to block down blows. Somebody
told us he used to be good. That's an awful thing
to say.
When you looked at Bozo, you felt half disgusted
and half amused. His eyes were circumscribed by
pouches, his manner of speaking was certainly not
reminiscent of Boston, and he had ploughed under
every third tooth. But we liked him.
We tried to find Bozo after the fight to get Dr.
Rigg to determine his I. Q., but we couldn't find him.
We later heard that he spent the night reading
Hegel at the Peirce Hall lounge.
If you will pardon a sudden transition to what is
supposed to be serious, we would like to pause and
feel proud of the record made by Kenyon's first
swimming team. This team, starting training a
month later than other Ohio colleges, won two out
of three meets, losing only to the strong Wooster
outfit. Besides, they placed third in the Conference
Meet which included seven entries. The swimming
outlook here is, to be trite, very bright, especially
since the chief threat in the water, George Eagon,
has two more years of competition. George will have
a fine running mate in Carl Weiant, and by next
year other men will have developed enough to gain
places.
Something should be done about Kenyon base
ball. Rudy Kutler promised to put a team on the
field, and that he will do, but at present the team
has no coach. We can't imagine a team without a
coach any more than a college without professors,
but the situation apparently has no way of being
cleared up. Gene Lambert will devote his time to
tennis, as he should, but that means no one is avail
able to train the diamond aspirants. What is needed
is another man in the athletic department who could
be here all year, but such an addition of course
requires the same bugaboo—fiscal backing.
As things stand, Kenyon's baseball games will
probably be the same uninteresting things that they
were two years ago.
We notice that ping pong has leaped from the
ranks of what were once contemptuously called
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"sissy sports" to a game that has acquired national
attention. The game is now played in tournament
form before large metropolitan crowds, and so far
has not lost its glamour.
Kenyon ping pong has followed the curve and the
table in Peirce Hall is always occupied. This sudden
increase in interest makes the fact known that the
table is not adequate. This table sufficed when rarely
used, but now it is beginning to sag at the knees and
have dizzy headaches.
It would be nice if whoever is responsible for ping
pong here would put a table in each dormitory.
There is plenty of room in every basement.
Kenyon organizations have a habit of dying out
and then being revived. The number of times Philomathesian has tossed in the towel and then had a
pulmotor put on it runs up into big figures.
The
same is true of other activities, notably the rifle
club.
A long time ago Kenyon had a rifle team, coached
by Dr. Reeves, which functioned for years. Some
one discovered that fact last year and reorganized
the squad. We had not heard much about it lately
and asked one prominent member what had hap
pened. We were told that the weather was too poor
to allow shooting. That reply is naturally true, but
it is also true that the Civil War was probably not
blessed with constant good weather. The comparison
is not very good, but what we mean is if Kenyon
is serious about having a rifle team, a little matter
like weather should be only a minor barrier.
This is t-he season when winter sports are finished
and spring sports have not yet begun and athletic
life here reaches a new low. For that reason this
column is devoid of statistics and results. Since we
never dabble in prophecies, the only alternative is
to bring up matters of comparative unimportance.
When this happens, we are always reminded of
Charlie Dryden, traditional baseball editor of a Chi
cago daily, who, one day, having nothing to put in
his column, wrote five hundred words on how to go
through a revolving door. We wish we could do
that!

THE PIPE
(Continued from page 1U)

walked farther forward, deeper, and stumbled sud
denly against a hidden rock. The shock caused him
to cry out and flounder madly. Instantly he was up,
trembling and drawing great breaths, and thrashed
to the bank. Out of the water he crossed his arms
on his heaving chest and shook with chill. Hastily
he fumbled with his trousers, trying to pull them
over his wet legs. The friction of wool warmed
him. From the corner of his eye he glanced at the
pipe. Now.
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Deliberately he selected a spot where the sun
shone warmest, where the moss lay the softest. Care
fully he rolled the coat, arranged a pillow. As he
laid his head upon the ragged cloth a sunbeam
flashed in his eyes. He closed them but made no
move to escape its warmth. The heat and glow
through his eyelids was soothing. His hand groped
for the pipe at his side, closed over it caressingly.
To, think of nothing, nothing but the pipe. A
match. His hand searched the band of the crumpled
hat. One was plenty. Scratch it on a pebble. Now
he brought the flame over the bowl, drew slowly,
deeply. Warm draughts descended into him. The
sting of the smoke in his nostrils would last forever.
But it was gone. Finished. The pipe was out
and he felt alone, cold. He opened his eyes and
there was darkness. The sky was black with coming
rain. The first gusts soughed in the willows above
him. Drops stirred their frayed lace and fell sound
lessly to disappear in the moss. Rain fell on his
upturned face. He closed his eyes and wept.

MEMORABILIA
(Continued from page 16)

Little Griswold, at the tender age of four, followed
with care the day by day developments of the Civil
War. He knew the names of the generals in both
fields and also the names of the officers of the gov
ernment. Many devout hours did he spend praying
for "the greatness and glory of the cause in which
we are engaged."
Griswold was one of Childhood's Christians."
Little Griswold devoted several hours each day to
prayer and the singing of his favorite hymns. His
"love of religious exercise and conversation" were
a revelation to all. In short, although Little Gris
wold was a Christian, he was also very religious.
Often he entertained his parents and their friends
by the rendition of some of his favorite selections
from the "Union Collection," among which were:
"Shining Shore," "My Days are Gliding Swiftly By"
(a hole is worn in the page at this point by the steady
drip, drip of salty tears), "Jesus, Savior of My Soul,
Let Me to Thy Bosom Fly," and "I Want to be an
Angel."
Little Griswold was buried from Rosse Chapel.
Eight Kenyon men carried Our Little Hero in his
wooden kimono to his final stamping ground.
"It was just after the sun had risen, on Saturday
morning, May 30, that his young spirit went back to
its Giver—to the precious and unchanging rest of
heaven; it was just at the setting of the sun on Sun
day, the day following, May 31, that his loved form
was let down gently into the shadowy quietness of
the grave, already robbed of its victory by the hal
lowed rest in its shadows, and glorious resurrection
from it of the Son of God."
Hi KA for
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THE BEST "BREAK" A PIPE CAN GET
Pipe smokers who make pals out of
their pipes agree that Prince Albert
is the tobacco for breakin' 'em in —
and for forever after, too. P. A. is
tobacco at its friendliest — cakes
nicely in the bowl —smokes sweet
and cool and satisfying. P. A. is

"crimp cut" for slow burning—does
not bite the tongue. The big red tin
holds 50 pipefuls. You needn't risk
a cent trying this princely smoke.
Just take advantage of our no-risk
offer. And P. A. is swell "makin's"
for roll-your-own cigarettes.
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OUR OFFER TO PIPE SMOKERS
"You must be pleased"
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't find it
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time with
in a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price,
#

o

:21®
,o]

plus postage. (Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.

PRINCE ALBERT
April, 1936

THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE!

50

pipefuls of
fragrant tobacco in every
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert
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lumni Department
Does distance strengthen bonds? The response
to the questionnaire sent out by the editors of Hika
indicates that it does. It is significant, we think, that
every member of the class of 1906 is a subscriber
to Rika, which is partly due to the generosity of
Silas B. Axtell, secretary of the class. We wish
to congratulate the class of 1906 for its excellent
organization spirit.
This month we devote this page to the class of
1926. We have been unable to reach every mem
ber of the class, but for those who have replied to
our letters we give our heartiest thanks.
Jackson E. Betts, Findlay, Ohio, is the prosecut
ing attorney at Findlay and his numerous Kenyon
friends are bent on sending him down to the legis
lature at the coming election.
The Rev. D. M. Dowell, St. James Church, Piqua,
Ohio, is the pastor of the above church. He recently
sent President Peirce a white bathing suit with the
word "Fat" inscribed in a purple "K."
R. G. Evans, 128 E. 6th St., Cincinnati, Ohio, is
married and has one son. He holds the position of
Vice President with the Cincinnati Cordage Co.
J. F. Furniss, 17 Security Savings Bldg., Lan
caster, Ohio, is the owner and manager of the J. F.
Furniss Co. of insurance brokers. He is married
and has one son. He said that he has enjoyed Ken
yon connections, and in true Kenyon fashion returns
each June.
Don J. Gassman, Commodore Apts., Pondfield Rd.,
Bronxville, N.Y., lives in a Kenyon settlement and
edits the "National Petroleum News." He is mar
ried but has no children—owns one Pekingese.
H. J. Hitchcock, 716 Broadway, Washington C.H.,
Ohio, is married and has one child. Although he has
not returned to the Hill as often as he would have
liked to, he will be here to meet his classmates in
June.
Rudolph John Kutler, lives, as every one knows,
in Gambier, Ohio. At the present time he is making
*The editors would like Kenyon alumni to suggest an
appropriate title for this page. For the five best titles sub
mitted we offer a year subscription of Hika. For the title
selected we will award either one two-year subscription, or
two one-year subscriptions. Send us your suggestions at
once!
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his home in Cromwell Cottage—later he will take
a house in the village. As every one knows, also,
he is Director of Athletics at Kenyon. And every
one should know, we feel, that he has recently been
married (to a Cleveland girl, formerly a teacher at
Harcourt). At this writing "Rudy" exists in a coma.
W. C. Love, Buckland St., Fremont, Ohio, is the
Personnel Director of an enamelling company in Fre
mont and is looking forward to renewing old friend
ships this June.
P. A. Mulvey, Belden & Co., 1 Wall St., N.Y., is
married and has one child. He is with the above
bond house and returns to the Hill when opportunity
permits.
George B. Shaffer, Gambier, Ohio, is now the As
sistant Dean at Kenyon and travels most of the
time. He is married and is a real Kenyon booster.
E. H. Stansfield, 806 Diagonal Rd., Akron, Ohio, is
the proud father of twins, a boy and a girl. He is the
manager of a Ford agency in Akron.
G. F. Trumbull, 19 Cambridge Blvd., Detroit,
Michigan, is Vice President of the Detroit Wax
Paper Co. He is the father of two boys and a girl,
and he says his sons are destined for Kenyon. He
has returned to the Hill twice since '26.
Dr. B. F. Voorhees, 412 Niles Bldg., Findlay, Ohio,
is a resident osteopathic physician. He is very much
enmeshed in Republican state politics and is Secre
tary of the Hancock County Republican Executive
Committee. He is now sending Jack Betts, '26,
down to the Legislature.
M. C. Weller, 520 Michigan Ave., Chicago, 111., is
married and has two small children. He is Director
of the Membership Service Division with the
National Selected Morticians. Says he has "enjoyed
reading" Hika.
The Rev. D. C. Wright, Emanuels Church, Athens,
Ga., is the Pastor of that church. He has a wife,
from Virginia, and a one year old son.
W. R. Young, 792 Mannington Ave., Cincinnati,
Ohio, owns and manages his own home building con
cern. He is married and has one child—a boy. Hopes
to see old friends this June.
II I IC A
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Candy for Raster.
WHITMAN - JOHNSTON'S - GOBELIN
and our own Boxes
Leave orders before starting your Easter Vacation
We will fill all orders in time for Easter

SURLAS & FRANCIS
CANDY AND SODA GRILL
MT. VERNON

FINEST FOODS

FINEST DRINKS

DAN EMMETT GRILL
Hotel Curtis
Mt. Vernon
Cocktail Hour—5-6 P.M.
ALL COCKTAILS 20c

Your Spring Needs
Can Be Purchased
W/ith Confidence

at

Knox County's Greatest Store

AMERICAN MEDICINE
(Continued from page 13)

To look inside that hogan, to see the circle of
natives through the smoke of the medicine fire, was
a new experience to the watcher. He was rapidly
being taken out of himself. The weird, barbaric
rhythm rose from a dolorous monotone to a wild,
vibrant treble. The tone of the song literally tore
into his soul. It caused him to forget who he was.
It made him think of himself as an actual partici
pant of Che ceremony. As time passed, the flickering
light distorted the stolid faces of the Navajos, and
to him, they were transformed into very devils in
carnate. Sweat trickled down their faces and
drenched them, but still their plea for the life of
the squaw continued. The watcher was drawn more
and more into the moving spirit of the chant as it
rolled along, its words either invoking the aid of a
good spirit to cure the woman, or commanding an
evil, spirit to cease torturing her.
At certain intervals, the Indians paused for a
short time to rest and refresh themselves. They
did not, however, leave their places; small children
brought them sour dough and steaming chickory.
Then again they would start that tremulous air,
carrying their prayers, out over the sage-flat to their
gods. The continuous voice of the drum and the
slurring sound of the rattles were in perfect har
mony with the strains of their song.
For four hours, this eerie music kept up, but as
that symbol of life, the "Little Bear" arose into the
heavens, the rhythm became slower. Then, as the
dim light that precedes dawn crept out over the flat,
the chant died out in a long chilling wail. Only
the drum and the rattles kept up the tempo of the
incantation. Suddenly, dawn came, and the rim of
the sun appeared over the eastern edge of Black
Mesa. The medicine man, seeing this, struck the
drum a resounding blow. He leaped to his feet, and,
running out of the hogan, prostrated himself before the God of Light.
Simultaneously, the stricken squaw struggled to
her feet as though she were hypnotized. She stag
gered over the dying embers of the medicine fire
into the open. There, in the full dawn, she straight
ened her body, looking far into the eastern sky.
Then, suddenly, she clutched at her heart and fell
to the ground—dead !

The DOWDS-RUDIN Co.
211-213 South Main St.

MOUNT VERNON,

April, 1936
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For The BEST BEER and SANDWICHES

ELKS GRILL

MT. VERNON
Courtesy Cards issued to Kcnyon men.
Ask at Elks Club about the cards.
Not a Public Place
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AMONG OUR CONTRIBUTORS
Robert W. Paskins is a member of the class of '38, and his
story "Amateur Night" is his first contribution to Hika.
Donald M. Gretzer, instructor in aeronautics, gives us an
amusing picture of daily activities at Port Kenyon. This is
Mr. Gretzer's second contribution to Hika.
Hugh R. Lawrence is a member of the class of '39. His
sketch, "American Medicine," is his second contribution to
Hika this year. Lawrence made a trip into the Navajo
country last summer during a vacation. The photograph
appearing with this sketch was loaned by Mr. George h itzpatrick, editor of the New Mexico Magazine, which is pub
lished in Santa Fe, New Mexico.

C. H. DIETRICH
Watch and Jewelry Repairing
MT. VERNON

29 E. Gambier St.

OHIO

Compliments of

The Kelser-Dowds Company
Wholesale Groceries
MT. VERNON OHIO

William Peters Reeves has again favored Hika with an
other of his sonnets. Professor Reeves' theory about son
nets is this: If you sit down and write two or three hun
dred of them, you will find that in time they will come easily
and successfully.

Laro;e
Size Portraits
ZD

David W. Jasper has written the editorial for this issue as
well as the sketch "The Pipe."

Made from your Individual Pictures
At a Reasonable Cost

Stuart W. Rose has contributed Memorabilia from time
to time in the past. His reply to Mr. Gretzer's article next
month should prove to be of interest to our readers.

The M. H.

Mueller Studio 35 Arcade
Newark, Ohio

We have often complimented ourselves on our
memory, which we thought was darn good. Now
there comes to us a tale of Uncle Bobby that be
littles us, overwhelms our feeble successes.
Dick Tuttle, brother to Bob (Tuttle) returned
some time ago, as alumni are wont to do, seething
with a nostalgia for the genial and learned atmos
phere of the class in Radfordics. He had been gradu
ated three years before. With the air of familiarity
he took seat in the Doctor's class and slumped characteristically to his shoulder blades.
Dr. Radford entered the room, adjusted the good
old bifocals, and had at him.
"Hmister Tuttle," he said, "Hyou'rethree rephhot's behind."
Riggydig Rigg—"You can pick him up; he won't
bit you if you don't peench him."

SOUTHWORTH
TYPEWRITER PAPER

r*sg*

A grade and weight
of paper for every
need.

SOUTHWORTH
EXECUTIVE STATIONERY
Specially designed for fraternity stationery
and personal use.
Carried in stock by

ANSWERS:
1 — e; (Bull slinger, to youse)
2 — c;
3 — c;
4 — b;
5 — a;
6 — a;
7 —b;
8 — c.
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KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
Manufactured by

Southworth Company
West Springfield,
Massachusetts

HIKA for

Pitkin's Provision Store
"Everything to Eat"

CINEMA
Schine's Vine Theatre
Matinee Daily—2 P. M.—Evenings 7-9 P. M.
Continuous Shows Sunday 2-11 P. M.

MT. VERNON, OHIO

6 6

SAY

IT

WITH

March 29, 30 & 31

Dionne Quintuplets in "The Country
Doctor."

April

1& 2

Gladys Swarthout and John Boles in
"Rose of the Rancho" with Charles
Bickford.

3& 4

Chester Morris in "Three Godfathers"
and Laurel and Hardy in "The Bo
hemian Girl."

5& 6

Robert Montgomery and Myrna Loy in
"Petticoat Fever," and Audioscopiks.

7& 8

Margaret Sullivan in "Next Time We
Love."

9& 10

Edmund Lowe in "Garden Murder
Case" and Richard Dix in "Yellow
Dust."

FLOWERS"

SHARPS
Phone 895

HECKLER'S
MT. VERNON'S METROPOLITAN

Lyric Theatre

2 -- DRUG STORES -- 2

WORLEY'S
MEN'S WEAR
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Matinee Daily—2 P. M.—Evenings 7-9 P. M.
Sunday and Monday
March

29 & 30

Jack Holt in "Dangerous Waters" and
Marion Nixon in "Dance, Girl, Dance."

April

13 & 14

Richard Talmadge in "Speed Madness"
and Hoot Gibson, Sally E'ilers in
"Clearing the Range."

Memorial Theatre
Weekday shows 7-9 P. M.—Sunday shows 2-7-9 P. M.
Added stage attractions Wednesday and Thursday.
April 12, 13 & 14

Alison Skipworth and James Ellison
in "Hitch Hike Lady."

15 & 16

Conrad Veidt and Helen Vinson in
"The Passing of the Third Floor Back."

17 & 18

Ken Maynard and June
"Heroes of the Range."

IvNECHT-FEENEY ELECTRIC CO.
Complete Electrical Sales and Service
6 South Main Street
Phone 444

Established 1912

Mt. Vernon Ohio

GELSANLITER'S
Typewriters Office Supplies
Desks
Phone 338

Peirce Hall Coffee Shop
Good Foods and Service
OPEN ALL DAY

May

Gale

in

19, 20 & 21

Gary Cooper and Jean Arthur in "Mr.
Deeds Goes to Town."

22 & 23

Roger Pryor and Charlotte Henry in
"Return of Jimmy Valentine."

24 & 25

Ralph Bellamy and Gloria Shea in
"Dangerous Intrigue."

26, 27 & 28

Walter Huston in "Rhodes, the Dia
mond Master."

29 & 30

Marion Nixon and Chick Chandler in
"Tango."

1& 2

Chas. Starrett and Joan Perry in "Mys
terious Avenger."

3, 4 & 5

Junior Coghlan and Dickie Moore in
"Little Red School House."

6& 7

Helen Vinson and Conrad Veidt in
"The King of the Damned."

8& 9

Gene Audry and Ann Rutherford in
"The Singing Vagabond"

10,11 & 12

H. G. Wells' production of "Things To
Come."
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When Bishop Leonard Was Presiding Bishop

F

OR many years it was the rule in the Church
that the senior bishop, that is, the bishop who
had been longest in office, should be presiding
bishop and head of the Church. As the organization
of the Church became more complicated and meet
ings of the House of Bishops longer and more fre
quent, it was felt that these duties were too hard
for the senior bishop, who was invariably aged and
often feeble. So the rule was changed and at the
General Convention in 1928 Bishop Murray ot
Maryland was elected Presiding Bishop. The pro
vision was made however that in case of the death
of the Presiding Bishop the senior bishop should be
come head of the Church until such time as a meet
ing of the House of Bishops could be assembled to
elect a successor.
In 1929 our two Ohio bishops were at the top of
the list in respect to seniority of office, Bishop Vin
cent of Southern Ohio was first having been conse
crated a few months before Bishop Leonard who was
second. At a meeting of the House of Bishops in
October Bishop Vincent presented his resignation
on the plea of advanced age and ill health. His co
adjutor, Bishop Reese, was also in ill health and
they wished to elect a young man to take over the
work, but as there could be but one co-adjutor in a
diocese Bishop Vincent decided to resign, thus mak
ing Bishop Reese Bishop of the diocese and making
it possible to elect a co-adjutor to him. This peti
tion was presented on October 2. There was a long
discussion and much opposition to accepting his res
ignation, both because his leadership was still
needed, and because Bishop Reese was not fit to act
as Bishop. However at length Bishop Vincent's ar
guments won the day and his resignation was ac
cepted.
When the House of Bishops met the next morning
and was ready for business one of the Bishops at
once moved that they rescind their action of the day
before. Some of them had been talking it over in
the evening and felt that they had made a mistake.
A spirited discussion took place, some feeling that
they could not undo what had been done. By ac
cepting the resignation yesterday Bishop Reese had
automatically become Bishop of Southern Ohio and
there was no way to displace him. When discussion
had ceased, Bishop Murray, who was sitting at the
24

head of the table around which the Bishops were as
sembled, gave his verdict. With the Book of Canons
(the law of the Church) before him he said. "My
judgment is that we cannot rescind our action of
yesterday in accepting the resignation of Bishop
Vincent, and I base my decision on Canon . . . ,"
giving the number of the Canon to which he re
ferred. Then he bent his head as though to read the
Canon in question. There was silence for a time,
which extended to the point of embarrassment. At
length one of the bishops spoke to Bishop Murray.
He did not answer. They rose and went to him and
found him dead!
Several of the younger bishops picked up his body
and laid it before the Altar (they were meeting in
a Church), and while some went for a physician
and for Mrs. Murray, the others knelt and joined
in the prayers for the dying. At length when all
had been done and the body had been removed, one
of the bishops turned to Bishop Leonard and said,
"You are Presiding Bishop." "Oh, no, I'm not,"
replied Bishop Leonard, "Bishop Vincent is." "No,"
said the other bishop, "Bishop Vincent has re
signed." So by Bishop Murray's last words his tem
porary successor was decided.
The writer heard Bishop Leonard tell this incident
twice immediately on his return to Gambier after
the meeting, and remembers his account almost
word for word. It is here related just as he told it.
Bishop Anderson of Chicago was later elected
Presiding Bishop. He too died in office and again
Bishop Leonard came to the position. At the time
of his death he was senior Bishop in office of the
whole Anglican communion throughout the world.
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R. V. HEADINGTON
Super Service Station
Dependable Linco Products
Goodrich Silvertowns
Chek-Chart Lubrication Service

Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
•

Selected Eggs
Dressed Poultry

A

Jewell Ice Cream & Milk Co.
MT. VERNON, OHIO

THE DE VILBISS COMPANY
TOLEDO, OHIO
M anufacturers of

Spray Finishing Equipment
Nose and Throat Sprays
Perfume Atomizers
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Smoking Camels assists digestion to proceed normally
and promotes well-being and good feeling
We live in high gear! All too often the rush and tension
play havoc with nerves and the digestive system. How can
one offset the effects of modern living—that's the problem!
Here is an interesting, established fact: Smoking Camels has
been found a definite benefit in promoting natural digestive action.
Camels are supremely mild — never get on the nerves.
Enjoy Camels as much as you like...for their good cheer
and "lift"...for their rare and delicate flavor! Smoke Camel's
costlier tobaccos for digestion s sake—they set you right!
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Copyright, 1936, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.
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FEEDS THOU
SANDS. Miss Lenora
Flinn, dietitian, says: "I
smoke Camels. Smoking
| Camels during meals
and after aids digestion."

if {

"I EAT IN 30 minutes
—and a riveter can't be
walking around with in
digestion," says Harry
Fisher."SmokingCamels
helps my digestion."

•

COSTLIER
TOBACCOS!
Camels are made from
finer, MORE EXPENSIVE
TOBACCOS- Turkish
and Domestic — than any
other popular brand.
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THE TERRACED MARINE DINING ROOM of the Edgewater
Beach Hotel on Chicago's famous "Gold Coast." Those who dine
on tempting foods ... at leisure ... with music . .. and gay companion
ship ... also appreciate Camels for their aid to digestion. Camels
make food taste better—help you to enjoy it more. "Good times and
good tobacco go together," says Fred,
maitre d'hotel of the Marine Dining
Room, favorite rendezvous of Chicago s
exclusive set. "Here, where fine foods are
prepared and served for those who like
the best—so many of our guests smoke
Camels. They are immensely popular."
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