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This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We ivill not assume responsibility or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department.

To KENYON MEN:
The privilege of using the columns
of this magazine for a Christmas greet
ing lends distinction to this holiday
Hika is itself a Christmas
season.
greeting and gift from the students in
residence to the larger group of former
Kenyon men in whose hearts devotion to
the College still burns with a strong and
steady flame.
A common college loyalty,
like a powerful magnet, draws men close
each to each and we, who love Kenyon,
know the potency of that unifying force.
In this Christmas season of the for
tieth year of official responsibility as
President of Kenyon College I am happy
to send in the name of the Alma Mater
greetings and good wishes for the com
ing year to all her sons wherever they
may be. Remember that the College fol
lows your work and your career with a
truly affectionate interest and that she
always welcomes your return to the Hill.
Merry Christmas and a Happy New
Year!
WILLIAM P. PEIRCE,
President of Kenyon College.
SIR:
I understand that in the present issue
of Hika there is an article about drama,
written by the president of the Kenyon
Players. I am glad that you are thus
showing your interest in that most ad
mirable field of extra-curricular activity
at Kenyon. It is one that should be fos
tered by all who have Kenyon's welfare
at heart.
I was fortunate enough to have a good
seat in Nu Pi Kappa Hall last month
when the Kenyon Players presented
"Journey's End." And I can only say
that in that single production there was
evidence of the definite reawakening of
the theatre at Kenyon, as well as clear
proof that there is much genuine dra
matic talent to be found among Kenyon
students.
Messrs. Black and Ashford and their
colleagues are to be highly congratulated
for their splendid work. Anyone who
knows much about the theatre will have
immediately realized, upon seeing that
performance, that it represented a great
deal of hard work. They will realize,
further, that the students who took part
in that production gained something that
could not possibly be got from the class
room.
On with the show, Kenyon Players!
^et us have more of your splendid work!
Yours sincerely,
ROBERT S. RADFORD.
SIR;
We. are writing to tell you, in our own
th T
humorless way, just what we
°f the ideas you expressed in
of /rfry Soundings" in the last issue
j
We admire your wide back
ground of reading, so evident throughout
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the column, and your familiarity with
contemporary literature. But we con
fess, with candor equalled only by the
perfect friendliness of our tone, that we
don't like what you say nor how you
say it.
In the first place, surprising as it may
seem, we do know Mrs. Gaskell. (Note
to Printer: That was an e in the last
syllable.)
In fact, we were probably
reading Cranford when you were still
poring over Tom Swift in the nursery.
In the second place, we disagree vio
lently not only with your definition of a
sense of humor but also with your casual
way of isolating one small aspect of the
full significance of the term in order to
pester poor Miss Cather.
Let us return to the definition, accord
ing to which a sense of humor is the
power "of observing and marking the
little incongruities that exist everywhere
in life."
All right.
Then Thomas
Wolfe's story in From Death to Morning,
describing the plight of a giant in a
five-feet-eight
world, is a riotous ex
ample of what can be done with a sense
of humor. We think not, Mr. Neff; we
think not.
We grant that Lucy Gayheart is not a
very good book; we did not like it very
much either. Then what was the point
of devoting two-thirds of your column to
mangling an obviously inferior product,
leaving only enough room at the end to
recommend Seven Pillars of Wisdom as
a Christmas gift?
We could go on and on. What, for
instance, is stuffy about this, from the
first page of Vein of Iron?
"... She felt the whole round
world and the short December day
were running too. The steep street
and the shingle-roofs of Ironside
rocked upward. The wind whistled
as it sped on. Dust whirled and
scattered and whirled again. . . .
Then suddenly the world balanced
itself, revolved slowly, and settled to
rest. She had stopped."
We may be easier to please than you
are, but it seems to us that this is as
lively and acute and sparkling a bit of
prose as one could possibly expect from
a mere woman.
We will take up the question of the
superiority of Mrs. Wharton (who, just
incidentally, does most of her writing in
a Paris suburb) in our next; for the time
being, all we have to say is: Be as hyper
critical as you like, but if you expect to
get away with it, don't goad any of your
readers to looking for flaws in your pro
nouncements—especially your feminine
readers. Remember the old saying about
the woman scorned!
Sincerely,
JEAN BROWNELL, '36
HESTER GRAY, '36
JANE MILLS, '36

Wellesley College,
Wellesley, Massachusetts.
[DEAR WELLESLEY WOMEN:
Bravissime! Your enthusiastic letter
was just exactly what I've been waiting
for. Away out here in the West we pro
vincials are not usually led through our
"formative years" as you evidently have
been.
Glad you had such good taste of Mrs.
Gaskell so early. She's entertaining, but
I still contend modern readers don't know
enough about who she was and what she
did to cover a postage stamp. And Tom
Swift—I never read it. But I did begin
my reading with another Swift. His
first name was Jonathan.
I am sorry my definition of humor an
noyed you. I should have been more
definite. Do you believe the late Huey
Long meant everything he said? I doubt
it, my friends, I doubt it! He was ex
aggerating situations in order to show
the absurdity of them. He was a humor
ist. Or let me refer you to some more
classical example: General Prologue of
the Canterbury Tales, lines 15-18:
And specially from every shires ende
Of Engelond to Caunterbury they
wende,
The hooly blisful martir for to seke,
That hem hath holpen whan that
they were seeke.
If you think about it long enough, you
may see the humor in that—(Saint Anne
de Beaupres of today can be substituted
for the word "Caunterbury" in the
quoted passage, if you like). You use
the word "humor" as meaning something
about which one can laugh without stop
ping to think.
You grant Lucy Gayheart was a dull
book. Then why not attempt, in one's
own small way, to show exactly why it
is dull; and, incidentally, to show why
Miss Cather is being over-rated these
days? In regard to Seven Pillars of Wis
dom, I definitely stated that I had "just
received my copy ..." I am taking
weeks to read it, not just hours. And
wouldn't it make a splendid Christmas
gift?
I am sorry that you only quoted the
opening passages of Vein of Iron. Per
haps my capacity to appreciate and rec
ognize good writing is nil, but it struck
me that the book in question was too
monotonous and too sing-song to last for
long.
Let's not talk about Mrs. Wharton—
because when you intimate that she is
not an American by suggesting she does
most of her writing in Paris, you dis
courage further argument.
Am I hypercritical? Really, my only
purpose in writing this column is to
stimulate interest (whether it be your
kind or the opposite) in reading . . .
also, occasionally to point out that there
are lots of "plagiaristic" reviewers in
this country of ours today.
Bring on more hard dishes, You'd be
surprised how easily I can swallow and
digest 'em!
Yours,
J. C. NEFF.]
SIR:
In his recently published It Can't Hap
pen Here, Mr. Sinclair Lewis pictures
in America a dictatorship of the type
now popular in Europe. Among the
first acts of the new government, he
(Continued on page 26)
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T^HE fellow who is grinning so hard in the
corner is Bill Jones. Bill's as pleased as
though he'd just got an "Ace" in calculus. Be
cause lie knows there'll be no more "ifs" about the stability of the future
for himself and the ones he loves. If anything should happen to him, the
pater'll be reimbursed for the money it's taken to pay his bills at school.
If he goes into business for himself, there'll be a nice fund for a backlog.
If he marries the girl, he knows her future—and Bill, Jr.'s future—will be
safe with money every month. If he grows old and has to step out of activt
life, there'll be a hundred-a-month for the pleasures of old age. No wonder
Bill's grinning! You'd grin, too! For COMPLETE PROTECTION, the
newest, finest application of the life insurance principle, does all these things
and more for the wise ones who take advantage of their youth and their
good health to purchase it.

COMPLETE PROTECTION
means
MONEY EVERY MONTH
when you need it most
William L. MePheters

Keith Bhlg.
Cleveland

Benjamin S. Ooley
33 North High St.
Columhus

Joseph P. Devine
Union Central Bldg.
Cincinnati

Claude M. Sullivan
Edison Bldg.
Toledo

Chelsea Bailey
Masonic Temple Bldg.
Zanesville

121 West Second
Dayton

Ril T. Baker

Clark P. Cory
10 East Main St.

Chillicothe

THE UNION CENTRAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY
CINCINNATI
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Larwill Lectures
years, now, the Larwill Lectures haver
F ORbeenseveral
unpopular. Few students attend them,

and those who do are very frequently bored. Cer
tainly it is not always the student's fault that in
this regard he exhibits a definite lack of interest and
intellectual enthusiasm.
What, if anything, then, is wrong with the lec
tures and the fashion in which they are here pre
sented? Can the direct cause for this common lack
of interest on the part of the student body be ex
plained? We shall attempt to analyze the problem
briefly.
In the first place, there has been a lack of variety
in subject matter. For example, we have had an
over abundance of talks on foreign politics and on
international relations. Speakers have lectured on
France, England, Hungary, Syria, Italy, and the
Little Entente, to say nothing of Russia and Persia.
Of these speakers, few have been outstanding in
their respective fields—as were Sir Norman Angell,
Bernard Fay, Madarigga, and Salvemini. Most of
the others were essentially small propagandists for
some cause; moreover, they were boring.
Secondly, there has been a minimum of talks on
other subjects. During the same period mentioned
above, one lecture was delivered on drama (by G. P.
Baker), one on poetry (by Edwin Markham), one
on the Bible (by Edgar Goodspeed), two on science
and exploration (by William Beebee and Alton
Wade), and one on archaeology. It is significant
that the lectures given by Mr. Wade and Mr. Beebee
were most enthusiastically received by the students.
The only important professional lecturer brought
to Kenyon last year was a well known and important
literary critic, Mr. J. Middleton Murry. And he
was asked to lecture on a non-literary subject—
"Christ, Spinoza and Marx." Mr. Murry remarked,
when he was in Gambier, that he had been required
to give that lecture by only one other American uni
versity.
The immediate result of these lectures is obvious.
They have been monotonous. And because of the
monotony, students have tended to keep away from
them altogether.
What should the lectures be like? How could
they be arranged and selected so as to meet the inDecember, 1935

terests, at some time or another, of the large ma
jority of students? Prominent figures in represen
tative fields of thought should be brought here. At
least once during the year, a lecture should be given
on literature. Last year Gertrude Stein made a lec
ture tour of America. Why wasn't she invited to
talk here? So, too, a lecture on some phase of
science as well as history should be offered. (We
might at this point suggest that the field of art is
covered by the Ryerson Foundation.)
From time to time the names of prominent lec
turers might be recommended by heads of the de
partments concerned. For in that way each course
of study would be supplemented by outside thought.
Perhaps the lack of sufficient funds prevents the
Lectureship Committee from bringing to Kenyon the
really outstanding speakers of the moment. If such
is the case, would not it be wise to have fewer lec
tures with better speakers, than numerous unimportant ones?
How can the student point of view be brought
to the direct attention of those who select the lecures? The answer is this: A student should be se
lected (by both the Faculty and Student Assembly)
to meet with the committee and to express the un
dergraduate opinion and taste, it seems probable
that if such action were taken, the students would
associate themselves more closely with the very idea
of the lectures and would, as a result, readily become
oblivious of their present unfortunate reputation.
-TLfO

On Hika
When Hika made its debut last March, there were
many who were skeptical of the magazine's success
and predicted a short life for the new venture. But
the editors paid no attention to such gloomy predic
tions and produced three issues in the three months
that remained in 1935.
Hika's policy is to present eight issues annually,
with January selected as the month in which the
magazine will not appear, because editors, like every
one else, are required to take mid-year examinations.
So do not think that Hika has curled up when yov
do not receive a copy next month. Hika will be back
on the job in February, and in March will present its
anniversary number. A feature of that issue will be
a history of the first year of the magazine.
k. A, .
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Alj)ha Delta Phi Lodge
(Oldest Fraternity Lodge in the United States.)

1. The students would probably be irritated if
a. Christmas holidays were extended to a
month,
b. The new system of cuts was approved and
put into effect,
c. The Mt. Vernon jail should burn down,
d. Chapel should be done away with com
pletely,
e. Italy should defeat Ethiopia.
2. One logical solution to the problem "Keep
Kenyon students on the Hill over week ends,
and abolish heavy drinking at the same time" is
a. Post guards armed with submachine guns
at all exits,
b. Import Ann Corio and her Hotcha Gals to
Nu Pi Kappa hall every Saturday night,
c. Show fairly recent talkies at Rosse Hall,
d. Form a Boy Scout Troop and hold meet
ings,
e. Pour water in all the gas tanks.
3. The Kenyon football team of '35 is the best since
a. 1492,
b. 1899,
c. Lincoln's Gettysburg address,
d. 1934,
e. 1931.
4. The beverage that enjoys the most popularity
at Kenyon is
a. Applejack,
b. Water,
c. Coca Cola,
d. Scotch,
e. Tequila.
5. Kenyon played no football this year on two of
the following Saturdays:
a. November 1,
6

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

b. September 28,
c. October 19,
d. November 16,
e. October 5.
When "Flying Romance" is mentioned, one usu
ally thinks of
a. Don Gretzer,
b. Parrakeets,
c. Sandy Clawz,
d. Frank Ditmars,
e. April in Paris.
The college physician is
a. Dr. Shamansky,
b. Dr. Claypool,
c. Doc Hump,
d. Dr. Drake,
e. Dr. Chiwowski.
The present postoffice used to be
a. A livery stable,
b. A distillery,
c. Philander Chase's Old Kentucky Home,
d. The Commons,
e. Rowley's Store.
The favorite expression over dance week end
was
a. Who stole the lock off the henhouse door?
b. Can you tie a bow tie?
c. Peep! Peep! Peep!
d. Lips that touch liquor shall never touch
mine!
e. Early to bed and early to rise—
When a student returns after vacation, he may
expect to find
a. His room just as he left it,
b. The Coffee Shop closed,
c. The campus overgrown with weeds,
d. Reeder drunk,
e. A quarter.
(Answers on page 26)
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The Modern Theatre of America
By John Albert, President of the Kenyon Dramatic Club

A

ligion was brought to the people in a new and more
GREAT change has come over the theatre
understandable form. Later, the guild amateurs or
in the last fifty years. With the turning of
the
general citizenry, under the direction of the civic
the century, people became conscious of the
authorities,
produced great miracle cycles in Eng
conventionality and the emptiness of the commercial
land,
and
the
lengthy mysteries in France.
theatre; they became sick of the same old plot, of the
It
is
true
that
the great period in Elizabethan
same declamatory acting, of the "types." Each of
Drama came when the professional was present.
the theatre arts began to strive for a new creation
However, it was largely due to the persistent efforts
and interpretation. To understand these recent
of the amateurs that it
changes, we must turn
came into being. Just as
back not merely the
in Greece, the later part
thirty or fifty years since
DECEMBER IN THE COMMONS
of
that great period was
the founding of the first
in
the hands of the pro
Before the lazy fire the students muse,
free theatre, but back to
fessionals.
Yet, the
the first amateur, to his
Or skim the curdled cream of Vanity Fair;
Elizabethan
age found
place in the theatre.
Perhaps debate some question kindled there,
much of its impetus in
Or else relax to read the morning news.
Turning to Greece, we
the enthusiastic experi
think of her greatest age
Yet all the while an undercurrent woos
mentation and enterprise
in the drama as that
Attention, as, aware or unaware,
of the amateurs. If we
which embraced the lives
vere to trace the growth
They count the hours with persevering care
of Aeschylus, Sophocles,
of
this amateur era
Until their holiday release accrues—
and Euripides; that is,
through Germany and
roughly, the fifth century
Spain, we would find
Not realizing that they count the soft
B. C. The Greeks saw
well organized and very
And padded steps of camels pacing down
the drama rise from a
creditable companies
Illimitable sands, bearinng aloft
rough to a highly per
even in the middle of the
fected art. It began as a
Each one an enigmatic worshipper.
sixteenth century. In
spontaneous outburst of
Forever offering to farm and town
every instance would we
joy during certain sea
find that the amateur
Their gifts of gold and frankincense and myrrh.
sons of the year, and
actor was the first artist.
—THE REVEREND ORVII.LE E. WATSON.
He was the adventurer,
gradually developed into
the pioneer, and usually
3- specialized and forma
ushered in an important
lized art. Not so with the
period of play writing. It is not, therefore, with
Latins. In comparison with that of the Greeks, their
false pride that the amateur acclaims himself as a
drama was crude and coarse. It was divorced from
very
important factor in the development of drama.
all religious motives, and the actors were not held in
high repute. When, however, the Latins were finally
exposed to the Grecian drama, they came to realize
Here in the United States we are in the midst of a
the crudity of their own forms, and gradually forced
widespread
amateur development that has its mis
themselves to accept the Greek form entirely.
takes,
its
enthusiasms,
its experiments. One point
five or six centuries after the Fall of Rome and
is,
I
think,
obvious:
our
present era does not corre
after the death of all forms of dramatics, civilization
spond to those eras about which we have been talk
hegan to show signs of a reawakening. A new
ing. It has not been developed in ignorance of
drama form began a slow evolution through the
theatre tradition; it has not evolved with a forming
church—the religious brotherhoods and the working
civilization; its source is not to be found in a desire
men's guilds. Professional priests became amateur
for religious or patriotic outbursts. And it has not
actors, presenting in drama form the stories of the
grown up in the absence of the professional theatre.
Bible and the teachings of the Church. Thus, reDecember, 1935

7

..siriAi
h

\ ^3^4,jL

JiaHnL
k

t

•

Kenyon

^ ..
Mf-

Intelligence Test

f "-• *

iBPfel

M
i

L" p±t^
«3rar«

•HHEifW* -*.< •*•*.*• #

•au

Alpha Delta Phi Lodge
(Oldest Fraternity Lodge in the United States.)

1. The students would probably be irritated if
a. Christmas holidays were extended to a
month,
b. The new system of cuts was approved and
put into effect,
c. The Mt. Vernon jail should burn down,
d. Chapel should be done away with com
pletely,
e. Italy should defeat Ethiopia.
2. One logical solution to the problem "Keep
Kenyon students on the Hill over week ends,
and abolish heavy drinking at the same time" is
a. Post guards armed with submachine guns
at all exits,
b. Import Ann Corio and her Hotcha Gals to
Nu Pi Kappa hall every Saturday night,
c. Show fairly recent talkies at Rosse Hall,
d. Form a Boy Scout Troop and hold meet
ings,
e. Pour water in all the gas tanks.
3. The Kenyon football team of '35 is the best since
a. 1492,
b. 1899,
c. Lincoln's Gettysburg address,
d. 1934,
e. 1931.
4. The beverage that enjoys the most popularity
at Kenyon is
a. Applejack,
b. Water,
c. Coca Cola,
d. Scotch,
e. Tequila.
5. Kenyon played no football this year on two of
the following Saturdays:
a. November 1,
6

6.

7.

8.

9.

10.

b. September 28,
c. October 19,
d. November 16,
e. October 5.
When "Flying Romance" is mentioned, one usu
ally thinks of
a. Don Gretzer,
b. Parrakeets,
c. Sandy Clawz,
d. Frank Ditmars,
e. April in Paris.
The college physician is
a. Dr. Shamansky,
b. Dr. Claypool,
c. Doc Hump,
d. Dr. Drake,
e. Dr. Chiwowski.
The present postoffice used to be
a. A livery stable,
b. A distillery,
c. Philander Chase's Old Kentucky Home,
d. The Commons,
e. Rowley's Store.
The favorite expression over dance week end
was
a. Who stole the lock off the henhouse door?
b. Can you tie a bow tie?
c. Peep! Peep! Peep!
d. Lips that touch liquor shall never touch
mine!
e. Early to bed and early to rise—
When a student returns after vacation, he may
expect to find
a. His room just as he left it,
b. The Coffee Shop closed,
c. The campus overgrown with weeds,
d. Reeder drunk,
e. A quarter.
(Answers on page 26)
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The Modern Theatre of America
By John Albert, President of the Kenyon Dramatic Club

A

ligion was brought to the people in a new and more
GREAT change has come over the theatre
understandable form. Later, the guild amateurs or
in the last fifty years. With the turning of.
the general citizenry, under the direction of the civic
the century, people became conscious of the
authorities, produced great miracle cycles in Eng
conventionality and the emptiness of the commercial
land, and the lengthy mysteries in France.
theatre; they became sick of the same old plot, of the
It is true that the great period in Elizabethan
same declamatory acting, of the "types." Each of
Drama
came when the professional was present.
the theatre arts began to strive for a new creation
However,
it was largely due to the persistent efforts
and interpretation. To understand these recent
of the amateurs that it
changes, we must turn
came
into being. Just as
back not merely the
in
Greece,
the later part
thirty or fifty years since
DECEMBER IN THE COMMONS
of
that
great
period was
the founding of the first
in
the
hands
of
the pro
Before the lazy fire the students muse,
free theatre, but back to
fessionals. Yet, the
the first amateur, to his
Or skim the curdled cream of Vanity Fair;
Elizabethan age found
place in the theatre.
Perhaps debate some question kindled there,
much of its impetus in
Or else relax to read the morning news.
Turning to Greece, we
the enthusiastic experi
think of her greatest age
Yet all the while an undercurrent woos
mentation and enterprise
in the drama as that
Attention, as, aware or unaware,
of the amateurs. If we
which embraced the lives
. ere to trace the growth
They count the hours with persevering care
of Aeschylus, Sophocles,
of
this amateur era
Until their holiday release accrues—
and Euripides; that is,
through Germany and
roughly, the fifth century
Spain, we would find
Not realizing that they count the soft
B. C. The Greeks saw
well organized and very
And padded steps of camels pacing down
the drama rise from a
creditable companies
Illimitable sands, bearinng aloft
rough to a highly per
even in the middle of the
fected art. It began as a
Each one an enigmatic worshipper.
sixteenth century. In
spontaneous outburst of
Forever offering to farm and town
every instance would we
joy during certain sea
find that the amateur
Their gifts of gold and frankincense and myrrh.
sons of the year, and
actor was the first artist.
He was the adventurer,
—THE REVEREND ORVILLE E. WATSON.
gradually developed into
a specialized and forma
the pioneer, and usually
ushered in an important
lized art. Not so with the
period of play writing. It is not, therefore, with
Latins. In comparison with that of the Greeks, their
false pride that the amateur acclaims himself as a
drama was crude and coarse. It was divorced from
very important factor in the development of drama.
all religious motives, and the actors were not held in
high repute. When, however, the Latins were finally
exposed to the Grecian drama, they came to realize
Here in the United States we are in the midst of a
the crudity of their own forms, and gradually forced
widespread
amateur development that has its mis
themselves to accept the Greek form entirely.
takes,
its
enthusiasms,
its experiments. One point
hive or six centuries after the Fall of Rome and
is,
I
think,
obvious:
our
present era does not corre
after the death of all forms of dramatics, civilization
spond
to
those
eras
about
which we have been talk
hegan to show signs of a reawakening. A new
ing.
It
has
not
been
developed
in ignorance of
drama form began a slow evolution through the
theatre tradition; it has not evolved with a forming
church—the religious brotherhoods and the working
civilization; its source is not to be found in a desire
men s guilds. Professional priests became amateur
for religious or patriotic outbursts. And it has not
actors, presenting in drama form the stories of the
grown up in the absence of the professional theatre.
Bible and the teachings of the Church. Thus, reDecember, 1935
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Almost the reverse of the conditions surrounding
the periods spoken of obtains in this country. We had
in the United States a highly organized commercial
theatre which was enough to supply the whole coun
try with dramatic fare. The professional theatre
and the professional actor followed close on the heels
of the pioneer, until every city or every community
had its opera house for the frequent presentation of
the classics or contemporary drama. Curiously
enough, however, this situation changed. The com
panies disappeared. The halls and the theatres were
put to other uses.
This decline of the professional theatre was not
universal. Metropolitan drama continued in a flour
ishing fashion, and in our theatre centers we may
still find good plays, fine acting, and excellent pro
ductions. But the cities and towns beyond the reach
of the theatre centers were deprived of the legiti
mate, professional drama.
It is generally conceded that the rise of the
motion-picture industry seriously wounded the pro
fessional theatres. This, however, is only one of
many reasons for its decline. The economic con
dition of the country was largely responsible for the
change. It brought about higher wages, higher pro
duction costs, higher rates of transportation. The
number of road companies had to be cut down;
cheaper actors had to be found. Eventually, town
after town found itself deprived of the theatrical at
tractions to which it had for long years been ac
customed.
It was then that the motion pictures began to take
over the old stage theatres, and to convert them into
"movie palaces." But the motion pictures did not
completely satisfy for long; the desire for the
legitimate drama remained in many hearts. Finally,
under the stimulus of the experimental movement in
Europe, the amateur director, actor, and artist en
gaged in an effort to supply that which had once
been supplied by the professional companies. The
idea grew, and became popular. Community, civic,
and church theatres came into* being. Thousands of
amateurs began to act before their fellow townsmen.
When the Amateur, or Little Theatre Movement
began to sweep America, it came face to face with a
very serious problem: the competition of both
Broadway and Hollywood. Strong was the tempta
tion to imitate both. Yet the Little Theatre wanted
something more than either Broadway or Hollywood
was giving. In the words of Kenneth Macgowan
(1924), "The chief aim and artistic outcome of this
movement is the development in each country, new
playwrights with a distinctive native quality . . .
As for the product, (of our theatres), it is not as
yet—worse luck !—a brilliant group of such play
wrights as the free theatres of Europe produced:
but the rebellion of today is against the realism that
the free theatres fostered, and imagination in pro8

ductions, setting, and lights opens the way for
imagination in playwriting."
From these ideals were formed the Regional, or
Tributary Theatres. In 1927 Robert Edmond Jones
described the variety of ways in which the Tributary
Theatre was progressing. "We have to work in the
theatre of our own times, with the tools of our own
times . . . the plain truth is that life has become so
crowded, so hurried, so commonplace, so ordinary,
that we have lost the artist's approach to art. With
out this we are nothing." And it was in that year
that Paul Green, product of the Carolina Playmakers, won the Pulitzer Prize with In Abraham's
Bosom.
Now the Tributary Theatre began meeting the
main stream. In 1928 the Pasadena Community
Theatre made a notable first production of Lazarus
Laughed. The experimental theatre at Vassar under
the direction of Hallie Flanagan began a long series
of plays that reflected the comment of modern
economic and political life. The Cleveland Play
house, to come nearer home, in one year produced
The Adding Machine, Right You Are, The Great
God Brown, and The School for Scandal. This last
played twenty-eight performances to over 11,000
people, and was followed by five weeks of Shake
speare. No more were people afraid of long plays.
Especially were the Broadway favorites anxious to
act in them. But only places like the Yale University
Theatre were seriously thinking of sending their
players to New York Commercial Theatres. The
Carolin Playmakers accepted their theatre as a
social opportunity for enriching the life of their
state, and they, too, were anxious to produce full
length plays.
However, the Tributary Theatre was early con
fronted with almost insurmountable obstacles. Their
playhouses were usually unfitted for effective pro
duction ; their designers had little knowledge of
stage technique; their directors were inexperienced
and were compelled to work with actors who had
never seen a stage.
The first element of the Tributary Theatre that
was awarded professional merit was the scene de
signing. To understand the full extent of the revolu
tion in stage design, we must recall that twenty
years ago the scene designer, as we know him, did
not exist. Settings then consisted of wings, borders,
and elaborate backdrops painted in perspective.
They were the work of the professional scene
painters, who were trained in classical and period
design, and many of whom were excellent craftsmen.
But their settings were ineffective because their con
ception of the function of scenery belonged to an
older theatre. To the modern designer, paint is but
one medium. He works with space, form, and
especially with light to interpret the mood of the
(Continued, on page 22)
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TEVE MONRO has for an incredibly long time
been concealing something from us, something
vital, that sets him definitely apart from us.
In short, his name, which is not Steve at all, but
George Nugent. By some crafty means he has hid
den this nifty monicker completely. It remains for
us to unearth it.
It is well enough to go delving around in a man's
character, stirring up forgotten dust, and exposing
earlier follies to raucous appreciation of friends and
everyone else. However, that is far from our pur
pose. This time, at least. Because either Steve
Monro has been a peculiarly angelic sort of person
all his life to date, or those nearest him have been
warned against imparting any information con
ducive to even one good laugh. He might at least
have left us that. But perhaps he is just such a
bit of wandering goodness incarnate. Perhaps there
is nothing hidden from us. Are we the ones to
doubt him ? Heaven forbid!
Steve is one of the men with wrists of steel, legs
of iron, and other metal accoutrements, who com
prise our polo team. He has always been fond of
horses and riding. There is enough of him to wrap
around any horse so that he stays on—which is no
small encouragement to his hobby, polo. And ah,
what an inspiring sight he is as he charges around
with flailing mallet! The willow ball itself may be
seen to quail ever so slightly at his approach. But
above all that, he is the one polo player who has
never been seen astride the window sill of a spring
morning thrashing wildly at the atmosphere as he
"practices."
But when every horse has perished of boots and
dropsy, Steve will take to the water. Few know it,
but he is an excellent sailor. Small boats, large
boats, and what you will. At one time he was cham
pion of the small boat class at Harbor Point, Michi
gan. There being some pretty tough sailors around
Harbor Point, he evidently knows his stuff.
December, 1935
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It is assumed that we are all getting educated for
a purpose, that we have a goal toward which we may
be or probably are not striving. Few are really
determined on it. Steve is. When he graduates
from Kenyon College next June, he will enter Har
vard Law School with every intention of becoming
a lawyer. He should be one.
Even now, with the fundamentals of the profes
sion still ahead of him, he never seems to suffer a
lack of words. And best of all, neither are his
words too many. Coupled with his native ability to
pull legs and to drag the wool over our eyes is an
engaging smile. What a lawyer he will make! To
help him along he has a background suggestive of
a small geography book. He has traveled exten
sively in England, France, Germany, Switzerland,
and Italy.
Already in the course of the present collegiate
year, desirable changes have been made in our cur
riculum. Several of them are embodied in the discontinuance of chapel. Of necessity, the Senior
Council must have had a finger in the pie. Steve
is the president of that august body. Draw your
own conclusions!
This being his last year here on the Hill, one of
the usual semi-obituaries is no doubt in order. We
refuse to write it. Steve Monro is too well liked and
too much a part of Kenyon to ever break completely
away from it. Just let us say, good luck!
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The Tiger Mystery
By Dr. Franklin Smythe

[Note: Through the courtesy of William F.
Smythe, brother of the author, we are able again to
publish a story ivritten by Kenyon's beloved and late
friend, Dr. Franklin Smythe.']

I

T WAS a brilliant morning in the month of
October, and Lord Henry de Regent was tak
ing a walk in one of the most secluded portions
of his vast domain. His brow was knit with deep
lines of thought, for he was that day to address the
House of Peers and he had not yet decided what to
talk about. No idea presented itself to his mind,
and time was ebbing fast.
"How can I think in the midst of this beastly
racket?" he exclaimed. He was walking beside a
pond deep set in the midst of a dense wood, and a
thousand bullfrogs from the thick-growing reeds
that fringed the shore were chanting their morning
vespers. (Frogs get things inverted; that way.) He
was about to hurl a stone into the midst of them.
when of a sudden his eye caught sight of a human
head sticking up out of the water, among the reeds.
"That's jolly odd," said his lordship, "Something not frequently seen, what?" He called aloud,
"Hello, you there! What are you doing in the pond?
Come out of there!"
The head did not respond, it did not move. Its
face was
turned in the
direc
KlITf - % other
tion, so that
,u j
#4
h i s lordship
*
\
P
could not tell
-.4 •
whether the
unfortu
nate creature
i
was alive or
dead. And
\mW;
the head was
1
1
all that could
be seen.
"Ha!" said
sbY:vf
the perplexed
.
n o b 1 e m an,
•x
"bally rot.
$6 '
what?" Then
r
turning to his
r . . ».* I,i
V »i i*
,4
butler who
was walking
Rosse Hall
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exactly thirty paces behind him, he said:
"Thomas, come here. Look over there among the
reeds. What do you see?" Thomas looked without
any change of expression, for indeed expression was
always a stranger in his features.
"Your lordship, if I might venture so to observe,
the object there protruding has the aspect of what
I should call a human head."
"You are jolly well correct," said Lord Henry.
"Go and call William, and have him bring some long
rakes and pitchforks and a rope, and we will fish the
bally thing out. There must be a body with arms
and legs down under the water, what?"
"Those are the natural accompaniments of a hu
man head, my lord," said Thomas, "and, if I may so
observe, your lordship would doubtless be justified,
in the absence of any indications to the contrary, in
assuming that such is the case in this present in
stance. But if your lordship will permit me to ven
ture a remark, your lordship is aware of the law that
forbids that a corpus delicti subito inventum be
moved or touched until officers of the law be present.
Therefore your lordship's intention regarding the
use of rakes and other implements in this instance,
if I may venture so to say, is not well considered;
and its execution might lay your lordship open to
grave legal incommodity."
"You are jolly well right," said Lord Henry de
Regent. "Go and call the police."
Superintendent Buzcomb of the county police force
was a plain sort of man of no marked intellectual de
velopment, yet long experience had taught him some
thing, and an earnest desire to perform his duty had
made of him an excellent everyday officer. He had
responded at once to the call of Thomas, and had
spent several hours on the edge of the pond, inspect
ing the head through an opera-glass, and scrutinizing
the ground on the shore with a pocket microscope.
From time to time he drew a small notebook from his
pocket and wrote something therein. Let us look
over his broad shoulder and read such of his notes as
are upon the pages open to us.
"Found seven cigarette stubs here and there
along the ground, or floating in the water near by.
Mem. To see what sort of tobacco they are made of.
"Found handkerchief at water's edge, marked
H I K A for
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with the letters H. 0. I. Mem. To learn who has
those initials.
"Found richly jewelled dagger stuck in bark of
tree at the margin of the pool. It bears the de
Regent arms set in diamonds. Mem. To find out
about it.
"Found on the damp ground many marks re
sembling the footprints of a large animal, not a
horse or cow. Mem. To find out what creature made
them.
"Have not attempted to reach the body, but await
the arrival of Inspector Bullet from Scotland Yard."
Inspector Bullet had now been engaged on this
case for three days and had arrived at definite con
clusions to who the murdered was. It was the
Inspector's habit—as the invariable custom of all
Scotland Yard detectives is—to inaugurate, and fre
quently punctuate, his inspections with draughts of
spirituous liquor. Thus fortified and enlightened,
he had in three days traced the murder right up to
the mayor of Lenpole, the neighboring municipality
and county town. The evidence against him was so
clear as to leave no doubt.
First, the seven cigarette stubs were of a kind
that nobody in England smoked except the mayor of
Lenpole. He was an old East Indian officer, and
imported these cigarettes directly from Rangoon.
They were strongly flavored
with camphor and
arsenic.
Second, the dagger unquestionably belonged to
Lord de Regent; but the mayor had recently bor
rowed it of his lordship, under the pretext of iden
tifying some of the East Indian semi-precious stones
that were set in the handle.
Third, the mayor's name was Henry Oliver
Ingriss, and the initials on the handkerchief were
H. 0. I.
Fourth, the strange footprints had caused Inspec
tor Bullet some trouble. He had at once discovered
that they were made by an animal that had paws
similar to those of a domestic cat, but enormously
larger. No animal with such paws had existed in a
wild state in Britain since the paleozoic period,
thirty million years ago. At that period, as In
spector Bullet took pains to ascertain from the
pocket cyclopedia which he always carried with him,
the region where now is the de Regent domain was
at the top of a lofty mountain, arid, and incapable
of recording footprints. The thought of this aridity
led the Inspector to swallow several glasses of rare
old Burgundy; by which he was enable to pursue
the following course of ratiocination:
These marks were made by some modern animal,
not native to England.
But there are in England
today many zoos and shows in which strange animals
ai'e to be found in great variety.
A man of the
December, 1935

wealth and
•*£
position
of Mayor Ingriss could
easily pur
mchase or rent
any animal
he wanted.
His life in
. r
East India
had surely
made him ac
quainted with
many unRS
English
L
I
E
beasts. Now,
what animal,
native to East
4 ';>#
India, has
paws resemb
Middle Path
ling those of
the dometic
cat, but very much larger? The Inspector turned
to his cyclopedia and in a moment cried, "I have it!
A tiger!" It was clear that there had been a tiger
along the margin of the pool, leaving his footprints
in the damp earth. There could be no doubt about
that. But what was he doing there? What part
did he play in the infamous crime which the mayor
had committed? Had the mayor sicked him on to
the victim of his fell design, who had thereupon
fled into the water where no member of the feline
tribe would willingly follow?
A

The Inspector set out a bottle of whiskey and a
siphon and prepared to do some deep thinking.
From time to time as he emptied one glass after an
other, fragments of thought formed within him.
Now for the first time he observed what neither he
nor anyone else had remarked, that there were no
human footprints along that shore. Yet if the
mayor committed the crime—and undoubtedly he
did—he must have been there on the damp shore,
and wherever he stepped his shoes must have left
marks. But there were no such marks; only those
of the tiger. For a moment it looked to Inspector
Bullet, who had never yet failed to solve any mystery
presented to him, as if he had met his Waterloo.
But as he began on his third bottle an idea presented
itself to his mind. He took a sheet of paper and
drew a line down the middle of it. On the one side
he wrote, ''Mayor killed unfortunate being. There
fore the Mayor was there. Mayor left no foot
prints." And on the other side of the line he wrote:
"Tiger was there, as footprints show. But tiger did
not kill u. b." Suddenly the Inspector sprang up,
exclaiming, "I have it! I have it! The crafty mayor
(Continued on page 23)
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An Antarctic Christmas
By F. Alton Wade

W

ELL, Shorty, we may not have plum pud
ding tomorrow, but we can be sure of a
white Christmas." With these words I
slid down into the warm folds of my sleeping bag,
closed the zipper opening, and prepared to enjoy a
well earned rest.

morning. Paul was already up and had breakfast
about ready. 'Come on you dog mushers! This may
be a holiday for most people, but we have miles to
cover today.' This remark brought Shorty Stancliff
and me out of the fur sacks and by the time we were
dressed for travel, Paul was handing in the morn-
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A Stop for Lunch

Our little party of four men and three dog teams
had been on an exploratory trip into the mountain
ous regions of Marie Byrd Land since the fourteenth
of October. Our work was now done and we were on
our way back to Little America. The days of heart
and back-breaking toil when we struggled through
soft snow and blizzards for eight hours a day and
averaged less than a mile an hour were just mem
ories : memories that we now joked and laughed
about. Little America was only 82 miles down the
trail, the ships would be in to get us in a few weeks,
and civilization with all its comforts was again in
sight.
A cheery, 'Merry Christmas,' shouted from the
other tent by Paul Siple awakened me on Christmas
12

1

I

"?

(Photograph by the author, published for the first time.)

ing's repast. Steve Corey arrived through the bagopening at the other end of the tent simultaneously
with the breakfast, and reported that the sky was
still overcast and the surface soft.
Our customary breakfast of oatmeal, eskimo bis
cuit and cocoa was soon eaten and we all fell-to,
breaking up camp. We had long since systematized
this operation, so our teams were soon hitched, and
all the tents and equipment lashed on the sleds.
As soon as we had fastened our skis securely to
our cumbersome boots, Paul took up his position in
front of the teams to break trail for them—a tire
some duty, but one that would hasten our progress.
The dogs, ever impatient to be on the go, were off
(Continued on page 25)
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While the Snow Fell
By John C. Neff

I

WANT to read you a letter I wrote this after
noon before you got here," said my aged
friend as he stuffed his pipe with a London
tobacco. "You know how I feel about music, how'
utterly chained it has me, so you won't be surprised
at some of the things I have written."
My friend was an old man, just able to totter from
chair to chair and door to door. Yet his mind was
young and strong and overflowing with desires for
things which, at his age, were unattainable. In these
late days he amused himself with his hobby, music.
And he made elaborate plans for things beyond the
reach of his longing hands.
A warm fire in the hearth gave our feet and legs
a tingling feeling. Moving shadows ran along the
edges of the oak beams above us, and made the
deepest recesses of the bookshelves black. Without,
heavy white flakes had been settling on the roof all
day. It was good to be in there, with my friend, be
fore a fire, in a room filled with soft furniture and
books. The letter, one of many pages, was spread
upon his lap. Suddenly he blew a mouthful of smoke
towards the ceiling and began reading, in a voice
that creaked.
Dear Robert:
Your good letter came last week. You look back
wards too, don't you? It set me to thinking and
dreaming so much that I felt I must write you a long
letter. I've got to get it off to some one, and, by gad,
you're that someone! We are old, Robert, and so
let's relish in the past together.
When we were in London years ago we went to
Covent Garden and listened to a Wagnerian opera.
You remember that. How could you possibly forget?
How enchanting that Prelude was then! It was
deep and glowing. It filled me with some overpower
ing feeling of contentment, of strangeness. A shim
mering web, that's what it was, a shimmering web
of tonal richness. Not only the Prelude (which I
must confess is one of my chiefest joys in life), but
also the entire world as a long winding stream of
musical beauty. While Elsa dreamt I dreamt too.
I felt myself a part of her, and a part of her sur
roundings. A goddess she was, when she stood on the
balcony. Do you not remember, Robert, do you not
recall those short minutes—those too short minutes—
during Lohengrin's love-song, "Dost thou not breathe
with me?" Can't you remember how I pressed your
arm, how I held my breath! I think you tried to
cover up your embarrassment by looking about the
gathering of noble Londoners. You said there were
Lords and Ladies This and That everywhere in the
audience. You said you wouldn't have been sur
prised had royalty itself been there. But I had no

December, 1935

time for that sort o' thing. It was Wagner, Wagner
and nothing else. I can't even remember if I was
dressed properly.
We went to Stanhope's apartment on Belgrave
Square after the Garden and drank brandy. How
delightful it all seems as I look back on it now from
my hearth and library. Wagner at Covent Garden
and Wagner at Stanhope's. Recall they fortunately
had a phonograph of a sort and we played the Pre
lude—Madame Grandoni's glass clinked when she
placed it on the marble table in front of her. It was
quiet enough to hear that; she felt rather embar
rassed about it, poor lady. And when the Prelude
was finished, we had the song of Lohengrin again.
A butler must have served more brandy because
when I left, I was glowing. Do you remember how
we got back to the hotel that night, I don't. Was it
the Park Lane?

)

My friend's white head pressed back against his
cushion. He sighed, and then began refilling his
pipe. So sacred were these silent moments to him,
that I dare not disturb them. His grey, careful eyes
were very watery; yet in spite of their depth, they
fairly glistened in the firelight. When I saw smoke
pouring from my friend's mouth again, I listened
for more of the letter.
You were kind that night, Robert, kinder than you
ever were before. I knew you were terribly fond of
music; but I must have been an uncommon bore to
you what with all my ahs and ohs. Come to think
of it, you even let me hum and talk Wagner the fol
lowing morning as you read Pall Mall and the ac
count of the wheat-shortage at home. That was a
good morning diet, wasn't it? Wheat-shortage and
Lohengrin!
Sometimes, I wonder how you ever put up with me
in those days. In those days! Gad, they seem to
have been only yesterday! We ransacked the Strand,
East-end and West-end London for Wagnerian ma
terial. And we were quite lucky, I should say. Well,
this afternoon—it has been snowing heavily since
yesterday morning—I have played over an immense
deal of that stuff. I recently got a goodish batch
of recordings and played those, too. Picture me,
dear Robert, in my warm study, in front of the fire,
with a p:peful of that tobacco you discovered at
Dunhill's, listening, dreaming, reminiscing. A little
girl from a neighboring hill had come over by chance
and sat beside me, quite as excited as I. She plays
uncommon well—I have been giving her lessons all
winter. Especially well does she play "The Evening
Star." Mark my word, fellow rambler, she will be
somebody in a few years. Her fingers are nimble
and steady. Her wrists are well developed. Should
I mention that she is a beauty? Perhaps: golden
hair, blue eyes, and a complexion that reminds me,

13

in fact drink brandy right here at my fireside. But
London—oh well, I can't tell you what I mean.
Simply, I mean to say that London and Belgrave
Square are Wagner to me. It was there that I first
heard him, first drank to him, first dreamt of him.
Many times I've watched an American Elsa stand
on her balcony in New York. Each time, something
was missing. Oh yes, I know, I'm just an old fool;
and I know in retrospect things seem more beautiful
than they really are. But that's the way it is. Ac
cording to my present feelings, I simply have to go
back to the old days. And I cannot have those days
without you. So come along. Robert, come along and
get your Gladstone out of your musty attic, throw
in a copy of Rienzi with your stiff shirt and join
me. . . .

reminds me—by gad it reminds me of that London
Elsa! I wonuder should she mind my calling her by
that name? She is quite young, nineteen, I guess,
but filled with ability. I wonder what Madame
Grandoni would say were she to hear the girl play?
Would she approve? Would she say faccia pure if
I were to ask the girl to play more? Would she?
Believe me, old man, she'd be dumbfounded.
When will we go back, Robert? When will we sit
in London again and listen to all that glory? and go
to Belgrave for brandy and Madame Grandoni?
While the snow falls outside and the fire crackles
in here, I become filled with an extreme desire for
a night of London and Wagner. It may seem strange
that I should want to cross the entire ocean when I
could just as easily hear Wagner in New York, and
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"Very Sorry Sir, But the Ship Has Practically Sunk"
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Here my friend let the
page drop from his hand.
He relit his pipe, smoking it
before turning to me. His
look was old and tired. The
whiteness of his hair shone
in the firelight. His heavilybrowed eyes were filled with
longing.
Suddenly he got up and
went to the other side of the
room and began fussing with
some records. He came back
to his deep winged chair as
the first strains of the Pre
lude overcame the silence of
the room. Smoking his Lon
don tobacco, we each sat
there in front of the fire
whilst the snow fell gently
outside. The room was being
filled with music, deep, glow
ing, impassioned, vigorous
music. Tender music, a
warm fireside, deepening
shadows . . . my friend's
white head was bowed to his
chest. His long, tapered fin
gers rested on the arms of
the chair, while the light of
the fire seemed to move them.
My sentimental old friend
wasn't in his chair at all; he
was in London at brilliant
Covent Garden, at the table
of the master critic Madame
Grandoni, at Belgrave Square
with Stanhope. The shadows
along side the oak beams be
came longer, and the recesses
of the bookshelves blacker.
Peering into the past he fell
asleep. So it is with old men.
H I K A for

\
.
,

iterary Soundings
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By John C. Neff

I

AM glad the young are more and more inter
In a letter to A. D. McLeod (dated April, 26th, 1913)
ested in Lawrence. More and more he will
he said: "I am doing a novel which I have never
mean to people," wrote Frieda Lawrence after
grasped. Damn its eyes, there I am at page 145,
she had received her first copy of this publication
and I've no notion what it's about . . ." It appears
and after I had written her about the interest col
that Lawrence's writing was spontaneous. And so
lege men have in her husband's works. Mrs.
it was, a spontaneous, living, breathing creation. It
Lawrence's remarks are quite significant, I think,
came from his own soul, smelled of his flesh lived
with his blood. And in the end it killed him.
for they suggest that Lawrence was writing for
Many critics have attacked
the youth of the day, for the
the form in which Lawrence
younger generation. People
wrote. They have correctly
beyond fifty years rarely be
pointed out that some of his
come enthusiastic about him,
«v r
„ - °
books have not the least semb
indeed few of them bother
lance of an ordinary novel,
about him at all. But for us
that he is a very careless
of the younger generation,
writer. One critic told how
Lawrence is important.
$
Lawrence had used the word
He is the paradox of mod
"curious"
ninety times in
ern literature. He is both pro
seventy
pages,
and how his
found and silly; he is a great
'
books
overflow
with
silly errors
stylist and a very sloppy
which
could
have
been
cleared
writer. But what is more im
up
in
a
single
correction.
And
portant, he is a genuis and just
yet
in
spite
of
all
these
obvious
Lawrence. Nowhere in modern
faults Lawrence's writing with
ft
W j
times is there a man like him.
its swing and gusto has a spell
No one has ventured into the
that
cannot be broken. Once
mysterious and awe-inspiring
Arnold
Bennett attacked his
fields he has so completely
\
novel
form.
Lawrence replied:
furrowed. No one has strip
"Tell
Arnold
Bennett that all
ped himself so awfully naked
rules
of
construction
hold good
in an effort to teach mankind
only
for
novels
which
are
\>ir\
his sincere gospel. Go back!
copies
of
other
novels.
A
book
Go back to nature! he cries.
I /
which is not a copy of other
Be yourself! Be yourself, he
books
has its own construction,
D. H. Lawrence (1885-1930)
wails in pain as he watches the
and what he calls faults, he
endless parade of sophistica
being an old imitator, I call
tion and make-believe pass
characteristics. I shall repeat till I am grey—when
through the years of his short life. Some one told
they have as good a work to show, they may make
him he was wrong. "I am not wrong!" he shouted.
their
pronouncements ex cathedra. Till then, let
Of course he wasn't wrong, for he was Lawrence.
them
learn
decent respect."
And his job of being simply Lawrence was a most
Most college men have heard of Lady Chatterly's
difficult one.
Lover. It is indeed unfortunate that they have
When one writes about a man like Lawrence one
learned
of it in the obscene light with which it has
is continually aware that one is dealing with a great
been
thrown
over the world. Further, it is unfor
Power, with a real genius. It is difficult to say
tunate
that
they
have learned of Lawrence through
exactly wherein lies Lawrence's genius—one can
n
that
book,
for
it
is
the last one that should be read.
° ly suggest that one can feel it not only in
To begin a reading of Lawrence, start with his most
awrence's finest pages, but in his worst. The
popular book, Sons and Lovers. Then read The
tenuis of Lawrence is something intangible, inRainbow and The Captain's Doll. By that time you
escribable. You cannot reach it, you can only sense
Jt. Lawrence himself was aware of his own genius.
will be familiar enough with his style and with his
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message to read his excellent book of short stories,
England, My England. You will then have become ac
customed to, and yet always anxious for such pas
sages as the following, taken from The Boy in The
Bush. "Jack did not speak. The sense of evening,
Sunday evening, far away from any church or bell,
was strong upon him. The sun was low in the sky,
and the light intensely strong, all fine gold. He went
out to look. The sunlight flooded the dry, dry earth
till it glowed again, and the gum-trees that stood up
hung tresses of liquid shadow from trunks of gold,
and the buildings seemed to melt blue in the vision
of light. Someone was riding in from westward,
and a cloud of pure gold-dust rose fuming from
the earth about the horse and the horseman, with
a vast, overwhelming gold glow of the void heavens
above. The whole west was so powerful with pure
gold light, coming from immense space and the sea,
that it seemed like a transfiguration, and another
horseman rode fuming in a disk of light as if he
were coming, small and Daniel-like, out of the vast
furnace-mouth of creation. Jack . . . knew again,
as he had known before, that his day was not the
day of all the world, there was a huger sunset than
the sunset of his race. There were vaster, more
unspeakable gods than the gods of his fathers. The
god in his yellow fire was huger than the white
men could understand, and seemed to proclaim their
doom."
There you have fine expression of a man who
understands nature. Lawrence was capable of ob
serving nature in its most minute details, drawing
from those details a wealth of information about
the universe. Closely associated with this keen
sense of observation was his exquisite sense of
beauty, his sense of the mystery of things. One
sees moreover, Lawrence's extraordinary intuitive
insight into human character, his ability to catch
the subtle confusions of human relationships, and
his power to interpret the human mind by means of
animals and landscapes. In short, Lawrence has the
rare ability of being able to interest his reader in
almost anything he writes about.
What exactly has been Lawrence's contribution
to the English novel? It has been this: He has
extended the novel into new and broader—and less
tangible—fields. The only way in which you realize
his message is through his power of suggestion.
Lawrence has refused to grant that humanity has
limitations, that there is a stopping place. He has
gone on and on into the deepness and blackness of
the beyond. It is only by suggesting what he means
that he gets his message to you. In reading him
you become aware of his suggestion: that man
should go back to a realization of his impulsive
being.
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It has been suggested that several shorter notices
of books suitable for Christmas gifts be given this
month. You will of course give books to people
who are fond of them, who will appreciate their
real value, and who don't need the latest publica
tions to meet their tastes. So I am passing on to
you the advice given me by Mr. Christopher Morley. Whether you are old or young, of a passive
or active nature, you would enjoy reading Alex
ander Smith's Dreamthrop—an unforgettable col
lection of essays. Despite its age, (it was writ
ten in the middle of the last century), it is as new
as today. Little is known to me of Alexander Smith;
except that he was born in Glasgow in 1830, and
died in 1867. The book is published by Doubleday
Doran, and sells for $1.50. Incidentally, it has a
good introduction by Mr. Morley.
North to the Orient, by Mrs. Charles Lind
bergh, is perhaps the most popular non-fiction book
of the day, and will doubtlessly be sent through the
Christmas mails by thousands of Americans. It is
a pleasant account of the trip made some two years
ago by the Lindbergh couple. The fact that it is
a first hand account of adventure makes it doubly
interesting.
Thomas Wolfe has produced his third book. This
time it is a book of short stories—From Death
to Morning. In it we have sound proof that the
author is an important figure in the contemporary
scene. Thomas Wolfe is like Lawrence in that his
blood flows through every line on every page of
his books. Those of you who have read Look
Homeward Angel, or Of Time and the River
know what a vigorous, ingenuous pen he has.
That he possesses much vitality and originality
is evidenced on every page. Further, you will find
that he understands a deep and lusty America; that
he can paint pictures of life in Manhattan more real
than the life itself. Read this new book and you
will sense the seething, surging movement of
America in much the same way as you sense it in
Walt Whitman.
With Napoleon in Russia, from The Memoirs
of General de Caulaincourt, will doubtltss prove
to be one of the most important Napoleonic vol
umes published in recent years. It deals particu
larly with the great Russian campaign, and pictures
Napoleon as only the memoirs of an unsentimental
companion of the French emperor could.
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Extracts from a Sketch of the Family
Life of Philander Chase

is

By Reverend Dudley Chase

i

[As announced in the November HIKA, we herewith
present some extracts from a sketch of the family
life of the founder of Kenyon College. The sketch
was written by the Rev. Dudley Chase for his daugh
ter, Miss Emetine. We print herewith the first part
of the sketch. The second part will appear in the
February HIKA. The editors wish particularly to
call your attention to the description of nature life
and the aspects of the countryside of Gambier when
Bishop Chase first came here.]

closely after him were also fallen and struggling,
and the carriage fast on a stump. There were in the
carriage—Father, Mother, Mrs. Russel, Dr. Spar
row and, I believe, S. P. Chase, and myself. We all
had to get out and stand in the woods until a pole
was cut and the carriage lifted off the stump and
horses estricated. I remember it was our faithful
horse "Cincinnatus" (of after history) who alone
drew the carriage onto the dry land. About a mile
HAVE but faint recollections of the place of our
further of careful driving we saw the light shining
abode at Worthington previous to our removal
from the cracks of a log cabin which gave us great
to Cincinnati. I remember Mrs. Barker who
joy. There Father was seized with a fever.
taught me to read and remember how she would rap
Of our life in Cincinnati I remember we lived in a
my head with her thimble when I made mistakes.
brick house which in after years I saw had been con
In 1821 my Father removed to Cincinnati. I re
verted into a store. It had attic windows from a
member one inci
spacious chamber
dent of that jour
above. I remember
B—
ney—the being be
being sent to call
[ m
:>
nighted in the
Salmon P. Chase
Si
Ppfp
woods. It was [the]
down from this
'
--r.
-|
4th of July for we
chamber.
He was
5
a:
111 I 1®
had passed thru a
playing at jack
a
"Vr
village just before
straws with some
' * w",; r;
I
night where we
companions. We
Tv
'v
ought to have stop
came down the
winding stairs to
ped, but there were
gether in the dark
so many drunken
People about that
and, missing our
footing, both rolled
F ather said we will
together to the
drive on to some
111
bottom.
Father,
cabin in the woods.
m fflk
hearing the noise,
The course of the
-<
came out to see
road could be seen
!, n 1
_
and stepped upon
in the twilight.
Original Delta Kappa Epsilon Lodge, Built 1852
poor me, already
The road was cut
straight through
bruised—and thus
a double impression was made of bodily pain which
the dense forest of beech trees so that though we
caused memory to retain a vivid recollection of the
could not see the road below we could see the starlit
incident. How strange it is that only some events of
sky which marked the opening cut for the road. But
our youth will thus be present to us in after life
after going about a mile there was a bad place on
while the ordinary day life is passed as a dream.
the straight road which was avoided by teams pass
I remember the Sunday School—the blue and red
ing in the daytime, but we could not see the turnout
tickets
I used to get for committing Scripture verses
Places after dark, and so went right forward. Soon
we were involved in trouble. Mr. Sparrow being tall
to memory.
Something I remember of the College, being
went ahead but he was shortsighted and down he
present at an exhibition—one of Shakespear's plays
was deep in a mudhole, and our horses going on
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with scenery and which I thought grand. I have
never in my life time attended a theatre and do not
now regret it!
Of the great causes of change in our life, I of
course know nothing, but I rejoiced as a child at any
new movement. Father was to go to England [to get
financial aid for founding Kenyon College], and the
Family were to go in carriage by land with him as
far as Kingston, New York. I recollect passing
along the shore of Lake Erie and seeing the waves
dash on the beach, our horses feet being often deep
in the water which would overspread the road as we
followed the trend of the beach on the hard sand day
after day.
When near Buffalo, my Brother George, who was
with us, drove the carriage into a shed at the Tavern
and broke off all the supports of the top. This I saw
and thought an impossible injury, and [I thought]
that our journey and so cried bitterly. But the top
was sawed off and left, and we went on to Buffalo in
an open barouche! While the carriage was being re
paired we visited Niagara Falls. That grand work
of God's power could not fail to make a profound im
pression, see in after years it was still the same.
Always flowing onward to the ocean, always utter
ing its voice of thunder, emblem of life! The voice
of God! It hushes into awe and silence and in some
lifts the Soul to adoration and worship of the great
Creator "Whose power no creature is able to resist."
At Kingston, N. Y., was the home of my Step
Mother's Mother. There we were to stay while
Bishop Chase went on his Mission to England. A
low, stone house, yet long and spacious—white
washed. Its sides covered with rose bushes—thus it
is present to the memory of first impressions. King
ston was a place near the Hudson River and has its
tradition of the occupancy of the place by the British
in the Revolutionary War.
I remember being of a party who went fishing on
the Hudson River. I saw from the shore two long,
black boats and the men casting and dragging the
great net "full of great fishes" to shore. Not content
with being a spectator, I cast my line into a still pool
of water nearby, and had grand sport for it was full
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Some of the Quantitative analysis boys are planning to
move into Mather Hall
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of large fish of which many a one did not refuse the
bait. But when boasting of my exploit, I was morti
fied to find that I had been drawing from the reser
voir in which the fish already caught in the great net
were kept alive and fresh until the two or three days
of fishing should be over.
It will appear that in the year 1823 I was about
seven years of age. At this time a deep religious
impression was made
upon my mind. I at
tended an evening
service held at some
Church or house near,
but not in the Village
of Kingston. The
preacher was a Min
ister of the Dutch Re
formed Denomina
tion. The while appearance of the
speaker and audience
are as vivid to my
mind now as on that
Who of West Wing Might
night. His text was
This Be?
St. John Vlth 6, 7, 8
verses:
"Will ye also go away,
Love to whom shall we go ?
Thou hast the words of eternal life."
I could almost repeat the substance of that ser
mon at this day. I see in my mind the earnest,
heavenly look of the holy Man, why my heart was
warmed as by the Spirit power to feel that the love
of Christ my Savior yearned to make me his child
and that if I should go away that night without
giving him my heart he would almost speak to me
from the sky in the tones and language of sorrowing
Love and say: "Will you also go away?"
It is many years ago, and life has had its joys and
its labors and its trials, but to that hour I look back
with the joy of a new born hope which I trust will
outlast this short life!
We returned from Kingston, N. Y., to Worthington, Ohio, the same way we went by our carriage
through Pennsylvania and the Alleghany Mountains.
I remember passing through Bethlehem, Penna,
where the Moravians first settled. I was there again
in the year 1876.
Again at Worthington—That "White House" em
bowered in shade trees and vines separated from the
main road by blooming orchards. The meadows and
the brooks. The dark, dense forest of beech woods
beyond. There a part of the years of Childhood were
passed. To roam in the forest and gather nuts or of
course to swim in the stream, to play in the barn,
jump from the hay mow, to build mimic waterwheels, to have stores of ripe apples buried, to see
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EN YON athletics could always attract a
crowd if the fans were assured of a colorful
contest. "Scrappy" Lambert had this past
season a team which was potentially good, actually
fair; but it was a popular team because it always
put on a good show.
There is nothing like showmanship to assure the
popularity of a sport event. If every coach con
sidered his team a product to sell to the customers,
the gate receipts would leap tremendously. That is
why the enrollment at Manhattan has more than
doubled since Chick Meehan took over football
there; the same Chick Meehan who helped New
York University when they were looking for a
Moses to lead them out of the sport wilderness.
Meehan had color, gobs of it; just like Joe Engle,
President of the Chattanooga baseball club, had
color when he traded a player for a turkey, or when
he decorated the grandstand with singing canaries;
just like Art Shires, the minor league first baseman
who parleyed a good fist and jaw of tobacco into a
job with the Chicago White Sox. There is nothing
like a flair for color.
We suspect Rudy Kutler of possessing a flair for
showmanship. He was given an opportunity to
demonstrate this when Kenyon scheduled a program
of boxing matches, and he climaxed it by staging
the never-to-be-forgotten battle royal. More power
to you, Rudy. If this sort of thing keeps up the
students WILL stay here on Saturday nights.
When it was revealed a few weeks ago that Ray
Zeh, the flashy Western Reserve back who leads
the country in scoring, had quite a way to go before
he surpassed the neat record hung up by Kenyon's
own Lenny Brigman, '08, it was just another in
stance of what could be revealed by anyone enter
prising enough to take the time to look up some
of the dope concealed in the pages of the Reveilles.
Brigman's record has been in the library since 1908,
but as far as we know none ever discovered it. That
is a strange situation. Most colleges are shouting
their exploits from the hill tops. Bob K. Davis has
spent a lot of time during the past months delving
into Kenyon's misty athletic archives. Let us hope
December, 1935
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he emerges with some outstanding deeds of Kenyon
achievements.
When this sees print, Kenyon will have played
and won a basketball game from Franklin College,
and fifteen more games are scheduled for the winter
season. If this year's team is to be more victorious
than last, much will depend on Hank Sebach, who
is slated to fill the shoes of Len Swanson, last year's
demon center who tallied 188 points. Last year the
Lords scored 464 points in fifteen games while their
opponents were scoring 595, a record which was
only luke-warm, as only four of the fifteen games
were won. Swanson was the main cog in that
machine, and we hate to think what the team's
record would have been without him. Sebach, there
fore has quite an assignment, but, being endowed
with much natural ability, he should come through.
The other players missing from last year's squad
are Phil Page, Crawford Brooks, Bill Gould, and
Gene Diehl. Brooks led the pack in scoring with
39 points, and Diehl was not far behind with 30.
Page, a defensive player who was hindered by a
sprained ankle, tallied 17 times, and Gould was held
to seven.
Stamm, Morgan, Crumrine, Cadwell, Gruber, and
Riebs are all back and form the nucleus around
which "Scrappy" hopes to find five men with good
eyes.
Besides Sebach, the following sophomores are
out: Harry McGuinness, Tom Thackery, Dave Jas
per, Dick Veatch, Bob Rollins, Cecil Durbin, Jack
Sammon, and Dave Beatty.
Two familiar teams are missing from this year's
schedule: Marietta and Mt. Union, both of whom
played here last year, to provide exciting moments.
Mt. Union came here last year after Kenyon had lost
six straight games, and were highly favored, but
the Mauve rose to the occasion and won out in a
36-28 battle that was a hair-raiser from start to
finish. Both the Marietta games were lost, but both
provided a lot of chaos, since Keyon was aroused
by the tactics of Marietta's Ball who brought down
the house by hitting Bruce Sutton here in 1933.
19

But in place of these rivals we are to see Western
Reserve and Findlay, and perhaps those games will
have their moments.
There has been a lot of talk here lately of organiz
ing a Kenyon bowling league, matches to be held
in Mt. Vernon. Nothing definite has yet been
accomplished along this line, but HIKA thinks it is
a good idea and hopes to hear of definite progress.
Bowling is a great competitive game and a good
conditioner, and perhaps it will not be long until
students walk along the Middle Path talking about
strikes, spares, cherries, and seven-ten splits.
The annual national football ratings have again
appeared, absurdly putting Minnesota, Princeton,
and Southern Methodist on a par. When a rating
leaves room for doubt, it defeats its own purpose.
Such things are of course necessary to the bally
hoo that must accompany the passing-out of an
other football season, but since the only thing such
ratings ever do is create arguments, why not leave
room for argument?
It has generally been acknowledged that the best
football in the country is not played in the East,
yet this year's Princeton eleven deserves more men
tion than they have been getting in the Middle
West. When a staid, conservative sports writer
like Grantland Rice turns cartwheels over the deeds
of Garry Le Van and Company there must be some
reason for assuming that they turn out a pretty
fair brand of football.
It is not too early to remind Kenyon fans that
there will be a baseball team here this year, because
a coach is needed. Gene Lambert probably will not
handle the job, as his forte is tennis and Kenyon
is anxious to keep up its prestige on the courts.
Just who will coach baseball is not known, but the
athletic office has been considering the situation and
probably will have an announcement before many
weeks have passed.
The reason there was no team last year was that
Rudy Kutler was tired of seeing Kenyon baseball
teams losing consistently by scores of 18-1. The
chief reason for the debacle was faulty pitching, but
since Jack Sammon is said to be able to last nine
innings, this year's team will be built around him.
Photography at athletic events is often very re
vealing. In the recent Army-Notre Dame game, pic
tures were taken of the decisive pass to Milner
which was ruled interfered with. The pictures re
vealed that there was really no interference and
the ball should have been ruled incomplete.
Or being more local, there was terrific kicking on
the part of the University of Cincinnati students
due to the rough tactics they received at the hands
of Ohio Wesleyan, who were alleged to have clipped,
hit, and otherwise fouled the boys from U. C. But
pictures of the game were taken by Wesleyan stu
20

dents which showed that most of the dirty work
was done by men in Cincy uniforms and threatened
to show the films at Cincinnati theatres if the beef
ing did not stop.
We only wish that pictures could have been taken
of the recent football game between the Mauve and
Otterbein.

PHILANDER CHASE
(Continued from page 18)

the milk cellars. To hunt wild turkeys and the
pigeons whose numbers in the beech wood were be
yond present belief—these were sports dear to the
childhood days. But when the school came (for it
came to our house, and the inceptional College was
there begun), then the usual hard work and hard
knocks to be drilled into the mysteries of Latin. The
Cabins which I always thought spoiled our beautiful
home were put up as a temporary shelter for the
school until a permanent Institution could be
founded. Yet here were gathered some who after
wards were known as prominent men in the nation.
It was first thought that Alum Creek where a
tract of land was donated by Mrs. Reed, would be
the spot. This was about 12 miles from Worthington
and on the tract of rolling land were the most
beautiful trees of maple and beech. I saw a remark
able scene there. The felling of the forest by pla
toons—a method I never since saw or knew at
tempted. Thus in two days about 100 acres were
cleared. Like rows of brick they came down with a
crash. It was called a "Cutting Bee."
The next movement was preparatory to removal
to the present site of Gambier. Father mounted on
his favorite horse, Cincinnatus, and myself on my
little Indian pony, about the size of a Shetland pony
having his mane and tail closely cropped, made the
advance movement. Mr. Archibald Douglass fol
lowed with a wagon, provisions and some lumber.
Arrived at the foot of the hill we found a path had
been cut through the trees and brush directly to the
spot where now the main stone College Building
stands [Old Kenyon]. A few boards were brought
up and stood against a chestnut tree and there we
sat down and ate our first meal on the hill, of fried
bacon and beans. Afterwards a tentlike shanty
was built with a chimney made of stones and sticks
—bedsteads of poles and clapboards and straw beds,
and there Father and I slept for several months of
the summer. We could see the stars at night
through the crevices and hear the calls of the wild
animals: wolves, foxes and wild cats, and the hoot
ing of the owls and the whippoorwills. The worst
annoyance was the number of rattle snakes, for the
whole of the top of the Hill was then covered with a
tangled mass of underbrush, having been once in the
track of a hurricane.
{To be Concluded in the Next Hika)
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STUDENT OPENS
LABORATORY
DOOR CAUSING
TRAINED SEAL
(g) TO DROP
BALL — FIRING
PISTOL AND
PUNCTURING
BARREL®.
WATER RUNS
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ON TO WATER
WHEEL® WHICH
TURNS AND
LOWERS ARMORPLATED SUIT @
OVER STUDENT SO
HE CAN PERFORM
EXPERIMENTS IN
SAFETY. IF THIS
DOESN'T WORK
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WINDOW —
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MODERN THEATRE
(Continued from page 8)

play, discarding the painted effects for plastic or
architectural backgrounds, unit sets, projections and
atmospheric lighting.
As the settings improved, the need for skilled
directing and acting became increasingly apparent.
Rather quickly, there was a change from the un
skilled to the skilled, and paid, director. Under his
tutelage, actors began to develop in skill, and in
creased their knowledge of their craft. Gradually
theatres were able to hold their audiences through
three-act plays. Urged on by idealists, many of them
attempted to produce the untried works of native
playwrights. They found themselves rebuked by
box-office receipts and their membership lists. As
production organizations, they were not ready or
willing to share in such experiments. They were
brought to understand that a play which is still in
the making, demands the most skillful and technic
ally efficient cooperation of all the artists in the
threatre to give it life.
For the past five years the Tributary Theatre has
stuck pretty close to its task of instructing those
actually engaged in the production, and also the
audience and the playwright. Now, many of them
have found themselves capable of producing a suc
cessful work of native playwrights. Many of them
own admirably equipped houses. Their designers
have had years of experience in developing their

FINEST DRINKS

FINEST FOODS

DAN EMMETT GRILL
Hotel Curtis
Mt. Vernon
Cocktail Hour—5-6 P.M.
ALL DRINKS 25c

HECKLER'S
MT. VERNON'S METROPOLITAN
2 -- DRUG STORES -- 2

WONDER BAR
Where Everybody Meets — A Good Place to Dine
LIQUORS - COCKTAILS
202 S. MAIN STREET
PETE COST, Prop.
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work; their directors are professional men; their
actors have mastered movement, speech and cos
tume. Some of their plays have been so successful,
that well known playwrights have offered new plays
for first simultaneous productions by groups of the
leading Tributary Theatres. In the meantime, the
Tributary Theatres are acting as laboratories for
less known playwrights, and audiences have found
their productions highly acceptable.
Economically, however, these theatres are un
stable so long as they must rely on box-office receipts
and donations. The greatest need is for endowed
theatres with definite purposes, and the universities
are the places in which such a movement was begun.
The university theatre has the distinct advantage
of having no rent to pay, and is not burdened with
taxes. Usually the director's fee is included in the
university teaching-budget, and often much of the
technical work is accounted for by the university.
Moreover, it is the custom to offer scholarships to
enterprising writers and actors. And then, too, a
substantial part of the audience is found already
organized in the student body and faculty. All this
gives the university theatre, during its experimental
stage, a decided advantage over its less fortunately
endowed competitors.
A different, and in many ways more contradictory
approach to the problem of American labor was
earnestly presented at the Denver University Civic
Theatre under the direction of Walter Sinclair:
When the Red Army Marches. In Cleveland's Western Reserve University, several years ago, The
House of Men was given its premiere before an en
thusiastic audience. The play, written by Charles
Price Green, a member of the faculty of Adelbert
College, deals with "the bleak and starved lives of
Oklahoma peasants."
The recent production of Journey's End in Nu Pi
Kappa Hall by the Dramatic Club may become a
memorable date in the history of drama at Kenyon.
For this is the first time) that a play has been pre
sented by a group of students working with the hope
of arousing keen interest among the faculty and
students in a more exacting and serious schedule of
play production. Furthemore, this is the first time
that the College has had as a director a professor
trained for this kind of work.
But serious odds face the Little Theatre move
ment here. The hall used for the presentation of
plays is not large enough. The harmony of effect is
unbalanced by the lack of stage equipment, and the
seating arrangement is uncomfortable.
Despite these odds, the Dramatic Club has
launched itself into a program of three full length
plays. The second is to be presented some time in
March, and the last at Commencement.
H I K A for

THE TIGER MYSTERY
(Continued from page 11)

rode on the back of the tiger! That's it. And how
fortunate it is that they called me in on this case,
for there is not another man in England that would
have thought of that!"
The case against Mayor Ingriss was so com
plete that his old family solicitor advised him to
plead guilty and throw himself on the mercy of
the court. But the mayor would not accept this ad- ,
vice. He maintained that he was innocent. Unfor
tunately he had no alibi, and the neighbors had a
queer story about that night. Nobody lived in the
house with the mayor. His wife had left him be
cause of those cigarettes which he smoked inces
santly, and for the same reason, nobody else would
go there. So he could produce nobody to swear that
he had been in bed all that night. And there were
several of his neighbors who heard his back gate
squeak in the night, and his finger prints had been
found on it, so that it seemed certain that he had
been away from his house just at the time that the
crime must have been committed. Still he denied
that he was guilty. Other lawyers refused to touch
the case since it was hopeless, until a young solicitor
who had just passed his bar examination came and
offered his services.
"It seems to me," said this young solicitor, "that
there are holes in the evidence. In the first place,
there is no corpus delicti, and we ought to be able to
sue out a habeas corpus or something on that. See
Magna Charta, Art. xviii, sec. 13. True, Lord de
Regent and his butler, and officer Buzcomb, say they
saw a head. But a head is a caput, not a corpus;
and even the caput sank the next day, before any
body got a good look at it, and nobody has seen it
since. No coroner has sat on it. It may have been
just a football, or pumpkin. That latter sugges
tion would account for the yellow hair which Buz
comb thought he saw. Now there has got to be a
corpus delicti, or else there is no delictum, and you
will go free."
"I should certainly like to," said the mayor; "but
how about the cigarette stubs, and the handkerchief,
and the dagger?"
"Those don't come in until the corpus delicti has
been established," said the young lawyer. "I will
get you off all right. That is to say, you will be
acquitted of the charge. And yet, is that enough?"
"It is certainly something," said the mayor.
'Yes, to be sure, something; but is it enough?
Your fair name has been tarnished; don't you want
it brightened up again and made to shine?"
"Well," said the mayor, "yes, I suppose that would
be a good thing."
December, 1935

"To do that," said the young lawyer, "we must
clear away all this cigarette, handkerchief, dagger
and tiger business. We must find out who has been
putting those things over on you. Who stole your
cigarettes, handkerchief, etc., and put them there?
Did you ever think of that?"
"I don't know as I ever did," said the mayor.
"And who got a tiger and paraded it up and down
that shore? That also must be discovered if your
good name is to be restored. And I know who can
do it. You have heard of Dr. Zinck, have you not?"
"Dr. Zinck," said the mayor, "Dr. Zinck who dis
covered the murderer in the Stackwell case by just
using a little acetate of iodine, when all the great
detectives of England and France had failed? Dr.
Zinck, who saved the life of the defendant in the
Hopkinson case by finding a single hair hanging
from the eaves of a house in the next town? Is
it him?"
"Him," said the lawyer, "and I am going to have
him right here to go through all this business. I
may be wrong, but it does not seem to me that there
has ever been a proper investigation."
Dr. Zinck was a small man of very insignificant
appearance, except that a pair of tiny, black eyes
kept snapping like an electric torch. He came and
spent a day going over the matter. "Now," said
he, "I have examined those cigarettes that the mayor
has, and those that were found on the shore. To
anyone but myself they would have seemed identical.
But upon boiling them and separating out the
camphor crystals, I found a great difference be
tween the two. The camphor in your cigarettes is
the Cinnamomum Camphora; that in the cigarettes
on the shore is the Dryobalanops aromatica. Differ
ent trees altogether. That shows that the cigarettes
on the shore did not come from the mayor's house.
The handkerchief mystery is almost too absurd for
me to speak of. H. 0. I. are indeed the initials of
Henry Oliver Ingress; but turn the thing upside
down and we have I. 0. H. Please don't tell any
body that I discovered that. It is too obvious for
a brain like mine.
"As to the dagger, here my bathyschizic probe has
achieved another great triumph. The dagger be
longs to Lord de Regent, and he lent it to Mayor
Ingriss. We should expect to find their prints upon
it, and we do. We find also the prints of a police
man who handled the weapon. To anyone but my
self all these three sets would be a mere blurr, each
obscuring the rest. But by the use of my bathys
chizic probe I am able to split the superimposed
layers of marks apart, and see each distinctly, in its
proper order above or below. This method has
enabled me to find a distinct layer of finger prints,
23

which is between those of the mayor and those of
the policeman. Somebody handled the dagger later
than the mayor and before the police got it. This
vindicates the mayor's statement that somebody
stole the dagger from him. This person it was
who took the dagger to the pond. Here on this card
are his finger prints.
"The tiger is a problem worthy of any man's
efforts. That tiger was seven years old. I spent
four years in India studying the hair of tigers. No
body but myself knows that in every year of a
tiger's life a distinct ring forms on every separate
hair of the animal. By counting the rings you
ascertain the creature's age. He was a wild tiger
too, for the points of his claws left very sharp
marks; whereas had he been confined in any zoo
or show the claws would have been blunted on the
hard floors. He was blind on his left side, for his
footprints are close up to the trees on that side,
and he must have bumped into them. I must in
honesty add that I have been unable to find any
hairs on the bark where he bumped; and that would
be strange did we not know—that is to say, I know—
that when a tiger is angry, as he always is, his hair
will not come out. He was also bobtailed, for there
are no traces of the tail in the mud.
"Now, my friend, find a tiger such as I have de
scribed, and you will have no difficulty in finding
the murderer. This murderer will be a smoker of
cigarettes which, except to a brain like mine, are
identical with those that Mayor Ingriss smokes. You
have his finger prints. His initials are I. 0. H.
Any detective with the least mite of intelligence
ought to be able to pick up that man."
It was easy to find the man with the initials.
The Reverend Isaac Orwell Hunter was curate of
St. Michael's Parish. He acknowledged that the
handkerchief was his, but how it got down by the
pond he could not imagine. He was able to prove
that he had no tiger, and that he never smoked any
thing but a pipe. The finger prints on the card
were not his. As a slight recompense for the annoy
ance caused him, Lord de Regent presented him to a
living worth two thousand pounds a year.
Nobody had a tiger. Nobody but the mayor
smoked those Indian cigarettes. Nobody had such
fingers as the card exhibited. Things seemed to
have got into an impasse. The cloud had been lifted
from the mayor's fair fame, but it still hung its
fuliginous shroud over the community as a whole.
People were leaving the town, and no one came in
to take their places. The place was being depopu
lated. Business was at a standstill.
On the outskirts of Lenpole, in a large house set
far back from the road, lived Manson Hettrick, a
maker of distinctive curios. He had been a great
24

traveler in his day. On the ninth of October in the
year following the tragedy with which our history
is concerned, there appeared in the local paper a
letter signed with his name. It read as follows:
"To my fellow citizens: It is evident that our
fair city is in a bad way, and if things go on in this
manner much longer the place will be deserted. I
am told that this is due to the ill reputation which
we have acquired because of the occurrences at Lord
de Regent's pond a year ago. A great crime is be
lieved to have been committed there, and nobody
has been punished. The criminal is supposed to be
still at large, and may any day expend his wicked
ingenuity upon other citizens.
"In the face of this situation I feel myself obliged
to reveal what I had meant always to keep secret,
and to take upon myself such blame as may justly
be due me.
"Six years ago I came back from extensive travels
in India. I brought with me innumerable articles,
among them a box of peculiar Indian cigarettes
which I had purchased, but was unable to smoke.
A little more than a year ago I learned that our
honored mayor smokes that brand of cigarettes. I
felt that something ought to be done about a man
who will indulge in such a vile and such incom
prehensible taste. Dwelling upon this matter, I con
ceived a merry joke upon him. I worked over the
details of it until I got them into a shape that pleased
me, and I then set about carrying my well-meant
pleasantry into execution.
"At the cost of considerable labor I assembled
the necessary properties for my little drama. I
procured an old plaster bust of Archimedes, and
painted it with a dark complexion and golden hair.
I stole one of the curate's handkerchiefs from the
clothesline. I got out my box of Indian cigarettes.
I went at night to the pond, waded in, and stuck
Archimedes in there, only his head showing among
the reeds, about fifteen feet from the shore. I scat
tered a number of partly burned cigarettes around
on the ground, and also dropped the curate's hand
kerchief. I had abstracted the dagger from the
mayor's pocket a few days before as I sat next him
at a cinema, and now I stuck it into the tree. But
how did I keep from making tracks in the soft damp
soil? Ah! that was my masterpiece. I did make
tracks—plenty of them; but they were the tracks
of a tiger's feet. I had brought from India a fine
rug made of the whole skin of a tiger, head, paws,
and all. This I sacrificed. I cut off the hind paws
and nailed them to the soles of my shoes, so that
when I walked I made tiger tracks. Had any one
of those wonderful detectives noticed that the tiger
walked on only two feet, it might have set him think
ing to some purpose."
H I K A for
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AN ANTARCTIC CHRISTMAS
(Continued from page 12)
with the command, and we were once more traveling
across the great white plain which seemed to stretch
unbrokenly in all directions.
For four hours we continued in this fashion with
occasional halts to rest our faithful dogs. Shorty and
I amused ourselves by singing all the songs we could
think of and by playing guessing games. As we
topped a gentle rise, we saw Paul out ahead making
peculiar signs and pointing down the trail. We
looked in that direction and saw a dog-team party
slowly approaching us. It was Finn Ronne and Dick
Black, on their way to the tractor which had broken
down at 120 miles depot, and which was in need of
spare parts. We were delighted to see them and
learn all the gossip of Little America.
They presented us with a can of cheese for Christ
mas, a welcome addition to our ample but unvaried
diet. As both parties were becoming chilled after
about a half hour of inactivity, we soon parted.
Their fresh trail was easy to follow, so we made
good time during the remainder of the day. When
we had covered a total of 18 miles for the day's run,
we camped and prepared our Christmas dinner. It
was to be a gala affair.
The other dog party that we had met at the Rocke
feller Mountains a week before, had given us some

We are ready to
assist you in your
GIFT PROBLEMS

•>

Here is a happy hint for
those who do not know
what to give . . . Just drop in this friendly
store; we will gladly show you hundreds of
GIFT ITEMS . . . that are sure to please. . . .
T hen, too, you will find our prices are right.
May We Suggest for HIM - - ARROW
ESSLEY
ELDER SHIRTS
ARROW NECKWEAR
INTERWOVEN HOSE
FRUIT OF LOOM PAJAMAS
For Mother - Sister - Sweetheart - JEWELRY
SILK HOSIERY
PURSES
GIFT SETS
SILK OR RAYON LINGERIE
and many other practical gifts

The D o w d s - R u d i ii Co.
Knox County's Greatest Store
MOUNT VERNON, OHIO
December, 1935

hamburger steak, and we had hoarded it all for this
occasion. Paul had also managed to save a can of
corn and a few cans of beans from our special ration
that we had cached at the mountains. The ham
burger was found to be mouldy, but we thought it
delicious. And such a welcome change from the
daily ration of pemmican! For dessert Steve made a
large pot of Chocolate snow-ice-cream, and then pre
sented us each with an extra bar of chocolate. No
Christmas dinner of turkey and all that goes with it
ever tasted finer.
My diary for this day closes with the following:
'We celebrated the occasion by clipping our beards
quite closely, and, heaven forbid, by washing our
hands and faces—my first face wash in seventy-three
days.' "
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PARADISE LUNCH SHOP

•

For Lunches
High Grade Wines — Highballs and Beer
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Peirce Hall Coffee Shop
Good Foods and Service
OPEN ALL DAY

Large Size Portraits
Made from your Individual Pictures
At a Reasonable Cost
The M. H.

Mueller Studio

35 Arcade

Newark, Ohio

.

Private Dining Room for Parties
Soda Grill and Candy Shop in Connection
Established in 1911

THE ALCOVE RESTAURANT
Breakfast 6:30 to 9:30 A. M.
Luncheon 11 to 2:30 P. M.
Dinner 5 to 8:30 P. M.
Special Sunday Dinner 11 A. M. to 8:30 P. M.
All Food Prepared and Cooked by Women

SURLAS H FRANCIS
114-116 S. Main St.

Phone 157
Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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CORRESPONDENCE

ism; but it is also the basis of social
cooperation.
It is this privilege of independent
(Continued from page 1)
thought that Kenyon offers. The field
says, "The authorities abruptly closed
of thought is not limited by any creed
some scores of the smaller, more indeor any doctrine. So long as the thought
pendent colleges such as Williams, Bowis honest and the conclusion is genuine,
doin, Oberlin, Georgetown, Antioch,
this freedom is complete. The community
Carleton, Lewis Institute, Commonof Kenyon is so intimate that one can
wealth, Princeton, Swarthmore, Kenyon,
scarcely retire into solitude, and it is so
all vastly different one from another but
small that from "bull session" to classalike in not yet having enthely become
room discussion there is ample oppormachines." "Independent colleges . . .
tunity to speak and to defend one's
not . . . entirely . . . machines"—these
thoughts. To students and faculty alike
are the colleges that no despotism could
every student is an individual human betolerate. A gentleman less widely known
ing, and there is neither any reason nor
than Mr. Lewis a short time ago exany desire to force his individualism to
pressed a similar idea by calling Kenyon fit
a general mould. In such an envira seat of rugged individualism. Such
onment individuality develops, and the
opinions challenge thought.
thoughts and views peculiar to each reWhat is the "independence", the
ceive the fullest respect of all. No blind
"rugged individualism" that these stateadherence to half truths and meaningments assume to be the heritage of a
less shibboleths can escape the withering
college like Kenyon? In the first place,
criticism of the group, but any opinion
it must be clearly understood that
with a logical basis is current coin in
Kenyon does not champion "rugged inthe college realm.
dividualism" in the currently popular
This has long been true of Kenyon,
political significance of that term.
and it should be even more so as the
Kenyon belongs to no political party
seminar table—one of the newest feaand to no one school of political or ecotures of the College—comes more fully
nomic thought. It wants every man to
into use. Here every man is encouraged
be free to think politically as he sees fit
to think for himself, and here is proand to vote as his own judgment dictates.
vided a time and place for him to exNor does the individualism of this colpress his thoughts and defend them,
lege mean that Kenyon men decline to
Few, if any, other institutions offer
cooperate with their fellows. Quite the
greater facilities for an honest search
contrary, life here is intimate, and cofor truth than the seminar discussion,
operation is demanded on all sides. In
it might, indeed, happen if a dictatorthe dormitories, on the playing floors and
ship should arise in America, that
fields, and in activities of all kinds, one
Kenyon would be among the first instituwho failed to cooperate would find himtions attacked, for the independence that
self alone, indeed. Individualism in its
prevails here is incompatible with Fasfiner sense is in no way the antithesis
cism, Naziism, and Bolshevism, on the
of social mindedness. Christ, though the
0ne hand, and with regimented, impracunique individualist of his da.y, was at the
tical idealism on the other.
Should
same time more of a socialist than Karl
either of these regimes ever prevail in
Marx. Kenyon stands for individualism
America, Kenyon would consider it an
as represented by Christ and Confucius,
honor to be the first to suffer in the cause
but not for the unsocial variety that
0f honest thought and free expression,
leads at its best to a life of futility and
Yours sincerely,
at its worst to an asylum.
CLARENCE P. GOULD,
In the field of morals Kenyon has been
Dean of Men.
accused of being too individualistic. This
college holds it an immutable principle
that no man is free to exercise his liberty
in a way that will curtail the liberty
of another. In so far as most of the
conventions of society are based on this
KENYON BASKETBALL SCHEDULE
principle, Kenyon supports such conven
tions ; but it aims not to mistake narrowDec. 12—Franklin U. at Gambier
mindedness for idealism, nor does it
Dec. 17—Denison U. at Granville
hypocritically pretend to maintain a
Jan. 3—Franklin U. at Columbus
standard of purity and perfection never
Jan. 10—Hiram at Gambier
yet achieved by1 human beings. It accepts
men as they are, and tries to train them
Jan. 14—Muskingum at Gambier
to live uprightly in the world as it is.
Jan. 17—Kent State at Gambier
This cannot be done without a wide meas
Jan. 21—Oberlin at Gambier
ure of freedom, but this freedom ends
where the freedom of others begins.
Jan. 24—Capital at Columbus
But there is something more to this
Feb. 6—Ashland at Gambier
independence, this unmechanized condi
Feb. 8—Hiram at Hiram
tion—that would lead to Kenyon's de
Feb. 11—Capital at Gambier
struction by a dictatorial state. It is the
freedom to think, to think fearlessly but
Feb. 15—Findlay at Findlay
honestly, and the liberty to give free ex
Feb. 18—Western Reserve at Cleveland
pression to the results of real thought.
Feb. 21—Denison at Gambier
It is the freedom to adhere to an honest
Feb. 26—Ashland at Ashland
conclusion even though all the world
should be of another opinion; and its
Feb. 29—Findlay at Gambier
counterpart is the willingness to tolerate
another man who is equally convinced
The following books have been added
against you. Emerson says: "It is easy
to the New Book Club:
in the world to live after the world's
opinion; it is easy in solitude to live after
Nine Etched From Life, by Emil Ludwig
our own; but the great man is he who
Life With Father, by Clarence Day
in the midst of the crowd keeps with
It Can't Happen Here, by Sinclair Lewis
perfect sweetness the independence of
Aaron's Rodj by D. H. Lawrence
solitude." This is stubborn individual-
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GELSANLITER'S
Typewriters

Office Supplies
Desks
Phone 338

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

Say It With Flowers . . .
TELEGRAPH ORDERS
CUT FLOWERS
Corsage Artistically Arranged

WILLIAMS FLOWER SHOP
Phone 235

R. V.
HEADINGTON
SUPER-SERVICE STATION
Lubricating Service
Tire Repairing

Ylk

LINCO
Linco Hot Water Heaters
Prestone

Zerone

Alcohol

Buy Your Christmas
Gifts at the

Kenyon College Shop

Pitkin's Provision Store
"Everything to Eat"
MT. VERNON, OHIO

ANSWERS TO KENYON
INTELLIGENCE TEST
6—d;
1—b;
7—b;
2—c;
8—d;
3—e;
9—b;
4—b;
10—b;
5—b, e;
H i K A for

CINEMA

C. H. DIETRICH

Memorial Theatre

Watch and Jewelry Repairing
29 E. Gambier St.

MT. VERNON

SAY

OHIO

IT

WITH

FLOWERS"

SHARP'S
Phone 895

The Union Central Life
Insurance Company
ROBERT P. FITCH

Dec. 15—17
18&19
20&21
22—24
25&26
27&28
29—31

Vine Theatre
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.

Special Representative

906 Akron Savings and Loan Bldg.,
AKRON, OHIO

"Grand Exit"
"Waterfront Lady"
"Without Children"
"The Melody Lingers On"
"If I Had A Million"
"Lost In the Stratosphere"
"She Couldn't Take It"

Dec.
Dec.
Jan.

8-9 James Cagney in "Frisco Kid"
10-1 Loretta Young in "The Crusades"
12 Walter Kelly in "The Virginia Judge"
13-4 Jack Benny in "Its in the Air" and
Sir Guy Standing in "Annapolis Farewell"
15-6 Carole Lombard-Fred MacMurray in
"Hands Across the Table"
17-8 Kay Francis in "I Found Stella Parrish"
19 Claude Rains in "The Last Outpost"
20-1 Wheeler & Woolsey in "Rain-Makers" and
George O'Brien in "Whispering- Smith"
22-3-4 Ronald Coleman in "Man Who Broke the
Bank at Monte Carlo"
25-6-7-8 Shirley Temple in "Littlest Rebel"
29-30-1 Claudette Colbert, Fred MacMurray, Robert
Young in "Bride Comes Home"
1-2-3 Joe Penner, Jack Oakie in "Collegiate"

Lyric Theatre
Dec.
IJ I

Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.

Zemo quickly relieves the torture of
Itching Rashes and Ringwormsoothes the irritation of Eczema,
Pimples and similar skin troubles. For
25 years Zemo has been used and
praised by millions as a clean, safe,
dependable remedy for family use to
relieve skin irritations. Approved
by Good Housekeeping Bureau, No.
4874. 35c, 60c, $1. All druggists'.

zemo

FOR

Dec.
Dec.
Dec.

8-9

Norma Shearer, Charles Laughton in
"Baretts of Wimpole Street"
13-4 John Carroll in "Hi Gaucho" and
Monte Blue in "On Probation"
15-6 Ray Walker in "He Couldn't Take It" and
Star Cast in "Danger Ahead"
19 "Beggars in Ermine" and "Outlaw Tower"
20-1 Bill Cody in "Outlaw Ranger" and
Norman Foster in "Sky-Bound"
22-3-4 "Broken Dreams" and "Skyway"
25-6 "Sixteen Fathoms Deep" and "Fighting
Rookie"
27-8 "Range Warfare" and "Hot Off the Press"

Compliments of

The Kelser-Dowds Company
Wholesale Groceries
MT. VERNON OHIO

SKIN IRRITATIONS

BAIR'S
Dry Cleaning Co.
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

'IS

oiqo 'UOUJ3A

3U!A

"/A 6

dojj 'NOlllIWH 1HVD

DO I IMoq qsij -Zo vz

sdyjicnpuog jo sputyj jjy

aa oa n a w vH

3

s; snava

The American Beauty Shop

For The BEST BEER and SANDWICHES
ELKS GRILL

Shoe Repairing — Dry Cleaning
Hats Cleaned — Shoe Shining

MT. VERNON
Courtesy Cards issued to Kenyon men.
Ask at Elks Club about the cards.
Not a Public Place

210 S. Main St.
December, 1935
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Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
•

Selected Eggs
Dressed Poultry

•

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

Refresh yourself . . .

DRINK

DIEHL CENTENNIAL
A Perfect Beer

The Christ Diehl Brewing Co.
DEFIANCE, OHIO
DISTRIBUTED

BY

The Mt. Vernon Beverage Co.
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Compliments of . . .

MUSCLETONE
An Alcoholic Liniment
USE IT AFTER
THE GAME

MIDWEST DRUG CO.
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

II
&

mm

SHIS
u
;
$ rnrnmzmmk - •
• ••
'
^ . -irW.

•(rek MMMMM/ •" M-

•

•

WBEm

r

n

V
%Wm«m
/K-AJ

mBm

MM-

(0

II

K

rj
1

J

'

J
1

1

I

I

'!

\
i

N \

•j

'\k
<*

r*
if

|

/

/

esterfieids

— #«*/«

d?/isutt>*ui6 io

W;
I
\

a£@

rZMSMMm

WAVTIS

Uecerrs,

|7t>B'ACCO

-

© 1935, LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO CO.

y

