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Steadily Pleasing Kenyon Men

Whatever Your Needs

JAMMERON'S

May be - - for Yourself

For Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
in Gambier

or for Gifts
Always Shop—First
Knox County's Greatest Store

WE CAN STOP FALLING HAIR
and grow new hair on your bald spot.
The Xervac Method

Positive Results

LYLE FARRIS BARBER SHOP
5 W. High St.

ARROW SHIRTS
ESSLEY SHIRTS

SERVICE CAB COMPANY

ELDER SHIRTS

9 S. Mulberry

ARROW TIES

Phone 474

Long Distance Hauling Done Cheaply

FRUIT OF LOOM PAJAMAS
CAMPUS SWEATERS
INTERWOVEN HOSE

131 DOWDS-RUDIN eft
Knox County s Greatest Store
Mt. Vernon, 0.

211 South Main

24 Hour Service

Batteries Charged

Safety Service Garage
11-13 W. Ohio

Phone 771

6% Beer
"SAY

IT WITH

42 Proof Liquors

FLOWERS"

BOTTLED BEER

SHARP'S

Per Case
Goeble
Patrick Henry
Strolls

Phone 895

$2.40
2.20
2.50

f

CANNED BEER

For The BEST BEER and SANDWICHES

ELKS GRILL

Per Case
A. B. C.
Pabst
Genesee Ale
Budweiser

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

2.70
3.00
3.00
3.10

TAYLOR WINES

HECKLER'S

Fifth, tax paid
l/
2 gal., tax paid
Gal., tax paid

MT. VERNON'S METROPOLITAN
2 --

DRUG STORES

.98
1.75
3.00

-- 2
Everything

The Isaly Dairy Store
HOLIDAY ICE CREAM
and other Holiday Foods in season

for the Party

Myers Supply Company
116 West High

Phone 894

Open 'til midnight except Sunday

Ale

Wi»«

CORRESPONDENCE
A.

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

The October letter of the following
correspondent was answered by the
editor. The following is his reply to our
letter.
Dear Sir:
My letter which you printed in your
October issue has been answered by more
persons than I care to reply to. I am in
deed sorry that you did so against my
wishes, although I understand the feel
ings that must have prompted you. Your
own letter in answer to mine was par
ticularly bitter in condemning my "re
morseless attitude," and yet I believe my
attitude represents the true feeling of
most older people toward you and your
work. Eventually you will know the
truth of it yourself.
I am neither an old fogie nor am I very
near that day when I shall be out of cir
culation. My attitude is a result of look
ing back on my youthful activities, not
in forgetting them, as you seem to think.
You see, I am as "remorseless" in judg
ing my own past as I am in condemning
your present.
If I admire the alacrity of your leap to
the defense of your age; I deplore the
very evident inadequacy of your argu
ments against the stand I have taken
about young people. You argue against
my accepting the presumptions of young
writers as pure bosh, while I simply state
that such is the case. You attempt to
convince a person who will not be con
vinced because of your inexperience and,
therefore, your inability to make your
points. You have, in effect, three strikes
against you from the start.
Print this if you will, but I shall dis
regard your replies.
Very truly yours,
Dear Sirs:
It is a commonplace to hear older per
sons criticize the younger generation.
They pooh-pooh youthful attitudes and
expressions. "Not old enough to have an
idea let alone present one," they say.
Youth must be still, must sit and listen.
If youth has any ideas it must keep them
to itself, because they will undoubtedly
be worthless anyway. If youth has de
veloped a reasonable method of thinking,
even, age is more than often inclined to
believe the method reached by sheer
chance.
Such is the attitude suggested by the
writer of the first letter appearing in
the October issue of Hika. It is a lament
able thing, I think, that people grow old
so suddenly they forget almost they were
ever young or that they once had young
ideas. It is even more sad when persons
whose arteries are beginning to harden
attack the enthusiasm that is youth's.
But there is no need to question the rea
sonableness, of such an attitude. Its very
agelessness perhaps, makes it so. The
trouble really lies in the unexpressed fact
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stories, essays, and sundry articles for a
college publication offer unlimited means
for developing a reasonable, experienced
growth to age. And somewhere, then, in
that growing process, a youth reaches the
happy point where for a time at least he
can be at one with the attitudes of youth
and age. Age can never turn back.
Yours very truly,
JOHN C. NEFF, '36.

that we hate seeing ourselves grow old, Hartford City, Indiana,
seeing our creeds and ideas discarded and November 18, 1936.
scorned. Age must secretly find the con
I ditched the first questionnaire think
tinual change of life sad. But youth! ing I had nothing to report. Since you
That is a different matter; a new gen have repeated the request here comes the
eration, a new evolution of thought and saga of a highly successful failure. I
deed. AH over the world youth is the have been at various times Glass Worker,
same, fresh and living, careless and ten Factory Manager (Name on the letter
der, showing an instinctive dislike for head an' everthin)—Years later I was a
old ways and the ways of old people, look yard hand in the same plant, Insurance
ing into the future with a curious won Agent, Market Gardener, Poultryman,
der.
Freight House Roustabout, Brakeman,
A youth may, as the writer of that let Janitor, Stationary Engineer, Home
ter suggested, be shocked by the hardness steader, Prospector, Forest Ranger, I
of the world; he may be stunned by dis have rung door-bells and sold everything
covering that he was all wrong, that he from Fuller Brushes to Magazine Sub
was thinking in the wrong direction all scriptions, I have leaned on a shovel han
the time. Now here is the crux of the dle on a PWA Highway Project and worn
matter. If he has been thinking, in any the soles off my shoes looking for an
direction whatsoever, he has been gaining honest to God job. Now I am firing
ground. In short, whatever he has been boilers at a plant locally known as "The
doing, in a thoughtful manner, that is, Old People's Home" and trust that I am
has been to his distinct advantage. Label located for the balance of my working
his work silly, awkward, immature— years. I work from 6 P.M. to midnight
labelling which more than often is too seven days a week. These hours give me
true—the fact still remains that by doing a chance to follow a bird dog or a beagle
so the youth is widening, and deepening, in the Fall and to fish the nearby streams
the reaches of his mind.
and ponds in the Summer.
It gets us nowhere to say that the
When I had been married ten years I
youth of today is the leader of tomorrow.
Of course he is, always has been; but the was in my tenth home and fourth state.
phrase is worn out to the verge of mean- I have had four children, no two born in
inglessness. The letter in quetsion implies the same state. I have two acres and a
a much vaster meaning than its writer small house on the wrong side of the
intended, more than to tell youth that be tracks but it is mine and there is no
cause he will be tomorrow's leader he plaster on it YET.
I have lived in a sod house and in sev
should sit quiet today. The letter, then,
suggests the distrust that has always ex eral log cabins. I have lived so far from
isted between youth and age. Shakes the railroad that I bought my groceries
peare once wrote a sonnet about youth once a year and it took a week to make
and age. The two simply wouldn't get the round trip to town to get 'em.
along together, he said. Later, Words
I have never paid any income tax and
worth came along and tried to say the never expect to. Though I come of a long
same thing, but he got awfully confused. lived race I don't expect to live long
And so did the writer of that letter get enough to get totally out of debt. I have
confused. Simply because he failed to re lost most of my illusions along with most
member that youth must grow old, but of my hair but still have a lot of ideals
that in order to grow old wisely, youth and 99.44% of my homegrown teeth. I
must be given every available chance for have watched the Jack snipe at his court
expressing himself. Writing editorials, ing and the beaver at his work.
During a period of acute financial dis
asters I parted with my boots, chaps and
spurs. But my built-to-order stock sad
dle, my Navajo saddle and my bridle with
its seven foot reins and hand forged bit
are still in my possession and D.V. will
be there to the end. I can eat anything
that any other white man can eat and by
FEBRUARY HIKA
the same token I can drink anything that
is not thick enough to eat.
I can't ask you to send the Hika and
"bill later" because, when the butcher,
the baker and the candlestick maker gets
by
done with my microscopic weekly honor
JOSEPH W. PEOPLES
arium there are not even crumbs left.

Ill . .

Kenyon Night Life
and

Fate and Dr. Ashford

But
I will eat when I am hungry and I'll
drink when I am dry
And, if a tree don't fall on me I'll live
until I die.
CHARLES M. HUBBARD, '97.
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ditors Page

Definition
Weighing in our mind the
reams of Republican editorials
that must have gone unread in
the recent Presidential camp a i g n , and understanding
finally the calloused attitude of
the student toward matters we
have tried to make an issue of,
we bow outwardly to this im
perturbable Kenyon society. We have striven might
ily sometimes to rouse a good issue and have pumped
up a lot of flat tires. When a roaring good outrage
comes along or sufficient number of us have our toes
tramped on, certainly we shall raise Cain. But thus
far the threshold of the student mind has been too
high for our poor stimuli. And so we shall say what
we think of things, hoping, since we are a student
too, that we are reflecting some general attitude.

r

Denison Glowers
When we read R. J.
Tunis' article "More
Pay for College Foot
ball Stars" we were
taken in as the major
ity of average read
ers were. Perhaps we
let our pride in Kenyon sway us a little,
but we were quick to
jump to the sugges
tion that Kenyon and Oberlin were the only two
amateur" colleges in Ohio. But, as everyone else—
since we did not think Mr. Tunis could know too
much about the subject after all—we made a joke
of it. The Collegian used Mr. Tunis' ratings jokingly
and discovered that a printed laugh has the same
tone as a nasty aspersion—to the wrong readers.
enison is burning with its interpretation of that
augh, which seemed to have an insulting flavor.
Here at Kenyon the affair is still a joke, but at Gran
ville the student body is sullen and mumbling. The
denisonian has taken up the cross of every Ohio
college and has stirred up mud.

V
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We regret that the Denisonian would not allow us
the Collegian's laughing note about the "simon-pure"
nature of the Kenyon-Oberlin football game, how
ever local the laugh was, but we wish sincerely that
the paranoiac at Granville who called the joke an
effrontery had a bit of insight. No one at Kenyon is
so dull as to believe that there are only two "ama
teur" colleges in Ohio. But we also regret that "ex
pedition" that took it upon itself to "represent" this
staid old institution at Granville when such a move
was all that was needed to leave us all wearing long,
hairy ears and gave Editor Thomas Allison half a
talking point. What moved us especially was the
remark of a Denison coed, whom some one here has
on a pedestal.
"I thought Kenyon men were so nice until those
tramps came down here the other night. That was
so silly."
We quote this person word for word, regret for
regret. We hate an anticlimax more repeatedly than
President Roosevelt hates war, and certainly that
"expedition" was an anticlimax.
We can never apologize after the classic threat of
the Denisonian "to take the matter to our President
Peirce," which chilled every Kenyon man to his
marrow and caused panic. There is nothing for us
but to admire, at the distance of thirty miles, the
acuteness and awful potentiality of the Quixote who
can perceive a molehill in a clod and build his moun
tain notwithstanding.
There is, however, one spectacle we would like to
have seen before Mr. Tunis' article was ever printed.
That is, an article on the same subject, in the same
words, but with "Denison University" in place of
"Kenyon." We would like to have seen the grand
sachems of the Red Tribe whooping in transcendent
exultation through the 100 point type of the
Denisonian. We would like to have seen a day set
apart, as "Scrap Day" for example, upon which
every fine Denison student would face north-northeast, or whatever the direction of Mr. Tunis' abode,
in utter reverence. And we would have done noth
ing, because somehow we cannot contrive that a
molehill be more than a simple, tiny irregularity.
5

Class of '41
Often one wonders what
those qualities of character are
that must inhabit the ideal
Kenyon man. One has medi
tated somewhat on the out
ward evidences of his inner
magnificence.
And so have we done in great
seriousness, with an eye to the
future rather than to the present. This model fellow we
have found is bordering on the
eighth year. We do not intend that he embody all
those fine qualities we desire, but in this instance,
simply two of them, since our acquaintance has been
brief and colored by prejudice in that he is the kid
brother of a friend. But he is marked for Kenyon,
and possesses these: acute perception and fearless
integrity. By that last we mean that he says what
he thinks.
One day, upon observing a spider, he determined
to write of it. The terse and bold, yet adequate,
manner in which he wrote is evidence of those two
qualities of character we have named.

'i!

"1. the spider has 8 legs and 8 eyes.
2. it has little hairs all over it.
3. it has two feelers that it takes hold of its food.
4. it is not a bug because it has 8 legs.
5. the spider spins a silk house there is a web
that comes in, so the spider sits there and puts his
foot on the web and so if anything gets caught, the
spider goes out and bites it and then wraps it up
with silk, and then sucks the blood out of its guts."

Anglers
This grading system of
ours has been a fruitful
source of Kenyonism and
J rank pantomime. When asked
what grade he has received
upon getting back an exami
nation paper, one may reply in any of the following
ways: hold up the hand with the fingers distended
or simply hold up the bare fist, thus indicating a
numerical five; mimic the act of reeling in a large
fish; sneer dejectedly, pointing thumb at floor; hold
up one finger and laugh raucously (this is sheer sar
casm) ; mimic the actions of eating an ear of corn,
holding up the cob upon finishing.
All of these signals or manners of expression are
interpreted by the sum 5. Since there is rarely occa
sion for any other signal, we omit further exposi
tion. The grave effect this system has had on the
Kenyon mind is exemplified in the ghastly case of

Av

6

John Long of West Wing. He dreamed one night
that he was fishing on sunny banks and caught a
fish, which he stuck in his coat pocket, remarking at
the time upon the repulsive, slimy feel of the crea
ture. The next day he caught one in Money and
Banking.
PoOT TPrCtchcS
Kenyon is a haven of introverts. Personally, we
are a sort of introvert and revel somewhat in our
condition. But we have located someone who is hav
ing a devil of a time.
Saturday night of the Fall dance week end we
strolled by the baleful light of the moon along the
path near Ascension Hall, blowing our breath out in
misty clouds. We heard an imprecation voiced out
of the comparative darkness and saw a shadow sit
ting forlornly upon a great stone at the foot of a
tree.
"!!!!!", this voice said.
"Hello there," we said experimentally, and went
over and sat down. This shadow was verging on
tears and had a quavering tale to tell.
"I can't hand it out like that ! ! ! ! ! can. That
backslapper, that Casanova, that confounded extravert, that handshaking, grinning, social lion! Women
will go for anything, damn near. I never could talk
much, and now look!"
We pitied this shadow, for the extravert has ever
had the upper hand in such matters. He fought
something insurmountable. That sort of thing hap
pens all the time.

The IVoman Driver
Ever since suff
rage and automo
biles again aroused
in the male his
primitive instincts
of self-preservation
the woman driver
and her caprices have been an enigma. We of the
opposite sex may only ponder the situation in an
impersonal and hypothetical light. Convention and
feminine pride do not warrant a more drastic re
action.
It is neither practical nor possible to set down a
rule, or even theory, of the principles by which the
woman driver operates. A more erratic and incon
sistent factor in our civilization can scarcely be
found; the extremes of queerness and whimsicality
which she exhibits confound us.
Let us examine the probable state of mind of Mad
ame as she prepares to barge down a one way street
—the wrong way.
t

(Continued on page 14)

H i K A for

Umbrellas For Sale
By William H. Deivart, Jr.

I

F you are at all familiar with 42nd Street you
undoubtedly have seen Daphne Burgess. Even
though you may not have been attracted by
her trim figure and sparkling eyes, you certainly
have noticed the umbrella which she always car
ries—that umbrella which has printed on it:
Blumenfield's for Best Umbrellas.
j

And you probably have wondered why on
earth an attractive girl like Daphne had taken
such a job. Well, it was a lot better than being
cooped up in an office all day. It was a lot
better than staying indoors, selling frocks to
fussy old ladies. And she really didn't mind
having people stare at her. At least, she didn't
mind until that afternoon when she met a cer
tain young man who—but we are coming to
that in a minute.

f
I
I
I
\
\

At any rate, from nine to five each day, with
an hour off for lunch if the weather is fine, she
is to be found somewhere between Grand Central
and the Public Library, peering anxiously at
the sky. If so much as a wisp of a cloud ap
pears on the horizon, up goes the umbrella,
telling the world how to keep dry.
i
But if Mr. Blumenfield could have
seen his employee now he un
hesitatingly would have dis
charged her. For although
there was as nice a storm
i aging as New York had seen
in weeks, Daphne was hud
dled in a doorway, clutching
her tightly-rolled umbrella be
hind her so that no one could
lead the message it had to
/
give. To one who knew
aphne this would have
seemed incredible; for there
Was no one in the whole procssion who took her duties
more seriously.
Yet you had only to
glance at the young
"lan, waterproof over
his arm, who stood
December, 1936
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'

near her, in order to understand the
reason. For Daphne was—well, not
exactly in love; for she had never
seen the young man before; but
for the first time since she
had taken this job she
felt a little embar
rassed about it.
k
"He is nice," she
1
thought, as she
1 looked at him out of
1 the corner of her
I eye. "But really,
I this is the limit!
\ Here it is, the best
\ shower of the
/ month, and he has
I to stand right next
J
to me through it all.
I can't let him see what
sort of a job I have!"
She stamped her foot,
and if she didn't say,
"Damn!" she said some
thing very much like it.
Then, suddenly, the
rain was over, and the
sun came peeping out
I again. Daphne and the
young man hurried out of
the doorway at the same
time, and collided, and
said, "Oh! Sorry!" and
then went on their sepa
rate ways.
That was how it all
started—and there wasn't
a day in the next week that
they did not run into one
another.
At first they each looked
quickly in the other direc
tion when passing;
but at the sixth meet
JA5
eta
ing the young man
made ready to raise
his hat in case their
7

eyes should meet. At the seventh encounter their
eyes actually met, and he actually did raise his hat,
and Daphne actually did smile back—just the faint
est, most fleeting sort of smile imaginable, but a
smile all the same.
And she murmured to herself for about the tenth
time:
"Yes, he is nice!"
But then she frowned and said:
"I wonder what his job is? He can't have a regu
lar one, because he is always going up and down the
street here."
Observant passers-by the next morning might
have noticed a shy nod from the young man, and
just the suggestion of a nod in reply from Daphne,
as she went hurrying by, intent on a delectable cloud
which was moving towards the Public Library.
"Oh dear!" she thought, "This is really getting too
complicated! I can't let him know what I do for a
living! Why, he'd never look at me again if he knew
I went around making an exhibition of myself with
this—this umbrella!"
The next day he said, "Hello!" and if they actually
did stop to chat for half a minute, who can blame
them? After all, when two young people live alone
in New York it is rather hard to get to know anyone
else, and they had seen each other so often by now
that they felt they were old friends.
Then again, the few words they exchanged could
hardly be called a real chat; for they scarcely paused
in their walk past one another. And it is hard to
say why each of them should feel a little light
headed after this exchange of pleasantries; for to
us the conversation seems commonplace, if not trite.
They talked, in fact, about the weather.
'Looks like rain," volunteered the young man.
Why, yes," said Daphne, cocking an eye at the
sky in an experienced sort of way, "Well, I've got to
be getting along."
"See you tomorrow?"
"Yes," said Daphne, "I guess so."
That being the whole conversation, spoken as
written, with no innuendoes or hidden meanings, it
is difficult, we repeat, to understand just why each
of them should proceed along 42nd Street almost
bursting with happiness.
After this, what was more natural than that they
should stop for a chat each time they met? In three
days' time they were calling one another "Daphne"
and Michael ; and within a week they were having
lunch together.
By this time Daphne was certain that she liked
Michael very much, and she was reasonably sure
that he liked her at least a little. And then, first
thing we know, we hear a conversation something
like this:
"Daphne?"
(Continued on page 22)

8

I

COMBAT OF GENERALITIES

NTO every learned discussion, especially the
more technical, there intrudes a person whose
every word has an uncertain substance, whose
every sentence is a maze of generalities, built up of
elusive fragments of thought and joined into a chain
of nothingness. Somehow our ability to pentrate
his profundity does not bring us to conscious shame,
nor do we attribute the tremendous sweep of his
statements to an equally broad insight. We dare not
commit ourselves by demanding definite facts. By
such an act we should stamp ourselves in the mind
of the speaker as shallow and narrow-minded. It
remains for us but to sit and to listen, exerting our
faces to produce expressions of interest. In some
persons more than in others has this assertion of
egotism become dominant. They are overwhelming
enough to pass over delicate questionable facts with
all-embracing statements which may or may not per
tain in the slightest to the facts in question.
In such a subject as Economics, definite and spe
cific, exemplary instances of a laughable yet boring
nature arise:
Professor: "What has the bondholder to say in the
management of a corporation?"
Student: "Ahhhh
Aaahhh."
There is an interim of silence in which the student
fidgets, coughs, and frowns thoughtfully; the pro
fessor taps his finger and casts expectant glances.
Student (mumbling) : "The bondholder controls
only what his bonds cover."
Professor: "What do you mean?"
Student: "Oh, if he is one of the
Oh,
the money in his stocks and bonds."
Professor: "But he doesn't own any stocks."
Student: Why not?" (This is obviously a desper
ate attempt to divert the discussion from the prem
ise.)
Professor: "Because in my original statement I
said bondholder, not stockholder." (The professor is
not diverted.) "Well go ahead."
Student: "What was the question?"
As the professor regains his feet after this shock,
it will be borne to the reader what dimensions this
practice has reached. Useless nonentities of expression such as "more or less" and the like, phrases syn
onymous with nothing, have corrupted our simplest
conversations. Our language has become, besides
one of mdefiniteness, a language of inferences. Often
enough two persons may be heard conversing in
grunts:
"Huh?"
"Uhuh."
"Married?"
"Uhuh."
(Continued on page 10)
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The Curtis House, Mt. Vernon Landmark
by Joseph W. Peoples, Jr.

A S EVERY Kenyon student and Alumnus so
l\ well know, the Curtis House is Mt. Vernon's
^
most distinguishing landmark. Whereas the
new Post Office and the Memorial Building are
strange sights to an Old Grad, the Curtis House
holds some pleasant memories for nearly everyone
who has ever been associated with Kenyon College.
Much as they are familiar with Curtis House hos
pitality and the sight of its Victorian walls facing
the Public Square, practically no one has a bird'seye-view of the history of this famous hotel.
Upon inquiry, we found that one man in Mt.
Vernon was better informed than any one else on
the history of the Curtis House. That man is an
heir to the original Curtis estate and one of the
owners of the building, and is a Kenyon alumnus who
has made an enviable reputation as an attorney at
law in the courts of this section. He is Mr. Harry
C. Devin. Thus, it was to his offices that we took
ourselves a few days ago. His information on the
Curtis House was willingly given and proved to be
both factual and entertaining.
The association of Kenyon College with the Curtis
House began at the very inception of both institu
tions, for it was Henry B. Curtis, builder of the
hotel bearing his name who selected the site for
Kenyon College and later persuaded Bishop Chase to
acquire the domain for his school. He became a
member of the Board of Trustees of the College in
succeeding years.
The lot at the South-east
corner of the Public Square
appealed to Mr. Curtis as an
excellent site for his pro
posed hotel, so he bought the
land while it was still occu
pied by the Knox County
National Bank, of which
Mr. Curtis was founder and
President. His purchase of
the land was motivated for
-a the time by a desire to pro
tect the real estate interests
of the bank, but we cannot
help but believe that he had
the plans for the hotel in the
back of his mind. About the
year 1875 he came to the deDecember, 1936

cision that a large hotel was the thing most needed
in the rapidly growing town of Mt. Vernon so he
finally went ahead with the project, razing the bank
and moving its business across the street. The new
building was completed and opened for guests in
1877, called from the very beginning "The Curtis
House."
A firm named Eustace and Greatham were the
lessees and operators. A plan of renting the build
ing to outside operators has always been the practice
at this hostelry. Like nearly all hotels of that period,
it was run on the American plan exclusively. At the
outset, a number of difficult problems had to be met,
for Mt. Vernon was without sewerage facilities or a
waterworks. Curtis, therefore, constructed a private
sewer 12 inches in diameter from the hotel to Owl
Creek in the alley immediately East of the building.
A water supply was obtained by constructing an ex
ceedingly large cistern in the Public Square in front
of the hotel, and obtaining the right to water from
the roofs of a large number of neighboring build
ings.
Subsequently, additional property was purchased
on the East side of the alley and about twenty-five
additional rooms built which adjoined the hotel
proper by means of a bridge over the alley, making
the total number of rooms about seventy.
The total original investment was about $50,000.
Mr. Curtis rightly considered that he was building
something that would be a
distinct addition to the town
for its community life and
beauty of architecture. Since
the original construction,
C
improvements and additions
U>
have been made including
R
steam heat throughout and
running water in nearly all
bedrooms. About 12 or 15
rooms now have private
baths, also. During the past
fifteen years the hotel has
been operated on the Euro
pean plan. It is still owned
by the descendants of the
first owners, but tenants op
erating the place have fre(Continued on page 16)
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COMBAT OF GENERALITIES!
(Continued from page 8)

"Hmmmmm."
The worst offenders are the least tolerant toward
others of their kind. They deplore the indirectness
of others while seeming not to be aware of their
own inconclusiveness. For instance, a mother speaks
in such a way to her son who has just committed a
gross grammatical error.
"Whitney, never let me hear you commit solecism
again. Grammar is a broad subject with which you
should be well acquainted by this time. Your father
never said 'don't' for 'doesn't', Whitney. Never
forget for one minute that you are the son of your
father."
Now Whitney does not care in the least whether
his father said "doesn't" for "don't," or even ain't."
Besides not doubting that he is his father's son, he
may also recognize grammar as a broad subject, al
though he is but six years old. He may also wonder
why his mother did not just order him to use
doesn t in place of don't." Certainly she did not
enlighten the situation for him, because it is practic
ally certain that he will run around saying "they
doesn t and we doesn't" until she arbitrarily
commands him to say "don't" again instead of
doesn t. ' We know that he will continue to use
"don't" for "doesn't" and "doesn't" for "don't" until
he is old enough to distinguish the correct form from
the incorrect in his own mind. But because his
mother was so impressed by her own knowledge of
the language that she would not reduce her conversation to understandable simplicity, poor Whitney
was led into a maze from which there was no escap
ing except through bitter, oh so bitter, experience.
Again considering the Economics class. At the
question concerning the practice of "hedging," some
rambling would-be economist almost eagerly sets out
to explain the obscure point. Blithely his words flow
up to the obscure point, at which he stops, retraces his steps, falters. There is some word, per
haps, for which his mind gropes, some clarifying
phrase upon which his definition must hang. The
group is breathless, leans forward expectantly.
Hoping foi success the second time, he starts over,
increasing the span of his words to greater breadths.
He elaborately draws conclusions out of thin air,
works up to a breath-taking climax. He smiles as he
finishes. The professor is puzzled, unable for the
moment to determine what the subject of this dis
sertation has been. Evidently he is to infer th e correct answer. He asks the student, as though he has
not heard what the fellow has said, to explain the
term "hedging." At last the class has become so
disgusted that it resorts to the revolutionary expe
dient of unanimously offering to explain the term.
(Continued on page 16)
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THE OTHER SIDE OF FOOTBALL
By Joseph H. Allen, Jr.
I A HROUGHOUT the nation thousands of fans are
reviewing the records made by their favorite
football teams. When we, the undergraduates and
alumni of Kenyon, glance back over our season we
are apt to become a little disappointed with the
showing of our team. It is true
that of the seven games we won
but three. However, there is an
other side to football at Kenyon.
That, when considered fully,
should make us realize that the
season was as good as could ever
reasonably be expected. Of course,
several difficulties that mar a foot
ball season are common to all
teams, and yet several are peculiar
to Kenyon.
As a resume let us look at some statistics supplied
by Athletic Director Rudy Kutler. At the beginning
of the year there were 39 prospective team mem
bers. Of the 39, eight did not come out at all because
of parental objections, too much study, and other
adequate reasons. Seven more received uniforms
but returned them at the end of the first week or
so. A great many more men were unable to partici
pate in from one to five games because of rather se
rious injuries, and, finally, out of the 39 prospects
there were but 17 men available for every game. As
a result, one man was often forced to play an entire
game when it was obvious to everyone that a substi
tution should have been made.
Glancing at the practice sessions, we see that be
cause of conflicting laboratory hours, special work,
and the like, almost every man on the squad missed
at least one practice a week. When situations such
as these exist we can easily see why it is not possible
for football to be a very primary interest in Kenyon
College life. Kenyon does not lend itself to a genuine
isolation of the football team, an isolation making it
possible that a player "live" football during the
short season. The result of this condition is shown
in the scholastic standing of the team, which last
semester was 2.3, undeniably an excellent average
for a group of athletes.
Although we are forced to admit that this last sea
son was about as good as we can ever expect on the
gridiron, we must remember that the importance of
football is decidedly not overemphasized here at
Kenyon, by the athletic department or the student
body itself.
Yes, as far as games won and lost are concerned
Kenyon only had a mediocre season. But is there not
another side to the story, a side typically Kenyon,
that is rather admirable?
r
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HE vicissitudes of Sam
have been various, and
at times disconcerting.
Three years of managing the
football and basketball teams
have unnerved him. In spite of
this, however, he has been lately
initiated into Phi Beta Kappa,
attesting to his industry and
success.
Sam came to Kenyon because
his father, an Oxford graduate,
thought this was as good as his
alma mater and more convenient. Not being an athlete, Sam
immediately took a manager's
job and stuck to it. Last year
the football team voted him the
"best of all managers" and piled
more responsibility on him as a
reward.
"Thanks," said Sam, doing a
better job than ever.
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A manager's job is notoriously thankless, but
never boresome. Men are temporarily overwhelmed
in the rush of its problems that never come except
in great numbers and at a critical moment, as before
a game or on a trip. Sam has endured admirably,
answering gripe with action and temper with reason
for a long time now. Director Kutler has ordered
this, Coach Lambert wants that, everyone wants
everything, and Sam comes through every time.
This year there were five freshman managers to
ease things a bit. Sam was regal in his estate then,
for any job is worth while if it bears authority, and
a person can holler at someone else.
Then there is the responsibility of equipment that
is also the manager's. He must answer for all of it.
This aspect of the job is something of an adventure
since it entails detecting all the clean woolen sox, the
cotton shirts, that otherwise would walk out on the
persons of avaricious athletes. And having detected
them, he must intimidate large athletes into remov
ing those articles.
Sometimes when the game jerseys come out of the
December, 1936

laundry a tattle-tale grey, Di
rector Kutler chides him with an
historic reprimand.
is
"You removed the dirt from
the elbows, sir, and spread it
through the whole darn jersey."
When he graduates — with
Craig and Bingham, the other
two senior managers—there are
only freshmen to follow. This is
a predicament for the athletic
KM
department, but Sam laughs,
because he has had a good share
of predicaments in the athletic
department. Now he may pa
cifically cause one.
§
For as long as he can remem
ber he has liked school. He stud
c «>
ied easily and, from evidence,
well. Although he is a member
...
of Phi Beta Kappa, we had the
Senior Manager
presumption to ask if he had
ever played hooky. He stoutly
denied this, although squirming uneasily the while.
Long ago someone observed the expression he
uses on his face in moments of stress and tension.
From that he was called "Sad Sam," although he
is anything but that and a good egg as well.
His business experience has been office work
alone. He expects that kind of job when he gradu
ates. But when opportunity offers he will take up
engineering at Case University in Cleveland.
Here is a man whose note is eminently serious,
who has never, apparently, bowed to an unfortunate
circumstance. When the alumni of Wheeling, West
Virginia, gave a dance for the football team, Sam
was left alone with two fine young women. Since
this spectacle was a public one and Sam's embar
rassment very plainly had overcome him, he came in
later for a cruel amount of envious raillery. Rudolph
Kutler was heard to say, while smiling evilly, "You
are too wild to manage one of my teams, Sam."
"I," said Sam, "am no Casanova. You have re
moved the dirt from nowhere, sir, and spread it
through the whole darn college."
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Philander Succeeded
By Charles F. Magee, '01

T

HIS story about Bishop Chase is one that
should be in the record somewhere. Years
after hearing it from Dr. Jones, then Dean of
Bexley Hall, I tried to trace it in old papers, the Kenyon Book or the life of Bishop Chase. I never was
able to run it down. Dr. Smythe did not include it in
his history of Kenyon. However, I am just as sure
of it as of anything told about Bishop Chase. Dr.
Jones was professor of history at the Seminary and
was a stickler for genuine and unbiased sources. He
was very much interested in the history of Ohio and
the Ohio Valley and, at the time of his death, most
likely knew more about the early pioneers of that
region than any other man. Knowing him as I did I
cannot think that he would repeat a story for which
he did not have certain authority. He was not a per
son to be interested in fictional retouching of facts.
At present I cannot recall the circumstances un
der which I heard the story told. I did copying for
Dr. Jones and was often alone with him in his study.
On several occasions we took walks together. The
story may have been told at such a time. My rather
hazy impression is that the tale was told to a group
of us, perhaps my class in the seminary and, if so,
most likely in the course of a lecture on preaching.
But it may have been at some social gathering such
as often assembled at the Dean's fireside. Dr. Jones
was an institution in Gambier, a real entertainer
and a joy to listen to. His language in conversation
approached in eloquence, elegance and perfection the
language of the great Sam Johnson. Kenyon stu
dents of the past generation have missed much in
never having known Hosea W. Jones, gentleman,
scholar, sometimes unwillingly severe, always just
and always tender hearted, the gleam of humor
nearly always in his eyes. I have written this be
cause the story told as I must tell it loses in my re
cital most of its charm. Would that the worthy
an had had a Boswell.
THE TALE
After Bishop Chase reached London on his quest
he spent many weary, anxious days in a
|oom which he had rented, wrote many letters, tried
ln everY way he could think of to get a hearing, to
kef notice, but, thanks to the feeling against the late
0es
the War of 1812, thanks to the persistence
and vindictiveness of Bishop Hobart who had left
01 money
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few stones unturned to give the English churchmen
a bad opinion of the pilgrim from the wilds of Ohio,
thanks to many things which conspired against him,
he met with cold indifference or active opposition.
He was not able to meet people.
These days of comparative idleness, days which
had no promise of better daysi to come, were particu
larly trying for the good bishop, a man full of
energy, possessed by a vision and besides a person of
a nervous and ardent temperament. At last one day
he had a caller, the Agent or Ambassador of the
United States of America. The name of this gentle
man has slipped my memory. It seems to me, how
ever, that he knew the bishop and came merely for
old acquaintance sake and to gossip about home. The
friendly call turned out to be of momentous impor
tance.
England was at that time in the throes of a cam
paign to abolish slavery. The abolitionists, who had
plenty of information about the African traffic in
human flesh, lacked first hand knowledge of the in
stitution, slavery. In their extremity they went to
the American agent, the gentleman who had lately
called on the bishop, and asked him to appear on a
public platform at an antislavery meeting, to pre
sent the views of one who himself had seen slavery,
knew it in its working. It happened that the agent
was from a Northern state and had never come in
contact actually with slavery. However, he had a
bright idea. He told the committee who waited upon
him that the man they wanted happened to be then
in London; Dr. Chase, Bishop of Ohio in the U. S.
A., who, before being made bishop, had been a rector
of a church in New Orleans and had the reputation
of having impoverished himself buying and liberat
ing slaves he saw put up for sale in the notorious
market of the Louisiana city.
If the bishop seemed a godsend to the committee,
the committee members must have seemed like
angels from Heaven to the bishop. He at once
accepted the invitation to speak for them and was in
due time introduced to a large audience of all sorts
and conditions united by one idea, opposition to slav
ery. It was the bishop's great opportunity and the
manner in which he seized it and handled the situa
tion is evidence of his ability as a diplomatist and a
strategist.
He spoke for an hour on slavery as he had seen it
13

living in the midst of it. Then, his duty toward the
committee done, he informed the great audience
that while he was much interested in the abolition of
human slavery, yet his main purpose in life was the
preaching of the Gospel in the Church of which he
was a bishop. He described his diocese, told of the
growing frontier state of Ohio, of its scattered set
tlements and its country people living in clearings
in the forest, of their need of religion and education,
of the pitiful lack of teachers and clergymen. He
set forth then the idea most dear to his heart, a col
lege to educate young men to preach and teach
among people of the same blood as those who were
listening to him. He made known the poverty in
money of the new country, the lack of money among
the people to whom he ministered, of their inability
to provide funds to found a college. He asked the
interest and help of all who heard his voice, most of
them members of the Church of which he was a
missionary. A commanding figure of a man, full of
his subject, pleading for the thing dearest to his
heart, he was inspired.
The leading paper of London gave a long account
of the meeting: "The people who were last evening
in So-and-So Hall had an experience such as has not
come to Englishmen in mediaeval or modern days.
(Continued on page 16)

The W oman Driver
(Continued from page 6)

"I don't see a policeman. I think I'll turn down
here and save four blocks. It won't make much dif
ference, anyway. 0 heavens! .... a policeman ....
coming this way! Well, the sign was almost hidden
behind a bush. It was lucky I saw it. If he thinks
he can so much as .... "
But enough. The remarkable logic of her thought
is apparent; by working herself into a rage, she is
able to take the initiative in any argument. It is not
for us to criticize; we are men. As such, we are of
inferior and crabbed nature, doting on the morbid
and the trifling. Self pity should bring us to tears.
We need hear no more to know that Madame has
settled herself a little more archly in her seat, and
with tapping foot has prepared to maul the poor
officer to a remnant of his speaking self.
Meanwhile, the officer, all unaware of his danger,
stamps up the street in righteous indignation and
draws near the car. Scarcely has he come within
speaking distance than things begin to happen.
"Officer .... 0, officer
! (in a threatening fal
setto) Why don't you put your signs where people
can see them? Look at that one behind a bush. How
could I see it?"
"I don't know, lady. How could you, unless you
14

saw it before you turned. The bush is between you
and the sign now."
"Why that car was parked in front of it all the
time."
"Lady, that car isn't parked. It's only waiting for
the light to change, like you should have done. It's
only been there a second, anyway.
"By the way, you still haven't explained how you
knew there was a sign in the first place."
"Officer, I think you are just trying to accuse me
of something. I'm sure I don't know why, but I will
certainly report your rudeness. My husband is a
good friend of Alderman Blow, so I wouldn't be so
sarcastic, if I were you."
"0! Alderman Blow! Well lady, if you'll promise
to be more careful, I'll let you go this time."
"0, officer, you're so kind. I'm sure my husband
can really put in a good word for you with Alderman
Blow."
"Gee! Thanks, lady, much obliged."
"It's quite all right, officer. Good day."
Imagine the devastating inflections with which
Madame so capably honeys her words, and the weak
ness of the man is excusable. Terribly so. One mar
vels at the quickness and cunning of the trapped
woman, especially, should her captor be a man in all
his native simplicity. Yet in all his psychological
ramblings, man has never seen fit to analyze this
power which is invested in women at such times.
The mechanical processes of life have always been
a barrier repulsive to womankind; and so in her
comparatively new status, that of automobile driver,
her antipathies seek expression. She never under
stood why papa ran his business such and such a
way, why he must do this and not that. As a weapon
of aggression against his practicalities, the hooped
skirt took her fancy, but the relatively small range
of devastation possible through this device de
pressed her; her relatively small sphere of influence
was discouragingly limited until the twentieth cen
tury was well under way. Now, however, this range
is immeasurably increased to include the smashing
of trees, telephone poles, and garage doors, where
formerly she must be content with knocking about
small tables, chairs, and fence gates.
Unprejudiced and open-minded as I seem, there is
an inward rankling against this ever present menace. Although the situation is not extremely difficult
for me now in my youth, I wince at the thought of
dodging about when I am eighty years old, or even
climbing trees at very early middle age. But the con
stant activity necessitated by continual dashes to
safety islands and sprints up trees will doubtless
have hardened me to my destiny as time passes and
speeds become higher.

HIKA for

oCyiterary Soundings
By Robert W. Paskins
DRUMS ALONG THE MOHAWK by Walter D.
Edmonds; Little, Brown and Company, $2.50, 592
pp.
Drums Along the Mohawk depicts the lives of the
American settlers in the Mohawk valley during the
years between 1776 and 1784. It is a story of the
American Revolution as it was fought on the ex
posed farms and in the forests of the frontier. There
in the Mohawk valley, Germans, Dutch, French,
and English were welded into Americans through
fighting for a common cause. They did not fight for
the American flag, or because of "no taxation with
out representation." To them, George Washington
was merely a name and Congress an empty institu
tion. Rather, they fought for their lands and their
families against a nondescript enemy made up of
Canadian rangers, Indians, and dispossessed Tories.
Mr. Edmonds gives no rehash of historical events of
common knowledge, but instead tells the story of
these settlers who have little or no conscious connec
tion with the revolution proper, settlers who enter
the Mohawk valley with the idea of clearing land,
building cabins, raising crops, and rearing families,
settlers who finally are goaded into building forts
and shouldering muskets to fight an enemy who
would not let them live their own lives quietly and
peacefully. This sentiment is voiced by the Rever
end Mr. Rosencrantz in one of his sermons in Herki
mer Church during one of the bitterest periods of
the struggle—O Lord, we ask only to be allowed to
lead our lives here in peace and fruitful cultivation
of our land.
The story is built around two main characters,
Gilbert Martin and his wife, Magdalana, but at the
same time Mr. Edmonds acquaints the reader with
a number of families of the settlers, several individ
ual Indians and pioneer scouts, and quite a few
groups of fighting men both hostile and friendly in
order to picture the incessant activity of the valley
during these years. In Gilbert and Lana, he portrays
two typical settlers embodying the rough courage
and perseverance immanent in those people. To
marry a girl of eighteen and take her away the tre
mendous distance of thirty miles (which meant in
all probability that she would not see her parents
again) to a new unbroken country inhabited by hos1 e Indians, to fell trees and clear away brush and
undergrowth, to raise a cabin single-handed with
°nly
help of a crude ax and an adze, to struggle
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to get a plowshare through the hard, root-filled
ground, and to raise crops on hitherto undomesticated soil, is a summary of the usual heritage of the
early settler. But he did not work alone, nor did he
expect to if he were married. There was no honey
moon. The young wife started right in doing man
ual labor, helping her husband. She worked in the
forest and in the fields at his side lopping off the
branches of the felled trees, hauling away the brush
and burning it, milking and tending the cows, carry
ing water and cooking meals, and at the same time
being a good wife to her husband. Every summer's
day was packed full of hard work from sun-up to
sun-down, the main purpose being to store up pro
vender against the non-productive, barren winter
months. And the winter was cold, bitterly cold. Her
hands grew numb as she cooked the meals; frost
seeped in between cracks in the cabin. She chopped
ice off the river in order to get water. The cow's
teats were so cold that it was hard to draw milk, and
then the milk would freeze before she could get it to
the cabin. She was expected to raise children and in
those days people believed in large families. And
then after several years of such struggling, a band
of Indians or Tories would swoop down on them and
in a half-hour kill their livestock, burn their fields
of grain and their cabin, and kill or scalp those of
the family who didn't escape. Of such people are we
descended. Yet hard though a woman's lot was, she
(with the exception of the raiding episodes) asked
nothing more than such a life; never was she bitter
toward her husband. The typical attitude of the pi
oneer is set forth in Mrs. McKlennar's speech to
Lana as Gil marched away on an Indian campaign:
It's bad enough ivhen he's your son, or even your
father. A man can't help it if he's your son—and al
most any man can be a father. But there are so
damn few good husbands in a woman's life.
The writing of Drums Along the Mohawk must
have required a good deal of study, for Mr. Ed
monds writes with an understanding of the settlers'
reactions to the events of those years that causes
the reader to feel right with them their many hard
ships and their few pleasures. Under his probing
pen, the minds of the different characters open up
broadly to reveal the unrefined mental processes of
Blue Black, the Indian scout, as he stalks a fourteenpoint buck; of General Herkimer, the stoic Dutch
man, as he feels himself bleeding to death after hav15
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ing his leg crudely amputated by a young and inex
perienced doctor; of Adam Helmer, the pioneer
scout, as he out-runs a band of Iroquois to warn
German Flats against a raid. It is also noted that
Walter Edmonds has a unique style of ending a con
versation with a single line of description that seems
to round it out by locating the characters or by as
certaining climatic conditions, such as:
"You haven't seen my wife—Alice Wolff? Ally,
she's called. Kind of a pale woman? A little young
er than me ?"
Butler shook his head and glanced away. The men
shook their heads too. McLonis said, "It ivould be
known if she was here. It would be bound to." His
voice ivas gentle with sympathy.
"Can you send letters down there, ever?"
"I can send one under a flag, when a flag goes.
But a letter's not likely to reach her unless you know
ivhere she is."
He walked behind him toward the low log bar
racks. "Yes. I'd forgot. My home got burned,,
didn't it?"
The snow began to drive a little before the first
breath of the wind.

COMBAT OF GENERALITIES
(Continued from page 10)

The Combat of Generalities has, like the Great
War, made the world weary of eternal controversy.
If not as destructive as physical encounter, the Com
bat of Generalities leaves the antagonists with less
understanding of the situation which caused the dis
agreement than dead bodies, flowing blood, and
widows. We anticipate the day when diplomats shall
converse in grunts and mumblings, legal papers, al
ready volumes in length and unfathomable as the
depths, shall blossom and bloom with emptiness of
meaning and spaciousness of construction, an edu
cation shall have been reduced to the useless employ
ment of words.
—D. W. Jasper.

THE CURTIS HOUSE
(Continued from page 9)

quently changed. Most recently, it has been run by
Mr. Henry C. Packard.
It is always the custom, when relating the back-

ground of such an institution as the Curtis House,
- to mention one or two of the famous personages
who have stayed there. Kenyon's own Rutherford
B. Hayes passed several nights there while Presi
dent of the United States. Later on, another Presi
dent stopped there, William McKinley. Several of the
Governors of Ohio have made it their Mt. Vernon
headquarters. One great convention brought to
the Curtis House more distinguished people than
Mt. Vernon has since seen at one time. That was
the occasion of the National Re-Union of Mexican
War Veterans. A lavish banquet was spread and
military exercises were held in the streets and on
the Public Square. Since this took place about 1890,
it occurred coincident with the greatest peak of the
success of the Kenyon Military Academy, and two
hundred cadets turned out for a dress parade and
military review in honor of the War Veterans.
Many famous military leaders and government
officials of the time were grouped on the porches
along the side of the hotel to watch the drill, and it
is said that they looked to Kenyon Military Academy
as one of the foremost schools of its kind in the
country.
Kenyon Military Academy is no more, but the
building and the institution which saw it rise and
fall remain. The hotel which has seen nearly three
quarters of a century of Kenyon College and of Mt.
Vernon in growth continues in its quiet way—a
landmark without which Mt. Vernon would not be
the same.

PHILANDER SUCCEEDED
(Continued from page 1J))

For the first time in a thousand years a real Apos
tolic Bishop has appeared on this island. Dr. Chase,
the Bishop of Ohio in the United States of America,
a giant of a man, handsome, courtly, eloquent, stood
before us clad in homespun woven in his own home
of wool from sheep raised on his own farm, shod in
shoes of leather made from the hides of cattle be
raised. He is a bishop without a palace, without a
coach and four, displaying none of the trappings of
greatness except the unmistakable insignia of his
own gracious, charming and consecrated person
ality."
t
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Copyright. 193fi, R. .1. Reynolds Tobacco Company

P. A. IS MIGHTY FRIENDLY SMOKIN', MEN!
Yes, sir, Prince Albert is a real
delight to steady pipe smokers.
Being "crimp cut," you can count
on P. A. to pack easily, burn cool
and sweet, and cake up nicely.
And thanks to our special "no-bite"
process, Prince Albert does not

bite the tongue! You're in good
company when you smoke Prince
Albert. It's the largest-selling
smoking tobacco in the world.
And it's swell "makin's" too. Try
a handy pocket-size tin of Prince
Albert—the "national joy smoke."
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PRINCE ALBERT MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't find it
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time within- a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price,

©

fnnm

PRINCE ALBERT
December, 1936

JOY SMOKE

f

oj; r/

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

IMP

50

pipefuls of
fragrant tobacco in every
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert
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0, This Empty Mind
By Joseph P. Devine, Jr.

T

HE white, blank sheets of paper on the desk
blurred and swam before his eyes; Brian
shook his head angrily and managed to croak
a few despairing curses. Across the darkened,
shadowy study, bedroom doors, smugly closed, re
minded him cruelly that his fellows had retired
hours before, their lessons completed. Morosely
fascinated, he stared at those doors, visualizing them
as rescue ships which were standing helplessly by
in black, ominously calm waters, waiting to pluck
him from a tiny, barren island. An island where he
hed been doomed to slave eternally but futilely be
neath an eternal blinding glare of light.
More vindicative and bitter than he could remem
ber ever being in his life, he squinted at his handi
work through heavy, smarting eyelids:
"Criticism of 'The Knight's Tale' from the Canter
bury Tales."
That was all. The rest of the page was pitifully
blank and the words that should fill it were swim-
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ming gleefully about somewhere in the immense void
where dwelled all things that were beyond his com
prehension. A small mountain range of tumbled
English Lit texts reared themselves picturesquely
around him, but none of them contained what he
needed. Criticism! What the hell was there to
criticize? The stuff was there; you liked it. Why
couldn't you appreciate it and like it without having
to tell why? Sure, it was nice to be able to tell
exactly why certain fine points of the plot and
dialogue set Chaucer's works far above those of some
lesser author, but supposing you just couldn't be
sure what points did that? Supposing it wouldn't
click in your brain, and you couldn't put your finger
on that elusive something? Why should you have to
torture yourself by staying awake long after every
one else had gone to bed?
The dormitory was silent with the breathless, op
pressive silence of a country graveyard at midnight
tense, nerveracking. He groped for a flattened

HIKA for

cigarette pack on the desk beside him, seeking an
answer to the problem. If he didn't get that paper in
by the next day, it meant "down," down for the
month, the first "down" he had ever received; not
only down in his grades, but down in The Mucker's
estimation, with the consequent lowering of his final
grade. The thought was horrible; it had the momen
tary effect of snapping him almost fully awake. The
thing would have to be done immediately. He real
ized suddenly that for the past half minute he had
been worrying an empty pack, splitting it open,
wiggling his finger inside it, in a vain attempt to
extract a cigarette that wasn't there. He remem
bered that the last one had gone nearly an hour be
fore. Rather listlessly he crumpled the pack and
dropped it on the desk. Cigarettes only made affairs
worse anyway. "No matter," he croaked aloud, and
cleared his throat. The sound made him jump.
Far in the distance Brian heard the long, mourn
ful whistle of the Mankiller, the early morning milk
train, as it approached the crossing. God! He hadn't
realized it was that late. And the Mankiller was
never on time. He sat perfectly motionless, except
for a hand that twiddled a pencil, listening to the
train. The whistle sounded again, unnecessarily
drawn out; it had a peculiar sobbing grief-stricken
note, incredibly lonely and forlorn, a wail that spoke
eloquently of warm, firelit rooms, and soft wellcovered beds, deep sleep denied to a wandering soul.
It was the last straw.
Brian flung his pencil on the desk with savage
force, and before it had stopped rolling he was on
his feet. To hell with Chaucer and his Knight's Tale.
To hell with the Mucker, and the down list, and the
low semester grade, with sitting up all night doing
nothing. He was going to bed. He flicked off the
desk lamp.
He already had his bedroom door half open when
the idea burst like a skyrocket in his brain; a flash
of memory that took him back three years, when he
was a freshman. He had been in the parlor prepar
ing for a Chem final. . . .
He bolted out of the study, now completely dark,
and raced up the stairs to the parlor, disregarding
the freezing blast which entered the building
through an open basement door. His emotions were
a hodgepodge of hope, doubt and despair. He might
have been mistaken about seeing it. Three years is a
pretty long time; it might have been lost in the
shuffle. Maybe someone else had had the same idea.
Pausing only to turn on the lights, he strode into
the parlor, over to a small filing cabinet in the corner.
Recklessly he yanked the drawers open and spilled
their contents upon the carpet. In this cabinet was
kept a copy of almost every final exam the college
had ever issued, hundreds of pages, many of them
rown with age, torn, wrinkled. The members of
December, 1936

Brian's fraternity used them for reference each
semester, literally as racing forms, in the futile but
ever-fascinating attempt to completely anticipate
the professors. Buried somewhere in the mountain
of paper, Brian believed, there was (or had been)
a copy of the very thing he was working on, a dis
cussion of Chaucer's Knight's Tale. He had come
across it three years before, and had remarked on it,
because it wasn't an exam and didn't belong there,
really. For that reason the incident had not van
ished completely from his memory.
Trembling somewhat with the chill of very early
morning, he tore through the pile of mimeographed
sheets like an infuriated whirlwind, casting them
violently to either side. The room began to take on
the appearance of a newspaper office. The pages flew
from his racing fingers, fluttered through the air in
graceful whorls, and drifted silently to the floor un
heeded. "French, French, Chem, History, Chem,
Poli Sci, French, Psych," he mumbled, his eyes glar
ing. The bottom of the pile was in sight, and still no
sign of salvation. . . .
"Ha!" he cried suddenly, and arose on stiff, un
steady legs. He took the paper under the light to
make sure. There could be no doubt about it. Pages
and pages of neat script, clipped together at a cor
ner ; The "Knight's Tale from the Canterbury Tales,
right there in his hands.
"Ha!" he shouted in triumph, "Ha!" He caressed
the thing and gloated over it lovingly. True, it was
obviously very old, and the grade was only a 3, but
what matter? The Mucker couldn't slip him a down
if he handed it in. Leaving the parlor lights on and
the floor still littered with paper, he hurried down to
his room once more and sat at his desk with a new
lease on life. For an hour he typed steadily, copying
the old paper verbatim; finished at last, he signed it,
folded it, and collapsed into bed with a clear con
science.
Two weeks passed and he almost forgot the affair
in the rush of more diverting occurrences. He had
handed the paper in for better or for worse and let
it go, but when one day the Mucker handed it back
to him, he remembered, and suffered no small mis
givings. The thing seemed to burn a hole in his
pocket as he carried it back to his room, unopened;
his sense of guilt had not permitted him to open it
in The Mucker's presence.
In the comparative privacy of the dormitory, he
furtively pulled the paper out and, in spite of his
growing dread, unfolded it. In the upper right hand
corner was a beautiful, pristine 1, in red ink; imme
diately below it, also in red ink, Professor Muckford
had scribbled:
"I'm giving you the grade I expected to get when
I handed this same criticism in, twenty-two years
ago. I hope you are as delighted as I was disap
pointed."
19

lumni Department
The gratifying responses made by these
classes of 1897 and 1907 to our requests indicate
such interest on the part of our alumni that this
department will presently be expanded to giv
ing more detailed information.
—The Alumni Editor.
'97
THE REV. ARTHUR A.
BROOK of Christ Church,
Bastrop,
Louisiana, forty
/v.
years a minister, has no
time in which to make the
long trek back to the Col
lege where he prepared for
IL
his profession. He worked
his way through Kenyon
and still has "the sweetest memories of his days
here." He has four children of his own, and likes to
do "anything that creates interest for young
people." His hobby is "doing the best work I know
of—paying debts on my churches, and supplying
their needs in furniture and stained glass windows,
which boys help to make." He also enjoys reading
history and philatelism.
THE REV. CLARENCE E. DOANE — Wading
River, New York. Best all-around athlete his last
two years in school, he indeed had an enviable rec
ord. Holding, among other things, the college record
for the 100 yd. dash—(time 10y3 seconds), for
twelve years the hurdle record, and the tennis sin
gles championship his senior year. For thirty-five
years since his graduation he has been a Minister of
the Gospel. Married three times, he has five sons,
five daughters and seven grandchildren! (Another
enviable record!)—He distinctly remembers the ap
pointment of Dr. Peirce as President and also the
2:30 A. M. reception given him by all the students.

he went to Bexley and then got an M. A. from Co
lumbia University in 1918. He is now at the Holy
Cross Rectory, 30 Pine Grove Avenue, Kingston,
N. Y. For three years he served as the college
organist, showing an interest in music. He says
that forty years is a long time to remember any of
his schoolday anecdotes and is unable to help us with
any such tales. Rev. Grier is not married.
CHARLES M. HUBBARD.
page).

(See Correspondence

ALBERT WILSON LAUGHLIN, 102 West Main
Street, Barnesville, Ohio, is married and has one
child. He has been in the gasoline and oil business
for the past nine years and is working with the Sin
clair Refining Company.
'07

JOHN G. BOGGS of Circleville, Ohio, has been for
thirty years, and still is, a farm manager and live
stock feeder. Called back by the memories of his
days on the Hill, he returns to Gambier in June
whenever possible. When in school he did his share
for the athletic teams, being captain of the football
squad in 1905, and member of the baseball, basket
ball and track teams. He also held the state discus
record. He is married and has two children.
DR. MALCOLM BRONSON is an eye, ear, nose and
throat specialist with offices at 300 Rentschler Build
ing, Hamilton, Ohio. At Kenyon he went out for
football, basketball and track. He is married and
has two children. If you can't find him at his office,
you'll probably rout him out at the golf course.

THE REV. DANIEL GOODWIN has been in the
ministry for thirty-three years. He lives at 18001
Detroit Avenue, Lakewood, Ohio, and once a year
makes the trip to Kenyon. Married, he has no child
ren.

JACOB EWALT, JR.—At Kenyon he majored in
Poker and minored in ten
nis! For the past twentyfive years he has majored
»•»/
in the Retail Coal and
Builders Supplies business
'07
with Bridge, perhaps, as
his minor. With his wife
and two children he lives
at 1240 Youngstown Road,
S. E., Warren, Ohio.

THE REV. WILLIAM A. GRIER—After receiving
a Bachelor of Science Degree from Kenyon in 1897,

L. H. GILDER. He is connected with the Fisher-
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Gilder Cartage and Storage Co. of Youngstown,
Ohio. His home address is 131 Scott Street, Warren,
Ohio, where he lives with his wife—(no children).
DR. CHARLES W. JUDD, M. D. A physician
since 1911, he now resides in Baltimore with his
second wife—(no children "but believe it or not,
still hoping!") He explains his too infrequent re
turns to the Hill with "Fate, Fat and Finances"—.
Now President of the Baltimore Musical Society, he
also has a leaning towards good books and good
Bridge. As for his school athletics he was "always
a better onlooker than participant, and "when man
aging the track team one year, lost the vaulting pole
on a trip to Cleveland. Can you beat that!"—Asking
him for anecdotes about his school days he replies,—
"What is excusable to relate as an under-graduate
would be put down as indiscreet in an old man." His
home address is 222 Wendever Road, Baltimore.
L. CODY MARSH, M. D., Suite 1525, Four Fifty
Sutter—San Francisco. With a practice limited to
psychiatry, he has been a doctor for eight years. He
is also married and the father of two sons and two
daughters. He has nautical interests as a hobby, be
ing a yachtsman from A to Z.

with those themes!"—Rev. Riley enjoys most to
travel with his wife and two children.
LT. COL. GEORGE A. SANFORD—1045 Lafeyette
St., Denver, Colorado. — He has been in military
service for twenty-five years, is married and has one
child. Recalling the football scores of the 1906 sea
son, he tells us that Kenyon lost to Ohio State by six
points, and tied Ohio Wesleyan 12 to 12. (Kenyon's
score consisting all of field goals.)
MELV IN D. SOUTH WORTH was connected with
Proctor and Gamble Co. from his graduation till
1912, following which he has managed his own con
cern which manufactures writing papers.—When in

Si oneman

vress

ARTHUR L. REYNOLDS chuckles as he recalls all
the difficulty and ill-feeling the class of '07 went
through in selecting their class yell before they
finally decided on
"Lend, water, hell, heaven,
What's the matter with naught seven?"
His activities at Kenyon were along literary and
dramatic lines. Only once has he been back, but then
Box 875, Miami, Florida, is a long way from Gambier. He has had a Public Utility job since leaving
college, and when not busy at that, enjoys playing
golf and fishing.
THE REV. LESTER L. RILEY, Douglaston Park
way, Douglaston, L. I., New York City. A clergy
man for twenty-seven years, he is now at the Zion
Church of Douglaston, L. I. He is too far removed
from Gambier to return frequently to school. "Out
standing in my memory is the teaching of Pete
Reeves. He once charmed our indolent minds by
yielding the class-hour recitation to our delight by
giving us his best in what we thought at the time
was but a desultory rumination upon our lack of
ordinary observation of the commonplace experi
ences of life. He concluded his whimsical dissertation
y calling upon us for a theme on some striking ad
venture. Fired by his enthusiasm Gene Dyer and I
arranged a midnight stroll around Bexley in the
stillness of that witching hour and wooed our imagi
nation with a snack in the old graveyard—thinking
all very well of our effort. What a time Pete had
December, 1936
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BARTON & DAVY, Inc.
Complete One-Stop Service
115 W. High St.

Phone 1280

JACOB'S SHOE REPAIR and
SOHIO SERVICE STATION
IN GAMBIER
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DAN EMMETT GRILL
CURTIS HOTEL

BREAKFAST—LUNCHEON—DINNER
LIQUOR—WINE—BEER
Cocktail Hour 5 to 6—All Cocktails 20c
during that time
Murhcads and Soda 20c

THE COLLEGE SHOP
Every Need for the College Man
Quality Products Only

Your account solicited and appreciated

The People's Bank of Gambier
Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation

Peirce Hall Coffee Shop
Good Foods and Service
OPEN ALL DAY

Stauffer's, On-the-Square
Men's Furnishings, Suits, Overcoats, Sweaters

PARADISE LUNCH SHOP
"Under Curtis Hotel"
High Grade Wines

—

Highballs and Beer

Pure Oil Service Station
24 Hour Service

Cor. Ohio Ave. and Main St.
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Phone 175

school he helped run the college Co-op, (a new idea
in those days), ran a pool and billiard room in the
basement of Ross Hall, and was business manager
of the 1907 Reveille—(losing plenty of money on it,
too!) He says, "I am now looking forward to my
50th reunion in 1957 which I hope will be during a
Republican administration." With his wife and
daughter he makes his home in West Springfield,
Massachusetts.
THE REV. GEORGE A. WIELAND is Rector of
the Church of the Epiphany, Seattle, Washington,
and with his wife and one child lives at 1805 38th
Avenue. During the period from 1904 to 1909 he
was Kenyon's gym instructor, and while a student
he was Business Manager of the "Collegian," a
member of the college orchestra, and played a bit of
football. He likes to fish in his spare time.
FRED L. WHITE—Gambier, Ohio. After complet
ing two years in Mechanical Engineering at Ohio
State University, he entered Kenyon in 1905 and
majored in Chemistry. He was a chemist for Pitts
burgh Plate Glass for one and a half years, then re
search associate at the National Carbon Company
for ten years. During the war he did special re
search work for the government on platinum sub
stitutes and alloys. On account of ill health he had
to give up chemistry and was in the employ of the
State Highway Department when Dr. Peirce sent
for him to take charge and supervise the installation
of electrical equipment. He also assisted Dr. Allen
in the Mathematics department for about two years.
With the advent of the new building program at
Kenyon, his entire time has been devoted to direct
ing the engineering of the college. He is married,
though has no children.

UMBRELLAS FOR SALE
(Continued from page 8)

"Yes, Michael?"
"You know, it's hard to express just what I mean,
but—well, don't you think we get along rather well
together ?"
"Yes, I do."
"And, you know, I like you a lot."
"Well, I like you too, Michael."
"But hang it. all, that's just the point. I'm not
worth—Some day I thought perhaps we might—
Well, you know what I mean."
"Yes?"
"I know I'm not much of a person. And I haven't
much money, and my—my job is—well, it's not
much of a one. But I'm looking for a better. And-—"
But that was as much as he would ever say about
his work and Daphne did not want to press the point.
Especially as he had been so decent about not inHI K A

for
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quiring into her job. He had asked her what she did,
and she had murmured something about a shop and
had looked so embarrassed that Michael had never
mentioned it again.
The very fact that he referred to work so seldom
made Daphne more certain than ever that he must
have a very poor job.
"But I'll marry him some day, whatever he does,"
she muttered to herself one afternoon. And then
added, as an afterthought, "That is, if he'll have me,
after he knows what I do for a living."
The next week became more complicated than
ever; for Michael always seemed to be on 42nd
Street just when the sky was overcast. Daphne,
these days, neglected her work more and more. She
had the most awful time dodging him when her
umbrella was open, and more than once she barely
had time to close it before he joined her.
And then Mr. Blumenfield noticed that she was
getting slack in her work and spoke to her about it.
To cap it all Gibson's, the rival umbrella and rain
coat establishment, had stolen Mr. Blumenfield's
advertising scheme, and for the past week they had
been sending out people of their own with umbrellas,
and raincoats, and rubber-boots, and rain hats which
had: BUY YOUR WET WEATHER WEAR AT
GIBSON'S printed on them.
One afternoon Daphne was standing just outside
Blumenfield's, with the rain pouring down in cas
cades, when she saw Michael coming along the side
walk. She barely had time to close her umbrella be
fore he joined her.
"Hello!" he shouted, while peeling off his raincoat,
"Quick! Let's duck in here!" He seized her by the
arm and in half a minute the two of them were
standing in Blumenfield's doorway.
"I've got to be getting along," said Daphne,
clutching her umbrella behind her.
"Wait a few minutes. You'll get soaked."
"Well—" Daphne was wondering whether Mr.
Blumenfield could see her from inside the shop.

Gas up and have your car washed and repaired
at

SHAFFER'S

Foot of the Hill, near the Commons

W. B. BROWN
Jeweler
102 S. Main Street

TAUGHER'S DRUG STORE
On the square

Reliable Prescription Druggists

Guarantee Shoe Shop
Florshein and Friendly Shoes
4 S. Main St.

Draper's Barber Shop
First-Class Service
7 E. Gambier St.

CARL'S HAMBURGERS
Across from the Vine Theatre

Favorite stop for Kenyon men

A Square Deal awaits you at

Berkley's Soliio Station
Corner of Gambier and Mulberry St.

<v

DRINK

IN BOTTLES
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R. V. HEADINGTON
Super Service Station

LINCO

mow

•ma C wh

Dependable Linco Products
Goodrich Silvertowns
Chek-Chart Lubrication Service

Eat at

THE SUBWAY
WILLIAMS
Flowers for All Occasions
Phone 235

MCMILLAN AND COMPANY
Headquarters for

GUNS AND AMMUNITION
110 S. Main Street

FENTON'S CLEANERS
Pleasing Kenyon Men for Years

453-J

4 E. Vine St.

Mueller Studio
Constantly Serving
Kenyon
NEWARK, OHIO

John Zuccaro Fruit Co.
Wholesale Fruit and Produce

Corner Gay and Ohio St.

24

Phone 573

"Good Lord! Look at it come down!"
The rain, now, was sweeping in from across the
street, and both of them were getting drenched.
"But you'd better put up your umbrella," Michael
said.
"Oh, no! Really!"
"Yes! You must!"
"No, I'm all right!"
"No, you're not. You're getting soaked through!
Here! Give me your umbrella. I'll open it for you!"
"Oh, no! Please!"
"Yes. Come on!"
"You see—Well, it's torn."
"Oh." Michael hesitated. He looked at the sky.
He looked at Daphne. Then he took his coat from
his arm.
"Here," he said, "put this around you. But you
better stand with your back against the door. There!
That better?"
"Yes, thanks. But how about you?"
"I'm all right. I never wear it anyway."
She was interrupted as the door behind them was
wrenched open from the inside, and then Mr. Blum
enfield was standing on the threshold.
"Here!" he shouted at Daphne, "What's the mean
ing of this?"
"Hey!" This, from Michael.
For Mr. Blumenfield had torn the waterproof
from Daphne's shoulders and was waving it before
Michael's nose. Daphne was staring at the words
printed on the back of the coat. BUY YOUR WET
WEATHER WEAR AT GIBSON'S, they read.
"Daphne!" cried Michael, "I meant to tell you
what my job was; but it was such a rotten one that
I was afraid you wouldn't have anything to do with
me if you knew. I was keeping it quiet until I was
able to get a—"
"Oh, Michael!" gasped Daphne, "Why didn't you
tell me?"
"Get out of my doorway!" shouted Mr. Bloomenfield at Michael. And, to Daphne, "And you! Back
to work, now!"
"Oh, Mr. Blumenfield!" said Daphne, "I've an
idea!" And, standing on tip-toe, she whispered
something in his ear.
The sequel? Well, any day now, from nine to five
with one hour off for lunch if the weather is fine,
Daphne and Michael are to be found strolling to
gether along 42nd Street.
If so much as a wisp of a cloud appears on the
horizon, Daphne hoists her umbrella, while Machael
puts on his raincoat. And on both the umbrella and
the coat are printed the words: BLUMENFIELD'S
FOR PERFECT SERVICE AND SATISFACTIONHI K A
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BAUER'S
Excellent for Complete Line

SOUTHWORTH
TYPEWRITER PAPER
A grade and weight
of paper for every
need.

&

of Foods and Beverages for
Restaurants, Hotels, Colleges
and Clubs

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

Quality Gets Business

Service Holds It

We Specialize in Both

KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
Manufactured by

THE WILLIAM BAUER CO.
CLEVELAND

CHICAGO

West Springfield,
Massachusetts

Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
A

Selected Eggs
Dressed Poultry

•

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