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Just Before Christmas
THE OPENING number of the KENYON REVIEW, dated Winter 1939, is just out. The thrifty reader
will want his file of this new periodical to start with the beginning, The Christmas shopper will want
to make subscription-gifts to his more fastidious friends.
THE KENYON REVIEW is a quarterly of arts and letters. Since the demise of the late lamented
HOUND & HORN and SYMPOSIUM until this moment, there has been no national quarterly attending
exclusively to this field.
THE STAFF —
JOHN CROWE RANSOM, Editor, PHILIP BLAIR RICE, Managing Editor, NORMAN JOHNSON, Secretary
and
R. P. BLACKMUR, PAUL ROSENFELD, ROBERTA TEALE SWARTZ, ALLEN TATE, PHILIP TIMBERLAKE, MARK
VAN DOREN, ELISEO VIVAS, Advisory Editors.
THE KENYON REVIEW publishes critical essays, poems, editorial notes, and book reviews. It comes
to life in an age that is INTENSELY CRITICAL. There never has been for the new periodical in all
American literary history such a "buyers' market" in the commodity of good critical writing — yet the
REVIEW pays excellent rates for all its contributions, ensuring the distinction of its content.
THE KENYON REVIEW covets the distinction of printing only those critical papers which offer signifi
cant judgments and at the same time have literary quality in themselves.

HERE IS an informative page adapted from Vol
ume 1, Number 1 of the KENYON REVIEW:
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445 West 23rd Street
New York City
November 23, 1938

Dear McDowell:
Your letter came this morning, and
the copy of HIKA the other day. inantts
for both.
I must say' I'm glad to see the editorial
office reflected in the pages of the maga
zine this year. Last year (I saw only
a couple copies) and the year before
were merely' a continuation of my poncy.
'That, of course, was a iatal gesture on
the part of whoever edited tlie thing,
bo I congratulate you, and the only sug
gestion i otter is that you solicit and so
licit and solicit outside stuff. The sheet
will die a gentle death if you depend en
tirely' on undergraduate offerings. Also,
stick in some squibbs, some three or four
line items at various page-bottoms. They
help relieve the eye et cetera.
I'm interested in your correspondent
who speaks of the "pastel" covers of the
early HIKA! Tell the man it was an
editorial policy', reflecting the " mind of
the editor — tell him also to stand for
five minutes in front of any magazine
stand and he'll be shocked (I suppose)
to see a lot worse than ''pastel" covers!
The story by Jack Thompson is the
best thing in the November issue.
Well, I'm submitting a little piece
that may or may not interest you. Use
it if you like, toss it in your basket if
you don't. It runs about 1400 words.
Perhaps you will find use for it — I
think it might cause a little discussion
among your writers, and that's what
you want to cause. I remember one edi
torial I wrote for HIKA was on abolish
ing chapel hours. Big discussion. Big
blowup. Net result: Chapel hours aban
doned, or nearly so.
Good luck on your work — and don't
try to get more out of the college than
it has to offer!
Sincerely yours,
John C. Neff, '36
(EDITOR'S NOTE: We wish to thank for
mer HIKA Editor, Jack Neff, for his fine
article (DISCUSSION page, column one.) and
for this
is letter. We are very glad to see that
Kenyon's
n's magazine is attracting so much at
tention among the Alumni, and we only hope
*'
that it will attain again the enviable position
best college magaof "One of the country's
c<
zines" that it so deservedly enjoyed under
Mr. Neff's editorship.)

December 3, 1938
Dear Sir:
Congratulations on your job of the
November HIKA, one of the best college
literary magazines I have ever seen. It
is a source of great satisfaction to me
to see that Kenyon has undergraduate
students who are able to reveal such
really unusual literary ability.
Your stand on "obscure" literature is
December, 1938

well taken, and an explanation like that
is necessary and helps a great deal in
one's attempts to make some sense out of
most of the poetry being written today.
The illustrations of the campus and
buildings are teasers that make one long
actually to see Kenyon again or at least
to know what is happening there.
Couldn't you possibly include articles
directly connected with Kenyon life of
today?
Unfortunately I attended Kenyon dur
ing one of its lowest ebbs of extra-cur
ricular (especially non-athletic) activi
ties, and consequently did not have the
opportunity that the Kenyon man of

HIKA
Wishes All Its Readers
A
Merry Xmas
and a
Happy New Year

Special Xmas
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Subscribe Now
For The Rest of The Year
$I.OO

!<
today has in building up a rich store
house of later happy' reminiscences. I
hope the undergraduate body there now
realize the potenial importance of HIKA
to themselves, and will help in making
it a real, unified voice of Kenyon.
Very sincerely yours
Augustus A. Koski, '30
November 29, 1938
Dear Dave:
Enclosed please find two letters, or
rather a letter and an appendix, which
I and some of my friends have found
interesting reading. Although received

some time ago from abroad, its timeli
ness is apparent.
I offer it to you with the earnest hope
that you will see fit to publish it in an
early issue of HIKA. I have written to
the author of the letter and he has given
his permission for its publication, send
ing the appendix with his permission.
I shall want the manuscript back after
you have finished with it as I value it
over and above its literary qualities.
Please let me know your disposition
on this. I feel that it has a special in
terest at this time and is, of course
particularly suited to a student publica
tion. I suggest you make any editorial
comment you desire to accompany the
publishing of the letter, if you do so.
Very truly yours,
Joseph W. Peoples, Jr., '38
(EDITOR'S NOTE: Mr. Peoples is indeed
right, the timeliness, and for that matter,
timelessness of his friend's letter is very ap
parent. We are sure that it is of prime in
terest to every student in this country. No
editorial comments are necessary. The letter
is printed on column two of the DISCUSSION
page.)

To the Editor of HIKA
Kenyon College
Gambier, Ohio
Dear Sir:
I think you've done a fine job with
HIKA to date this year and considering
the time you had to get out your first
issue, it would have been next to im
possible to do better on that. Already
you have given the magazine an im
provement which would have materially
helped it last year — a more flexible
use of material. Unconsciously the maga
zine had been growing more and more
iron-bound in its make-up, and depart
ments had lost the style and freshness
which we had hoped to preserve in con
tinuing them.
I do think that featured columns
which appear monthly can be extremely
interesting if the right person can be
found to write them and if the magazine
does not have to depend on their sus
taining a certain quality.
My only criticism of the appearance
of your magazine would be one which
has applied to it almost from its in
ception and that is that it needs more
new pictures and drawings, as you
doubtless know but as yet are in no
financial position to rectify.
I'm glad to see the new "literati" of
Kenyon coming more and more into
print in HIKA'S pages along with other
Kenyon men who have fewer literary
aspirations but who can, upon inspira
tion, necessity, or pleadings of frantic
editors, turn out some work that is quite
readable. Such work will lend a real
distinction to the magazine.
One thing which has always seemed
regretable about HIKA is that students
do not contribute more spontaneously
to its correspondence page, which is po
tentially the most alive and readable
part of this or any magazine. Letters
needn't be long, in fact the more that
can be printed in an issue the more
interesting the page would be. There
ought to be some interesting reactions
to such things as the latest and still
doubtful ruling about faculty drinking
in the presence of. students. How nice
it would be to be able to print views on
both sides of such a question!
Sincerely,
Brent A. Tozzer, '39
1

CONTRIBUTORS
(Editor's Note: We are very fortunate this issue to have
tivo guest contributors of note. Both have been widely pub
lished and are well-known among the younger writers of
this country and England.)
"MERRILL MOORE," to quote The New Direc
tions Anthology, "is believed to have written more
sonnets than any man who ever lived — about 40,000
at the present count." And that isn't half of the story,
for no mention is made of the unbelievable quality of
all this tremendous amount of work. In a time when
poets are producing relatively very little and with
very little of that worth producing, Merrill Moore is
a man outstripping them all in quantity and most of
them in quality.
Mr. Moore is a Tennessean by birth and received
his education at Vanderbilt University, taking his B.
A. in 1924 and his M. D. in 1928. He was connected
with the group, led by Messrs. John Crowe Ransom,
Donald Davidson and Allen Tate, that founded The
Fugitive, which, as Mr. Louis Untermeyer says "did
much to disprove Mencken's contention that the
"Solid South" was a vast "Sahara of the Beaux Arts."
He is now a practicing psychiatrist in Boston and an
authority on the cause and prevention of suicide.
Mr. Moore has been publishing steadily here and
in England for many years. One may well judge his
success by his frequent appearance in our leading
magazines. His work has appeared in the Nation,
Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, Saturday Review Of
Literature, American Mercury, Literary Digest and
many others. We are indeed fortunate and pleased
to have him.

GEORGE MARION O'DONNELL is a Southerner,
a graduate of Vanderbilt University and a resident of
Belzoni, Mississippi. One of our most versatile younger
writers, Mr. O'Donnell lets us see some of his poetry;
however, his writing is not at all limited to that field,
and he has been widely published in both poetry and
prose in this country and England. He was included
in the New Directions Anthology (New Direction
Press, 1937.), and his article Looking Down the Cot
ton Row appeared in the symposium Who Owns Amer
ica? (Houghton Mifflin Co., 1936.), which was an at
tempt by twenty Southern writers to set forth the
South's economical position in the nation. He also has
contributed to The Southern Review, The Virginia
Quarterly Review, Poetry: A Magazine of Verse, The
Sewanee Review, Books Abroad, The American Re-
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view, and several other magazines. And he is Book
Critic for The Memphis Commercial Appeal.
Mr. O'Donnell writes "After two years of graduate
work in English at Vanderbilt University, I returned
to my home here at Belzoni, Mississippi where I am
writing a novel dealing with pioneer days in the Delta
and managing my plantation, two full-time jobs. I am
unmarried and belong to no organizations except
the Democratic party."
PETER HILLSMAN TAYLOR, of Memphis, Ten
nessee and Douglass House, is a Junior transfer from
Southwestern College. This is the second of his stories
to appear in HIKA.
CHARLES MCKINLEY, JR., after some urging,
resumes in this issue the account of his travels in
England. We are still looking forward, however, to the
short story that he has promised us.
PERRY HUME DAVIS II makes his second appear
ance in HIKA and reviews Richard Hughes' new
novel, In Hazard.
ALLAN SPALDING, Middle Kenyon, reviews
Donald Davidson's fine book of poems, Lee In the
Mountains. Mr. Davidson is Associate Professor of
English at Vanderbilt University and a former col
league of Professor John Crowe Ransom.
JOHN NERBER reviews again for us this issue.
He is of Douglass House and is in his second year at
Kenyon.
ROBERT T. S. LOWELL, who is appearing in the
first issue of The Kenyon Review, gives us some of
his poetry. He transfered from Harvard last year and
is a Junior. He is a resident of Boston and an Associ
ate Editor of HIKA.
We are again indebted to JACK THOMPSON for
this number's illustrations. Mr. Thompson is Art
Editor of HIKA.
ROBIE MACAULAY makes his first appearance
in HIKA. He is a transfer from Olivet College and the
winner of one of the Kenyon Literary Prizes. We hope
to have a great deal more of his work later.
HIKA for
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Code
by David McDowell
Jed Foster was cleaning his rifle. He sat on a
ledge on the slope of the mountain and leaned back
against a big rock. From there he could see his little
cabin nestled below him in the hollow. A wisp of blue
smoke climbed in circles from the mud chimney. Jed
was watching for something, but he was occupied
mainly with cleaning his rifle.
Purty cool, Jed thought, especially for early fall,
and the mountain air had a bite to it. At this rate, he
knew it wouldn't be long before the leaves started
falling. The leaves were quite beautiful yet, but
Jed didn't especially notice them. The mountain was
beautiful too, but Jed didn't notice that either. Per
haps he never did, but anyway he was occupied this
morning; he was cleaning his rifle and watching his
little cabin in the clearing. He thought it looked
pretty small from where
he was, and he wondered
just how large a man
would look.
&
Jed didn't appear to be
mad, but he was. He
was boiling over inside,
but you couldn't have
told it. He looked quite
r 25
cool cleaning his rifle and
watching his little cabin.
%
Well, Jed's mind was cen
tered on that little cabin
and what was in it made
fey
Jed mad. He had just
seen young Thad Garner
go in that door — and not
for the first time either.
It had happened that first time about a week ago.
He had kissed his rosy young woman Joanna goodbye
and had left to work the corn. He had worked there
a little while when he noticed that he had forgotten
his chawing tobacco, and Jed, as any other mount
aineer, couldn't carry on at work without it. So he
had trudged back toward the little cabin to get it. He
walked over the ledge just in time to see young Thad
Garner leave his cabin. He didn't chew any that day
and went back to the field and worked harder than
ever before in his life, but Jed was mad — and he
was dangerous.
And now for several days he had left his work to
mind itself and had spent his mornings hidden behind
the big rock on the ledge that overlooked the cabin
' and cleaned his fifle.
December, 1938

Jed thought of his Joanna. They hadn't been mar
ried long, and he thought of her strong figure and rosy
face and how clean she kept the cabin — and he knew
he still wanted her now as much as ever. Then he
thought of young Thad Garner, and he got madder and
madder, but you couldn't have told it. And Jed knew
what he was going to do. He grinned slyly and shined
the rifle although it was as clean as a mirror, and had
been for three days. But Jed still cleaned it.
It was a mite under three hundred yards to the
house, he thought, and went over his plans again al
though they were as shiny and clean from handling
as his rifle, but Jed didn't plan for no mistakes. He
grunted and looked at the distance again, " 'Pears to
me I orter put in a little extre powder to holp it thet
fer," he said half to himself, "Tho thar ain't ary
wind. I reckon hit'll carry
withouten any drop; hit's
down grade shooten'." Jed
knew he was a good shot,
and he knew he could
have hit a squirrel at that
distance with his old, longbarrelled gun, even if it
was ninety feet down to
the clearing floor. But Jed
didn't plan for no mis
takes.
"Reckon I'll let him
git down near to the
spring afore I shoot," he
said quite out loud, "So's
I won't have to tote him so
\
fer." Jed stopped short
and grew quite silent, for he heard laughter — happy
laughter —. They were probably kissing now. "Wal,
thar ain't ary hurry," he thought, "We-uns' all three
has got all mornin'." At this he smiled, proud to be
so pert about it all. He thought of Joanna — of Joanna
all stripped to her rosy, plump body — all fresh and
dripping from a dip in the deep pool formed by the
live mountain spring which flowed into a deep fissure
in the stone, at the foot of the cliff, and his eyes grew
much brighter, but they soon narrowed again.
"Don't reckon I'll shoot her — just beat the devil
outen her." But he had known all along that he
wasn't going to shoot her. That would have spoiled
the whole thing, face and all. And Jed knew that
Joanna knew what the end to all this would be; there
(Continued on page twenty-five)
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English Sketches
by Charles McKinley, Jr.
Through showers and patches of sunlight I rode
from Keswick to Rosthwaite along the rim of Derwentwater. The great hills covered with bracken and
heather and evergreens lay heaped about me. The
narrow road wound through the Dale; a dozen times
it crossed the winding green river.
In Rosthwaite, I sought out the Mrs. Bird whom
two different people had recommended to me. At the
post office-general-store-cobbler's shop, the gnome-like
little man who handled all of those duties so ably,
and who found time for a walk every day, pointed
out the homes of two Mrs. Birds: I threw a sixpence
into the air to decide which Mrs. Bird I should seek
out, but the coin fell on its edge and stood upright in
the thick grass.
The one Mrs. Bird had seme fine antique furniture
which I could see through the open door and the
windows; the other had a little garden with a picket
and stone fence about it, and moss growing on the
stone roof of the house, and a weird pine tree that
trailed its branches against an upstairs window.
I chose to stay under the moss-covered roof with
the pine tree outside.
Mrs. Bird was a plump, rosy woman with wisps
of brown hair that might have been curly about her
face had she allowed them. She had a rich voice and
her accent was truly North Country, doubtless the
heritage of several generation of Dale folk. Her sleeves
were rolled to her elbows and her arms were dusty
with flour. From the open kitchen door there came
the good smell of fresh-baked bread. I knew then that
she was a good cook.
I was soon settled in her drawing room with a coal
fire burning in the fireplace. There was one large
window with a deep sill the thickness of the white
washed walls, and arranged there as fine, or ghastly,
a collection of begonias as I have ever seen. Mrs. Bird
bustled in and out with coal scuttle and oil lamps
while I baked my shoes and dried a pullover and
pulled on a pipe before the fire.
There was a feast that afternoon and I couldn't
remember whether one had a choice of the six or
eight pastries, three kinds of jams, two dishes of fruit,
or whether one was expected to eat a little of each.
The good woman closed me in and left me to my de
struction. When she returned somp moments later with
more hot water for my tea, all the plates were quite
empty, and I was beginning to feel sleepy. I guessed
the next day that one was not supposed to sample all
of everything, for my tea had decreased considerably
in variety and quantity.
6

When tea was over, I discovered three girls peer
ing through the half-open door as Mrs. Bird came to
remove the empty plates. They were dressed in blue
serge aprons, their taffy-colored hair braided and
tied with red ribbons. They had planted themselves
in a stair-steps position so that the oldest looked over
the head of the middle one and the middle one's chin
just rested on the head of the little six year old whose
stand in the front gave her an unobstructed view of
their new boarder.
I spent a quiet evening before the fire, alone. I
read "Alice in Wonderland" and "Through the Look
ing Glass" while the rain knocked gently on the
twenty-four lights of the drawing room window. It
was as though I were alone in the whole Lake Country
and that no one else had ever been there before. When
I went for a walk at midnight there was not a light
in the village except the candle I had left burning
in the passage-way window. There was no sound but
the sound of rain dripping and sucking into the earth
and the tap of my stick on an occasional stone and
the slosh of my wet shoes in scattered puddles.
That night again I went to bed by candlelight
and tumbled in, almost asleep before I had pulled
the covers around my ears. I settled into the bed and
squirmed to fit myself into the high and low places
of the mattress, and at last, comfortable in the position
of a question mark, realized from the contact of my
knee with something warm, that I had a bed com
panion. I wondered if this were Borrowdale hospi
tality, or if another late coming lodger had gotten
into the wrong room, or if indeed I had crawled in
with one of the family. I remembered the three little
girls peeking through the open door. I was panic
stricken, in a mild sort of way, and hastily — and
very quietly — slipped out of bed, careful not to dis
turb my companion, for I meant to get out of the
predicament as gracefully as possible.
I groped for my candle which had scarcely left
off smoking and lit it with trembling fingers and the
aid of a match. I shaded the flame with my hand and
glanced over cautiously at the bed. I expected to
see the blond curls of one of the daughters, or per
haps the bald head of their father. But the hump in
the bed was near the center and quite small in com
parison to even a six year old girl. I smiled when
I realized that the dog or cat evidently had been
made into the bed. I hoped that it would not
miaou or bark, as the case might be, loud enough
to disturb the family, sleeping peacefully in the
rooms about mine. I lifted the corner of the blankets,
HIKA for

not daring to wonder whether or not Mrs. Tabby
or Mrs. Terrier had decided to have kittens or gups
after climbing between the sheets. I confess that I
was a bit disappointed to find, not a member of the
household, but a family-sized aluminum hot water
bottle, wrapped in the master's last year's flannel
underwear.
At the Home Office I applied for admittance to a
session of the House of Commons. I was not very im
pressed by the Home Office Building. It stands in that
mysterious, almost holy, corner of London, called
Downing Street. But it looked unhappy there and was
badly in need of having at least its face washed. I
was a little sorry that the idea of going to Parliament
had even entered my mind. After riding up and down
in the leather-overstuffed lift of the Home Office and
being made to wait in dark waiting rooms, I was
handed an important looking paper and told to dash
to the Houses of Parliament.
The clerk wiped a clear spot in the steamy win
dow pane and pointing in the direction of Big Ben;
he described a short cut through alleys and court
yards which were hidden from my sight by chimney
pots and roof tops.
I dashed! Inside the courtyard of the Houses of
Parliament a bobby called "Hoy" to me, which may
have been a greeting, or it may have been the pre
liminary to a booting out of the gate I had so hurriedly
entered. I said "Hoy" right back and waved the folded
paper at him which must have impressed him con
siderably, for he pushed me through a little back door
with some rather vague directions.
Inside, I was tossed from one bobby to another,
twice registered in big books, led up a narrow circular
staircase, and finally given a card to replace the paper
I had been clutching in my hand. More doors opened
before me and at last a page resplendent in braid and
medals actually ushered me into a seat in the gallery.
I felt that the eyes of the whole house were upon me
as I swept into my box. Then I sat down.
My glance fell on a card that identified my box.
It said something about Indians and Foreign Corre
spondents. I knew I should not be taken for an Indian,
and I was embarrassed at not being able to find a scrap
of paper or a pencil to pose even as a very remote
and unimportant newspaper man.
When I was at last settled, I was able to look
down upon the members of Parliament. They seemed
not to be a very lively lot. One man, on his feet, ve
hemently insisted that school buses be provided to con
vey the children in the Scottish hills to school. His
burr branded him, and I felt certain that he longed
to change his frock coat and striped trousers for tartan
and kilts.
The rest of the assembly seemed to care little
whether the youngsters walked to school or rode — or
December, 1938

whether they went at all. A couple of the Commoners
talked noisily, and I guessed that their conversation did
not concern buses. At a great table in the center of the
hall, officials, probably clerks, in black robes and
curly wigs conferred with one another occasionally.
Other gentlemen in the front seats propped their feet
on the official looking desk. Very infrequently some
one interrupted the Scotchman's argument to voice
his objection or to ask a question. The members
passed in and out of the chamber, probably to get
their tea. They seemed to have progressed little dur
ing my stay, and when I went out — to get my tea, the
gentleman on his feet was still burring to his unheed
ing colleagues for school buses in the Highlands.
Soon it was dusk, and as quickly, the moon came
up and it was night. The stars happened one by one,
and then a hundred and a thousand at a time until
the sky was like a field of blue flowers rolled up over
head. I had the road to myself and pushed along slowly,
content with the sounds and the odors of the night.
Once I passed three men, probably on their way to
the pub for a glass of ale and a pipe before going
home to bed. I passed the inn, a lovely Georgian house
painted white. I watched from the road the innkeeper
moving about, lighting the lights — gas in the tap
rooms and candles in his own quarters adjoining. The
keeper opened the door, and I heard and saw him
tapping his pipe on the door step. A cat escaped
through the open door and scurried across the road —
to keep a rendezvous perhaps. Then I heard the voices
of the three men I had passed, and I pushed on again
into the deserted country.
The road lay before me like a silver blue ribbon
stretched across the landscape; up and down hill
through woods and across meadows, ending abruptly
at the top of a slope. Then when I reached the summit
of a hill, there it lay before me again.
The merry silver sound of a bell brought the light
colored forms to life in a meadow, and a flock of
sheep followed its leader to the far end of a field. Then
they strayed back, slowly, stopping to nibble at a
tuft of grass or to butt their heads against a post. A
lamb bleated; another seemed to have strayed from
its mother. The silver bell tinkled faintly and then they
settled down again, huddled in groups.
I passed through a village, dark except for an occasional candle in a window, and the church lighted
for evensong. I heard the soft music of a hymn as I
passed the open door, and I saw the moon back of the
steeple, above which fleecy clouds drifted, so low that
it seemed surely they would snag themselves on its tip.
I rode to the top of a hill, and descending the other side
left the village behind. A light approached me slowly
and a man on a bicycle wished me goodnight as he
passed me and out of sight.
The moon transformed everything into fantastic
and ethereal shapes. I passed a small round vine-clad
tower that stood on the edge of a tiny pond. Two grace(Continued on page twenty-eight)
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Four Sonnets:
A DOCTOR'S ADVISE CONCERNING THE

DIDACTIC SONNET: SERVICE

ELIXIR OF LIFE
Here, young man, is a given quantity
Of the only medicine that will make you well.
But you must take it all before you can tell
That you are any better.

Now if you try

To do it in a hurry, take it all
At one large dose, drink it quickly down;
And when you finish, try to keep the frown
It will produce away from your cured face.

So many men have said it that I pale
At being asked to say it once again.
Had I a box of platinum and gold,
I would use it to keep that word in;
If I had a son who came to me,
"Father what is the truth, now you are old?"
I would answer that word, without fail—
It is truth, the rest is sophistry:
It has been repeated on the earth

But if it produce a smile, then you may trace

Loudest since the Galilean's birth,

It broadly there for everyone to see

But every repetition gives it strength.

That comes to admire the coffin and the lily
You are in and under.

Other patients of mine

Prefer to dilute it with a great deal of wine
And make it last till they are ninety=nine.

PIGEONS STILL INFEST CITIES

That is the truth experience best proves,
It is the homily that Justice loves.
—Had I a box of platinum or gold—

REALITY EMPLOYS DECOYS AND BLINDS
t»

Until the grasp of hands and press of feet

Behind these gilded images, behind

Wear smooth these rugged steps and balustrade.

This tracery, this sculptured stone, this wall,

Bronze will not be belligerent to the trade

This frill, this veil, this panel of enamel,

Of glance for glance in the unsteady street,

This jalousie or this Venetian blind

Where bosoms flutter and where ankles flash,

Of patient superficiality

Ignorant of the scars left by the lash

Gay or quaintly dight,—

The serpent=hirsute semi=goddess wields

Reality

Until the strangled battered princeling yields;

Like an elephant behind a wall,
Like the corpus underneath its pall

Pigeons still infest cities and rats die,

Of roses, looms in immobility

And clocks are nowhere seen to tell time by,

Waiting for the wall to crumble, fall,

And dust blows in the eyes of dowagers,

When the elephant impacts the wall,

And harlots elevate what no man fears,

Waiting for the roses there to die

Nor woman neither, and the sunset=dyes

When the corpse outlasts the flowered pall

No more appeal to stimulated eyes.

Whose roses are only decoys and a blind.

—MERRILL MOORE
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Breath of Autumn
by Robie Macauley
Simon got up off the bed and moved his dry tongue
against the sides of his dry mouth. He went over to
the dresser where he stood for a minute combing his
hair. While he was there, he could see, out of the
corner of his eye, the letter lying on the bed. He did
not look at it again, but went out of the door into the
street. The live, soft autumn breeze slid against his
face. It was smooth, a little dry, and somehow imper
sonal, not like the spring breezes. Today it was es
pecially calm, like the flow of cool water. He went
down the alley toward the Becker place.
The wind stirred the leaves along the alley and his
feet brushed through them with a rough, crisping
sound. A sound that you heard only in Autumn. When
he got to the end of the alley, he saw the Becker place.
He had never realized how good it looked. When it
was newly-painted and the late-afternoon sun hit it
just that way, throwing a high-light over the front and
leaving the rest in half-shadow, it looked like a paint
ing. He turned onto the sidewalk. Some kids were
playing football in the yard across the street. One of
them was yelling signals. The street was full of leaves
and they were all over the sidewalk. They were brown
mostly, with amber-colored red ones and burnt-sienna
and yellow ones now and then. A girl came up the
sidewalk and passed him. She was wearing a red coat.
He noticed she was pretty.
This was the bright time of the year. It was a time
for bright clothes and brilliant landscapes and colorful
things to happen. Only the trees didn't look like
autumn or color.
They were bare.
The maple trees
were a spiny pat
tern between him
and the sky.
They were black.
And here and
there was a single, stupid leaf,
like the banner
m /
of a lost cause.
He started down
the hill.
The houses
were all set back
from the street
here. They were
nearly all imita
tion colonial and
they were painted white. But the
sun didn't hit
December, 1938

them as it had the Becker place. Their yards were
full of leaves. Spots of color. As if God were an im
pressionist artist. God was no artist, these things were
all in disorder. He turned at the corner and went
down that small hill that led out of town. A man came
out of a barn carrying a long roll of something. He
was dressed in overalls and his face was red and pleas
ant. Simon did not look at him for fear the man would
say hello. Simon passed the barn where the man had
come out. From the doorway came the sweeping odor
of hay and manure, blended. It was a pleasant, sub
stantial smell. Rich, like the colors in this landscape.
He walked along the fence, hearing a dog whining
in the barn behind. A shiny car came by hurriedly.
He was glad when it had gone past. Now he could
hear a rooster crowing someplace. Very faint and shrill
came the voices of some children back of him in the
town. Over in the valley was the mellow, important
sound of the train whistle going past. He heard it
three times.
He came slowly past the gray house that was on
another rise in the dipping, gray road. From this house,
the land swept off and down on all sides ahead of him.
Somebody opened the door and came out. It was a
small, old woman, walking with the cautious, round
ing gait that old women have. She had on a black
sweater and a kerchief over her head. The house was
gray and plump like the woman. It had a gray wooden
fence around it, with a sagging gate. A little smoke
blew out of the chimney. Just beyond the house, he
came to a gate in
the wire fence,
and he stopped.
All around and
downward were
the soft fields,
turning
gently
and patiently in
to the valley.
Some of thsm
were green and
some
were
brown. The
green ones were
smoothed
here
and there with
a little lighter
green. He won
dered how colors
could be so deli
cate and still ex
ist. The browns
(Cont. on p. 26)
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Little Tales of Big Men
(This is the second of two articles contributed by an alumnus who requests that
his name be omitted, but HIKA assures its readers that he has been a student of
Kenyon history for many years — a fact proved by his first article, "Facts Versus
Traditions," published in the November issue.)
Every son of Kenyon College, soon after he makes
his initial appearance upon Gambier Hill, receives a
series of over-lapping stories about Kenyon's noble
history. Professors and room-mates tell him many
things which are interesting and inspiring. Sometimes,
too, townsfolk augment this instruction with informal
information, occasionally more specific than compli
mentary.
But just how thorough is this mass of knowledge
which the freshman is asked to absorb? Is it organized
on an orderly basis, or is it dished out on a hit-or-miss
system? Just how much does the average Kenyon
man — undergraduate or alumnus — really know
about the part played by his alma mater in the affairs
of the nation?

Directory (1774-1927) is not the most accurate com
pilation in American annals, and it might well be that
the huge volume contains others who once lived on
the Hill, but are not so designated in the biographical
sketches.
So far as the writer has been able to learn, how
ever, just twenty-four sons of Kenyon have sat in the
"legislative halls of the nation." Not many, you say?
Well, it figures out in this way: one alumnus in Con
gress for every four and three-fourths of the College's
one hundred and fourteen years. Do you know of any
other small college which can eclipse that?
And that is not all. One fourth of the Kenyon
alumni who have been in Congress have been United
States Senators.

To answer bluntly, he knows less than he thinks
he knows, and any student of history can tie him in
a knot with a halfdozen questions. Or, to phrase it
another way, Kenyon men know many stories about a
few great men who adorn the alumni roster, but their
information is incomplete, superficial and sketchy.
Wait a minute. Don't start throwing things.
Get this straight before reading further: the pur
pose of this article is to show two things. First, sons
of Kenyon have every right to be proud of the illus
trious alumni who have helped turn the tide of history.
But, second, sons of Kenyon would be still prouder
of the College if they knew more about that record.
The author admits that Kenyon men know far
more about their alma mater than do the sons of most
educational institutions. But he is convinced that there
is a lot more which they OUGHT to know, and hopes
to prove it in the following stories.

Now in this day with the upper chamber housing
ninety-six members, all elected by popular vote after
unpopular primary fights, Senators as a class do not
impress people much — but there was a day when
Senators were not as numerous as today, and not so
likely to be spokesmen for such organizations as the
Ku Klux Klan and the Anti-Saloon League. Before
the turn of the century, Senators rated higher; and
when seats in Congress were fewer, they were harder
to get and harder to keep—and harder to fill properly.
Anyhow, an even two dozen Kenyon men are on
the list, and this article will tell who they are and
something about them. Of the three who are still
living, little will be said, for the reason that their
careers have not ended, but they rate mention with
the others.

No man ever lived on Gambier Hill very long with
out hearing much about three eminent predecessors
who were students during Kenyon's first two decades.
But while he receives heroic doses of information con
cerning Hayes, Chase, and Stanton, he learns next to
nothing about others who played mighty roles in the
affairs of their day. In order to do justice to some
neglected alumni whose fame has been dimmed by
the three men mentioned above, this author is going
to tell something about them. If no other purpose is
attained, at least it will get some long-forgotten facts
assembled and printed with the rest where they can
be kept together.
Chase and Hayes will figure in their turn in the
roster below, but Stanton will not, for he never served
in Congress and this article will deal entirely with two
dozen Kenyon men who went to Congress. There may
have been more, for the Biographical Congressional
December, 1938

Some striking things come with the perusal of the
roster. To begin with, Kenyon men have represented
twelve states in Congress. Most of them represented
Ohio, but others have served Indiana, Michigan, Penn
sylvania, West Virginia, Kentucky, Maryland, Illinois,
Minnesota, Texas, Nevada, and California. Three of
them were on the Supreme Court of the United States.
Two of the twenty-four were Governors of Ohio, one
being the first to win a third term in the silo-crowned
Statehouse at Columbus. Two were Presidential Elec
tors, and twelve national conventions have included,
as delegates, some of these two dozen lawmakers who
reached Capitol Hill by way of Gambier Hill. Three
of the twenty-four won, in the struggle of the "sixties,"
the twin stars of Major Generals. Two of these Major
Generals entered the Union Army with'no title higher
than that of Private. To rise from Private to General
in four years means a tremendous achievement, in the
game of war. But two Kenyon Alumni accomplished it.
Just who were these alumni who continued in
11

Congress the debating ability which, in the case of
most of them, was developed partly by practice in
Philomathesian and Nu Pi Kappa? Smile, if you will,
at that tribute to the literary societies, almost coeval
with the College, but one of the greatest statesmen in
the list below, a man who received his diploma in
1837, said as much in memoirs published when he
was one of the towering figures in the Civil War
sessions on Capitol Hill.
The class designations listed with the names below
cannot be accepted as definite in all cases, for the
Biographical Congressional Directory is by no means
complete on details in all sketches. In case of doubt,
the writer will fall back on the word "about," and let
the College do the rest of the research if it has records
available. And since it is impossible to arrange the
names in chronological order, because that order can
not be determined precisely, the list is arranged alphabetically.
The first Kenyon man encountered in leafing
through the big volume was Henry Blackstone Banning, about '56. A native of Mount Vernon, he entered
the Union Army as a Private and emerged as a Major
General. He settled in Cincinnati, and from that city
was elected to Congress for three terms, 1873-79.
Also a soldier, the second was Guy Morrison Bryan,
a classmate of President Hayes in 1842. He was born
in Missouri, and was a Texas planter. Before Texas
became a safe place for planters, he did his part to
ward making it safe. He must have been good at it
for he was a Colonel on the Staff of General Kirby
Smith when the dispute over secession reached its
ultimate stage. He served in both houses of the Texas
Legislature and for a time was Speaker; he went to
Congress in 1857 and stayed one term, after which
Texas joined the Confederacy. He was a delegate to
the convention which nominated Buchanan in 1856,
and to that which chose Douglass four years later.
Ralph Pomeroy Buckland, of the class of 1838,
also sat in two national conventions, but they were
not of the same party. Ten years after he graduated
he was a delegate to the Whig conclave of 1848, which
named Zachary Taylor for the Presidency. In 1876 he
was one of the delegates who gave Hayes the Repub
lican nomination. His home was in Fremont, Ohio,
whence he was sent to Congress in 1865, serving two
terms. Perhaps his Civil War record had something
to do with it, for while he began as a Colonel he ended
up a Major General.
A long jump historically but in the alphabetical
list the next is John Levi Cable, '06, now a leading
attorney in Lima, Ohio. He served four terms, in two
chunks, 1921-25 and 1929-33, leaving some notable
statutes on the immigration code bearing his name.
Salmon Portland Chase, class of about 1827, seems
to have been. Kenyon's first alumnus. He accompanied
his uncle, Founder Philander, when the Bishop started
his infant college in Worthington. After exhausting the
possibilities of the frontier institution he went East
to finish at Dartmouth, in his native state. Then comes
12

a story not often told about him: One of his many
uncles was a Senator from New Hampshire. The nep
hew asked him for a letter of recommendation to teach
in a private school to earn enough money to study
law. The big-hearted uncle handed out a half-dollar
with the advice to buy a shovel and to go to work in
a ditch.
Evidently the older man did not appraise his nep
hew well, for within another quarter-century the
latter also was a Senator. Elected as Governor of Ohio
in 1855 as a Free Soil Democrat, he was re-elected in
1857 as a Republican, the first man to be elected by
that party to any important office in the nation. It
was only a year old, you may remember. And do not
argue with the Old Timer about odd-year elections
in Ohio. The Buckeye State did not elect Governors
in even-numbered years until 1906.
Every Kenyon man knows, or should know, that
Chase was the only man in American history to attain
fame in all three departments of the government. He
went to the Senate in 1849, left in 1855 to become
Governor, returned to the Senate in 1861, and resigned
two days later to become Secretary of the Treasury.
After the tough job of financing the Civil War, he
was rewarded by Lincoln with the post of Chief Jus
tice, thus completing the cycle of legislative, executive,
and judicial service. He presided over the trial of
Andrew Johnson. He put on American money the as
surance that "In God We Trust." And he figured in a
notable list of national conventions. He was a delegate
to the Liberal conventions of 1843, another of that
party in 1848, the Free Soil gathering of the same year.
Also he was mentioned for the Presidency in the Re
publican gathering that picked Lincoln in 1860, and
was the runner-up in the Democratic convention of
1872. Governor-Senator-Secretary-Chief Justice Chase
was one of the emergency commision named by Lin
coln in 1861 to see what could be done to avert the
Civil War.
As was the next man on the list of Kenyon's twen
ty-four alumni in Congress. He was John Brown Clay,
son of the great Conciliator, Henry Clay. His class
was about 1832, and not much more is known about
him. He was an attorney in Lexington, Ky., and went
to Congress in 1857, serving one term. He must not
have cared for his father's arguments, for he seems to
have been on the other side in every political dispute.
His father was the idol of the Whigs, but the son was
a Democratic Congressman. His father's compromises
twice saved the Union, but the son became a Con
federate. He did serve the nation in a capacity other
than Congressman, however. He held a diplomatic post
in Portugal and could have had one in Germany, but
declined.
John Crandlebaugh, whose class was about 1839,
was another alumnus about whom little can be learned.
He was a delegate from Nevada (then a territory)
from 1861 to 1863. He was also a Colonel in the Union
Army, resigning after being severely wounded at
Vicksburg.
HIKA for

Robert Crosser, '97, is the only Kenyon alumnus
now in Congress, and if his vote-getting record is any
yardstick, he can stay there as long as he wishes^ For
many years nobody has been able to dent his strength
in the Cleveland district which he represents. Many
have tried, only to see him returned to Washington
by large majorities. He is the dean of the Ohio dele
gation of twenty-four in the House of Representatives,
having served almost continuously since 1912. The last
time there was a vacancy in the Speakership he was
mentioned prominently.
David Davis, of the class of 1832, was an alumnus
about whom Kenyon men should know more. Maybe
it can be arranged because his grand-nephe w was on
the Hill eighty-five years after him, and the son of
that alumnus of '17 is a freshman on the Hill right now.
It would not be any exaggeration to say that David
Davis made Lincoln President. He was the chairman
of the Illinois delegation to that convention in 1860,
and as such was manager of the Lincoln cause. He out
smarted Thurlow Weed, then regarded as the cleverest
politician since Van Buren, and Weed's man Stewart
lost to the rail-splitter. Lincoln rewarded Davis with
a seat on the Supreme Court, where he served from
1862 to 1877. He was to have been the fifteenth man
on the Electoral Commission in the Hayes-Tild en con
test of 1877, but Illinois elected him to the Senate,
where he remained until his death in 1883. The change
may have made Hayq^ President. He, like Chase, was
regarded as Presidential timber, and in 1872 his name
was placed before the Liberal Republican convention.
His cousin is the next on the roll of Kenyon Con
gressmen, Henry Winter Davis of the class of 1837,
Both Davises were born in Maryland, but the younger
returned to his native state. He and another man held
this state in the Union when its succession would have
enabled the Confederacy to surround the Union Cap
ital. He died at the age of forty-eight with a record
that few Marylanders have ever equalled. His influence
was that if he had lived it might have been Davis and
not Thad Stevens who played the powerful role of
House Leader in the Reconstruction days. He went to
Congress from Baltimore in 1855 and served until 1861
when he lost a fight for a fourth term, but he was
elected again and served from 1863 until his death
in 1865.
History has not given him his due. He is listed
chiefly as co-author of the Wade-Davis manifesto, an
argument that Congress, not the President, should do
such emancipating as might be necessary. The same
arguments have been dusted off recently and used by
many who never heard of Henry Winter Davis, the
man who started the United States Government after
Emperor Maximilian when Napoleon III butted into
Mexico. The French Emperor figured that Uncle Sam
was too busy with the Civil War to do anything about
the Monroe Doctrine, but Maximilian finished before
a firing squad. It was Davis who pushed through Con
gress the action which set Maximilian's clock.
Some of the most interesting of the authenticated
December, 1938

tales of life of the Hill a century or more ago are to
be found in The Life of Henry Winter Davis by Ber
nard C. Steiner, published by the John Murphy Com
pany in Baltimore in 1916. The first three chapters
were written by the eminent Maryland attorney him
self, and the second deals with his days in Gambier.
He put in a year as a preparatory student, and cornpleted his college work in three years, a feat against
which he advises others.
Davis expresses, in the memoirs he wrote in 1865,
his amusement at an old letter which he wrote from
Gambier in 1833: "My whole bill with the treasurer,
Mr. Wing, amounts to eighty-eight dollars; that is,
thirty dollars for tuition, fifty dollars for board and
for the attendance of the college physician during
term, six dollars for room rent." Washing was six
dollars per annum.
He also gives evidence to substantiate the story
(well proved elsewhere) about the suspicions of Knox
County settlers in regard to the motives impelling
Bishop Chase to erect Old Kenyon with such sturdy
walls. "The main college building," he writes, "was
large and solidly built, so solidly that it was singularly
enough looked on with jealously by the 'natives' of
the neighborhood, to whom its being built with 'Brit
ish' money suggested that it was a 'British' fort dis
guised as a college."
(Continued on page nineteen)
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But gratefully accept
Quiescent mind;
Be at contempt adept,
Scorn young eyes that wept
Against the sharp wind.

Three Songs:
I. TO CERTAIN CONTEMPORARIES AND
PERCY SHELLEY

Growing, by mind alone,
Old in your youth,
Rib into flesh new bone,
Make it the mind's own;
Yet do not hope for truth.

Percy, Percy, bring your powder
Can to blast the ancient oak;
Light the fuse, retreat staccato,
Watch the slowly rising smoke.
Ancient oaks are gnarled and ugly,
Ancient oaks obstruct the view
From the window to the airport:
Blast the bourgeois residue!
Percy knows the oak is useless,
Percy strides the horned gate
With his friend upon the hillside
Where they sit to contemplate
Perfect order in the valley:
Factories and model towns,
Workers' families parading
To the film in modish gowns.
Percy and his friend are blissful,
Having fully reconciled
As their saints the triumvirate —
Lenin, Whitman, Oscar Wilde.

II. TO A YOUNG HUMANIST
Restrict fidelity
Lest promise turn,
Like the too=quick=ripe tree,
Too prolific to be
More than fuel to burn.
And having thus restrained
The obliging tongue,
Whose promises disdained
Thought of the mind pained,
Be no longer young.

III. TO AN OLD LOGICIAN
The light of afternoon seems dark
Beside your cunning eyes
As, seated in the public park,
You work to syllogize
Green bower gestures of the heart,
Tears following the hearse,
The old men rising to depart
Who turn and spit and curse
The
The
The
And

want=ad pages cast aside,
sandbox play at crime,
signs of war by newsboys cried,
other scraps of time;

And failing now to reconcile
Confusions of the sense,
You endure with condescending smile
Naive Omnipotence.
But when your head requires the earth
For covering the bone —
Quite hardened since the time of birth,
Embarrassing when shown —,
When, sleeping in simplicity
Beyond your fleshly style,
Upon your lips, twixt dark and day,
Your logic curls a smile,
Then know there's logic of the bone
Too strict to let you laugh
Though mindless weeds have overgrown
Fallacious epitaph.

—GEORGE MARION O'DONNELL
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A Departure
by Peter Hillsman Taylor
Glendower Jones had pre
"Those poplars haven't
pared to go away. He had
got long, Mr. Joseph." Glensigned all of the papers Mr.
dower Jones sat down on the
Stimpson brought him, and
Stratton porch and looked
the Harpers had moved in
between two of the blighted
the old caretaker's house.
trees at his own brick house
With only a white towel
half a mile down the road.
thrown across his lap, he
"I ha'n't got long neither,"
sat on the window sill and
Joseph Stratton said sullen%
looked out over the healthy
ly. He turned off the hydrant
1
Pi
corn and cotton that was
by the porch and came up
stretched out from the gar
and sat down beside the
den below to pea ridge on
young man on a modern
green-cushioned glider.
the horizon. He listened to
"That doesn't make sense,
the water running into the
Mr. Joseph. Trees live longer
tub beside him, and he
than men."
could hear the voices of his
"I'll gamble these don't
mother, Sarah Glendower
\
beat me much, with me not
Jones, and his sister Elea
here to water 'em."
nor, who were packing his
J
"They would if you'd real
clothes in the next room.
ly do something for their
Sarah Jones came to the
trouble."
door of the big square room
"They'll live as long as I do," Joseph Stratton said.
that served as a bath room and said, "I'll bet you didn't
He shook his head.
see about the nigger house on Fern Street."
Glendower said, "I don't believe you care whether
Her son turned his eyes from the window and
or not they live after you're dead."
looked at her. He said, "Mr. Stimpson has a nigger
"Charley don't want 'em after I'm dead. He'll
that's going to collect all the nigger rent for you."
After he had bathed, Glendower Jones went into
never come back to Gibson County." Joseph Stratton
the room where the women were packing and put on
stood up and looked at the young man and shook a
the white clothes they had left out for him. When he
hunk of chewing tobacco at him. "And you won't
watched himself in the speckled mirror tying his tie,
neither, Horace Glendower Jones," he said. He pushed
he could see over his shoulder his mother sewing a
a piece of tobacco into his mouth and went down into
button on a white shirt and his sister watching her
his yard.
with peculiar interest.
Glendower followed him into the yard and put
At five o'clock he came downstairs and took off
his hand on the stooped shoulder. "Goodbye," he said.
the rack the big straw hat his father had worn and
"Goodbye, Son. Thank y' for coming by." Joseph
started out across the yard toward the Stratton place.
Stratton shook Glendower's hand and turned and
An old negro was white-washing the new fence around
picked up the hose. As the young visitor walked back
the yard, and Glendower Jones instinctively turned
toward his home, he could hear the old man watering
about and viewed his house with the new paint on
the roots of the poplars.
the woodwork and the new shingles on the roof. He
He saw his sister Eleanor waiting for him in the
was leaving things in good order. His mother and
yard in a clean polka dot dress. And suddenly he
sister would be very comfortable.
thought of her as though she were dead and were
Facing the hot afternoon sun he walked up the
waiting for him to come put her in her coffin. And he
yellow gravel road to the Stratton bungalow. The
felt that his mother were dead too and that the house
bungalow was close to the road and was shaded only
was gone and that this was only a ridiculous picture
by three Lombardy poplars, dead at the top, and
hanging in an apartment in St. Louis or Cincinnati
whose roots the stooped and withered Joseph Stratton
or Memphis. He thought that it must be the white
was watering with a garden hose.
fence around the yard and vegetable garden that made
him feel this way about the house. It was the first time
"Hello, Glen," the old man said and he turned
he had realized what a small bit of land he had not
the spewing hose away from the plank walk to make
(Continued on page twenty-three)
way for his neighbor.
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Obscurity Again

Balkan Letter

(Editor's Note: The following editorial is by John C.
Neff, HIKA'S first editor, who is living and writing in New
York. Read his letter on page one; no other comment is
necessary.)
In the November HIKA there was an article about
"Obscurity in Literature." Somehow, I took it as a
defense of obscurity. I hope I was wrong; I hope the
article did not intend to laud obscurity. But in any
case, that article has prompted me to say a few things
in the defense of clarity. And while I speak only of
fiction, I imagine what I say can be applied to poetry
as well.
The author of that article (I wish he'd signed it)
says in one place that "Every innate human percep
tion requires training to bring it out." I wish he would
have said, "to bring it out clearly." A writer must not
require work of his reader; the writer is the one who
works, who strives to give his lines a precise, an exact,
a clear meaning. If he does not, he is no writer. Ob
scurity, as such, has no place in fiction. I imagine that
a writer on seeing the muddle and jumble of the sur
face of life truly believes that his writing should in
order to be good be true to that life, to be, that is,
muddled and jumbled. But he forgets one thing. He
had been looking only at the surface of life, the ap
pearance — which is really about the most confused
thing in the world. Actually, life is as simple as the
sun coming over the hills of Knox County in the
morning. A. prosaic example that, but are not prosaic
details the very things which make for simplicity, for
easy understanding? When your writer gives you
these simple touches, these things which you know for
certain to be, are you not satisfied, are you not getting
the "kick" you anticipate? Would you not rather find
the description of an oak tree in a single sentence than
have to drag yourself through an entire paragraph
before you discovered what the author was trying
to say?
Pete Reeves once told a class of which I was a
member to bring in a description of any tree border
ing Middle Path. He cautioned us, however, that the
description must be done in a single, short sentence.
That, as I look back on it, was the most sensible as
signment I ever received at Kenyon. It taught me
the necessity of clarity. Anyone, I realized, could
write a lot of things about a tree — and probably do
a nice job. But how many could tell you as much
in a single sentence? That is the thing to consider.
I do not mean to suggest that you should leave
nothing to the reader's imagination. The art of boring
is to say too much; the art of pleasing is to say just
enough, no more, to be guessed at, to be divined. That
tree on Middle Path — say a lot of things about it
and your reader tires; say just a few precise things
and your reader immediately feels that he knows all
abDut the tree, and knowing all about it is ready for
(Continued on page twenty-four)

(Editor's Note: We owe this fine article to Joseph Peoples
'08, who ivas kind enough to send it to us. It is a letter
from a friend who is in theological school in Rumania.
Mr. Peoples suggested an editorial comment in his letter
(also on page one); however, we feel that it speaks better
for itself and that its implications and meanings are quite
evident.)
International Theologic
Cernanti, Roumania
Thanks ever so much for your letter, it was great
to hear from you again. I only hope you can make
some sense of this, because among other calamities I
dropped my fountain pen and can't find another nib
to fit — hence things are a bit scratchy.
I write "among other calamities" deliberately, and
with due regard to fact. I don't know if it got into the
American papers or not, but academic life in Rou
mania came to a sudden and complete standstill yes
terday. The day before, some Fascist students at Jasi
University, entertaining a difference of opinion with
the Rector of the University, knifed him — a typically
Balkan way of settling the dispute! However, the
government for a long time has been alarmed at Fas
cist activities among students — and with good reason
— and this was the last straw. So we are suffering
from a nation-wide lock-out. Orders came round that
all students were to go home at once, and trains were
free to students yesterday. At eleven last night the
police raided all the students hostels, arresting any
students found therein, and the doors were locked
and sealed till further notice, — at least until the
government passes legislation dealing effectively with
student political activities, of left and right — this
may be some months.
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Theological colleges are of course affected too, so
at very little notice I found myself a homeless wan
derer. However, the Metropolitan of Bukovina, whose
palace adjoins the college, and who originally extended
the invitation to me to come to Roumania, had pity
on me, and has placed a room in the Palace at my
disposal. Anyhow, I now have ample leisure for letters.
— I only hope this isn't going to bore you.
Life at the Orthodox College here is — or was —
very interesting indeed, though a little Spartan as
regards material comforts. The regular students are
barracked together eight to a room, and share studies
in the same numbers. I, as guest, have a room to my
self, a great bare whitewashed apartment, with no rugs
or carpets, no curtains or blinds to the windows, no
pictures or even a mirror, no easy-chairs. Just an iron
cot bed, a cupboard, a table, and two straight wooden
chairs. The day begins early, with semi-liturgical
prayers at 6:30 A. M. followed by breakfast, of tea,
dry bread, and ripe olives, at 7:30. The morning is
usually taken up with classes and lectures; dinner is
at one, supper at 7:30, prayers again at 8:00. Disci
pline is rather strict — we are only allowed out from
(Continued on page eighteen, col. one)
HIKA for

A Poem:
LAKE VIEW
Blowsy and undernourished campers fell
From Iake=view clapboards, pegging up canoe
And telescopic rods — ephemeral
Convictions of rusticity. Their new
Car, overstuffed with gaudy children, ploughed
Down a laborious and earthy road.
September, when we fumed, stiff and resigned,
In a cheap rocking chair — since weather=purged
Discarded on the home=made platform, twined
To two plain trees, suspending over gouged,
Concessive shore; our refuse=hearts dined on
Their unattractive trash crammed in a can.
Ah Boreas, cold and water=ruffling wind,
This is no month for love; no confidence
Subsists in the subservient command
Of solitude; your windy airs that dance,
Sterile on the retirement of the world,
Turned the cold shoulder on us, snarled.

•

ROBERT T. S. LOWELL, JR.
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P. A. MONEY-BACK OFFER. 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, plus postage. (Signed)
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C.
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BE GLAD TO. FIRST, WE MAKE OUR SHIP
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Balkan Letters
(Continued from page sixteen, col. two)
1:30 to 3 without special permission, 1:30 to 5 on
Tuesdays and Thursdays, and till 7 on Sundays. We
have to wear cassocks in the chapel, at lectures, and
whenever we go out. For the rest of the time about
half the students wear the native Roumanian peasant
dress, which is very picturesque.
All washing and shaving — most of the students
shave about twice a week — is done in cold water in
tin basins. There are no bath rooms, of course. The socalled sanitary arrangements are anything but, if you
get what I mean. An accurate description of their in
describable filth I guarantee would make the toughest
nigger ditch-digger stop eating in the middle of his
lunch!
But material discomfort, which is after all purely
relative, is only one side of the picture, and I have
never for a moment regretted coming here. It is in
tensely interesting getting the Orthodox point of view,
especially as our Churches are coming so much nearer
together.
There is a delightful informality about Orthodox
worship which is really rather a joy. There seem to be
no minute rubrical directions as to how exactly every
thing is to be done — nothing corresponding to the
Sacred Congregation of Rites. There are of course no
seats of any kind, and the worshippers wander about
at will through the service, visiting shrines and kissing
icons. And when the church is censed before the Great
Entrance, the deacon, after censing the Altar and the
principal icons, will wander about almost at random,
censing little groups of worshippers wherever they
happen to be standing. And incense here really sym
bolizes the prayers of the people, for the people them
selves often offer it, dropping a few grains into the
open thurible as it passes by. Or at other points in
the liturgy, when only the altar is censed, they will
come right up with a few grains in a twist of news
paper, the man will come inside the iconotasis or
screen and hand it to the priest, the women will knock
at the side door in the screen till someone comes and
takes it from them.
The choirs, or the best of them, are really beautiful.
All singing must of course be unaccompanied, as, fol
lowing ancient precedent, no organ music is allowed.
I think this a very healthy effect on singing — cer
tainly when I have visited Roman Catholic Churches
here, in an occasional fit of craving for things Western,
the choir has been markedly inferior.
Cernanti is very near the Polish and Russian fron
tiers, — about 20 miles from each — and was of course
Austro-Hungarian before the war; so the population
is very cosmopolitan, judging by its churches, at least.
Besides the Orthodox Cathedral, and four or five other
Orthodox Churches, there is a Ruthenian Church
(Eastern rite, but Uniat) Armenian, Polish, and Ger18

man Catholic churches of the Western rite, and a
biggish synagogue. Lastly, there is one single protestant church, German Lutheran. All this for a town of
about 100,000. And they're all packed.
I am always being surprised at the cheapness of
living here. Students here can contract for meals at
good student restaurants at — believe it or not —
$3.50 a month, for three meals a day! And I mean
dollars, not pounds. Hair-cuts cost 4 cents! Really good
local wines can be had for about 10 cents a quart and
up.
However, as I say, everything has reached a stand
still now, and we are practically under martial law.
So frightened are the authorities of counter-plots that
people are not allowed to walk more than two abreast
in the streets, or sit more than two at a table at cafes!
But I am having quite a good time. The Archbishop's
palace is also a monastery, (as all Bishops here must
be monastic) and the monks do all the work of the
place, and wait on table when His Holiness entertains.
(I like that title "His Holiness" — it seems such a
blow at Vatican exclusiveness.)
I usually have my meals with the upper monks in
their refectory, as the Archbishop is away. Their tablemanners are very picturesque. But during this period
of enforced idleness I am contemplating a tour of the
ancient Bukovina monasteries which are very beauti
ful and interesting, staying a few nights at each.
Thanks so much for the offer of records—not much
use sending them here, I'm afraid, as there is no gramaphone in sight, but when I get back to England, I
should be delighted. Please forgive this untidy scrawl.
Letters from U. S. are always a great joy in my iso
lated position here.
Very sincerely,
W

H.

Sandyfields House,
Sedgley,
Dudley,
Staffs, England.
This is just a brief note to say that everything got
straightened out in the end, though when I last wrote,
things were in rather a mess. The lock-out lasted about
eight weeks, after which all the students were allowed
back who signed a solemn promise to have nothing to
do with politics as long as they remained at their
colleges. This didn't make much difference in practice,
and one of my friends was arrested from the Theologi
cal College. Now, of course, all parties have been dis
solved, and there is practically a Royal dictatorship in
Roumania. However, several more of my fellow-stu
dents are still interned in a monastary prison for con
tinuing their political activities!
Very sincerely,
W.

H.
HIKA for

Little Tales of Big Men
(Continued from page thirteen)
Discussing the primitive conditions on the Hill in
1833, he says that when the ground was not frozen
the mud was so deep that it was "an every day occur
rence to see thirty or forty or fifty students strung
single file on the top of a fence going to their meals."
The memoirs of Henry Winter Davis also attest
the rivalry 106 years ago between Philomathesian and
Nu Pi Kappa, for he recalls: "There were two so
cieties, divided between the Northern and Southern
students."
In another flashback to his boyhood he tells of
futile efforts to put into force on the banks of the
Kokosing a custom long prevalent on the banks of the
Cam and Isis: "The English origin of the college, its
church spirit and character and the admiration of the
Bishop for English forms, led to an attempt to natural
ize the student's Oxford caps and gowns, but the gov/n
was not a convenient garment in which to chop wood,
and the silk tassel of the cap would make love to the
boughs of the forest. Its hard flat top rocked to and
fro like a drunken man in every gust, and the im
patient sons of the West were undergoing a perpetual
metamorphosis from a gownsman into a Buckeye in
shirt sieves until the effort was abandoned as against
the nature of the Western man."
Among his friends on the Hill the Marylander lists
"William Schmeider, of Kentucky, long a distinguished
lawyer of Mississippi; F. K. Hunt, of Kentucky, fa
mous for his brilliant and genial declamation; Horace
Smith, of infinite jest, since Consul at Lisbon." And it
is touching to read the comment of Davis on a senti
ment to which no thoughtful alumnus is a stranger:
"I have not met their like since. Perhaps we never
do replace the bosom friends of college life."
His sketch of Bishop Mcllvain shows that the
second head of Kenyon was a man whose nature was
quite at variance with that of Philander Chase. Of
the latter he says: "the literary Daniel Boone of the
West presided over its destinies with patriarchial des
potism." But Bishop Mcllvain "was a man of that day."
Then Davis adds: "He was a master of the highest
art of oratory which could be had nowhere else in
the United States, unless at the feet of Webster or
Clay, nor abroad, but from the voice of Brougham.
His voice decended on you as if from heaven. It was
a voice I never heard equalled but by Mr. Clay's."
If any reader doubts Henry Winter Davis of the
class of 1837 played a mighty role in the crisis of '61,
he can read the statement of James G. Blaine that
"under all circumstances he was a devoted friend of
the Union" and that, "more than to all others, to him
is due the maintenance of loyalty in Maryland."
The next two on the roster have not been dead
long, and until comparatively recently they were fre
quent visitors to the Hill. Albert Douglass, '02, of
Chillicothe, for many years a trustee of Kenyon, and
December, 1938
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who served in the House from 1907 to 1911. In 1896
he was a McKinley Elector and President of the Elec
toral College.
Guy Despard Goff, '88, had the distinction of en
tering the Senate soon after his father died in that
office. He was Assistant Attorney General in the Hard
ing Administration, and represented West Virginia in
the upper chamber from 1925 to 1931.
Then comes the alumnus about whom every Ken
yon man has heard most, Rutherford Birchard Hayes,
class of 1842. He, like Banning, entered the Civil War
a Private and came out a Major General. He was the
first man elected thrice to the Governorship of Ohio,
and it was he who signed the law establishing Ohio
State University. Elected to Congress in 1865, he re
signed to become Governor, 1868 to 1872. Elected
Governor again in 1875, he resigned in 1877 to go to
the White House.
Frank Hunt Hurd, '58, was another native of
Mount Vernon who moved away, as Banning did, and
got to Congress thereby. He went to Toledo, and he
must have had a mighty doubtful district. He served
three terms, no two consecutively. They were 1875-77,
1879-81, and 1883-83.
The only clergyman among Kenyon's two dozen
alumni elected to Congress was Jehu Glancy Jones,
class of about 1832. He was a Pennsylvanian who be
came an Episcopalian minister in 1835, and gave it up
six years later. He was a delegate to the Democratic
conventions of 1848 and 1856, being vice-president of
the latter. He served in the House, 1851-53 and 185458, refused an offer of the post of Minister to Berlin
but later accepted that of Minister to Vienna.
Going farther from Gambier than any other alum
nus ever went before winning a seat in Congress,
Joseph Walker McCorkle, class of 1839, served a term
from California, 1851-53. He was one of that state's
first Congressmen.
(Continued on page twenty-four)
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HIKA for

BOOKS
One of the Tallest Men
LEE IN THE MOUNTAINS, by Donald Davidson
Houghton, Mifflin & Co. November 1938. $2.50.
No other poet has so fully absorbed the South into
his poetry as Donald Davidson. Some poets of the
South have used her culture as a base for their essential philosophy; as a foundation on which to build
a unification of religious, metaphysical and political be
lief without which good poetry cannot exist. But for
Davidson, the South has been more than merely an
excuse for emotional and intellectual integration; local
Southern traditions are his very subsistence, and the
life-blood of his poetry as well as of his flesh, springs
exclusively from Tennessee soil. The Civil War pro
vides his epic materials and his poetical idols are the
men who took the courageous fiber of the South and
with it established and attempted to preserve her
highest civilization, one which was since lost in the
misdirected chaos of a modern world which "prefers
the formula to the form."
The strength and completely autochthonous power
of Davidson's writing was revealed eleven years ago
when his book, The Tall Men, was published and won
instant acclamation. It contains his greatest work and
displays such unembellished eloquence, direct force
and lyrical excitement as can only be found in great
poetry. The book's underlying theme is a profound
dissatisfaction with a culture stripped of ideals, one
threatened with destruction through its own formless
ness; and the various sections deal with timeless leg
ends of the South, the men who founded and pro
tected her with their lives, the uselessness of the Civil
War and its failure to save the South, the total destruc
tion of solid Southern culture, the appalling futility of
the World War (in which Davidson makes the Un
known Soldier appeal to the living: "Not in vain, O
States, not in vain the blood!"), the enforced Marlovian bond made by a modern Faust trapped in a world
created out of hidden, meaningless correspondences,
the disunity of the individual and his impossible at
tempt to extract any lasting significance from the
limitless past and future, and an epithalamion in which
the poet rejoices that he has attained at least a tem
porary completion in love. Through these correlated
parts, the theme builds up to an amazing climax, "Fire
on Belmont Street," by far Davidson's best poem.
The Tall Men is included, with important revisions,
in the second half of Lee in the Mountains. The first
part of Davidson's new book contains poems written
since 1931 and although they are isolated compositions,
without the integral interest of The Tall Men, they
are variations of the same motif more objectively
treated. Unfortunately, Lee in the Mountains, despite
the great beauty of certain separate poems — partic
ularly the title poem — shows no constructive develop
ment and comes rather as an anti-climax to the
(Continued on page twenty-two, col. one)
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Prufrock and Mrs. Bloom
WE'LL TO THE WOODS NO MORE, by Edouard
Dujardin. New Directions Press. Price $2.00. October 1938.
(I do not have the wit to suppose that there are
many who are interested in this volume. I, myself,
would be more disposed . . . were I able to check the
French version with this translation of Stuart Gilbert.)
Familiarity with Prufrock leads me to wonder as
to whether perhaps Eliot in his rooting for the Golden
Treasury, had not tunnelled into the buried Les Lauriers Sont Coupes. Certainly M. Daniel Prince, with
minor errata, is Prufrock in his gold-and-gilded youth.
And if Mr. Laughlin (IV) in his charge is true, (that
Joyce in Ulysses acknowledges endebtedness to M.
Dujardin) Leah D'Arsay grew old disgracefully; M.
Prince implanted with his physical caress, the seed
which Mrs. Bloom bore in her soliloquy.
For the sake of the prospective reader, We'll to
the Woods No More resembles nothing so much as
the flower-plucking scene of the traditional French
stage. The time element is that of a single evening
devoted to the ecstasies of the boudoir. M. Prince, if
Leah will indulge him, intends to satisfy his libido.
If not, he will pour out his pure and holy love at the
feet of the demi-monde, Leah. As any one may gather,
the "pure and holy" love is a pipe-dream, since two
months before she had indulged him, and since had
been steering clear of the liaison. The problem of the
novel is whether he will again upon this night sleep
with her, after the customary crossing of her palm
with silver, (in this case 130 francs), or take up the
monastic vows of his purer love. The fact that he
doesn't sleep with her is of no consequence. We feel
that he will.
The Platonic concept involved is purely literary;
as literary as the similar Platonic concept of the Eliza
bethans. It might be called having one's cake and eat
ing it also. It is a trait of the French appetite, (no
greater than that of the American however), that they
glaze over with an agrarian chivalry. The result is
what we lick our lips over as French immorality; in
reality it is a delicate adjustment of sex apparently
necessary only to the French state of mind. Be that
as it may, M. Prince had no great experience in the
matter; he came the common way of the period.
The publisher of this book is fond of crying that
it is an important book. And so it is. He means by that
its influence over the moderns, particularly Joyce, in
the use of the interior monologue. That the use of the
interior monologue is not the exclusive property of
our contemporaries, is sufficiently well known to
cause no comment. That I, myself, feel that Joyce
was wrought upon more by the extended technic
of Dorothy Richardson than by this novel is of little
importance. The theme of We'll to the Woods No
(Continued on page twenty-three, col. one)
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One of The Tallest Men,

Storms At Sea

(Continued from page twenty-one, col. one)

IN HAZARD, by Richard Hughes; Harpers, New York,
November, 1938. $2.50.
What is probably the best novel of a storm at sea
written in this decade is Richard Hughes' "In Hazard."
Basically it is the tale of a modern steamship in the
grip of a hurricane of unbelievable proportions; a
hurricane that broke all the rules of the game. It is a
tale of danger on the high seas, augmented — rather,
made — by a deep insight in the workings of varied
human minds, those of the ships officers.
The ship's crew is Chinese, the officers British. By
Hughes' handling of mental reactions, the reader is
carried all along the scale. He experiences the varied
elation and fear of the first mate; the Captains rise
from worry over being broken for running into the
storm, to forgetting all but the necessity of pulling
his ship through; and the abject fright of the first mate.
It seems to me that "In Hazard" is simply Joseph
Conrad's "Typhoon" rewritten, to greater length, but
in many instances I consider it superior. The plot and
characters are so similar as to make exception almost
foolish. However, in lengthening the story, Hughes'
has been forced to elaborate, and in doing so has added
an amazing amount.
I am an admirer of Mr. Conrad, but, after reading
"In Hazard," I find myself disappointed in his treat
ment of characters in "Typhoon." Conrad gives us
about three paragraphs concerning his first mate, so
terror-ridden that he is utterly worthless. The man
is huddled up in a corner of the wheel-house, whim
pering with fear. His terror makes him rather violent,
so that the captain is forced to hit him. That is the
extent of Conrad's treatment of the mate.
Hughes gives us the same first mate, terrified be
yond description, suffering the tortures of the damned.
But we meet this man before the storm, in his normal
state of mind, and we are told of every step in his
mental reactions building up to this soul searing fear.
Conrad's first mate is merely an incident; Hughes'
is a definite, integral part of the story.
Hughes has taken all of Conrad's characters prac
tically piecemeal, and handled them the same way.
As for the storm itself, much is to be said for
Hughes' treatment. In "Typhoon," the storm was simply
an average China Sea typhoon, got into by the Cap
tain's bull-headed refusal to believe the books until
it was too late. Hughes, on the other hand, gives
us a storm the equal of which has never been seen.
The barometer dropped below any point previously
reported. The hurricane broke all the rules: turned
to the right instead of the left, exerted seven times
more wind pressure than the average hurricane, and
it took the steamer seventeen hours to cross from the
outer edge to the dead spot in the center.
Altogether it seems to me that Hughes has built
more of a story. His boat is an oil burner, and every
thing runs by steam: the pumps, lights, wireless, and
steering gear, as well as the drive shaft. That, of
course, is due to modern shipping conditions. Conrad

charged intensity of The Tall Men. This statement
must not be construed to mean that Davidson has lost
in power; quite the contrary, he has definitely gained
in artistry, but his recent poems are to be appreciated
for themselves, rather than for any conviction they
carry. This is regrettable, but it is inevitable that
Davidson rely more and more upon poetry as a vehicle
of objective expression in his failure to integrate him
self through the development of a constructive pro
gram.
I believe that he will develop a definite program
ultimately; the greatest weakness of his poetry so far
has been his lack of one and his tendency to substitute
a "stubborn unity of courage" merely to act as "a
wall against confusions of this night." Davidson will
have to unify himself subjectively and objectively to
take an active part in shaping the confusion he so
deplores back into recognizable form. For a starting
point he has his stubborn unity of courage. He is
headed toward the right program of action, but until
he develops it, he will never write his greatest poetry.
It will be a double pity if he fails, for few contemporary
poets are as well fitted to undertake such effective
leadership. The right program is one which expands
far beyond the South in its implications, and before
he can achieve a directed positivism that is workable,
Davidson must make a profound intellectual break
with the pre-industrial South. As long as he retains
his dream of a disintegrating society led back to an
agricultural basis, he is ignoring the very challenges
of decadence, and blind to the nature of incoherent
modernistic psychology which cherishes what he right
ly considers its false values. Davidson has not pene
trated very deeply into the philosophy of social cause
and effect, or he would have learned long before this
that the cheap and tangible triviality, paradoxically
widening into a terrific, unfocused abstractness, of our
present civilization, is not entirely a result of mechan
ical invention. The Fugitives are not so much Fugi
tives as escapists when they attempt to renounce the
machine; only through the machine can society now
establish harmonious contact with the universe, and
the only way to make this particular period a tran
sition to a new consciousness instead of a confused
stampede to the wrong exits of death and defeat, is
to direct society by employing terms it understands
and with which it sympathizes. In all the instability
and weakness of this world, a small portion of men
are still heroically adding to the foundation of another
one by sacrificing, among other things, their desire for
the past. Davidson cannot contribute his most worth
while share until he, too, accepts whatever positive
values this changing world may produce and from
them gain a more stubborn courage, a more ascetic
strength. The days of romanticism are over, but those
of future vision are just beginning.
Allan Spalding
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had no such boat to play with. However, it does add
to the tale, because when the funnel blows off of
Hughes ship, the wind kicks the fires back, and puts
them out, thus putting the whole ship out of commision
until grates are rigged in the donkey boiler, and the
saloon furniture burned to raise enough steam to run
one thing at a time — either the pumps or the steal
ing gear. Conrad's coal burner, of course, could be
fired under almost any conditions, thus eliminating
such adventurous stress.
Do not think that because "In Hazard" is prac
tically "Typhoon" rewritten that it is no good; nor
that it causes "Typhoon" to be antiquated and worth
less. "Typhoon" is a very high-class story. But it is
my belief that "In Hazard" will go down beside it
on the bookshelves of future generations.
Perry Hume Davis II

Prufrock And Mrs. Bloom
(Continued from page twenty-one, col. two)
More is universal enough to need no discussion; its
technic is well worth studying, even though the book
itself were worthless.
The interior monologue (we often call it streamsof-consciousness) as developed by Dujardin, was rather
more like the dramatic monologue developed by
Browning than the specious one of this translation. It
would be easily convertable into a scenario similar,
shall I say, to "Ecstasy." The fact that Dujardin later
became a playright adds credence to the theory that
We'll to the Woods No More is neither strictly prose
nor poetry in the Anglo-Saxon sense of the words,
but a conglomeration of both. The strongest element
in its presentation is that of drama. Is it for nothing
that Leah D'Arsay is an actress, or that M. Prince
visualizes his environments as successive "settings"?
The most obvious flaw in the technic of M. Dujar
din is the serious problem of presenting the impact
of the exterior world upon the narrator's interior
world, and the adjustment of the two. His method
consists mainly of digressive and interpolated asides
to the reader such as — "I am going up the Rue de
Flaubert. I am turning into a tobacconist's shop." and
so forth. Such procedure is grim business to the reader,
and rightly so.
Joyce, on the other hand, used the method of
Dorothy Richardson, wherein the historic present,
and the third person, plus the time shift, are used.
I should hate to say that the earlier technic of Dujar
din is inferior to the improved method of Joyce, but
by the very fact that Dujardin was a pioneer in the
ambitious self-reflective form of interior monologue is
sufficient to gain respect, no matter how serious his
shortcomings were.
The interior monologue of Dujardin, again, is
dangerous in its close proximity to the dithyramb; of
which, indeed, the dithyrambic novel is descendant.
I shall quote one of the most grievious passages.
"She is asleep, my lovedear, in my arms,
and I am ravaged by her fragrance, that
December, 1938

blended, subtle, intimate scent with which
she impregnates her body, infused with her
body's own perfume; I can distinguish it, her
own, her body's own perfume, from all those
mingled essences of flowers; yes, a tang of
womanhood, the woman's mystic emanation at
her hour of love, when sensually, with what
ecstasy, at her man's bidding, the dark passion
of her flesh is effused in an embrace, in love's
orgastic madness, a pale swoon of terrible de
light! What joy, that to enjoy, ah joy indeed.. !
John Nerber
Ah, well. . .

A Departure
(Continued from page fifteen)
sold to the Harpers.
When he reached the gate his sister was coming
forward to meet him. She had done this many times.
And he was not without the memory of the occasions
on which she often had met him. He could recall how
unpleasant many of these had been.
"Then it's all settled," she said sharply this time.
"All settled," he said. He took off the big hat his
father had worn, and she followed him over to the
maple tree and they sat down in the chairs there.
"You'll each get a hundred dollars a month as long
as you live, and Mr. Stimpson will take care of all the
details for you." He was facing east, toward the town,
and he kept his eyes on the courthouse steeple to
avoid the eyes of his older sister.
"When you tell Mother 'Goodbye,' " Eleanor said,
"you might just say something about missing her when
you've left her."
"I've told her that, Eleanor."
"That was kind of you. It'll make things easier
when you've left to know that."
"I've told her that I'll miss her and you and the
farm."
"You needn't put me in. Though, I must say, I'll
miss what was here when you were." She looked at
her brother. "Or maybe I won't miss it," she said.
"I don't suppose dead men exactly miss life."
Her brother turned his face toward her and gazed
at her grey eyes and long nose and angular chin.
"You think I want to go work for a damned shoe
company in St. Louis?" he asked.
"Why else would you let her lie up there on your
father's bed crying her heart out?"
Glendower Jones stood up and walked toward the
house. But before he reached the porch he stopped
himself. As he turned to walk around the house and
down to the barn, he heard his sister's gasp and then
he could hear her sitting there under the maple tree
sobbing hopelessly.
It was a hot twilight and was going to be a hot
night, a good night for the cotton. Glendower leaned
on a ladder that was propped against the smoke-house
and gazed out over the fields that belonged to the
Harpers. He loosed his tie and opened his collar and
wiped the perspiration from his neck.
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Little Tales of Big Men

Obscurity Again

(Continued from page nineteen)

(Continued from page sixteen, col. one)

Charles Drake Martin, '50, was a third Mount
Vernon native who moved elsewhere before getting
into Congress. Banning tried Cincinnatti, Hurd chose
Toledo, and Martin selected Lancaster, Ohio. He
served one term in the House, 1859-61.
The third Kenyon alumnus who served on the
United States Supreme Court was Stanley Matthews,
of the class of 1840, uncle of Henry Watterson, noted
Louisville editor. A colonel in the Civil War, he did as
most Union veterans, and went into politics, being a
Presidential Elector in 1864 and 1868. He was one of
the attorneys for Hayes before the Electoral Commis
sion in the Hayes-Tilden contest, served in the Senate
from 1877 to 1879, and was Associate Justice from 1881
until his death in 1889. David Davis was there, but
Chief Justice Chase had died.
Another Senator who held a Kenyon diploma was
Daniel Sheldon Norton, class of 1846. Born in Mount
Vernon, he moved to Minnesota and served that state
in the Senate from 1865 to 1869. He was one of the
Independent Republicans who stood firmly behind the
Lincoln-Johnson policy of reconstruction, and against
that of Thad Stevens and Ben Butler.
Orestes Fremont Phillips, '85, who started his po
litical career as Mayor of Medina, Ohio, served a term
in the House from 1899 to 1901. From Pennsylvania,
Lazarus Denison Shoemaker, class of 1839, served
two terms, 1871-75. From Michigan, Rowland Ebenezer Trowbridge, class of 1841, served three terms, not
consecutively, 1861-63 and 1865-69. In 1880-81 he was
Commissioner of Indian Affairs, not an easy job in
that era of frontier wars.
Because a noted party leader became careless with
his pen in 1863, a Kenyon alumnus from Indiana went
to the United States Senate. In the middle of the Civil
War, Jesse D. Bright wrote Jefferson Davis a letter
which used terms recognizing Davis as President of
the Confederate States of America. The Senate prompt
ly expelled Bright, and the remainder of his term
was filled out by David Turpie, class of '48. Senator
Turpie returned more than two decades after this
brief tenure, serving from 1887 to 1899, when Beveridge took his place. He was a delegate to the conven
tion which nominated Grover Cleveland in 1888.
Last on the alphabetical list is Stephen Marvin
Young, '11, who served two terms from Ohio Congressman-at-Large. Like most of Ohio's members who
are elected to the House by the entire state, he is a
Cleveland resident.
And there is your list of twenty-four Kenyon alum
ni who have been in one or the other of the chambers
of Congress. A goodly number and a goodly record
for any college.

what you have to say next. In short, you will be
pleasing your reader. And pleasing is one of the most
important things in writing.
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I didn't really believe that, while I was still at
Kenyon. I believed that people were just plain dumb
if they didn't understand certain stories and poems
and plays. I was the dumb one. Foolishly, I thought
the reader had no earthly right to be annoyed by
what he read, to be disgusted because for its vague
ness and cloudiness he could not understand what he
read. Well, I kept that notion for a while after I got
away from Kenyon — but then there came a day
when 1 dropped it like a hot brick. I no longer believe
that in order to be good, a story must be thick, must
be dripping with meaning. If you have a message, a
moral, it will reach those of your readers who are
keen. But if you think that a message in itself con
stitutes a story, you're wrong. It doesn't It consti
tutes merely a message, and you might as well come
down to earth and call it a message and not a
story!
There are a lot of "messages" appearing in small
fiction magazines these days. But who bothers about
them? Oh, a lot of people who imagine that by reading
them they are placing themselves in the class known
(for a reason I could never discover) as the intelligentia. They frown on simple, down-to-earth stories
until such stories are universally acclaimed. And when
that happens, they immediately sit up and say, "But
of course, didn't you know that this means that and
that means this?" Before you know it, they've poured
so much meaning on the poor unsuspecting story that
it loses whatever virtues it originally had. And I im
agine that many a writer is so amazed by what the
intelligentia does to his stories that he hesitates before
writing another. Sometimes, alas, he is snarled by the
"messages" laid on his tales; he succumbs, and his
writing goes utterly to pot. He is no longer himself.
He is now high-brow, he is no longer writing what he
thinks but what he thinks he should think. And pres
ently his vogue collapses and people aren't even aware
that he ever existed.
1

So beware of this so-called obscurity. If you write,
for heaven's sake be yourself. Because you are simple
as a human, you cannot afford to be complicated as a
writer. A complicated writer is no writer, for he is
not being himself. The art of writing is the art of being
oneself. That's all there is to it. Style — that strange
thing they talk about so much in college classrooms —
will come of itself, because style is as much of the
writer as are his eyes, or his wisdom teeth. No use
trying to make blue eyes brown: no use trying to
make what is simple obscure.

HIKA for

Thank You
The Editors of Hika wish to take this opportunity
to thank all those who have submitted manuscripts
for our consideration and also those who have written
in suggestions and criticisms. We feel that this is a
sure sign of interest, and we assure you that such
indications of your taste are invaluable to us in for
mulating our policy. We beg you to continue. We are
particularly interested in getting more contributions
from the student body, and we ask that all of Kenyan's
modest writers let us see some of their work. Manu
scripts can be placed in the mail slot at the HIKA
office or given to any member of the staff. All will be
carefully considered by the Editors, and these for any
reason not suitable for immediate publication will be
returned with notation.
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FARMER'S CO-OP

Code
(Continued from page five)
was a sort of code in the mountains. It had happened
before. Jed took his chawing out of his pants pocket
and bit off a chew and gradually worked it into shape
so that it fitted in his jaw, then he spit a brown stream
off the ledge and watched it fall. "Joanna is shore to
hear the shot," he mused, the tobacco juice hit the bot
tom with an audible click, "but she daren't come outen
the house, anyhow she won't want to see him atter
he's cold. Effen she does, I'll hitch a rope onto him
when I put him in the spring so's she kin yank 'im up."
He smiled again, proud of his humor and continued
smiling as he reached down on the ground and picked
up a coil of bailing wire; he looked at it, "Reckon thet
orte to hold 'im to a big flat rock. I orter hitch it to
him by the dang balls, but they'd rot before his neckbones will," he laughed out loud, but not loud enough
to be heard below. "Reckon I'll tie a little un to 'em
anyway."
Jed paused for a moment, thinking he heard more
laughter, then he spat at a little pebble and leaned
back against the rock. "Guess I'd better stick 'im
while he's hot so's the blood won't mess up the spring."
He reached in his pocket to see if he had his long
hog-knife. His hand closed on it, and he smiled. Jed
knew from experience where to do the most good with
it. Suddenly he stiffened, and the smile vanished, for
he knew he heard laughter this time — the wild happy
laughter of a wild, young girl — and he reached for
his rifle and began to load it — first the powder —
then the padding — and then the bullet. Then he
leaned it back against the rock and looked at the sun.
It had climbed quite a bit in the sky, and it was much
warmer. "Gittin' towards noon," Jed grunted.
It was near noon, and the rising sun had warmed
things almost to a summer temperature. And had Jed
noticed the scenery, if he had been interested in it, he
would have seen that everything was beautiful. The
December, 1938
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leaves on the trees were still full of color and mingled
among the pines they made a wonderful contrast. And
upward the sky was blue, and the sun was a blazing
disc in it. Few of the mountain thrushes had left so
soon, and the warm sun cheered them to summer song.
Jed shifted his cud and shot a long yellow stream
of tobacco juice at a lazy green fly. He missed, but
as the fly didn't move, he took better aim, and the
indignant fly zoomed away thoroughly sprayed. Jed
smiled, quite proud of his marksmanship. He didn't
stop smiling entirely, even when he heard laughter
again. This time it sounded clearer, clear enough that
Jed knew it was in the open. Still smiling, he reached
for his rifle and laid it on top the great rock. "Near to
the spring," he muttered, and the long gun barrel
glinted in the sunlight as it moved slowly along in front
of Jed's squinted face. It became rigid for a split
second, and the sharp crack rang through the little
hollow, drowning out the slamming of the cabin door,
but Jed wouldn't have heard that anyway —
Still smiling, Jed watched the thrushes wing for
the opposite spur and waited for the smoke to clear - then he surveyed his work. He grunted and looked
toward his little cabin. All seemed very quiet. Jed
stopped smiling long enough to spit out his ragged cud,
then he stooped and picked up his coil of wire and
trudged slowly down the slope toward the spring.

Breath of Autumn
(Continued from page nine)
were touched and moulded by gentle variations, too.
In the valley were clusters of buildings. Three or
four stood out. They were minature houses, the sun
whitening their fronts and making sharp details of
shadow on them. The other buildings were mixed
with trees and bushes. High above them, in the in
curious, transparent-blue sky stood steamy, white
clouds: thick egg-white in the middle, frothy and
shining around the edges. The sun was just beginning
to yellow them with a faint, creamy yellow. As if some
of the egg-yoke had tinged the white. The sky was a
water-color and the landscape was a handsome, sharplined photograph. Very faintly and persistently, a dog
barked in a husky tone, far-off.
He turned now and went up the other road that
led to the village. He was climbing and he kept his
eyes on the road. When he turned again, he went past
a barn with a high, stone foundation and heavy, tex
tured boards. Already it was darker. He was aware
that he had walked a long time. There were a few
crushed leaves in the gravel road. Whenever he saw
a flat stone, he noted it. He always had since the times
he used to go down the road to the lake when he was
younger. He would get a handful of flat stones and
skip them on the lake. But that was not here. And
it was long ago.
He passed a man going home to supper. Here and
HIKA for

there were lights in the houses as he went up the
street. Going home at this hour was strange. And rest
ful and queer — the queerness of habit. He went up
the street and crossed over, jumping a little bank to
the path on the other side. He passed a woman in a
brown coat and a bright red sweater. The leaves
sounded different now as he walked across the yard—
hoarser and drier. He walked up the steps and into
the back door of the house. There was nobody in the
kitchen, so he went straight to his own room.
He turned on the desk lamp and stood absently
looking at his books lined along the desk. Dostoyevsky,
Pushkin, The Poems of Byron, Edgar Allan Poe, Walt
Whitman . . . He picked up the folded letter that was
on the bed, but he did not look at it. He stood holding
it in his hands and trying not to think of it. He couldn't
help thinking of it and he knew how every word
looked. When he thought of it before — this afternoon
when he was reading — it seem high tragedy and
something powerful and fatal. Now it was just a piece
of paper with a few words.
Dear Simon, I have had a long talk with Dr.
Bridges this morning. . . No, he wouldn't. When was
supper. Would there be anything hot to eat. He hoped
so. Soup, perhaps. And there must be some of the
meat left. There would be some cabbage. . . that in
spite of everything we can do, the general loss of
vision. . . The wind slapped against the gable and
along the eaves, unhurriedly. There might be rain.
He hoped it would rain. . . Inevitably, this must hap
pen about next March. ..Someone was walking around
upstairs. Houses were hollow to the ear when some
body walked around up above. The dull footsteps and
the boards creaking. Weighty, dusty sounds. . . and
we advise you to enter the school for the blind at. . .
his clock sounded as if it were hurrying. A car was
going by in the street and the kids along the sidewalk
were going home from playing football at the schoolgrounds and yelling solong to the other kids. . . ex
press our condolences with you in this great misfor
tune and beg to remain. . .
Now the street was silent again and the kids were
gone. The wind still made muffled sounds around the
gable. He could hear someone next door rattling dishes
and he could smell hot food.
Quite carefully and slowly Simon put the letter
into the top drawer of his desk and turned out the
lamp.
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Mt. Vernon, Ohio

(Continued from page seven)
ful swans swam there lazily, back and forth on the
moonlit water. I knew that at midnight they would
be transformed into a lovely princess and her lover.
In the fields shocks of the harvested grain stood
in symetrical pattern; a late bird whistled a few notes,
but unanswered, settled down to its sleep also.
In looked back along the road I had traveled — a
road like a blue ribbon, and thought of the steepled
church, the tinkling silver bell of the startled sheep,
and of the lake and the swans. I marveled at the
strangeness of the night — so unreal, and yet as real
as dreams.
LONDON
I opened the window and drew back the curtains.
Over the chimney of the house opposite, a half moon
hoisted itself into the sky, pale and veiled by a thin
fog. Below I could hear the swish of the dustman's
broom. Then it ceased for a moment and I heard a
light tapping and looked down in time to see a shower
of sparks as he knocked the ashes from his pipe against
the side of his cart, and I smelled the last puff of
strong, sweet tobacco smoke. Then he trudged on, out
of sight and earshot.
The fruit vendor came around the corner, wtnsiling softly what may have been the refrain of some
folk tune. He paused in his music long enough to de
vour a grape — no doubt one from a choice bunch
that he had laid back early in the evening — and then
picked up the strain where he had stopped and wheeled
on down the street.
An Indian returned towards the Union in the next
block. As he passed beneath my window, I could see,
under the light of a street lamp, his white turban
glistening against his mahagony colored face. He
carried a stick that tapped rhythmically with his slow
step. He was in no hurry.
Somewhere down the street a gate clanged to, and
I heard the scraping of a heavy door opening on unoiled hinges. A couple walked by, linked arm in arm.
They laughed and joked lightheartedly. A taxi, chanc
ing a last fare, slowed and then passed on. And all
was quiet again.
Then there was one more. Her walk was unsteady.
High heeled shoes that probably had burned and
pinched all evening, made a tiny clatter. The girl wore
a long, tight dress and a tiny hat. I saw the glow from
her cigaret, saw her handbag swinging dejectedly fr om
one arm, and from my third floor window I smelled
the cheap, sickening perfume that gave her away.
The moon climbed a little higher into the sky. It
seemed that only he and I had stayed up to watch
London going home, and then he won out and saw me
climb into bed before he too, turned into a blanket
of cloud.
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