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"I'll back thai to the limit," says Miss Dorothy
WR.

Kilgallen, spunky globe-circling girl reporter
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ABOUND THE WORLD IN 24 DAYS. "It was a breath
less dash," said Miss Dorothy Kilgallen, famous
girl reporter, back at work {above) after finishing
her assignment to circle the world by air in recordbreaking time. (Right) Her exciting arrival at the
Newark Airport. "I snatched meals anywhere," she
says, "ate all kinds of food. But Camels helped me
keep my digestion tuned up. I'll bet on them any
time — for mildness, for their delicate flavor, and
for their cheery 'lift.' Camels set me right!"
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T TEALTHY nerves and good digestion enable
-L X you to glide over trying incidents and
get the full enjoyment out of working, eating,
and playing. No wonder that so many who
make their mark in the world today are steady
Camel smokers!
At mealtimes — enjoy Camels for the aid
they give digestion. By speeding up the flow
of digestive fluids and increasing alkalinity,
Camels contribute to your sense of well-being.
Between meals — get a "lift" with a Camel.
Camels don't get on the nerves, or irritate
the throat. Join the vast army of smokers
who say: "Camels set you right!"
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"MY BUSINESS MAKES me careful about
my digestion," says B. C. Simpson,
oil-well shooter. "I find Camels put
a heap more joy into eating."
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TURKISH & DOMESTIC
BLEND
CIGARETTES
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Copyright, 1937, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, North Carolina
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Camels are made from finer, MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
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—Turkish and Domestic — than any other popular brand

CORRESPONDENCE
This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We will not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department.
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DEAR SIR:
I regret that you and the other writers
who have taken it upon themselves to
reply to my letters printed in your maga
zine have been unable to keep their
tempers. Do you know I have been called
"crank," "old fogie," even "idiot," and do
you know that I have been informed of
my "remorseless attitude," "insane oldishness," and "senile braggadocio"? Of
course invective terms like that have put
the argument in a foolish light, in which,
the more I have thought about it, it is
not misplaced.
I am afraid you have been so wrought
up about my "unfortunate egotism" that
your rumpled feelings have prevented
you from making any reasonable argu
ment whatsoever. Your correspondent
of December, John C. Neff, has entered
the argument at about the point we
reached in our first exchange. From the
poetic attitude he has taken (you see I
take pleasure in describing another per
son's attitude) I rather believe he will
never see beyond the simplicities stated
in his letter.
You seemed to doubt that I was seri
ous in the stand I have taken. Are my
statements as incongruous as that? You
have admitted yourself that w'e are flog
ging a long-dead lion. Or perhaps you
think the question was settled years ago
and my revival of it is absurd? You
again betray your years. This is an
argument between generations that will
never be arbitrated. Both are right in
their own eyes. Every man is determined
that he can do one thing better than
anyone else, whether before or after him,
and that conviction persists as long as
he lives. Else how can an old fellow,
such as myself, hold up his head to any
young rapscallion?
But my last statement seems to beg the
question. Do not think that it does. I
am convinced that I am able in one way
that another person has not nor will ever
equal. In what way does not matter;
only my conviction matters.
You see, you who have written me
through Hika are of that vast body who
cannot permit a man his convictions if
they disagree with your own. You as
sume a damnable missionary attitude.
Sincerely yours,

DEAR SIR:
So women drivers are as bad as all
that, are they? They think as you have
said, do they? I think you must be
deluded as well as disillusioned by one
of us. We are really not bad at all—
when it comes to driving, nor in many
other ways. The trouble with what you
said was that you started out to show
that women were poor drivers and you
wouldn't let plain facts stop you. It was
all one-sided.
Luckily for you Kenyon is a men's
college, or you sure would have a bunch
of potential better halves on your neck.
Maybe you do; but I think you don't.
You surely know how devastating I
could be with a lot of figures.
I could
show that women drivers are better than
men, that they have less accidents, that
they know the rules better. But if you
don't know that you are hopeless.
My two roommates and I would like a
picture of you to just see who it was
that had the nerve to be so mean about
women drivers.
Very truly yours,
JANET MCKAY,
Bennard College.

Mueller Studio
Constantly Serving
Kenyon
NEWARK, OHIO
February, 1937

In . .
MARCH HIKA

Henry the Eighth
in Commons
An amusing improbability
with a satirical accusation
against someone who may
be you,
and

The Long Way to
Mt. Vernon
By JOSEPH W. PEOPLES, JR.

DEAR SIR:
Knowing that you are always on the
lookout for new ideas for Hika, I have
been thinking about possible ways of
augmenting the purely "Kenyon" note.
I understand that the magazine had its
conception as a literary undertaking, not
as an alumni organ or even as a news
carrier. However, I believe you see that
you must eventually assume those duties.
You have done so now in a way, but I
think you might carry the development
farther still.
In this connection I suggest that you
run a "picture of the month." This
should be a photograph, taken by a stu
dent or a member of your staff, having
some intimate bearing on Kenyon ac
tivity. With it you might run a short
humorous, or serious, essay explaining
the selection and what elements of
Kenyon the photograph embodies. This
would be of interest and amusement to
every one of your readers.
Although my connections with Kenyon
College are little more than threads, for I
know of it only through its students and
alumni, I have a deep interest in your
enterprises, especially in Hika, which I
consider the superior of any college pub
lication in the country both from the
standpoint of context and appearance.
Sincerely yours,
ARTHUR L. VAN,
Chicago, Illinois.
DEAR SIR:
In reply to your letter of January 7th,
in which you requested information con
cerning the attitude most national adver
tisers take towards collegiate literary
publications:
From my own personal experience I
think I am able to give you a good
answer. College literary efforts are sin
gularly dull as a rule. Their interests
are very confined and ordinary. You
see, an advertiser is not likely to employ
a carrier for his advertising if he thinks
its content has no appeal to a large num
ber of people. He demands circulation.
But here is a note of encouragement
for you. Do not think for a moment that
Hika is in that reprehensible class, or
that it has not a wide appeal. On the
contrary, it has. Your copy that you
send to us for our files has been read in
this office with more interest than many
of the professional magazines. I myself
consider it a model of its type. This is
notable because I have seldom given more
than a passing glance to anything of its
kind until our connections with you maga
zine. Carry on! Yours is the best so
far.
Very truly yours,
J AS. MORRISON,
Canton Service.

JEWELRY for

MEN
of TASTE
VAN DAYER - Cleveland, Ohio
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Corn-bed Kid from the West
. . . . He joined up in '17. Didn't quite
know what it was all about, but it seemed
the thing to do at the time.
Then the front—and suddenly War
lost every vestige of glamour. He was
scared. He was bewildered.
He and another kid, who had become
his best friend on earth, were out on a
patrol. Something hit them. His friend
was instantly transformed into a filthy
mass of blood and bones and slime. He
himself was too weak to move, or call for
help, or groan.
He looked into the sinister eyes of a

rat that was sitting on his chest, waiting.
He managed to squirm enough to make
the rat go away. This happened again
• • • • then, again. Then he moved no
more, ever,
* * *
Poor kid? Of course. But perhaps
he's lucky after all. He didn't live to
see the beautiful ideals he fought for—
"To make the World Safe for Democ
racy" . . . "To Protect the Rights of
Little Nations" . . . "A War to End
Wars"—proven to be the empty notes

with which the Pious Pipers had lured
so many kids like him to their deaths.
He didn't live to learn that millions of
dollars had been spent by various inter
ests to "educate" our people to the neces
sity of entering the war on the "right
side."
And he didn't live to see the whole
world ready to be at each other's throats
again—with ordinary citizens like us sit
ting by stupidly, whining "Isn't it ter
rible—but what can we do about it?"
Well, we can try to do something! . . .
Write to World Peaceways, 103 Park
Ave., New York City.
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"LOW GRADES! I DON'T GIVE THAT FOR LOW GRADES-BUT
THINK OF MY OLD MAN."

-

The

ditor's Page

seldom suffers reprisal, not having opportunity to
employ his madnesses. College Communism, the real
OST students are a wee bit Communistic
thing, is conjecture, rigid surmisal. Tall stories
because they know it gets everybody's
grow more outrageous with every successive inspira
goat." Pale pink is the natural coloring
tion; so, also, do undergraduate opinions.
of young homo sapiens. The simplest concealment
And withal, the moral nature of the student is
for a lack of maturity is a good rousing, radical,
astonishingly flexible.
His strongest convictions,
opinion on something—anything, and at the moment,
except those very cornerstones of his character, are
Communism gravels more people than anything else.
mainly temporary. He understands that he must
Also, Communism is a tool to the
effect a revision, a reconditioning,
student's defense mechanism. Few
once he leaves the hot-house for
people know less about their gov
the cold. But meanwhile he as
ernment than the nation's nearsumes an aggressive attitude, a
future voters. The realization of
Communistic, aggressive attitude,
this ignorance is so destructive to
for whatever missionary of reason
his confidence that the student has
would argue with him quickly loses
%§7 w
repressed it somewhat and has be
his temper with this obstinate sub
•"H
come, instead of an ignoramus, a
ject, begins to bluster, and becomes
IX
Communist of sorts. We are not a
ineffectual. The student then be
pessimist; we think that this is as
comes more cool and imperturbable
it should be, for the reddest college
than ever. He moves away, say
ing, "There, you see! You have
Communist may be called a grovel
lost your temper."
ling conservative with the framing
of his diploma. If it were other
Complex
wise, what monstrous fantasies
would be thrust upon us when text
We have two roommates who
book geniuses took the reins!
have delusions of psychological
None of us except the greatest
acuity. We have caught them off
fools believes we can go out into the
in a corner whispering and eyeing
world and make a success of any
us like an experiment. They have
measure burdened with weird and anti-social con
the aspect of eagles and give us the craven feeling
victions which we think it our duty to carry out by
that they are always on the lookout for little mani
divine appointment. Our position is too precarious
festations of ours that would give us away for a
and uncertain without that. The easiest road is the
queerie. We also have the feeling that they talk
gentle one of our venerable ancestors, grave and
about us objectively behind our back. Once we
bearded gentlemen who became conservative in the
heard a spoon falling to the table time after time
traces of their forbearers and were seldom thrown
and finally turned to see what was causing the
together in an assembly of their own riotous years
clangor.
to concoct, brew, and become subject to, wild hy
"Ha," said one to the other, significantly. Then
potheses of government.
to
us, "We were seeing how much noise it took to
The idiocies of a group of students are comple
make you look around. Your threshold, you know."
mentary; they multiply and sprout by their own
This sort of thing is disconcerting. We have be
example. There need be no foundation or stringent
gun
to have the aspect of a guinea pig in our own
facts upon which to build a magnificent undergradu
eyes. We have dreamed of being a guinea pig and
ate conclusion, but this does not hinder an accept
have developed a phobia for being picked up by the
ance especially. A student's great freedom is that
of conjecture, and he exercises it grandly, for he
tail, since our eyes might drop out, as happens with

College Communism

"M

pk
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blew his nose, and the camera would have toppled,
but he caught it.
In a lull the photographer arranged the Clan to
fine advantage so that every profile and chest and
bicep was satisfactorily displayed. Always a
Educational Films
jokester, Harry Brown carried a book in his hand.
Henry
Sebach was strewn languorously upon the
It should be called to the attention of the college
cornices
in the background for a sort of effect. Pro
authorities that the students themselves, realizing
fessor
Gault
appeared at this moment, but he turned
the tremendous, even astonishing, possibilities of the
away
with
a
tremor of fright and ran shrieking
motion picture in its educational function, have
down
the
corridor
to fall trembling on a sofa in the
stolen a march on them. Why has not someone
lounge,
buried
his
face in a cushion and kicked his
pointed this out?
heels.
We have seen virtually the entire student body,
Photographer: "That tall man in the back row,
a celestial longing in its one good eye, attend such a
please move to the right.
motion picture. The quality of
"Me? Me? Me? Me? Me?
the film was so astounding and
Me?"
its depth of information so pro
The whole back row moved to
found that many would have hap
the
right. The photographer
pily paid their dimes for a resqueezed the bulb twice when no
showing. The magnificent pro
one was looking and it was done.
cesses of nature were so rigor
"Dja get ya profile in, Olin?"
ously and boldly exhibited that
?
o
none was unmoved. Here was
"Yer teeth were parted on the
?1
an education the least studious
wrong
side, my dear."
I
7 //'
could absorb, the intracacies and
"I think me slip showed, don't
complications of which could be
yer?"
easily mastered by vicarious ex
"My eyes were shut."
perience. It seemed that men
"So was yer mouth, so don't
were intended by nature for this.
feel
bad. You can sell the picture
What effect of printed words is
\
for
a
vast sum."
A.
not multiplied a thousandfold in
the experience of the eye? The
Poor Fellows
observer is enabled by his em
phatic sense to project himself
Too often one hears of the Deinto the situation of the film
cline of the Male, of the dwindling
almost physically and achieve, in
significance of virility, and much
doing so, an emotional parallel
too often of the mounting, con
to the mere information that renders it at once grati
quering destiny of the female. Women, seemingly,
fying and unforgettable. The student body ate it up.
are bound soon to arrive at a superiority over men.
This has already happened with ants, with spiders,
Clan Photo
with bees, scorpions, tropical fish, preying mantes.
"Through the ages," some male renegade has said
A high wind whistled from the direction of the
"the
aggressiveness, curiosity, unstable intelligence,
swimming pool and rumpled the photographer's cow
and
other
anti-social tendencies which the male has
lick. He could do nothing with the camera, which
inherited
from
his anthropoidal ancestors have kept
tried to amble away on its stilted legs with every
society
in
a
turmoil.
Indeed our histories seem to
gust. When the Clan, those intrepid athletes, came
be
little
more
than
the
elaborately recorded mis
outside, its neatly combed hair stood straight up
behavior of males."
in the gale and there were little screams of dismay.
We take it upon ourselves to discredit this. We
"Have you a bobby pin, my dear?" squealed Tay
think it is bunkum. First of all, in a characterslor to Davis, who has graduated now and can't pos
tically male manner, we point out that whoever said
sibly object to this.
this was mad on the face of it. We should like to
The prying wind struggled to unscrew the lens of
be reasonable from the start by pointing out that he
the camera and there was a hurry call for chewing
was unreasonable. Most of the people who believe
gum to fasten it. Rodney had one stick well chewed
this stuff are overcome by the recent emergence
but his jaws were tired and Editor Fink was forced
of women to suffrage. Most of all they are over
to chew up another. His camera adequately gummed,
come by Margaret Sanger.
the photographer marched around it seven times,
(Continued on page 22)

guinea pigs, Often we whirl about suspiciously, expecting to catch them at some new device. Truly
we are unnerved and wish heartily that Dr. Melvin
Rigg had never caused this.

1

6

H i K A for

My Stars!
By Charles McKinley, Jr.

H

ATTIE DRIBBLE loved having someone to
talk to. Hattie Dribble loved talking. Hattie Dribble had talked three men into marry
ing her. Her first husband, lucky man, died. Her
second divorced her. Her third husband, A1 Dribble,
they finally had to take away, so Hattie was not
really free to marry again. But Hattie didn't mind
not being married. If she just had someone to
talk to. She often said to Mrs. Blumm, upstairs,
that she did not mind living alone as long as there
was someone around whom she could talk to.
Hattie Dribble talked to her cat and her goldfish
when no one else was there, and sometimes in the
evenings she talked to friends that had passed on.
She had often hoped that she might talk to her first
husband. (You see, Mrs. Dribble was psychic.)
She got through to him only once. And all he said
was pflgggt! Of course Hattie didn't recognize the
raspberries. After that one time Hattie never got
through to Ferdinand again. And Hattie knew lots
about astrology, too. She often told Mrs. Blumm,
upstairs, that she should have married a Capricorn
instead of a Leo.
So when Hattie's doorbell rang one Tuesday after
noon, she jumped out of the bath tub and put on her
pink wrapper with the Japanese lanterns, and went
to the door. "Come
in, come in," Hattie
said to her caller.
Hattie always said
come in, come in, to
her callers whether
she knew them or
not. "Now just sit
down, and I'll be
with you in a jiffy.
It seems I no sooner
get in the tub than
someone comes. I've
never known it to
fail. But I'm always
'C
glad for someone to
talk to. Now you just
find a book to read
and I'll be with you
in a jiffy. There,
Gabby, you go talk to
the nice man until

•
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I'm dressed." Hattie dumped a mean looking tiger
cat with moth-eaten ears and a bent tail out of her
bedroom. Gabby immediately headed for the fishbowl. From the closed bedroom door, Hattie called
to her visitor. "That's Gabby. He's really a dear,
but he does have a penchant for goldfish, so do keep
an eye on him. I'm never without someone around
the house to talk to. I do love animals. Don't you?
My first husband started it, though. He said I'd
made a goat of him. He was the funniest little
man. I wish you could have met him. I know you'd
have adored him. He had the best sense of humor.
He died before we'd been married a year, though.
He was a Virgo. Or at least that's what I told
him, though he really was born in a cusp, and should
have inherited the best qualities of Leo and Virgo.
Though he wasn't a Leo at all. What house were
you born in? Oh, don't tell me. Let me guess. And
I'll only be a minute now."
When Hattie Dribble emerged from her bedroom
again, it was with her hair partly put up. She had
a dozen or more hairpins in her mouth. "Would you
mind fastening this snap, Mr. . . . ?" She turned
her back to her caller so that he could fasten the top
hook-and-eye at the neck of her dress. "Really,
I'm getting so heavy I just can't reach that one
fastener anymore. I
know I should take
more exercise. I
often say to my
friend Mrs. Blumm,
upstairs, that I
should get out more
and walk, but that's
about as far as I get.
My second husband
was a great walker.
He always walked
for a couple hours
after supper in the
evenings, and then
when he came in, he
was always too tired
to sit down for a
friendly little chat.
We only lived to
gether for a short
while. Isn't it strange
7

how soon we find out we're not suited to people ? Of
course I married Glen before I knew very much about
astrology. I've said time and again to Mrs. Blumm
—she's my friend upstairs—that every woman
should really have a course in astrology before she
even thinks of marrying. It would make things so
much easier, don't you think, Mr. . . . ? Oh, I don't
even know your name. Though I've often said, names
really don't mean anything. Do you believe in
names? I mean do you really think they mean any
thing? Of course Glen's sister married a man named
Steele, and he was a strong, hard man. I really think
that was more a coincidence than the working of a
rule. Now my name's Harriet, though everyone
calls me Hattie, and I think of myself as being
Hattie, too, but I don't think there's anything sig
nificant in my being called Hattie, though I don't
know what it could signify. Now let's see. I should
say you were born in the sign of Pisces. Turn a lit
tle more this way. There that's right. Yes, your
features tell me you were born in Pisces. The fore
head, the chin, and eyes. Oh, I don't mean to say
you have fish eyes. Just a little pun of mine that
I tell to all Pisces people. Though your nose is the
nose of Leo. That may have been inherited though.
Do you believe in heredity? I don't like to admit
it, but I believe I do. You've noticed this little string
of hair that hangs out in the back? I can remember
my mother had one just like that. My, but time
does fly. I can still see mother stooping over to put
a chicken in the oven, and that little wisp of hair
sticking out at the back of her neck. Mother always
raised her own chickens. Even after she and pa
moved to town she kept a few chickens. She always
said that nothing could separate her from her white
leghorns. Gave her something to do, don't you
know. And pa was just as funny. He had an old
pipe that he just wouldn't give up. I'd offered dozens
of times to get him a new one, but do you think he
would hear of it? No sir. I guess we all have our
peculariarities, don't we? I guess we wouldn't be
human if we didn't have those funny little traits.
Now with me, it's cats and goldfish. My second
husband always said that no one with any sense at
all would think of such a combination, but it just
seems to be a part of me, so what is there to be done
about it? I'm quite a believer in predestination,
too. My last husband, who's away now, always said
I'd make a good Presbyterian. But I never did go to
church much. I've always said you can be just as
good a Christian at home on Sundays as in church,
from what I've seen of some of the pillars of the
church. Well, I'd just as soon not be a pillar. Now
where was I? Oh, yes. We were talking about pre
destination. I always felt that I was cut out to live
alone, even though I have been married three times.
Though, of course, I'm living alone now. Poor Alfred
broke four months after we were married. It was
8

quite a shock to me. I suppose we shouldn't have
married so hasty like. I'd only known him a couple
months before I married him. He seemed to be all
right, though he was quiet. My, but he was quiet!
And then one morning he came down to breakfast
with his overcoat and hat on, and even his gloves.
It was midsummer, too. Of course when he sat
down at the table, I knew right off that something
was wrong. So I said to Mrs. Blumm, upstairs, after
Alfred went to work, that I wasn't going to take any
chances. My lands, you never can tell what a per
son like that will do next. You read such terrible
things in the papers. Trunk murders and such. So
I had Alfred taken away. I go to see him every now
and then. I take him a ginger bread the first of
every month. Alfred did so like ginger bread. And
he seems to be perfectly happy there. I haven't sug
gested his coming back here again. I've always
said leave well enough alone. I suppose you're mar
ried, aren't you? Most Pisces people do marry, and
they really shouldn't for their own good. It's a shame
that you married, for even though things seem to
go pretty well, there's a restlessness underneath.
Isn't it? Oh, I know it is. All Pisces people are un
happy underneath. I hope your wife isn't a Leo,
because that is one of the worst combinations. Now
if you were the Leo, and your wife were the Pisces,
it wouldn't be so bad. Oh, you poor, dear man. But
of course you couldn't have known if you hadn't
studied astrology. Do you believe in reincarnation?
I think that will be one of the big things of the
future. I really wish I understood more about it.
At times I think I was an Indian princess, centuries
ago. Have you ever thought that you could look
back through the ages and see yourself in the form
of something else? I sometimes think that's what
Ferdinand meant when he said I'd made a goat out
of him. I like to sit here at my window and watch
people walking by, and just guess who they were
before this life. I saw a woman yesterday, that I
guessed was a chambered nautilus in her last life.
She just looked as though she was crawling farther
and farther back into her shell. I wanted to ask
her if she ever felt that way herself, but she was
gone by the time I could run to the door. There's
so much to keep up with in this world, it wears a
person out. Though I've often said I don't know
what I'd do if I hadn't my stars! Astrology, I mean.
But I always call it 'My Stars.' And of course there's
Gabby and the goldfish, though they don't really
count except for company. I was just saying to Mrs.
Blumm, upstairs, that . ,
" The phone rang.
Hattie Dribble's caller made a dash for the door.
"Oh, must you go? Oh, I wish you didn't have to
rush off. Now don't worry about what I said. About
being restless underneath. I guess there's nothing
you can do about it. It's a Pisces trait, and you know
(Continued on page 21)
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Fate and Doctor Ashford
By David W. Jasper
(AUTHOR'S NOTE: Any similarity of the characters
herein described to persons living or dead is coincidental.)

T

HIS is Spanish 3 where despicable frauds and
failings are brought to light, where men are
shown for fools and never deny their vacuity.
This room is the reckoning place where no defendant
may defend, and Fate's instrument, Doctor Ashford,
renders sentence at eight o'clock on odd mornings.
But Spanish 3 anticipates the hour of its reckoning.
If fruitlessly, its members gather minutes before and
in small groups mumble hastily of this construction
and that, this translation and yet that, until the
ingenuity of its several
minds has been shared.
Only after this desperate
communion do Bill Ellis,
Widmer, Olin, Lieurance,
Boren, Vanderkloot,
Straub, Sparks, Dandridge,
Paskins, Elliot, Mac Baker,
If
Durbin, and Jasper believe
themselves prepared. Soon
after they are on their own
and have one devil of a
i
time. Each one is stripped
I
somewhat of his fine char
1
acter and is revealed,
i
painted in asinine hues,
established on the lunatic
fringe. For then Doctor
Ashford enters, seems to
scoot to the table in front.
"Good morning, gentle
men."
It has always been the college man's hope—and
this is in keeping with his perverse ambitions—to
reduce the processes of the professor's mind to a
formula that will enable him to make certain pre
dictions. He desires especially to know what part
of an assignment he will be called upon to trans
late. Spanish 3 has tried this and failed. Doctor
Ashford is erratic and unpredictable. He deliber
ately proves an exception to every rule and thwarts
Spanish 3. There is no anticipating him for he forsees anticipation.
"Well, gentlemen, shall we see if you can read
between the lines this morning ? Mr. Baker, you look
prepared. I . . ah . . hope you are prepared, Mr.
Baker."

r
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Here Doctor Ashford takes up his book and bends
back the binding in a crisp and significant manner.
Mr. Baker pores over his first few words and finally
speaks.
"A new classicist movement is evidenced. I be
lieve that to be true in the whole world, but in Spain,
certainly. . . There is ... ah ... I can't do this."
"Mr. Baker, I don't know what to say. Don't you
know that word? What have you written in your
book? All this roundtable preparation! Forsooth!
Read on, Mr. Boren."
Rodney Boren, however, is stumped in no time at
all. He clears his throat and stretches out his neck
as though it were encom
passed by a tight collar.
The words come hard.
"There is an impulse . . .
there is an impulse . . .
there is an impulse . . ."
"That causes people of
the aristocracy, Rodney."
"Yes, sir. That causes
people of the aristocracy
. . . aah ..."
"Mr. Boren, have you
prepared this?"
"Yes sir. I have."
"Then you are a very
!
superficial young man. Do
you know what a superficial
person is?"
"Yes sir."
"Good. Read on — at
sight."
In this manner Rodney
Boren reads on. The first paragraph is completed,
but the first page of the assignment for the day is
still half undone, as is Rodney.
"I hope you are better prepared then Mr. Boren,
Mr. Dandridge."
(Doctor Ashford always accuses Mr. Dandridge
of majoring in Greek.)
Mr. Dandridge reads quite fluently and Doctor
Ashford seems pleased. Mr. Dandridge finishes the
second paragraph and halts expectantly.
"Well, Mr. Dandridge, have you run dowrn?"
"Oh, should I go on?" asks Mr. Dandridge, who
is now trapped, not having prepared more than the
previous paragraph.
"Certainly. Read until I tell you to stop. You
9

know I like to hear you read, Mr. Dandridge," says
Doctor Ashford, like the spider to the fly.
Mr. Dandridge falters and fumbles horribly. The
jig is up.
"I'm sorry, sir. This is all the farther I have
gone. I must have done the wrong assignment."
Doctor Ashford eyes Mr. Widmer evilly.
"You have certainly done this, Mr. Widmer.
Haven't you?"
"No sir, I haven't."
Dr. Ashford is not surprised at this. He addresses
Mr. Baker.
"I blame all this on you, Mr. Baker. You have
not done your page. If I should call on your friends
I daresay they will not have it either. This roundtable preparation! Again, forsooth!"
Mr. Baker has nothing to say to this. He is look
ing at his feet. But meanwhile Mr. Jasper has been

thumbing his pages violently in conjunction with
Mr. Paskins, trying desperately to keep a paragraph
ahead of apprehension. The poor fellow cannot
know that each turn of his pages lights up his face
with the reflected light of the early morning sun
and gives his perfidy dead away.
"Well, Mr. Jasper, have you gone far enough
ahead to do this next paragraph?"
Mr. Jasper is caught in the very act of going
ahead. He jerks upright and gives a hacking cough.
But he struggles through a sentence or two, and for
his pains is called decadent. He is compared to the
Spanish Empire, which was bled to nothingness by
outside interests.
"And you call yourself a literary person, Mr.
Jasper!" finishes Doctor Ashford bitingly. "Mr.
Straub, proceed."
(Continued on page 23)

The United States Chamber of Horrors
By A. C. Bernstein

T

HE only readable material in the room was
a book of Kant's which dealt with the tech
nical side of philosophy, and another highly
technical essay on the medical profession. So,
readers, I made a compromise and went into the
next room and proceeded to bury myself in one of
the country's best ten-cent magazines.
Everyone knows—though it is doubtful whether
any understand—the principles on which the Amer
ican magazine is put together. You open it—you
begin to read a story. You read with absorption,
picking your way in and out of the illustrations.
You reach the bottom of the page and eagerly turn
over, only to find yourself faced with an article
called "Dope Kings I Have Known."
A thing like this gives you a nasty jar. The world
resumes its natural color. You turn back, and dis
cover that the story you were immersed in is con
tinued on page one hundred and twenty-eight. You
turn to that page. But now you are in the region—
the lurid and terrifying region—of the advertise
ments. From every page a face stares out at you,
haggard, tragic, haunted. Beautiful girls with tor
tured eyes wonder "Why He Never Asked Her For
a Second Dance." Neat young wives asked them
selves "What Makes Bob So Cold These Days?"
The deep knitted brows of spruce young business
men who have been smoking the wrong kind of cigar
ettes or drinking the wrong brand of coffee, be
tray the imminence of a nervous breakdown. Elderly
men are shown in the process of losing their grip,
or their hair. Babies excoriated by the wrong kind
10

of underwear or sickened by the wrong patent food
howl their anguish at the camera. Panic, irritation
and decay stalk through the advertisements.
You can not ignore them. The pictures are too
large and too dramatic. In vain I averted my eyes
from the diagrams which showed in loathsome de
tail what was happening to my feet, my teeth, my
liver, my scalp, and also why I listened to the wrong
kind of alto saxophones in night clubs.
I felt myself seized with a growing terror. I was
racked with anxiety. I lost all hope. If only they
had warned me earlier—now it was too late. My
diet was disastrously wrong; even the collars which
adorned my shirts were not in the least like those
that successful young business men wear. I pre
ferred not to think about my teeth. I was horribly
certain that I was suffering from Business Strain,
Athlete's Foot, and Superfluous Hair. I was pretty
sure I also smelled like a gymnasium.
From a distance I watched my roommate wist
fully. I marvelled at the nonchalance with which
he turned the pages of the magazine which he was
reading. He was, I presumed, safe. No lovely girl
would turn from him with a shudder, his liver and
teeth appeared in perfect health. He was, practic
ally speaking, a perfect man, and I was just a car
rion representative of civilization, decaying before
his very eyes.
Well, at least I thought I could show him how a
true Kenyon collegian decays. I went back to my
room, sat down with Kant's Philosophy in my lap,
and I am still awaiting the end.
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a sort of publicity depart
Bill's diplomacy must have been enhanced on the
ment, not an organization but a one man affair, that
basketball floor. He played in his sophomore year
sent news reports to surrounding newspapers. The
when
Bud Evans was coach. One of his opponents
reporter was Billy Ireland, and it happened that
was
a
skinny little fellow with an evil cast to his
Kenyon had a beautiful lefthand passer on its foot
eye
who
was determined, by golly, to trip, stab,
ball team. The athletic department's strategy de
maul, perhaps bite, Bill into submission. It is the
manded that the ability of its player be a secret until
easiest way, when one's antagonist is small enough,
after the first game had been played. Ireland wrote
to be as vengeful and rough as one pleases in return
a fine article which reached most of the newspapers,
for fouls received. It was very noticeable that Bill
explaining the accuracy and proficiency of that
was burning up inside, but he played as clean a
passer, who was Bill Vecke. Athletic Director
game as he ever did, and waited. At length the
Kutler would have slain Ireland for that. Such is
little fellow butted his head against the wall, mis
the fate Bill Morgan faced and never met, because
he is eminently tactful.
taking it somehow for Bill, and made his way in
staggering
circles out of the game. This must have
Principally he is the editor of the Collegian, and
impressed
Bill
with the reward of patience.
undoubtedly derives his greatest worries from the
job. Bill's work is past admiration if his editorial
His recent initiation into Phi Beta Kappa speaks
obstacles are as insuperable and huge as the com
for itself. He has been a tenacious worker since
paratively unprolific natures of Kenyon's writers
his first day on the Hill, concerning himself little
indicate. They have an insidious tendency to prom
with amusement but rather with accomplishment.
ise more and write less as they age. This is
He has at times, it seems, tried to remain in the
enough to dishearten the sturdiest editor, and it is
background rather than in the limelight, and per
to Bill's everlasting credit that he has made a go
haps unfortunately, succeeded to a degree he does
of it in spite of human nature. Often on a Saturday
not deserve.
night when the Hill is deserted he is flailing away at
A light that burns within a man
his typewriter in the Collegian office. At Kenyon
And glitters boldly in his eye
that is the test of the sincerest enthusiasm and
Is plenty bright!
outright moral courage. The diplomatic hazards
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Argyle Farm
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COUNTRY church social and our middle
name furnished a combination which intro
duced us to a "grit-your-teeth-and-smile"
situation early last fall. Never stop at a church
social to inquire about the right road. We did, and
before we escaped we knew the name of every per
son in the village; we knew who was married and
who died within the past year, who left the farm to
work in the city and who stayed on the farm and
starved; we learned that a little suet in the oatmeal
gives it an added taste (undoubtedly) and that
chopped rabbits' ears are good for defective livers.
The conversation (our part consisted of a periodic
nod) was rife with invitations to stay over night
and finally when it was laboriously wormed from us
12

that our middle name was Hepburn, we could pro
crastinate no further. There was nothing for it but
that we must stay over night and on the morrow
go out into the country to visit Argyle Farm where
dwelt Belle and Katie Mclntyre whose middle name
was also Hepburn.
The hotel was hysterically misnamed Buena Vista.
The buena vista proudly disported a stunted maple,
a dusty road, and a drooping mule which at first
glance looked to be an extreme case of hypochondria.
The washbowl at the end of our ten-foot hall gayly
displayed two faucets marked "hot" and "cold".
This, we soon discovered, was a lie. The faucet
marked "hot" insulted our sense by giving out cold
water and every time we turned the handle of the
faucet marked "cold," it hissed dryly and mustily
and immediately died.
The next day we treated ourself to the doubtful
pleasure of visiting Argyle Farm. We had built this
phrase "Argyle Farm" up in our fancy until we pic
tured a palatial mansion and a vast, fastidiously
well-kept estate where we, as a guest, would be
forced to stumble over a bowing servant every time
we should take the notion to move a step or two.
What a cruel iconoclast Argyle Farms proved itself
to be! We drove through a sagging gate up a weedovergrown driveway and stopped before a boardloose farmhouse. Belle and Katie met us joyfully at
the door giggling like any two country girls at the
prospect of being visited by someone who drove a
shiny car. Belle was 86 and Katie 84.
The two were dressed exactly alike wearing long
gray-black dresses with high lace collars which were
once white. They freely admitted that they never
changed their underclothing from fall to spring be
cause every winter seemed colder than the last and
a girl just had to watch her health when she reached
middle age. We were rather hungry at this point
and were gratified to learn that we were just in
time for dinner. While we were in the kitchen talk
ing as the meal was being prepared, we were invited
to take off our shoes and put our feet in the oven.
"The house is very chilly" was the explanation and
Belle set the example. "Katie is younger and can
do many more things than me," said Belle. "Belle is
older, but you'd be surprised at the number of things
she can still do," said Katie. "The only trouble is
(Continued on page 20)
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Kenyon Night Life
By Joseph W. Peoples, Jr.

A

N expose? That was what many Kenyonites
asked us when they heard that we were writ
ing about Kenyon Night Life. Certain souls
who like to consider themselves as leaders in the
daring side of Kenyon's social life half-hoped that
we would publicize their exploits. But what they
do is neither as important or as interesting as they
think. To select a few examples of Kenyon "off
hours" recreation is not our purpose—nor do we
wish to "expose" anyone or anything. Rather, let
us look for a few moments at the average activities
of the average Hill resident.
First of all, the time of the week must be distin
guished. Weekend evenings appear in a different
light from those in the midweek. Over weekends
most activities are off the campus. It is then that
one may run into fraternity brothers and other
Kenyon men at the Deshler or the Neil House in Co
lumbus. It is then that those with transporta
tion and money pre-view films at Columbus movie
houses yet to be shown for the ordinary folk at Mt.
Vernon. Weekends also see the Cincinnati, Toledo
and Cleveland crowds going home "to see the girl
friend." The "Moose" opens its Temple of the
Dance in Mt. Vernon for those who worship a cer
tain type of female beauty. If Kenyonites do not
go out on any other nights of the week, they will
go out on Saturday night. That is custom, and a
wan is sure to feel pretty lonesome if he doesn't
at least run in to the midnight show or something.
Since the nights during the week cover a greater
period of time, they offer a greater variety of attrac
tions, although perhaps they may be on a less ex
tensive scale than the trips and sprees of the week
end. A Kenyon man is theoretically at his studies
on week nights. But alas! When there are no rePorts due or exams to cram for, he is apt to be doing
one of many other things. These alternatives may
be roughly grouped in three parts: "going to Mt.
Vernon"; "dead duffing"; or "R. F.ing". Readers
foreign to Kenyon slang will probably wonder at our
terms. It is only fair to them that the words be at
least partially explained. "Going to Mt. Vernon"
can only mean (1) having a date, (2) going to the
movies, (3) visiting one or more of the beer joints.
"Dead duffing" means a lack of bodily activity. One
' dead duffs" when one indulges in intense group con
versation (i. e. "Bull Session") or reads, or writes
letters, or just lies and looks dreamily at the ceiling.
"K- F.ing" is most difficult of all to explain because
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it has come to mean so many different things in and
about Kenyon. One is "R. F.ing" when one dis
turbs the personal effects, bed clothes, furniture, or
bodily comfort of some other person. This is
carried on to various extremes of annoyance. (One
is "R. F.d" (passive mood) when one experiences
the foregoing difficulties, or gets cheated or short
changed, or an unfair grade, or is overcharged for
something). A surprisingly large percentage of the
student's time is spent in this last activity—"R.
F.ing." Someone either accidentally or on purpose
gets someone else wet. A cup of water is returned.
Soon the spirit of combat has not only seized the
original two, but sixteen—often a whole division—
may be splashing water through the halls in bucketfuls. The sheets on one bed in a room are tied
in knots and soaked in stale beer—soon five others
are similarly rendered unfit for rest. Another way
in which many "R. F.'s" are begun is to offer some
sleeping person a glass of beer, or an onion-filled
hamburger. Usually, either of these when presented
in the sleeper's face at a late hour cause both refusal
and resentment. There are harsh words. The rev
elers dislike the sleeper's manner. They rudely re
move him from his bed. Thereupon, he may finish
the night in another bed or put his own together,
(if his friends have not disposed of the blankets).
Thus are some "R. F.'s" carried out. Many vari
eties are not only possible, but actual. Thinking
people are always on the alert for new ideas along
these lines. Rarely are they so crude as to resort
to the practical joke catalog for material aid. Nov
elty and originality win the day, although it is a
poor "R. F." which does not find many partici
pants, no matter what its nature.
In regard to "dead duffing," we have little to say.
Much of it is done, but as an attractive source for
that sort of truth which is stranger than fiction,
this occupation of Kenyonites in their evening hours
holds little of interest. The "Bull Sessions" are im
portant largely through the apparent stamp of
approval given them by the present administration
which listed them, in some part of its new advertis
ing matter, as a typical activity of Kenyon men.
Not many attempt hitch-hiking to Vernon on mid
week nights. It is too hard to get rides then. How
ever, there are many cars on the Hill and they can
carry a sizeable number to the glitter that is Mt.
\Ternon's tap rooms. Of these, the Dan Emmett re(Continued, on page 21)
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A Letter from London
Dear Dave:
They told us never to attempt cycling out of Lon
don. It would be a crazy thing to do. Take a bus,
because with a cycle you'd be run down by a cab
"on the wrong side of the street" the minute you
straddled your cycle and shoved off from the curb.
Don't try it. Wait and see. Those were the warn
ings were given on every hand when we began
talking about our cycling trip through England.
Either we had forgotten all about them, given in
perfectly good faith, or else we just didn't pay atten
tion to them. At any rate, we began our bicycle
trip from the very heart of London! Even after
Sir Frederic Kenyon had intimated it would be try
ing for us to commence our journey from the center
of town. We had bought complete outfits at Selfridge's great store on Oxford Street. It was con
venient to buy them there because it was only a
stone's throw from our hotel. And on the great
morning of our departure we simply walked over
to Mr. Selfridge's place and collected our bicycles.
Our outfits consisted of the following articles:
1 cycle (with rack carrier and tail light)
1 light
1 bell
1 water proof
1 pair of leggings
2 saddle bags
1 heavy jacket
3 shirts, washable
4 pair socks
1 set of trouser clasps
1 pair of shoes
3 sets of underclothing
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1 pair of gloves
Pipes, cigarettes, tobacco, notebooks,
camera, films, sketching board
1 ordinance map (l/2" to a mile)
of each county visited.
Besides these things we carried the necessary tools
and tire pumps for possible emergencies. We never
had to use them. We never wore hats, and many
times we cycled naked from the waist up. When
it rained we usually, I suspect, looked more like
drowned rats than anything human.
Well, we got off from Portland Square after
luncheon one fine rainy day. I can not say we felt
anything like Chaucer's pilgrims. It was a rainy,
sticky, cold day. Bob and John had been prudent
enough to equip themselves with the waterproof's
mentioned in the list above. But I had been stub
born enough to believe that my faithful Gambier
trench coat would withstand any kind of weather
England had to offer. We hadn't even got past
Kensington Gardens when I discovered that even my
underclothing was soaked. Bob and John were up
ahead of me pushing gaily along, dry as bones.
This was the wettest summer in the memory of
man, we were told. More rain than ever before.
Trees and crops were dying from an overabundance
of moisture. (Occasionally the British Press would
slip in a news item from U. S. A. and thus we were
able to know that "millions of Americans are sleep
ing these nights on the lawns in front of their
homes in an attempt to escape the unprecedented
heat." Other "thousands of Americans, it was re
ported, were spending hour upon hour in chartered
airplanes, seeking relief from the heat.) Reading
these factual accounts, then, we felt pretty good
about the water pouring down on us. The rain
wasn't too bad, after all, and every afternoon would
find us sprawled in some wide open field with our
legs in the sunlight and our heads in the shade of
the incessant hedge. From there we would look over
wide expanses of lane->patched countryside.
One thing about the country that struck us most
peculiarly was the term "downs." We could never
get used to going up the "downs." Not only was
the expression, or word, itself difficult, but the actual
experience of reaching the top of a "down" was
enough to floor anyone. I remember one "down"
near Plaistow. We pushed and pushed and pushed.
Bob was way in the lead, and every time he rounded
a corner he would yell back, "here we are! here we
H I K A for

aret"—meaning,

of course, that we'd reached the
top of the hill. He did that nine times, and after
that I just sweated and paid no attention to him.
All I could think about was some ice cream or a cool
plunge in some cool pool. So the last time he yelled
I didn't even hear him. When I rounded the final
bend I found him stretched out and panting on top
of what we truly believed was the highest part of the
South Downs. Stretching far away below us was
the Channel, blue and fading in the distance toward
France. Brighton was a series of dots and dashes
and one or two Channel boats were passing each
other a mile or more out of the town. We literally
sailed down the hills. I thought sometimes we
would never get to the bottom in one piece. And all
the while pretty little thatched cottages would come
bouncing up to us, and then would be gone before
I had a chance to see what kind of potted plants
were in the windows.
Well, London was a long way behind by now.
The first night we spent in Guilford, and it rained
all night long. Also, there was an evangelist of
some sort out on the square near our hotel who was
predicting the end of the world and the need for all
Anglo-Saxon people to pledge themselves to save
the world and to bring about the coming of the
second Messiah. I couldn't sleep for the noise he
made. I lay in bed for a long time listening to him,
and when I finally felt that I must look at him, im
agine my surprise in finding him standing on the
back end of a Ford truck!
In the morning it was cool and a soft breeze was
sweeping the market street of the little town clean
and fresh. But oh our legs! Forty miles the first
day had been too much. We ached in every limb,
bone, and muscle. We ached so much we could
hardly eat the breakfast of ham and bacon and eggs
and butter and bread and jam and fresh milk that
was set before us. Then we were off for the South.
Down through the narrow little lanes that are for
ever bordered with clipped hedges and small cot
tages. Rolling up and down for a few hours brought
us into Shere. I think W. H. Hudson called Shere
the one village in all England where a person of
literary tastes should end all of his days. I guess
Hudson wasn't far from wrong, either. Shere is
just a little turn in the road. There are a few small
shops, two inns with pubs, two large thatched cot
tages, and numerous smaller ones. A hedge edges
each side of the narrow road through the village,
and when the village stops the hedge stops too.
Approaching it from the north, we came down one
of those long winding hills I spoke of a short time
ago, and we had no idea that any village was nearby.
But suddenly we turned a corner and saw a long,
narrow wreath of smoke winding quietly in the
damp morning air. The next, thing we saw was
the chimney and then the houses. And then the
Eebruary, 1937

garden and its hedge. I should like to have stopped
for a long time, but traveling requires motion and
motion means moving on. I think we stopped long
enough to have a glass of bitters in the local pub.
Pubs always attracted us. Somehow an atmos
phere hanging about them always reminded us of
something familiar and akin to us all. Perhaps it
was the gentle thrill of holding a full glass of beer
or ale in your hand when you were hot and tired.
It was like a protection against the tormenting
weather outside—for generally we stopped at pubs
when the rain was too heavy. There would always
be a couple of farmers, or some retired army man
to talk with. They came forth with the same initial
remark every time. "I can tell you are Americans."
"Oh, but how, we haven't said a word!" "Natur
ally, but you've used the word 'sure' several times."
In the towns we were always recognized because of
the careful way we crossed the streets. Cars com
ing the wrong way never quite lost their terror for
us. Again, in the theaters, we always laughed at
the wrong time in the British films, and always at
the right wrong time in the American films.
Well, we got on from Shere. We rode south right
to the Channel. Bob and I were inclined to be
terribly lazy, but John was entirely energetic. So
with no ado we calmly agreed to take different roads
for a few days. John went down to Canterbury and
Sevenoaks; Bob and I plodded to Chichester. Of
course John had to double his speed in order to make
his wide detour in that short time, but it worked,
and we were well satisfied with the results. Bob
had a good time puttering around Chichester, watch
ing some air maneuvers and spending two hours
chatting with a motorcycle dealer.
For my part, I had a grand time fussing about
the old Cathedral and its wonderful lantern tower.
Together, we walked the Roman Wall that still
stands, and we watched some young brown-faced
soldiers march into town for some sort of celebra-
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tion. The piece the band played fascinated me,
and I began whistling it. Bob whistled it with me
for a while, but I was given to excess that day and
came pretty close to out-whistling Bob's good
nature!
It was at the "Nag's Head"—I think—we stopped
in Chichester. Anyway, it was a fine, big room with
lots of windows and two great beds. It was clean
and provided good food, so we stayed two days.
Besides, there was a good movie in town. Some
dashing thing like "Bengal Lancers." We had seen
it in Mt. Vernon many months before, but the
thought of seeing it again in the ancient city of
Chichester broke all our resistance.
When we left that town we went to Hayling's
Island to see the beaches there—really to get off the
beaten track. But the one reason that place will
always live in my memory is that there I took my
first airplane ride. Bob is an old hand at flying, but
I had never even been inside a machine before.
Needless to say it was a great thrill to be sailing
high over the island in an open cockpit, flown by
a girl at that! Bob kept turning about to make fun
of me. Once I looked down long enough to see the
South Downs. They certainly looked comfortable
stretched out there along the Channel. The next
time I looked down we were headed directly over
where I'd cycled not over ten minutes earlier. Oh
that bridge! Next thing I remember we were bounc
ing down to land again, and I was jumping out to
see if it really was land.
In Winchester John caught up with us. He was
toughened noticeably by his quick trip, and his skin
was browned from exposure; in comparison Bob
and I looked pale and weak. It was a rainy day
when we started north again. This time it was
for Salisbury, eighteen miles away. Eighteen miles
is nothing at all when you have a cycle. But some
how it took us the entire day to cover the road. In
the first place there was rain, and then there was
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plenty of attractive pubs along the road. And once
we had to spend an hour looking at some beautiful
horses, and another time to jump a hedge and
sprawl comfortably in some marigolds. Another
time we met a fellow who had boxed in New York
at the beginning of the century, and we had to see
all the newspaper clippings he had saved from his
visit. Pubs close at two in the afternoon, and open
again at six. It was slightly before two when we
reached the boxer's place, but since we were Amer
icans and had been to New York, we were allowed to
remain behind locked doors with our beers and ales.
By way of road, Salisbury is about ten miles south
of Stonehenge or about eight miles as the crow flies.
I had been keen about seeing Stonehenge since my
fourth grade days when I used to study pictures
of it in my textbooks. Now that I was this close
I didn't want to miss it. Bob and John were the
tired ones this day, and since I didn't want to cycle
all the way there, I did the next best thing. I
grabbed a bus for Amesbury. From Amesbury I
walked westward for two miles and found myself at
Stonehenge.
In many respects that walk was one of the finest
things I did during my entire summer abroad. Only
two short miles, but in them I gathered more from
England than I had previously or was to later. It
was a warm, quiet evening; the sun was preparing
to go down, and there were narrow sticks of smoke
rising from chimneys that spotted the countryside.
Bracken, that wild green undergrowth that spreads
over so much of England and through so much of
English literature, crept to the very road-edge and
wrapped itself around the flowers and hedges. There
were one or two other walkers on the road beside
myself. But they kept to themselves like me because
they were enjoying the walk too much to have it
interrupted. That is the way you should approach
Stonehenge. Step after step over the earth while
you think of anything that comes into your head.
The cool swishing of the long grasses in the fields
and the smell of the cooling ground will make you
think of just the right thing. You can feel a great
surge rise up inside you when you stand on the verge
of the last hill. Before you a slope leads to the
most ancient thing in England, one of the great
mysteries of the land. The great stones that have
caused endless speculations, but no conclusions. At
first they seem tiny and small in the center of that
broad open country. But when you get closer they
loom up before you like towering giants.
I couldn't have picked a better time to visit them.
The sun was just going down and I could see the
beginnings of a slight blanket of mist rising from
the ground. The sun sank in the west almost imme
diately behind the stone that stands alone and at a
considerable distance from the main group. I
(Continued on page 20)
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iterary Soundings
THE BEST PLAYS OF RACINE. Translated into
English Rhyming Verse with Introductions and
Notes by Lacy Lockert, A.M., Ph.D., Translator
of the Inferno of Dante. Princeton. Prince
ton University Press. 1936. $3.00 postpaid.
The superlative reputation among the French of
Racine as a tragic dramatist has always been rather
a mystery to the English-speaking world. We have
not even felt, as the French seem to feel of Shakes
peare, the need to render lip homage to an artist
whose alien methods are not to our taste. Euripides
we are moved by, and admire; Racine, whom the
critics of France would rank with him, we find cold
and artificial.
There are, of course, reasons for this wide differ
ence in evaluation. Strachey has discussed the mat
ter, for one; and the foreword to the present vol
ume comes forward eloquently for Racine. Speak
ing of those who "accustomed to splendid imagery
in poetry, think his lines flat and unpoetic," the
translator states:
Their poetry is of another sort, rare in English
literature: the sort that we occasionally find in lines
of Wordsworth like
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago;
or in Rosetti's translation of a line of Dante,
We were alone and without any fear,
—a perfect union of precision, clarity, and euphony.
In reply to John C. Bailey's complaint that the
lack in Racine of a sense of the infinite, a deep and
broad view of life, fine surprises of language, and
other qualities abounding in Homer, Aeschylus,
Shakespeare, and others of the great ones—that
such a lack makes the poetry of Racine not of the
highest order, Doctor Lockert replies trenchantly:
That is doubtless true, but writing which lacks
them may at least be poetry. Bailey would perhaps
admit that the opening lines of Tennyson's Oenone,
There lies a vale in Ida, lovelier
Than all the valleys of the Ionian hills,
are poetry, though little save the sheer music of the
words distinguishes them from the bald prose state
ment, "There is a valley in East Tennessee more
beautiful than any in Vermont." A whole poem
could conceivably be made up of lines as simple as
those quoted from Tennyson, and yet be charming,
if it were all equally musical. And when lines of no
less exquisite verbal melody are the vehicles of plays
February, 1937

in which masterful dramaturgic
skill presents gripping situations
and acutely psychologized charac
ters, no formula of any critic can
gainsay the immense value of the
achievement or the extreme great
ness of the author.
One obstacle to the appreciation of Racine by Eng
lish-speaking readers has been the complete want
of anything approaching an adequate translation
of his plays. There has been only one that is easily
accessible—that of Boswell—and its blank verse is
pedestrian, monotonous, and unmusical—the last
quality a crime in the translation of one of the most
musical of poets. The English or American reader
who knows no French has had simply no chance of
appreciating Racine. The present volume, I believe,
offers that chance.
Four plays are translated: Andromaque, Brittanicus, Phedre, Athalie. Besides the general fore
word there is a separate critical introduction to
each play, and there are notes at the end of each.
Racine's couplets are represented throughout by
the English pentameter couplet, which, as the trans
lator states, is the best English analogue. He has
recognized that the English couplet carries with it
the dangers of montonous movement and heavy
rhyme, and has consistently employed two devices to
avoid them: frequent pauses in midline, and the
use of imperfect rhyme. Thus, one of the most
famous couplets in Phedre reads in the English
version:
Ah, Ariadne, sister mine, to thee
Also Love dealt a wound; and thou upon
That lonely strand didst perish where, time agone,
Thou wast forsaken!
Less literal than most of the translation, and ex
panded to more than two lines, the passage does
succeed in bringing into English some of the elegiac
beauty of the incomparable original.
There is spirit, too, in the translation, as in
Theseus' invocation of Neptune in Act IV of the
same play:
0 Neptune, Neptune, if my conquering might
Hath cleansed thy coast of murderers in the past,
Remember that to grant my first request
As guerdon for that exploit didst thou swear.
Through the long anguish of the prison drear
17

To thine immortal power I never prayed.
I like a miser treasured up thine aid
And saved its use for some need yet more dire.
I ask it now. Avenge a wretched sire.
To all thy wrath this traitor I give o'er.
Smother his brazen-faced desires with gore.
Thy rage shall prove thy grace to Theseus.
To speak in more detail of the present transla
tion must be left to those more qualified to judge;
but it is no over-statement to say that it is immeas
urably better than anything that we have had here
tofore, and that Racine need no longer be a closed
book to those—and there are, after all, many—who
can not read him in French.
Attention must, however, be called to the keen
ness and fresh approach of Doctor Lockert's critical
introductions. Racine has suffered, like Shakes
peare, from the uncritical praise that has been
showered upon him by his countrymen. As a quota
tion from his foreword has already shown, Doctor
Lockert appreciates the greatness of his poet well
enough; but he views him, as many of us know he
views Shakespeare, unblinded by clouds of incense,
and with eyes that have looked on the best drama of
the world; and his appraisals are analytical, not
merely an expression of emotion. There is always
value in such criticism.
The book should be of especial interest to Kenyon
men, because of the author's long association—from
1916 to 1926—with the English department here.
—P. W. T.
GREEN MARGINS, by E. P. O'Donnell; Houghton
Mifflin Company; $2.50; U09 pp.
Eight hundred manuscripts were submitted in the
recent Houghton Mifflin Fellowship Prize Contest.
The winner was Green Margins. A community of
people wrote this book—a very singular community
of people comprised of Slavonian, French, Filipino,
and Italian nationalities. Mr. O'Donnell was their
perspicacious recorder.
Down on the delta of the Mississippi where the
muddy water of the river distempers the blue of the
Gulf, far removed and out of touch with the world,
dwell the people whose lives make up the book,
Green Margins. They live in houses on stilts on
islands that seem to float on the broad river, so
numerous and so small are they. In the daytime
the inhabitants of the Delta are alive and moving,
fishing, trapping, building levees. Some are bar
pilots. At night a laziness pervades. The Delta
is stilled. The big river seems to sleep. Then it is
that the people of the Delta play. They sing; they
dance. Everyone plays an instrument—an accor
dion, a banjo, an harmonica. Perhaps someone has
a battered phonograph from the outside world. The
trappers and the fishermen and the bar pilots and
18

the vagrants gather in the streets and in the saloons.
The single girls (sixteen or seventeen years of age)
with their noses powedered with thistle buds
(powder-puffs of the Delta girls) parade up and
down before the men hoping that their near-ap
proach to maturity will be noticed. Day after day
and night after night they carry on with the same
customary activities that their ancestors who settled
there carried on. The somnolent atmosphere of the
river is mixed with the tang of the sea.
In this tiny world of custom and bigotry lived
Nicolene Kalavich. "Sister" she was called by her
intimates. Sister found herself in a world (the
only world she knew) which permitted nothing orig
inal. There was no "reaching-out" among the Delta
folk without the reacher's being ostracized. Sister
didn't care. She fought. She fought for the right
to learn. She groped. And she was called insane.
Her father, Tony Kalavich, would call her "daugh
ter" no longer and she went to live with her grand
father across the river in Dutch Scenery. There
she found solitude and refreshing and comforting
loneliness.
With great perspicacity Mr. O'Donnell describes
her feelings toward men. Feelings which Sister her
self at times could not describe. There was Bruce,
the big, well-meaning, ingenuous northerner, who
drifted into German Flats in his decrepit motor
launch bringing wondrous tales of the upper Mis
sissippi. He was the father of her baby, but Sister
wouldn't marry him. It was her baby she felt.
Bruce was very distant from the tiny particle of
life which threshed in her bosom. Then there was
Mitch. Mitch was doing very well. He was making
a good deal of money by smuggling Chinamen into
the United States. He was in love with Sister, too.
But Mitch was caught by the authorities and put in
jail. Rene, too, wrote a chapter in Sister's life.
Rene was an artist and he painted pictures of the
Delta and its people. But Sister knew he didn't feel
the pictures he painted. She knew that because he
always whispered of the outside world and wanted
to take her away with him. But Sister wanted to
stay with Grampaw. Grampaw understood when
she refused to repent for her "sin." She couldn't
take Holy Communion because of that. But Gram
paw didn't mind. He carved driftwood idols and
was an agnostic.
E. P. O'Donnel caught the feeling and the atmos
phere of that strange country where the Mississippi
meets the sea and succeeded in weaving it into his
tale of a woman's struggle against the odds of her
sex. The conversation of the characters, their
thoughts, and the description of the Delta country
all bespeak the influence of the broad river, the sway
ing jack-o'-lanterns, and the floating islands.
With part of the prize money, Mr. O'Donnell purHI KA
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chased a tiny cabin and a small orange grove ninety
miles south of New Orleans. There he divides his
time between tending the orange grove and writing.
He loves the Delta and its people and loves to talk
about them. He is rather a foreigner to them, a
man from another world, but they accept him. Some
how or other he is making their world better known
outside. They don't understand, but they are glad.
Often they see him sitting in front of his cabin at
sundown after he is through working in his orange
grove. They guess he likes to watch the sun sink,
a flaming mass, into the bogs and swamps of German
flats, darkness softening the boiling of the great
river.

ARGYLE FARM
(Continued form page 12)

that Belle has bad kidneys and she has to get up
so many times during the night it worries me."
We soon lost our appetite when we sat down to
the meal. On our plate was a number of slices of
plain suet. The potatoes looked as though they had
been boiled all morning. The tea was made from
the same water that the potatoes had been boiled
in. We nibbled politely declaring the while that we
weren't at all hungry. Towards the end of the meal,
Belle rose and procured some cookies from a cracked
cookie-jar. "We saved them from the day we cele
brated Queen Victoria's Jubilee. We get them out
just when we have company. Kept well, didn't
they?" We broke a filling on one.
After the meal we were forced to go on a tour
of inspection. They hadn't been in most of the
rooms for years and years. They suspected that
the roof over some of the upstairs rooms leaked.
They weren't sure, but they knew that every time it
rained, water dripped into the living room. Belle
admitted that the place hadn't been kept up as it
should have been. "The Scotch are a peculiar
people," she mused. "As they grow old, the fences
tumble down, the weeds grow up, the house falls to
ruin, the people shrivel up, the cows grow old, and
the whole damned thing dies all at once."
We took our leave of Belle and Katie then, but not
before we had crossed our heart and promised to
drop in the very next time we were driving through
there. Then we drove off still ravenously hungry,
but we didn't stop to eat anywhere in that same
little town. We were in mortal fear of what the
proprietor's middle name might be.
—ROBERT W. PASKINS.
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A LETTER FROM LONDON
(Continued from page 16)

reached the same conclusion, if conclusion it can be
called, that thousands had before me. The stone
was set in the direct line of the sinking sun! It
was a religious gesture, religious like the gestures of
an old Indian I once knew, who used to sweep his
hands softly over the warm loam in his corn field
just as the sun was going down.
After we finished Salisbury, we went down toward
the Channel again. We had our lunch in a sheep
pasture—ate lettuce and tomato sandwiches and
fruit cake. And before we left, the herder came
in and drove his sheep into another pasture. After
that we got lost in a maze of side roads and no roads.
John managed to run out a roll of film and I almost
managed, while they weren't looking, to slide down
a fine big haystack. It was hard work pedaling
through these roadless fields, so we were plenty tired
when we again hit the main road and a shop where
tea was served. We had become Anglicized enough
to want four o'clock tea every day. We learned
to like the tea piping hot and with lemon, and
there always were scones and cakes to go with it.
We got to like the cakes so much we thought noth
ing of buying a dozen of them and eating them with
water in our rooms.
The night after Salisbury, we stopped at a
place called Upton Corner, on the main road that
leads from Poole to Dorchester; and the road that
leads to Weymouth and the Channel to the south
crossed one block from our hotel. Thus, I suppose,
Upton Corner. When I was eating my supper I
had no idea that for me the cycling trip was ended.
We had planned on going down into Devon and Corn
wall. But suddenly something terribly forcing in
side me told me that an important letter was wait
ing for me at my hotel in London. I just couldn't
get the notion out of my head, and it made me so
nervous I spilled half a glass of beer at the pub that
night! But my mind was made up, and my decision
was received as well as could be expected under the
circumstances. We had a kind of Kenyon bull
session that last night, for we all knew that the next
time we would meet would be in Gambier itself. It
was too bad to bring the happy trio to an end—but
we took it grimly.
The next morning I pedaled twenty miles in the
pouring rain in two hours. At Dorchester (Hardy's
Casterbridge) I sold my cycle and outfit and grabbed
a train for London. I wasn't at all surprised to find
a letter waiting for me. A letter that summoned me
to Paris and that brought about a most unexpected
development in my trip. But that, Dave, is another
story for another time.
Faithfully yours,
JOHN C. NEFF.
H i K A for

MY STARS!

The Store with Cheerful Service . .

(Continued from page 8)
we can't war against the stars. Well, I'm so glad
you stopped in, and I have enjoyed our little chat.
We have so much in common. Come again. I'm
always glad for someone to talk to. Well, ta, ta."
Homer Bilge, peddler of Tas-Tee Extracts,
dropped into the corner drugstore, a sort of dis
tracted, half-mad expression in his eyes. "I would
like a Bromo-Seltzer, please. Perhaps two BromoSeltzers."

LESTER'S MEN'S WEAR
Opposite Vine Theatre

JACOB'S SHOE REPAIR and
SOHIO SERVICE STATION
IN GAMBIER

KENYON NIGHT LIFE
(Continued from page 13)
mains the swankiest throughout the year, but for
steady day in and day out patronage, Schipicasse's
enjoys the best Kenyon business. One meets such
nice people there! Not good people, but nice!
Stone's comes next in popularity, and then in order
come the Wonder Bar, Wisner's and the Elks' Grill.
A semi-private place called the Oaks had a short
lived heyday and was popular for a time due to its
long hours of business, but has closed—making it
impossible to get Budweiser on tap anywhere in
town. All the timorous freshmen, and the few
upper classmen who remain timorous indulge in
sundaes at Candyland, first in popularity as a soda
fountain, then at Isaly's and the "Rexall." The
latter attracts many because of its many female
counter attendants and the ten cent toasted sand
wiches.
As a rule, not many Kenyonites attend the movies
at night, except to see the midweek stage shows at
the Memorial. They seem to have gotten into the
habit of going Saturday evenings, Sunday afternoon
and evening, and all the matinees during the week,
but few make a practice of evening attendance. Cer
tain special attractions like "Spook Night" or
"Hollywood Premieres" seem to draw Kenyonites to
the theatre like ants to molasses. This, in spite of
their supposed sophistication.
Getting "dates" all boils down to a few important

W°RLEYS

The Manufacturingb Printers Co.
720 Phone

18 N. Main St.

A. A. Topp

J. H. Stevens

Bennet Hardware Company
Everything in Hardivare
307 S. Main

Phone 308

Your Spring Needs
in Shirts, Hosiery
Underwear and Neckwear
can be purchased with
confidence at

Knox County's Greatest Store

MEN'S WEAR
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

DRINK

THE DOWDS-RUDIN CO.
211 South Main Street

Mt. Vernon, O.

IN BOTTLES
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John Zuccaro Fruit Co.
Wholesale Fruit and Produce

Corner Gay and Ohio St.

"SAY

IT WITH

Phone 573

FLOWERS"

SHARP'S
Phone 895

For The BEST BEER and SANDWICHES

ELKS GRILL

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

facts. You almost have to have a car to gain any
ground; you must be careful to hit the happy me
dium between the girl of too careless family and
the girl whose family is so careful that the company
of Kenyon men must be kept secret from them; and
you must have some sort of entree to get into one
of the so-called "Leagues."
The Coffee Shop does most of its best business at
night. Bakery orders account for much of this, al
though the place is a fairly popular rendezvous for
after the game, after the play, after the lecture, and
after talk at the Division has run low. Statistics
(from the Coffee Shop people themselves) show that
for actual Coffee Shop attendance, South Hanna
ranks first, South Leonard second, and North
Leonard third. More statistics show that the auto
matic phonograph in the Coffee Shop is played once
every half hour on the average during each sixteen
hour day.
So there you have a bird's-eye view of Kenyon
night life. It does not reveal orgies of immorality
and sin, nor does it show a studious search after
knowledge. However, we may have confused things
somewhat. It is possible that there may be sin with
out having orgies of it, and there may be a uni
versal studiousness without everyone making a defi
nite and determined search for serious knowledge.
One has to live here a while to figure that out for
himself; best of all, experience for himself some
Kenyon Night Life.

THE EDITOR'S PAGE
(Continued from page 6)

St oneman
ress
Printers of . .

HIKA

We do believe woman isi coming into a higher ele
vation in society, nearer to an administrative
equality with man; more of a companion, less of a
harem fixture for the presumptuous male. But she
will never be dominant. She will never assume the
social proportions of the female ant, bee, or spider.
She is limited by her own unassuming character,
by her average avoidance of, indeed exclusion
from, man's world. Why, women don't even have
their old intuition. They simply jump at conclu
sions and when one of many conclusions jumped at
chances to be right, a great to-do is made; that is
woman's intuition. They sit in rocking chairs and
are smug when this happens. They are mighty
fine despite this.

Vital Struggle
A college man has two courses; he may be confi
dent about his future or disconsolate. We have been
seeking a middle course in this internal muddle but
it is impossible. Our nature is perhaps flighty since
we are seldom in the middle course at all, but either
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exceedingly confident or the opposite. By question
ing we have found that everyone is just as bad as we
are about this.
Our condition has been aggravated by all sorts of
statistics which prove that the college graduate has
a greater chance of success in life than anyone;
that he hasn't a better chance than anyone. In an
attempt to keep our spirits up we have discarded
the statistics which prove we haven't a better chance
than anyone else and have confined ourself to those
that prove we have. But the statistics we have
thrown away are always in the back of our mind
in spite of that, and we are as bad off as we were
before. Bah! We are so discouraged by our in
ability to be confident that we doubt our chances of
success.

Norman J. Altman

M. P. Coady

Altman - Coady Company
Builders
Columbus, Ohio

1805 Cole Street
Fairfax 0967

Builders of

Saying of the Month

Shaffer Pool

The only thing that could disturb Kenyon would
be the murder of three hundred persons, all stu
dents. Or broken window bills.

Alumni House
New Psi Upsilon Lodge

FATE AND DOCTOR ASHFORD

Quality Workmanship from

(Continued from, page 10)

"I'm not prepared on this, sir."
"Oh, don't be afraid. Think of the precedents
already set this morning. You are not unique, sir.
Proceed—at sight."
Mr. Straub does one paragraph and then is mercifully halted.
"Well, Rodney, can you do anything now? You
must have read far ahead by now. Or is this still
my day to be humiliated?"
"No sir."
"I have no doubt you are prepared in some
courses, but not in this one. Slight me, Rodney, and
I will slight you in the end. You should work this
out with somebody. Join Baker Elliot Company, or
Dandridge Sparks Company, or Jasper Paskins
Company. Mr. Olin, what are you beaming at?
Read, sir."
Silence.
"Let your English be your guide. You articulate
beautifully, Mr. Olin. It is a pity you are .. . ah . . .
mute this morning."
Mr. Olin begins.
"A splendid American and Asiatic patrimony gave
Spain her conquerors of the sixteenth century."
"Oh, young sir, so a splendid American and
Asiatic patrimony gave Spain her conquerors of
the sixteenth century, eh? EH?"
"That's mere gibberish, Mr. Olin. Mr. Ellis."
But Mr. Ellis, not being a bold sort, is hesitant.
"Do you want me to translate, sir?"
February, 1937

a Reliable Company

R. V. HEADINGTON
Super Service Station

LINCO
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MCMILLAN AND COMPANY
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24 Hour Service
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THE ALCOVE RESTAURANT
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Luncheon 11 to 2:30 P. M.
Dinner 5 to 8:30 P. M.
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All Food Prepared and Cooked by Women
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1 14-116 S. Main St.

Phone 157

Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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"Ho, I'm always glad to hear you translate, Mr.
Ellis."
"The magnificence of Spanish literature in the
period is comparable to—"
"What! The word is comparable, young sir. You
have neither wisdom nor manners. I am very much
hurt. I expected better of you. Is there anyone
here cleverer than Mr. Ellis?"
"I'm sorry, sir, I . . ."
"Mr. Sparks, you read on as though you had done
this."
Doctor Ashford is ruthless this morning. His
students are slumping in their chairs degenerately
and are permanently ruining their postures, which
from the beginning have been stooped with much
study. Mr. Sparks, like Mr. Dandridge admits hav
ing done the wrong assignment. Doctor Ashford sus
pects a rift.
"Which of you let the other down last night?
You two boys haven't quarreled, have you? Or has
some third party gone home who has been sustain
ing you both?"
At length the situation has become strained.
Doctor Ashford, who recognizes a need very readily,
changes the subject.
"Who followed James Russel Lowell in the Smith
chair at Harvard, Mr. Olin?"
"Dr. Manning?" suggests Mr. Olin foolishly.
This is a signal for roars of laughter.
"You are very acute this morning, young man.
Doctor Manning is one hundred years old. I am
ninety-six. He is four years older than I. I think
we had better go on before I become distrait."
The lesson chances to mention the exploits of
Pizzaro in Mexico. Doctor Ashford has by this time
become suspicious of its general knowledge to the
point where he doubts that the class knows any
thing.
"Mr. Boren, who was Pizzaro?"
"Why, he ran Mexico for a while, I guess."
With this ghastly generalization, Spanish 3 comes
to an end. Doctor Ashford, red and panting with
his efforts to elicit some evidence of mental life
from this representative group, is nonplussed and
defeated. Mr. Vanderkloot, Mr. Lieurance, Mr.
Elliot, and Mr. Durbin, who have escaped all this,
smile like a row of possums, gloating while they
may in their short respite.
These are experiences that break strong men, re
duce their characters to minute, feeble, quantities,
so that they do not give a darn. And yet they learn
something: that Chance hath no dependence; that
every man hath some failing and little to redeem it;
that Doctor Ashford will prove it.
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