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HANS THORNER,
DIRECTOR
MOUNT
WASHINGTON
(N.H.) SWISS
SKIING SCHOOL
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Kr GOOD MORNIMG, EVERYBODY!

KICK-TURN
CHANGING
DIRECTION
TO THE RIGHT
ON A HILL

^ i see you've BEEN PRACTISING

'MORNING, ife.f WALKING ON THE LEVEL. THAT® FINE.
MR THORNER Jl WHEN YOU CAN WALK ON SKIS THE
1 A r\ cfini REST COMES EASILY. NOW, LETS.
I / \ L VSA WK PRACTISE WALKING UP-HILL jM
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NOW THAT RIGHT
SKI IS POINTING IN
WANTED DIRECTION,
SIMPLY SWING LEFT
SKI AND PLACE
PARALLEL WITH RIGHT
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SWING RIGHT LEG
FORWARD, Ul}AND
AROUND. PLACE
RIGHT SKI DOWN,
s^
THE HERRING-BONE
POINTING IN DETHE NAME COMES FROM
SIRED DIRECTION.
THE PICTURESQUE PATTERN THEN SHIFT
THE SKIS LEAVE IN THE
W=IGHT TO
KK5HT
SNOW. COMMONLY USED
'
ONLY ON SHORT NARROW
STRETCHES OF CLIMBING

THE CLASS WATCHES THORNER DO SOME EXPERT SKIING
|_GOSH, HE'S A
P"c
JNDERFUL ATHLETE,
i WOf
Ps^is

TOO BAD, MISS ALICE. I'M AFRAID *
YOU'RE GETTING TENSE AND KEYED-UR
HOW ABOUT STOPPING
PT WHILE WE'RE ENJOYING
i FOR A CAMEL?
OUR SMOKE, PLEASE GIVE US
AN EXHIBITION,
MR.THORNER.
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CHRISTIANIAL DOWN-HILL) _ CHANGING DIRECTION OF CONTINUOUS
HIGH-SPEED RUN
FIRST, SKIER CROUCHES LOW, INSTANTLY
RISES TO FULL HEIGHT WITH BODY TWIST TO NEW DIRECTION, THEN
RESUMES FORWARD CROUCH TO COMPLETE TURN

SNOW-PLOW
PUTTING ON
THE BRAKES BY PUSHING APART
TAIL-ENDS OF SKIS

JUMP-TURN .... AVOIDING
A DANGEROUS HAZARD BY
CHANGING DIRECTION
IN THE AIR

STEM-CHRISTIANIA
TURN IS STARTED BY SINGLE
STEM (EXTENDING ONE SKI FOR
BROADER BASE )
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MR.THORNER.'I
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HAIRPIN CURVE
PLUSH

" BRAVO,

®

HOW ABOUT j
AN ENCORE? til

SORRY, BUT I'M GOING
TO LET UP AND LIGHT UP_
A CAMEL.
HAVE ONE?
^ YOU CERTAINLY W(
ARE SOLD ON CAMELS,
kMR.THORNER
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FAST SKIING PUTS A GREAT STRAIN ON
THE NERVES. A SINGLE SLIP CAN RUIN A
PERFORMANCE. SO, TENSE, JITTERY NERVES
ARE OUT?
AT LEAST, THEY ARE FOR ME.
I PROTECT MY NERVES BY GIVING THEM
FREQUENT RESTS
I LETUP—
^
^
LIGHT UP A CAMEL.
I FIND
CAMELS SOOTHING
TO MY NERVES

CPEN GATES
BUND GATE
£^£*-7 TRAVERSE
«. FINISH
A
SLALOM
COURSE
SLALOM (FROM SCANDINAVIAN WORD MEANING
"INTERRUPTED COURSE")
AN EXTREME TEST OF FORM AND
AGILITY IN DOWN-HILL SKIING
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(left) THE IIOSTON TERRIER, shown relaxing, is often called the "American Gentleman"
of dogdom. Yet at rough-and-tumble play he's a
bundle of flashing energy. His nervous syst cm
is hair-trigger fast, sensitive — much like our
own, but with an important contrast. Right in
the midst of strenuous action the dog stops,
calms down—instinctively! We humans are not
so apt to favor our nerves. Too often, we grind
on at a task, regardless of strain. Yet how well it
pays to give your nerves regular rests. Do it the
pleasant way—LET UP—LIGHT UP A CAMEL!
In mildness—ripe, rich flavor —sheer comfort—
Camels will add new pleasure to your smoking.
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Copyright
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R. J. Reynolds
Tobacco Co.
Win StOI
>n-S
N. C.

Ef COSTLIER
- TOBACCOS

h. I*f CAMELS ARE MADE
# / FROM FINER, MORE

l~ EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
.. .TURKISH AND
DOMESTIC

££TUP- UGHT UP A CAMElf
SMOKERS FIND CAMEL'S COSTLIER TOBACCOS ARE SOOTHING TO THE NERVES
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year's good wishes, I remain, Sir,
Academically yours,
Joe Penner

til
A.

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

Dear Dave:
Thanks very much for your kind letter.
I am quite pleased that you saw fit to use
Hannah's letter.
Naturally, I should like to send him a
copy of HIKA in which his letter appears,
and would like an extra copy for myself,
so if you can possibly send me two extra
copies besides my subscription copy, I
would appreciate it very much.
I shall certainly look you up next time
I get to Gambier. I have seen (only long
enough to leaf through) your first issues
of HIKA and want very' sincerely to com
mend you on your efforts.
It is about time someone took poor
HIKA in hand and made the thing of it
its gifted founders wished — a literary
medium for the Kenyon family of a
standard higher than the average col
lege publication. I wish you success,
though I know that the problem of
wedding economics with the muses is
difficult indeed. If you can keep it going
financially as well as editorially you will
have made a valuable contribution to
Keny'on's traditions.
Assuring you of my sincere best
wishes, and of my assistance in anything
wherein 1 may be of help, I am,
Cordially,
Joe Peoples, '38
February 1, 1939
Dear McDowell:
As one college man to another — what
about education? I thought so. But
there is a way out. Education needs
Streamlining. You know it and I know
it.
But here at Huskies College, the Edi
tors of the Howl, the Annual, and the
Literary Review, don't. They tell me
that what I think are ideas about edu
cation are just my' own dark impulses
to tell people what to do. It's ridiculous.
Why don't they do it, then?
Sir, Academic Ideals and Undergradu
ate Urges can and should be made to
lie down together. And Penner's Pain
less Streamline Method will do it. I am
willing to share with you the public
honors incidental to my amazing dis
coveries, waiving the usual box tops on
this one time special free offer only.
Understand — I am not presenting at
this time the whole glorious vista of
Penner's Streamlined Curriculum. No,
no, just a few cockeyed glimpses through
gates ajar for those who will follow the
footsteps of Penner the Pathfinder.
Consider Shakespeare. His thoughts
and poetry remain fresh after 300 years.
But his rhythms lull students to sleep.
It's Pennerism to keep them alert and
it's Pennerism to put some heat into
that blank verse to do it. Try Benny
Pollack's trumpets in Act I, Scene I, of
"Julius Caesar":
"You blocks — (ha chaaa) — You stones
(vo do)
You worse than senseless things — (Ba
DUNK!)"
You get the idea. That conception of
February, 1939

Shakespeare, sir, is the corner stone of
Penner's Streamlined Education.
Gaze at the horrible misconceptions of
Modern Mathematics. I read that '1
plus 1 equals 2." This bookshelf balder
dash neglects the unpredictable varia
tions of undergraduate life. My own
researches encounter entirely different
results. Thus —
"1 gal. of gas plus 1 match equals
1 WHAM!" —'or — "2 people plus 3
nightclubs equals $49." All I can say
is that after a lot of correspondence with
Einstein on this subject I'm now work
ing on the Fifth Dimension. I got tired
working on the other Four.
I can also offer Physiology G4 with
Penner's illustrated lectures on "The
Care and Feeding of Co-eds." And have
you heard my Wednesday lecture on
"The Historical Significance of the Rum
ble Seat?" I thought not.
Perhaps some of your students want
to play the violin. It takes guts to play
the violin. But Josef Paganini Penner
tells 'em how in his little booklet, "How
to Get a Chin Rest in Two Lessons."
Let me add that I left Classical music
for good last year when I flew off the
Handel and went Bach to Swing -- thus
balancing the two kinds of music as a
genuine ' Straddlevarious.
"Pennerology 5" is the work of Dean
Penner, recently granted a Roads Schol
arship from the WPA. He has been
run out of several states for such pithy
sayings as "A Brain is No Stronger

IN THE MARCH HIKA
Three Poems by Thomas Sawyer Jr.
and
An Article by John Crowe Ransom
Than Its Weakest Think" - "People
Who Live in Stone Houses Shouldn t
Drop Glasses" — and "Don't Look a Gift
Horse in the Mouth Unless You Give
Him Two Bits."
And how about my new course, Arthrometry 3?" It's a combination of
Arthritis and Geometry developed on
damp mornings at the Santa Anita
Track In the light of "Arthrometry
Euclid's axiom, "A straight line is the
shortest distance between two points
becomes "A curved track is the shortest
distance between win, place and show.
Don't forget General Wellington Pen
ner's "Military Science 9," including his
"Sixty Famous Battles With the Finance
Company."
And Monsieur Penner's
"Conversational French"—a comprehen
sive study of menu cards from Sardi's,
Longchamps, the Stork Club, "21," the
Trocadero, Victor Hugo, and La Maze.
Please comb out your curriculum, sir,
and see if you haven't room for a couple
of these Courses Moderne. Otherwise
Penner's Streamlined University will
have to open — and close — as usual
at Santa Anita, Window 10, opposite the
Judges Stand. With the best of last

EDITOR'S NOTE:—Doctor Penner's letter
is both tremendously welcome and tremend
ously interesting. We are wondering which of
our three California subscribers set him on
our trail, but we appreciate it no matter who
it was. We are inclined to agree with such
publicity and them fascinating sentiments.

February 10, 1939
Dear Sir,
A word about standards: — It is very
evident to everyone at Kenyon, especial
ly those of us who have been here a
year or so, that strenuous efforts are be
ing made to raise the scholastic stand
ards of the school. And I think that
most of us appreciate these gestures for
what they stand for. I wish that I could
say for what they mean instead of f r
what they stand for, but I find that it is
impossible in my opinion honestly to do
so;
I should like to make a few observa
tions to show what I mean by that dis
tinction. It seems clear to me that a
certain percentage of college students
should be 'flunked out' each semester,
perhaps a fairly large percentage, and
especially is this true if they are not
doing satisfactorily the work required.
And I do not presume that a higher
percentage here is doing that work sat
isfactorily than at any other college.
However, I do not like to think, on the
other hand, that less are, even if the
grades at the end of this semester seem
to show that the latter fact is true.
Obviously, there are only two ways to
raise the standards of an educational in
stitution : first,
improve the efficiency
and industry of the faculty and second,
improve the quality and industry of the
students! Clearly, all the other things
that go to make up the college are only
secondary or tertiary auxilaries. Ken
yon errs in both divisions generally in
regard to a lack of industry, I think.
Along with all the fine things that
have been done to raise the standards,
several things have been done toward
that end which have not succeeded; un
less one would like to consider a high
percentage of failures in the student
body a success. In this short letter I
shall limit myself to a remark on what
caused many of those failures, and how
it did not raise any standard at all. I
hope you are brave enough to publish it.
It is fairly easy to flunk students out
especially if they are lazy; it is also
easy for students to flunk out if their
professors are lazy; it is also easy as
hell for most of them to flunk out if
they are lazy and their professors are
lazy and if, on top of that, their pro
fessors after a semester of indolence
and inefficiency give such hard exams
that it is dubious that they themselves
could pass it creditably, especially if
they had to depend on such poor prepa
ration as they had given.
Thus it is very clear that this new
custom of our lazy, fishy professors
raises no standard. It is also clear that
the only way for them to raise the stand
ards is to cut out the comedy and the
tradegy of their teaching and start giv
ing out some information. Only then will
they be justified in giving any exam.'
And, for one professor's elucidation,
irony, sarcasm, and cynicism are neither
accepted nor efficient ways of giving out
information; and they do not appeal to
the student!
Sincerely yours,
Class of 1939.
(Continued on page twenty-eight)
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COMIRIBUTOR1
RICHARD EBERHART, a fellow mid-westerner,
is our guest contributor this issue. And we are glad
to have him. Although born in Minnesota, he is really
a product, if we may use the word, of the three col
leges: Dartmouth, Harvard, and Cambridge. And at
present he is a teacher of English at St. Mark's School
in Massachusetts.
At Cambridge he was a contemporary of William
Empson and the prize student of the very celebrated
critic and epistemological scholar, Dr. I. A. Richards.
So far he has written two books of poetry, A Bravery
of Earth and Reading the Spirit, both of which were
published in England and in this country. He has had
work published in the leading magazines of this coun
try and England, including Poetry: A Magazine of
Verse, The Virginia Quarterly Review, Experiment,
Cambridge Review, Transition, New Signatures, Scru
tiny, Cambridge Poetry, and some of his poems were
included in the Faber Anthology of Modern Poetry,
and in the ultra-modern American anthology, New
Directions.
If there were such a thing as an English school in
America — writers whose subjects are individual and
American but whose styles have been affected by re
cent English poetry — Eberhart would perhaps be
considered its most distinguished member.
ROBERTA TEALE SWARTZ, the wife of Presi
dent Chalmers, is known to all of us as a pleasant
and interesting hostess; however, few realize that she
is one of the foremost poets in her own right. She
consented to give us some of her work this issue, and
we are justly proud to be able to publish such a dis
tinguished member of our own group. Besides the two
poems, she also contributes the interesting article on
poetry printed on the Discussion page.
To date she has published two books, Lilliput
(Harpers 1926) and Lord Juggler (Harpers 1932) and
is working on a third. Also she has appeared in many
of the country's leading magazines. We quote from a
review in the Manchester Guardian — "From her contribution to Oxford poetry in 1929 it was clear that
Miss Swartz was a poet of quality. She had already
published in her own country and been sponsored by
such authorities as Mr. Robert Frost and Mr. Louis
Untermeyer; and few readers of her second book will
doubt their judgment,
In a day when so much
that is uncomfortably strange and of doubtful signifi
cance comes out of America, this book should be es
pecially welcome."
A firm advocate of clearness, communication, and
sincerity, Mrs. Chalmers writes "My one wish is to
be clear, and to stay in the market place." The
Editors of HIKA agree and sound a loud "Amen." We
2

hope that she will be able to give us some more of
her fine work in the future.
FREDERICK L. SANTEE is associate Professor of
Classics at Kenyon College. His undergraduate work
was done at Harvard University, from whence he was
graduated in 1924. From there he went to Oxford
University and took the degrees B.A. (Oxon.) and
M.A. (Oxon.). After Oxford he studied both in Italy
and Germany.
He has contributed to the leading classical, philos
ophical, and medical journals, including the Classical
Weekly, American Medical Journal, American Journ
al of Psychiatry, Johns Hopkins' Hospital Bulletin,
and others. In 1938 he received the degree of Doctor
of Medicine from the Johns Hopkins' school of Medi
cine. His article on Education will be of interest to
everyone. He is our first faculty guest contributor.
HUGH MacLEISH makes his first appearance in
HIKA. He is a member of the staff and a junior in the
college. A nephew of the famous poet Archibald MacLeish, Hugh is following in no mean fashion. He will
appear again.
J. WILLIAM CLARK also shows himself for the
first time. His fine story contains some of the best
description ever seen in HIKA. He is an Assistant
Editor of the Collegian and a member of the HIKA
Staff. He is a senior transfer from Harvard and lives
in Princeton, New Jersey.
ROBIE MACAULEY comes twice in succession for
the HIKA readers; but no one at all will mind, as he
is one of the most competent. He is of HIKA staff and
illustrates his own story.
JOHN THOMPSON, HIKA art editor, draws the
pictures and writes a story for us this issue. He has
been with us before.
PETER HILLSMAN TAYLOR performs twice this
issue. He reviews Allen Tate's novel, The Fathers,
and lets us in on some of his poetry.
DON McNEIL needs no introduction even to the
freshmen. All of us hope that he will be back next
year.
R. T. S. LOWELL's appearance in the first issue
of the Kenyon Review does not make his here an anti
climax. He is associate editor of HIKA.
ALLEN SPALDING is a regular contributor and
a non-Douglass House Poet.
HIKA for
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In The City
by John Thompson
As soon as I came out I felt better. Inside the
house the air had been still heavy from the night, like
the air of an old cellar. The house is different in the
morning before they are in the rooms. I feel embar
rassed in the emptiness, like a man in a strange house
walking through the rooms looking for the owner.
Sometimes alone in the morning before they were up
I would suddenly see the ragged rugs and spindly
chairs, the sagging lumpy sofa, and it would seem im
possible that this was where I had been living so long.
I would be tiptoeing to the kitchen at dawn, and I
would remember Mother sitting there sewing the night
before and in the grey light
I would see that the chair
she had been sitting in had
one rung tied in with cord
VI
and the cane in the seat
cracked and bristling. Then
I would know that for a
long time it must have been
that way.
But outside the air was
moving a little and the ear
k/3
ly morning sun was s1ant
ing between the houses and
throwing slender shadows
Qg
yk
of the trees across the pave
ment toward me. The sky
was like glass. I could see
that it was going to be hot
later on. In front of the
ux®
houses the trees were stir
ring in the breeze. I looked
around for a minute and
decided to go downtown.
It was crazy to get up so early. A day is long
enough. But at night there is nothing to do but go
to bed, and if I get up early enough sometimes I can
get out of the house before I start thinking.
Down the block Mr. Hause's Ford slid down the
driveway. I could see him hoist himself and shuffle
and settle back in his seat, puffing on a cigar. I could
have run down and taken a ride downtown with him.
I did once. He talked about the recession.
His car bucked and coughed two or three times
before it went on down the street through the shadows
of the trees with the sunlight flashing and fading
across it.
Mornings like this I never used to have to choke it.
Even in the winter just kick it once and it started
right off like a charm.

m

I was just going past Gordon's when old man Gor
don came out on the porch to get the paper. He hadn't
shaved and his hair stuck out all over his head. He
had his pajamas stuffed into an old pair of pants. His
suspenders dangled around his hips. He was scraping
one finger across his eye and then opening his eye
and looking at the finger. I don't know why he got
up in the morning either. He flipped open the paper
and then he saw me and we said good morning. He
blinked at the paper and rubbed his hand through his
hair. I wondered if he just sat around the house like
that all day.
I asked him what he
heard from Harry, and he
said that the last he heard,
Harry was still working. He
started looking at the paper
and telling me something
Harry said about his wife
at the same time. The paper
won, so I walked on. I re
A
membered when Harry and
r- \
I used to sail his boats in
MM2V
their bathtub, and how old
man
Gordon used to come
<
>
home with his sample cases
full of candy and pass them
t j>>
around. Harry is in a mill
in Pittsburgh.
Down at the corner
sfer
Hank Miller was just open
ing up his gas station. I
helped him roll out a couple
of tires and set them on dis
play racks and then we sat
down and smoked.
"If anybody wants gas now," he said, "they can go
to hell." He looked good that morning. He had on a
clean pair of overalls that bagged around his frame
and made him look bigger than he really was. One
hunk of his black hair was hanging down over his
forehead, and he was grinning and squinting through
the trees at the sun.
"These fat bastards," he said, "they can go give
some other guy their two-bit trade. Fat bastards."
"What's the matter? No business?"
"Business?" He laughed. "Who wants business?
Even if I do sell anything there's no profit in it."
He rolled over on his side and laughed. "I'm all
through with business. From now on those fat bas
tards can go someplace else. Selling gas interferes

IptsLp

mm

February, 1939

IS

r

F

5

with my sleep."
"Sure."
"I don't get any sleep, either. Get up at six o'clock
in the morning so I can sell gas to a lot of fat bastards."
"You ought to let me work a shift for you."
"Work? Why work?" he said. Then he collapsed
his elbows and lay out flat on the grass.
"Oh hell," he said. He was tired of being cocky.
"Hell." He rolled over onto his back and threw one
arm across his eyes. The sun was up above the houses
now.
"It's all I can do to get a living out of it," he said.
"I know."
Pretty soon Hank said, "Where you going?"
"I don't know. I guess I'll go downtown."
"Well, if I hear about anything, but hell. . ."
Then a big Buick swung in by the pumps, so I
started down the street again, Hank waved at me
while he was holding the hose in the tank of the
Buick and I yelled "So long."
I usually walked down Lake Drive to Fulton and
then down Fulton Street hill to Monroe, but I decided
to go down Wealthy instead. I wasn't in any hurry.
I had walked the other way too many times.
It was getting warmer now. I walked down the
street, looking at the trees where the sun hit them
here and there, and trying not to think. It was still
early, but every so often cars were going by with their
tires singing on the brick as they headed for down
town. Because it was early and the streets were clear
only one or two slowed down for the stop signs. They
rolled along fast without much noise except for the
sound of the tires.
The day was still fresh and vacant and the houses
were quiet.
They have cars.
After I had walked for a while I began to pass
people standing on the curb waiting for busses. They
stared dully up the street, their faces still stiff with
sleep. They looked raw and uncomfortable, as if the
morning hadn't given them time to get used to their
clothing. They heard my heels on the sidewalk and
turned and looked at me blankly.
At the corner of Diamond the old newsboy was
planted. He stood flat-footed in heavy rubbers, like
a heap of wet clay in his layers of shapeless clothing.
Under his old skating cap his white hair stuck out.
His face was broad and flat like a child's, with smooth,
unlined skin. He had big baby-blue eyes. He smiled
faintly and once in a while said "Morng herld, morng
herld," and lifted a paper in his plump old hand.
Along Wealthy Street past Diamond there are big
houses that are no good any more. They are tall an
gular dumps built by the rich men when the furniture
factories were running. They are jagged with towers
and gables and porches. The people who built them
put scrolls and heavy wooden lace on the stiff houses.
Now they are cut up into apartments and are painted
dull dark green or red or brown. Some of them have
6

covered stairways stuck against the side of the house
to the second floor. Big trees used to be in the yards
but most of them are dead or cut down.
I walked on towards downtown, past the old houses
and the clusters of stores where the clerks were sweep
ing the sidewalks and cranking up the shutters. People
were starting to work on their jobs.
The old houses aren't any good any more. I went
past blocks and blocks of little houses that never were
any good.
There was a little colored kid sitting out playing in
the dirt with a marble, talking to himself. He threw
the marble and then yelled and scrambled over and
picked it up and sang over it. Then he'd throw it
again. His head was shaved clean, and his buttonnose was flattened up against his dusty-chocolate face.
A bony young negress in a thin torn dress came out
on the dirty sagging porch of the old house and called
to him.
"Albert, Albert, c'mon in, brekfus ready, Albert."
He kept throwing the marble and mumbling until she
began to walk towards him impatiently. Then he ran
up the steps and stood by the door waiting for her to
open it. She cuffed him hard across the face and the
marble fell out of his mouth. I walked away fast as I
heard him start to yell against her muttering.
I remembered one time when I was a kid there
was a bunch of us in Harry's front yard. I was turn
ing a cartwheel in the dirt and I heard Bob Sorrfeld
say "Look here comes old man Kroll" and they started
to laugh. I stopped and I saw my father come walk
ing up the street tired and slow in his work clothes. I
ran home and I was sick and I cried and I wanted to
smash everything in the world. I know now it wasn't
because they laughed but because I had seen my
father.
I was walking downtown past the cheap dirty
(Continued on page twenty-seven)
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New Clothes
by Frederick L. Santee
So the emperor walked in procession under the splendid canopy and all
the crowd, in the street and at the windows, exclaimed: "Look how incom
parably beautiful the emperor's new clothes are! What a train he has! And
how extremely well they fit!"
No one would allow for a moment that he
could see nothing at all, for then he must be considered either stupid or unfit
for his office.
HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN
When Achilles was a boy, no system of schools had
been set up to provide for his education automatically.
It was necessary for his father, King Peleus to make
arrangements. The importance he attached to them
is indicated by his choice of so extraordinary a teacher
as the Centaur Chiron. Chiron professed no new
methods. Perhaps he professed no methods at ail.
We are not told whether Peleus inquired into his
methods. It was enough, no doubt, that two of his
former pupils had been Hercules and Jason. The type
of instruction the boy received may appear to us quite
misdirected. The chief subjects of study were poetry
and music. Certainly Chiron could not have mistaken
his pupil for a princess. And there was no reason to
expect that the boy might some day have to earn his
bread by minstrelsy. Chiron must have thought that
it takes more than science to make a good governor
and more than skill at arms to make a hero in war.
In the war at Troy Achilles' greatness came not from
physical strength nor from any special skill, but from
courage and passionate devotion to noble ideals. When
he was not fighting, his friends found him sitting in
front of his tent thrumming his lyre and composing
poetry. But no one called him a sissy or twitted him
about his former life with the girls in Scyros. The
Greeks and Romans thought that it was the discipline
he received at the hands of his teacher as much as the
lessons he learned that made him a hero. It was sug
gested that had his lessons been harder and his teacher
more severe, he might not have given way to the fit
of childish sulking that is the theme of the Iliad. It has
not been suggested that had his teacher been less se
vere and his lessons easier, he might have grown into
a twentieth century American hero, good at the foot
ball cry, original on the dance floor, nimble with the
practical joke, eloquent with the razzberry.
Discipline was an important problem also in the
education of Alexander of Macedonia, whose father
Philip procured as his teacher, not an expert in mili
tary science, but a scholar in almost everything else,
the philosopher Aristotle. It is said that Aristotle
found his pupil somewhat wayward. Perhaps at the
age of thirteen a boy is too old to be brought thorough
ly under the rule.
Three hundred years later a poor freedman from
a small Italian town sacrificed all he had to bring his
boy to Rome in order that he might he educated with
the sons of Roman knights and senators. School opened
at daybreak and much of the day was spent writing
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from dictation and reciting selections from early Latin
poetry. The boy is known to us now as Horace, the
greatest lyric poet of Rome. In later life he acknowl
edged his debt to the stern discipline of his school days
and mentioned his teacher's stick as seldom idle. His
poetry itself is an acknowledgement. His smooth lu
cidity in difficult meters, the apparent ease under
which he cloaks elaborate artistry, the studied avoid
ance of unusual words or common words in unusual
settings, the absence not only of originality but of any
effort to be original divide him more and more sharply
from the poets of our day. What the stern discipline
of the Roman schools with their emphasis on literature
and grammar contributed to Horace's schoolmates,
who grew up to be commanders of legions and gover
nors of provinces, is a question to which the career
and achievements of Julius Caesar afford some sort
of answer.
If we may judge by these three examples from
myth and history, royalty and poverty, ancient edu
cation chose teachers on the basis of their past accom
plishments, and these teachers taught along human
istic rather than vocational lines with the use of rigor
ous discipline. Achilles was not the first child to be
educated in this way. Education is as old as man, and
even other mammals and birds make crude disciplin
ary efforts in rearing their young. At all times it
presents two aspects: a positive consisting of additions
made to the learner's personality by informing him or
imparting arts and skills, and a negative consisting of
the suppression of random activity which would inter
fere with progress toward the desired end. In Amer
ica of the last century the positive aspect was repre
sented by the three R's, the negative by the hickory
stick. Although we read much more about the educa
tion of boys, it is wrong to conclude that girls were
not educated. Their education has been less formal,
and with them the negative aspect of restrain, and
submission has received more emphasis.
The antiquity and universality
of education have given it such
acceptance that few have asked
why it has endured so long or
whether it must continue. When
children and adults are put to
gether, it comes about and we
take it for granted as we do the
flame that follows the striking of
a match. We can no more think
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it away than primitive peoples could think of the ex
tinction of their dead ancestors. Therefore if it should
suddenly cease to be, we should nevertheless continue
to do it honor, frequent its temples, and treat it as
existing.
If the process of education should turn out to be so
deeply rooted in the nature of children and adults
that it becomes an inevitable consequence of their as
sociation, then it is hard to see how anything could
destroy it. When they are put together, a child and
an adult do not cooperate long. Each may entertain
the other for a while, but presently they go their sep
arate ways. The adult concentrates and directs his
efforts toward the achievement of anticipated goals,
which are never attained or are at once replaced by
others. He finds no hardship in such activity. He or
ganizes even his games with fast rules and difficult
objectives. He is satisfied only when, as he says, he
is getting somewhere. The child releases more energy,
but it is without constant aim and directed either not
at all or at objects which have for the adult little value.
Instead, it goes largely into noise as he vigorously and
arbitrarily impresses his ego on the environment. That
part of his environment which consists of the adults
about him resists this interference with their directed
activities and desires an assimilation of his behavior
to their own. Mistrusting the outcome of a violence
which fails to complete even simple tasks, while it
pursues fitfully now this, now that, now nothing at
all, they endeavor to hasten the child toward his met
amorphosis. Besides they know that each child will
have to enter the game of adult life separately and
play it by the old rules. From such considerations as
these it seems clear that the adult population will not
abandon education if they know what they are doing.
It remains possible that they might be deceived into
doing so and satisfied by a phantom so long as it keeps
the children out of their way.
Let us imagine a situation in which a generation of
children might grow up all at once instead of separ
ately and let us imagine that these children reached
maturity without being conditioned to adult behavior
patterns. Then let the surviving adults all be removed
in some way so that the children should suddenly pos
sess the world. Consider what such a world would be.
Obviously the course of history would take a sharp
turn. There would be more energy in the world but
less planned economy. The age would have no iden
tifying marks. It would stand for nothing. The his
tories of it could have no chapter headings but nega
tive ones. Achievements would be unrelated and
largely accidental. Money and energy would be la
vishly spent for useless and destructive purposes. Old
institutions and policies of conduct would be forsaken.
There would be numerous free-for-all wars. Minority
groups would be oppressed and robbed. There would
be blind devotion to leaders and passionate enthusiasm
over new-found and ill-considered schemes. Now if,
in the world as it is, education were abandoned for a
few generations, changes in these directions might be
8

expected.
In educational practice from cats, dogs, and birds
down to nineteenth century Americans we have de
tected two guiding principles, the repression of undi
rected and misdirected activity and the inculcation of
definite systems of knowledge, arts and skills. In the
twentieth century we find advocates of new theories,
which, on careful examination, appear to be absolute
negations of the principles we have observed. It has
become fashionable to educate children by letting them
express themselves. Whenever the imparting of in
formation is inevitable the approved method is to make
them believe somehow that the facts they are reciting
are really their own spontaneous utterances. These
two new principles are commonly expressed in other
terms: "We let the child follow his own interest," 01*
"We develop interest along this or that line." Does
the effectiveness of such a policy require us to believe
in the doctrine of Plato and Wordsworth that educa
tion is merely a recollection of what was learned in a
previous life? Do the biologists allow the inheritance
of behavior patterns and mental tracks sufficiently well
marked as to render it possible? Or doesn't the new
policy work at all? Are we simply abanding educa
tion as our world of children might do while we pre
serve its specious framework as a pacifier? Have we
taken the old clothes off our schools and dressed them
in a gorgeous suit like the emperor's?
The new theories have been put into practice more
slowly in Europe. We should therefore expect to find
differences between European and American children.
The American child should be more noisy, more spon
taneous, more barbarous. The European child of the
same age should behave like an older child. His man
ners, better adjusted to adult standards, should be less
offensive to adults. To those readers who have not
traveled an illustration may be helpful. The English
child who is destined for college has a fair foundation
in Latin at the age of twelve. It is generally agreed
that Latin cannot be taught to twelve year old Amer
ican children. Perhaps it is not a spontaneous form
of expression for them since no Roman bridges span
the Mississippi, and Caesar meant nothing to the Amer
ican Indians.
Of course it is natural that a nation of pioneers and
pathfinders should depart soonest and most abruptly
from the beaten tracks and point our new ways for
the world to follow. Our school system is the most
enormous and costly in the world. It includes the
widest range of subjects and reaches the whole popu
lation. It is administered by a select group of teachers
specially taught how to teach. The greatest scholars
in the world are excluded by law from it unless they
can present an array of specified credits which are ob
tained automatically in a normal school or teachers'
college, but are difficult to obtain elsewhere. Such
a degree of efficiency has been reached that it is no
longer necessary for the teacher to know the subject
he teaches so long as he follows the prescribed meth
ods. No wonder such a system is the pride of our
HIKA for

administrators and the envy of the other countries
which follow us some distance behind.
At the time when an intense public interest was
causing rapid expansion in the schools, they fell under
the domination of new theories which claimed scien
tific foundation in the rather unsteady psychology of
the early twentieth century. In the nineteenth cen
tury the natural sciences had taken the world by
storm and by countless ingenious machines had se
duced the minds of their watchers and users. The
validity belonging to the practical judgments of phy
sics and chemistry was carried over in the popular
mind to psychology, and recommendations of individ
ual psychologists and schools of psychology in the field
of education were treated by school administrators as
equally binding with recommendations of engineers
regarding the construction of buildings. Even a sound
science is a good servant but a bad master. In general;
whenever science interferes with history, when it ad1
vocates the reversal of an established practice, then
the science must be carefully looked into. One way
' of looking into it is to make sure that the scientists
themselves agree in what they advocate. And perhaps
even when they do, we should wait a decade and listen
carefully for some half-stifled dissenting voice within
their ranks.
It is needless to fix responsibilities or to trace the
evolution of the old concept of education into the new.
A fundamental comparison of the two suffices to show
how radical a departure has been made. A child's
energy, as we have observed, vents itself in all direc
tions. He occupies himself with things in rapid suc
cession. Often he merely shouts and leaps with no
apparent aim whatever. Discipline, the Latin word
for the process of education, implies putting a stop to
most of his behavior. It is a continual repression of
spontaneity. It involves also the use of any measures
that can, without inflicting permanent damage, induce
him to activity along certain lines beneficial to his
future and that of the race. But such methods have
fallen into disapproval, and discipline is no longer a
nice word.
The more brilliant the child, the greater his supply
of energy, the more intense his striving, the better his
inheritance in terms of vitality and capability, the
more important and the more difficult should be his
education. In his case the strictest discipline would
seem to be indicated. On the other hand children of
limited capacity, whose inheritance precludes develop
ment beyond a mental age of ten or twelve, would
seem to require less careful training, since with them
there is less to add and less to subtract. It might
even be argued that formal education could be omitted
for half the population if we had reliable means of
determining which half should be educated. Perhaps
even if only fairly reliable means could be set up, the
resulting improvement in the education of the super
ior group would compensate for the few children of
ability who would be sacrificed. Before the adoption
of universal schooling, the usual deciding factors were
the wealth and desire of the parents. These criteria
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are not wholly bad. They are a fair index of the
probable inherited capacity of the child. And they
can be improved upon without resorting to universal
schooling.
With the American doctrine that all men are cre
ated equal the biologists are competent to deal. If it
were true, equal opportunity for all would certainly
be desirable. Modern educational theory goes further
than equality. It lays stress on the backward child.
Because it is compulsory for all, education must pro
vide even for morons. For them it creates vocational
and opportunity classes. It gives them instruction in
dividually and in small groups. Of course, since these
cripples cannot march with the others, carrying them
along in such ways might be deplored as a nescessary
evil. But school superintendents do not usually speak
of it in this way. They glory in it. They maintain
that here money and pains are most profitably spent,
that this is the field in which the expert teacher should
display his highest art.
With regard to the ablest pupils no special attention
is necessary and usually none is provided. Such chil
dren are hardly educated at all in the old sense of
the word. The majority of them are content to do as
well as the average in their group, and this entails
little effort on their part or anybody else's. The
schools are not made for them. If their excellence is
recognized, they are encouraged to self-expression, and
curtailment of their whims is studiously avoided. They
are, as the expression is, put on their own. They are
left to keep themselves busy with whatever chance
offers. If their unpruned activity becomes too great
a nuisance, they become disciplinary problems and re
ceive various insults for their superiority. This is
perhaps the best thing that can happen to them in our
present system, although as a result they are often
put back and the situation becomes worse. I have
seen some of these problem children whose mental ages
were higher than their teachers' and who had been
tantalized into a state close to mental illness by a
school system which had never educated them at all.
Some schools avoid this difficulty in part by encourag
ing the formation of clubs and other extracurricular
groups in which superior children may waste their sur
plus energy on one another in undirected and misdi
rected movements. A few schools still have fairly ade
quate machinery to permit them to pass rapidly to
higher grades, but this practice is opposed by many
educators and is becoming less common. It is con
sidered now of the utmost importance to keep children
of the same chronological age together.
This tendency is responsible for the frequent ap
pearance of the feeble-minded in the higher grades.
Assuming that the lowest 10 per cent is withdrawn
from a grade by failure or by transference to special
classes, the remainder can progress only as fast as the
poorest ones who are passed. Therefore the lowest 10
per cent, who are specially treated, and the 10 per cent
next to the lowest, who set the pace for the class, are
(Continued on page twenty-three)
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BALLAD OF THE SEDATIVE
I have never heard anything but grief from you,
The mortgage is on the farm
And the interest is piling up,
Grandma's cottage cannot be sold
To keep the interest on the mortgage up,
And family jewels bring less and less each year.
The world that tumbled apart is falling again
Mankind is raging in its old old sins,
But you do not know where to begin,
You do not know how to wake and win,
Asthma is shaking you by the neck all day,
I have never heard anything but grief from you.
The diamonded ladies play bridge at the flashy club,
You play your hand adroitly at the table
But the taxes are looming and bills in the drawer
Your heart is erratic at its old pump game
Of jumping ahead of time, and knocking you out,
I have never heard anything but grief from you.
Life has grown worse and worse, is rotten,
Far away from the triumph of birth,
The best was youth and illusion,
And the next was wealth and station,
But these have gone the way to destruction,
I have never heard anything but grief from you.

A Poem
by
Richard Eberhart

And there were no children, and a breast cut off,
And another year and another breast cut off,
Five years and a vicious stroke
Of fate and time and destiny,
What I mean is an hysterectomy,
I have never heard anything but grief from you.
And the neurotic flight of the mind plays on
Flighty and shaky, quick with clear despair,
Only how hardy is the body breathing
Only how baffling is its long resistance
For where there is life there is hope, beyond belief
And pain, and beyond the utterance of grief.

And then your husband (Death had to be strong)
Death cuffed him with a rough male embrace
Death had to be strong (like ten fighting men)
Killed by the crash of steel on steel
As the steering wheel hit him in the heart,
I have never heard anything but grief from you.
I have never heard anything but grief, but grief
And I've never had answer but fierceness
Of life, resistance, (or call it belief),
And there should be reason at fifty=six
For a woman to have some calm,
I've never heard anything but grief from you.
Envoy
Poet, can you say anything but grief to me?
Can you fish up from fathomless existence
Elixir sweet, 'beauty, truth and rarity,'
Murex to paint the world with good
And fend off this hardy grief from me?
Poet, is there anything but grief in poetry?
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he Room
by J. William Clark
ing of August tar, that came si
He raised his head, feeling the
lently across the oily clots of or
heaviness of the effort spread
anges and greened planks that
down his spine and smoothed out
0^?
floated, slowly gyrating, on the
the wrinkles in the towel, fight
dark moving flatness of the river
ing to flatten it over the soft,
passing between the clefts of the
warm hollows in the pillow. His
'Ik
citied island to the sea. It came
fingers glissaded over the little,
''«L
K
as the shade fell slackly against
hairy knobs on its surface, send
lb
the window, blotting out the pale
ing a dry, burning sensation dart
oblong of summer sky.
ing under his finger-nails and
Passing across his face, it
swelling along his arms. Thickly,
brought the cool, haunting, never
his mind felt that all the moisture
SB
quite definable river smells, min
had been scooped from his body,
gled with the bitter acid vapors
leaving a brittle, parchment-dry
from the factory chimneys on the
skin to scour itself hotly against
flats beyond. He watched it stir
the sheets. Redly, the idea grew
the dim outine of a towel on the
as he remembered how his body
corner rack. The wind, his mes
had felt pressing lightly against
senger, carried the metal voices of the summer night.
a single sheet, in the cool mountain summers. At the
He struggled to one elbow and rested there, the round
remembrance, despair raged acridly in his throat,
of his thin shoulder thrust forward and starting
swelling against the roots of his tongue and walling
through his pajama coat. This was the most intense
his breath. Weeping tearlessly, he strove to draw in
portion of the clock's round, when the insistent sounds
his lower lip and smash his teeth into its dry, scabby
of the hospital's life and his own, the ghastly rhythms
surface. But his jaws wouldn't respond and a thin
of sick and dying men, died away and were replaced
dribble of saliva ran, cold and uncontrolled, over his
by the strong, dark life from the river.
chin. As always after such violence, a cold appraisal
He looked out and across it to where the gas tanks
of the act of self-destruction as related to him, invaded
squatted in a mighty row, low and savage on the dis
his mind. His body was no longer anything but differ
tant bank, their harsh latticeries of iron criss-crossing
ent intensities of pain, yet it was literally his temple,
the night sky. With the divisions of the year, their
the only thing left him, and in the lucid aftermath he
characters
seemed to alter. In summer they loomed
regretted these sudden, uncontrollable spurts of rage
fevered
and
near, murky in the hot blue haze of dust
against it. His fingers brushed the sharp, bony circle
and arc lights. When winter ruled, their raw black
of his thigh, and he thought how it would look, de
spider-work would carve the folly of an endless, lonely
tached and held aloft in the hand, a heavy, irregular
stubborness on the face of the bitter, white sky and
platter cf bone, expressing nothing of himself. He al
ways thought of death in one way, as the sheet on the
on his mind. He shuddered thinly, and twisted on his
bed wrinkled exactly as the last movement of his body
arm. Out beneath the dim bulk of the tanks he could
distinguish a switch engine, balked and clanking, sud
had left it, with his own weight permanently gone,
denly pause, jet white steam and its wild, humble
staring whitely and forever at the ceiling. The image
plaint mingle with the following clangor of the bell.
would fill him with terror, and stilling the sibilance
He remembered as a child, propped on the straw
of his breath he would listen, rigid, for the soft shock
backed seat of a day-coach, watching in strangled,
of his heart.
thickening fear as the same dark curving sides seemed
The window was down a little at the top, and in
to bend on him through rain flecked windows of the
the dazed light his eyes walked the room. The familiar
pounding train.
sluggish, green shade of daylight hours seemed to
The wind quartered a little, and the noises from
take on a peculiar strong life of its own with the sun's
the toiling flats grew fainter. Now the river's imper
falling, and the breezes springing up on the river. It
ative voices swelled through the room. He imagined
rose and fell jerkily, slapping against the casement
the yellow rushing glass and excited horns, the life
over and over, with a kind of feminine anger. He
and movement of the middle city, gathering and drop
watched as the wind bellied against it, and the shad
ping in confident waves, sucking life from each hurry
owy form swelled out, hesitated at the peak, then
ing figure down to the river's edge, where it would
banged down, subsiding with a dry, scraping rustle and
subside defeated, enclosed in a stronger life. A life
chuckle, the cord oscillating crazily beneath. He
(Continued on page twenty-four)
waited for the thin parcel of summer wind, hot, smell-
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Two Poems
by
Roberta
Teale
Swartz

REGRETS FOR THE DANCE
She would not be with you any more than a shadow,
And that is why she will not go.
She would not be with you more than a shadow,
fading,
Or a rain=fo!lowed flurry
of snow.
But you would take her hand into yours, talking,
And look at her brow and her blowing black hair;
You would look down at her small silent foot that
ought to be dancing,
And still you would think she was there.
Let her go down to her grandfather in the garden
Reading and sleeping under a tree:
He is not so dim now with the years mounting
But that he still can see.
Let her go down to her Molly in the kitchen
And see to the roast, or ice the cake:
Molly was not too early out of her schooling
To love without mistake.
But she would not be with you any more than a
shadow,
And that is why she will not go!
She would not be with you more than a shadow,
fading,
Or a rain=fol!owed flurry
of snow.

Silent, obscure, strange fountainhead of song,
Whether from the bare earth your spout is blown,
Whether the early waters tumble down
From the slit rock, or cling in quiet long
Gray locks of liquid streaming against moss—
Why should we know? On bridges where we cross
We watch the vigorous overlapping pride
Of waves, or foams that off the rapids ride
And linger, licking feebly at the shore.
Some love the wilderness of waters more, —
Through turgid gloom and the worn gullies churned,
Over decaying stuffs forever burned
With Phosphorous, the violent depth and roar
Of dangerous floods — than the mere reckless flare
Of plumes that bow and leap and catch the sun,
Of creamy crests across the billows run,
Or bright beads strung an instant on the air.
Some like the cove with pebbles talkative,
The sepia shadows where the minnows live,
The flags of lapis leaning by the bank,
The hoof=sucked marshes' swollen cabbage rank;
While where the whitest thorn's reflection spurns
The river's motion, always some new Jacques
Will find a rooty stump to lean his back,
Or lie full length among the cooling ferns.
Rather, if you are one who cares to think,
Come walk again where ancient parks austere
Release their amber leaves, and amber deer
Through curtains of the leaves go down to drink.
Here in the trodden paths with mind awake,
With hand and will unshaken though there seem
More than a colored image on the stream —
Your own small cup of crystal water take.
And do not ask if it is pure as dew
Or if through echoing underbrush it drew
Beset with poisonous fungi, and with plants
Bitter and deadly, where no sun=ray slants,
Fingered, and tainted, dipped, and dipped again;
If from the very fountainhead or rain
These drops assembled once and travelling come!
It does not matter where they started from. K
Ages have clarified and filtered
them:
So drink, as from the well of Bethlehem.
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In The Valley
by Robie Macauley
Whenever they fired a gun down there in the
valley, a greenish-grey puff of smoke started up and
dispersed reluctantly into the air. A second or two
later there was a leaden boom. Then everything would
be quiet for a time.
Except for the firing, there was no life. The oilygrey length of steel that was the armored train, rested
on two rails, snipped off like paper by the hills at
either end of the valley. Around the rails and the
train swept the bloodless expanse of land that turned,
after about three hundred yards, up into diseased and
crumbling hills.
No one could tell what the train was shooting at.
The wind brushed away any sounds of firing that
might have been in the upper end of the valley. Ap
parently, however, that was where the attackers must
be hidden. Ambushing an armored train needs a care
ful technique, and it was obvious than anyone wish
ing to intercept this train would have chosen the slope
at the other end of the valley. There were trees
there, and the train, slowed by the climb, could easily
be derailed. But the men on the train must have seen
the ambush.
The train, lying gravely in the valley, might have
been breathing it looked so beastlike. Its grey lines
were feline and it had the patience of a cat. The lighi
from the December sky slithered, as the wind must,
along its streamlined sides. It was poised, confident,
savage, a thing complete in itself, and the small jets
of smoke underlined its aloof fierceness.
The scabby hills, even, emphasized the painted
silence that hung about the train. It was the hills,
it seemed, and not the train that gave out the lowering
metal noises. The hills were ancient and degenerate.
Their scarred brows and mottled pates sat together
like old men in a council. White and ugly rashes
sprang across them, dark pockets of superfluous flesh
marked them, and black wrinkles of trees were laid
across their faces.
Above them, the grey clouds were their reflections
Exactly at four
o'clock the train
ceased firing. There
must be, it ap
peared, a calm and
exact intellect in
the animal. It
would be impossi
ble not to believe
that it had a plan,
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all that remained was to watch its perfect completion.
Now in the ragged bushes, there was evidence of
gunfire. Sometimes the wind, now changed, would
carry quick catches of noise from a machine gun.
Heavier sounds came, too. The fire was steady. It
might have been steady all afternoon, even in the face
of the merely perfunctory answer of the train. This
sharp firing gave an impression of mindless fury, very
impotent and very far away.
The angry coughing came from the whole forward
slope of the hill a quarter of a mile in front of the
train. Its convulsive force seemed to concentrate in
a wooded place through which the rails and the clear
ing about them ran like a cleanly-healed incision. The
erosion ruts in the hillside around looked like festering
scratches. Uneven forest sprouted between the lines
of scar-tissue.
After a while the clouds, no longer reflections of
the senile hills, detached themselves and drifted away.
The light reflected less and less intensely through
the oil-film of sky. At last, the only direct light was
a luminous halo that stretched along and followed per
fectly the silhouette of the hills. The train looked like
a long tendon laid in a bed of mud. The dark ab
sorbed the halo and the night had come.
For the past hour, there had been nothing but an
occasional rattle from the scrub at the end of the
valley. Now, encouraged by the dark, the rattling in
creased. Now and then there were bright, fleshy
spouts of fire. In the darkness, the train seemed to
be drawing itself up. The rattling and the spots of
fire increased and at times they lighted up sections of
the forest on the hillsides.
Finally, there were a few minutes of silence. Up
in the woods an impatient, nasal gun began to sound.
But, as it had begun, there was a powerful, regular,
majestic beoming of the guns on the train. It was
intensely deep, musically regular. It was as if the
padded ram could be heard thundering through the
air, until, far back, it struck the bronze wall that
made the actual
pulsing beat. When
the sounds had be
gun to be monoto
nous, they stopped.
There was no other
noise. Then, easily
and very slowly, a
great tree crashed
(Cont. on page 25)
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he Kid Brother
by William Carlos Williams
EDITOR'S NOTE: The following sketches and poems were generously given
to HIKA by Dr. William Carlos Williams. One of our country's very best poets and
prose writers, we are indeed more than proud to be able to publish some of his work.
The sketches and poems will perhaps be appreciated more if the reader will look at
Dr. Williams' letter in regard to them; it is printed in Letters (page 1.). For in
formation about Dr. Williams personally consult Contributors (page 2.). His Com
plete Collected Poems, which is just out, is reviewed in Books.
If you'd only stayed there another eight months,
till September, I told him, you'd have had your Mate's
papers. No, he had to come here now — in this
weather and bring her with him. You'll kill her, I
told him. But he says he can take his examinations
any time. Or the Eastern Steamship Company'll sign
him on. Only he wants to stay around New York here
and he wanted to have her with him. You know.
What'd he do, quit? Or did they fire him?
No, he's got some kind of leave of absence or some
thing. But the poor kid's likely to die of pneumonia
before that. He's nuts. They haven't been here yet,
have they?
No, I said. You're right. Take a kid out of a
place like Havana where she's lived all her life at this
time of year — and she's not well either after what
they did to her. It's dangerous. She's a swell little
kid though.
You said it. Two years ago he come to me, as
soon as he got a job with the fruit company and wanted
to give me his pay check. I wouldn't touch it. So he
tried to give it to my wife. Nothing doing. She
wouldn't take it either. What the hell, he said, all I'll
do is spend it. So I told him. Take it to the Post
Office and deposit it there. Then you give me the re
ceipt. That way you'll have the money and neither
one of us can touch it.
Good idea. Who is he anyway, your son?
No, he's my kid brother.
How long have they been married?
Just four months. He come up here last September
and told me he wanted to get married. Well, I told
him, go ahead. Take the money out of the bank and
go to it. He'd saved up seven or eight hundred dollars
by that time. So he did. But hell, he shouldn't have
brought her up here now. He could have waited till
June.
Yeah, I said, she told me she nearly froze to death
the first night she got here.
That's right. The kids wake me up about six o'clock
every morning and get me a cup of coffee before I
clear out. When I was putting my clothes on I heard
someone talking downstairs. Who the hell is that
downstairs? I said. That sounds like Joe.
It is Joe, they told me, all excited, and his new wife.
She's just a kid they says, but she's beautiful — well,
14

I went down and that damn fool had got into Newark
that morning. He brought her up on the bus from
Miami and she was so cold he had to get a cab to
bring her all the rest of the way home in. She was
damn near frozen.
Poor kid. I don't suppose she has the right clothes
either.
I'll say she hasn't. So I put her over on top of the
radiator and put some blankets around her and gave
her a couple of shots of hot rum but still she was
shivering. So I told him to put her to bed. She can't
talk a word of English and he don't know a damn thing
about Spanish. Just nuts. So finally, I says, take her
up to my friend. Take her up to Doc, he'll take care
of her.
He was sitting in my inner office with his overcoat
on, smoking the last half of his cigar. They must be
out there waiting now, I said. Yes, here they are.
Hello, sweetheart, said the big chap, holding his
cigar in one hand and embracing the girl with the
other. How are you?
She suffered his attempted smack good naturedly.
The husband, wearing strong glasses, not any taller
than she was but a smart enough looking man for all
that, wanted to know if I was ready. She just looked
at the floor, in her little flimsy sport coat — glancing
up only when I told her in broken Spanish to walk into
the inner office. The men remained outside.
Is this the first time that you have seen snow?
I asked her in my best — God awful! — suburban
hodge podge of the language of Cervantes.
Yes, this was the first time she had seen snow.
And do you think it is beautiful?
No, she didn't think it was beautiful. Rather she
thought it was too damn cold to be anything. So she
lifted up her skirt, I gave her the shot in the buttock,
to guard her against a possible hangover after the op
eration she had gone through and that was that. A
frail, childlike youngster, pure Cuba, with big brown
eyes. She had lost five pounds since leaving Havana
and couldn't eat a thing, she said.
Here, get this tonic for her — though it's not a
damn bit of good, I told the young man. She says
she wants to go back to Havana.
Yeah, I know, he said. But I want her up here
with me now.
HIKA for
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Frankie The Newspaper Man
by William Carlos Williams
She's one of the funniest women I have ever
known. Everything amuses her.
What's her name?
Mrs. Weber. She has a son named Frankie and
she's always talking about Frankie. He must be a
fairly bright boy at that because he's a senior in high
school at seventeen. That's not bad around here.
Frankie is always in trouble.
She's your washer woman, you say?
Yes, just this morning she was down on her knees
scrubbing the floor and laughing to herself when I
came in from downtown. What is it, Margaret, I said
to her. What's so funny now?

fun of her.
That's not nice, I said.
No. But anyhow they do. So yesterday they had
some kind of sentences they had to make and she
made Frankie stand up for her. They had to give a
sentence, they had to make it up. And when they had
given the sentence they had to give an answer to it.
Some sort of an exercise, I suppose.
Yes, that's it. So she asked Frankie to make up a
sentence and to give an answer to it afterward to tell
why he had thought of it. So he says, I think we
should all chip in a dollar and take up a collection for
the teacher.

Well? I said. Is that all?
No. But you know that he has an English teacher
who has a very flat chest and the children all make

I don't see anything funny in that.
So she asks him why? Why should they take up
a collection for the teacher? You see, he had to give
a good answer.
And what did he say?
Well, he says that all the students should chip in a
dollar each — because she is so flat busted!
What! what! what! I said, No wonder they disciplined him.
But she was laughing fit to kill as she grabbed the
brush and started vigorously scrubbing the floor again.

THE HALFWORLD

THE HARD LISTENER

My son Frankie, she says. He's in trouble again.
What's so funny about that?
They won't let him graduate from school this year
because he didn't have enough Algebra.
As a matter of fact Frankie wants to be a newspaper man. That's what he likes but they insist on
his taking Algebra and he doesn't want to do it.

I

Desperate young man
with haggard face
and flapping pants —
As best they can
under the street lights
the shadows are

The powerless emperor
makes himself dull
writing poems in a garden
while his armies
kill and burn. But we
keep some relation
to the truth of man's

wrapping you about —
in your fatigue
and isolation, in all
the beauty of your
commonplace against
the incestuous
and leaning stars —

March, 1939

unhappiness, in poverty
lacking love. That
is what the late flowers
say to me, unspoiled
by insects and waiting
only for the cold —
—William Carlos Willams
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Letters From India
by Don McNeil
EDITOR'S NOTE: We wish to express our appreciation to Delta Kappa Epsilon for giving
us permission to publish Don's interesting letter.

January 15, 1939

with the Maharajah at the head while Calcutta is in
Bengal which is run by the British.
As the Baroda championships were under the aus
By the time this reaches Gambier the second sem
pices of the Maharajah we were his guests. We didn't
ester will be under way. I hope that you all came
see him though because he's 78 years old and in very
through with flying colors.
poor health. Who we did see a lot of, was the Prince
It's been a month today since we reached India
of Baroda who will be the Maharajah when his grand
and what a time we've had. We were in Calcutta the
father dies.
first two weeks and a half playing in the East India
First of all we went to dinner at the Prince's palace
Championships which I won without losing a set so
and afterwards saw his trick parrots perform. The
you can imagine how good the competition is over
trainer would give us a box of coins of different de
here. Anderson and Harris were both beaten in the
nominations and we would point out a certan one.
quarters and Robertson the round before that. Harris
The trainer would then say, for instance "rupee' and
and I were beaten in the finals of the doubles.
the parrot would go to the box, life the lid with his
Following the tournament we played a Davis Cup
beak, crawl in, pick the rupee up in his beak and take
match with India and won four matches to one. They
it
to the trainer. Four times we choose different coins
defaulted the doubles as that was put off to the last,
and
not once did the parrot miss. Also a parrot would
and we had already won by that time.
ride a toy bicycle and when the
After Calcutta we went to Bar
trainer would knock it over the
oda — clear across the country
parrot would pick it up with his
— and I won the singles there
iftllr Si
u
beak, mount and start off again.
and Harris and I won the doubles.
A third parrot would take our
In Calcutta there wasn't much
I
Ng
photographs with a minature
of the real India to see as it reUm
camera. He would focus it awhile, i
sembles any large oriental city
get a slide and slip it in the cam
unless you consider the cows and
h.
|pl
era,
focus it again and then finalthe beggars, each being equally
«
ly take the cloth off the front
numerous, The cows are holy
exposing it for a second and then
and are allowed to go wherever
I
put it back. Still another parrot
they wish and although the beg
""""tjjj
was quite an archer. It would take
gars aren't considered holy they
$
the arrow out of the holder with
aren't interfered with. In a mox: aWg
its beak, put the arrow to the cord
ment of weakness one of us gave
one of the beggars a coin so the
and then shoot it as far as the
After the kill surrounded by beaters. Notice the
remainder of our stay in Calcutta
length of the Bulls Eye. There
blood stains on the left leg of the panther. T"__
fhe
picture of the panther charging didn't turn out.
we had a band of them following
were many other tricks just as
us around.
good but too numerous to mention.
As far as sight seeing is concerned we did our bit.
A day later we went for an elephant ride, a picture
We saw the Black Hole of Calcutta where a hundred
of which I'll enclose if I can find an envelope big
and some odd Englishmen were stuffed in a tiny room
enough. That state has about twenty elephants which
about fourteen foot square and were suffocated to
are used in processions mainly. There was one which
death. Also the largest Banyan tree in the world
could do tricks such as drinking water from a beer
the circumference of which is as big as that of old
bottle, smoking, fanning you with a big leaf, and
Kenyon.
other things.
As far as the female situation goes we were in
A couple of days later the Prince took us on a
luck in Calcutta. There happened to be an American
sheetah hunt. About ten miles from the city there
show — the Marcus show — which is a musical re
is a deer preserve where the state has thousands and
thousands of deer. A sheetah looks something like a
view playing there. We made friends with the chorus
panther only is not as big, and has a much smaller
girls, and they seemed as glad to meet someone from
head. They are supposed to be the fastest animal
heme as we did. Incidentally it was largely their fault
there is. We would drive along and when a buck was
that we ran up a 1200 rupee bill ($75) for drinks.
sighted
the sheetah would be turned loose. The sheeUpon leaving Calcutta we were informed by the tennis
tahs
had
been starved for two days, so were ready to
association that we would pay for our drinks the rest
of the time in India.
kill en sight. The sheetah tires rather rapidly, so if
he doesn't overtake the buck within 400 yards the
But leaving the girls out of it Calcutta was nothing
buck gets away. Although we saw one buck escape
compared with Baroda. Baroda is an Indian state
16
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it rarely happens, The sheetah, after knocking the
buck down while they are both running, grabs the
buck by the throat and without puncturing the skin
chokes it to death. An example of how fast the Shee
tah is may be illustrated by having one race with a
greyhound over a distance of 100 yards. The grey
hound is given 40 yards start and the sheetah still
wins. By this you can see that the buck doesn't have
much of a chance, so it was all rather cruel.
The best thing of all was when the Prince took
us on a panther hunt the last day. The panther had
killed a donkey the night before. One hundred and
fifty natives were used to beat and circle the panther
and drive it to a spot where we waited. Our first
sight of it was when it was about a hundred yards off.
As it was running through some grass the Prince only
wounded it, and it retreated into a ravine covered with
brush. The beaters scared it out again and the Prince
had two more shots at the panther before it again went
into hiding. Thinking it was done for, we all went
within about fifteen yards of the spot where it had
disappeared. A native started beating the bush with
a very long stick and the panther rushed out and
charged us. The Prince emptied his gun this time
and the panther died before he reached us, thank God!
Both Robertson and myself were standing behind the
Prince with our cameras aimed at the spot where the
panther appeared and we took a picture of him charg
ing. How it will turn out I don't know since we both
probably jerked from fright when he came for us. A
wounded panther is very dangerous and would have
killed one of us in a minute. The prince said it was
one of the most thrilling shoots he had ever been on.

The panther was very large measuring 7 feet 1 inch
from the nose to the tip of his tail.
We are here in Delhi for only one day. There is a
period of two weeks now that we have no tennis en
gagements so we are going directly back to Baroda
since the Prince has invited us. He has promised us
pig sticking and duck shooting. Our only regret is
that there are no tigers in Baroda, but we have been
promised a tiger shoot by the Maharajah of Bharatpur,
a state between Baroda and Delhi.
You can describe the Prince as being really a swell
guy. He is very European and has been to the U. S. A.
two times and is coming again this summer. He plays
an excellent game of tennis and has a pro from Eng
land to stay with him. He is 31 years old but looks
about 25, is married and has six children. And when
someone said that Maharajahs have money, that's only
the half of it. He's only the prince and he has so much
it would make your head swim.
Well, so much for the present. I'll write more be
fore leaving India. We leave from Colombo on March
6 for Egypt where we shall be for a month and from
there to Athens, Rome, Budapest, and a couple of
other places before the French Hardcourt and Wimble
don. It will take about a month for this to reach you
and then a month for a letter from one or all of you
to reach the Lawn Tennis Association of Egypt, 13
Sharia Kasr El Nil, Cairo, Egypt. Really looking for
ward to hearing all the news.
My best to Kutler and the faculty, Morey Lewis
and everyone else.
Yours in D. K. E.
"Jeep" (Don McNeil)
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Correspondence

Health In Poetry

Now that HIKA has survived the acid test of three
issues and seems to be on the way to a tolerable suc
cess, it is time to ask for general contributions and
criticisms. Few and far between are the letters re
ceived by the editors, and all too many of them are
unsigned. Really we should be pleased to get more
definite indications as to how our efforts are being
taken. After all it is our school as a whole, and
the students should feel free to criticize faults and sug
gest improvements in regard to every activity, especial
ly student ones like the publications. Everyone feels
that the Letters section should be the most interesting
in the magazine, and we should like to run more than
one page. We need only to get them; so write in what
you are thinking.
We are also particularly interested in getting more
contributions from the student body, and we ask again
that all of Kenyon's modest writers let us see some
of their work. Manuscripts can be placed in the mail
slot of the HIKA office.

EDITOR'S NOTE: This fine
article is by Roberta Teale Swartz,
and certainly helps to clear up some of the many misconceptions that
modern poetry labors under.

Faculty Guests
Acting upon the admirable suggestion of several
students and alumni, HIKA plans each issue to offer
its readers not only an outside guest contributor, but
also a member of the faculty whose work or thinking
demands recognition. The articles may be general or
specific as the author wishes, and they will not be con
fined to any one subject and will not necessarily be
literary in nature.
We feel that several members of the student body
do not understand what we are trying to do in regard
to having guest contributors. It has been our idea each
issue to try and secure for HIKA readers at least one
writer whose work could ordinarily be seen only in the
large national magazines. We have set our goal high,
and it is extremely hard to secure free contributions
from established writers who can sell everything they
turn out. We want only the best, and we hope that the
readers will appreciate what we are trying to do.
To repeat our position, we quote from the first issue
of HIKA. "In each of our future issues, it will be our
policy to have a guest contributor of current interest
or promise. We hope to have others of the caliber
of Mr. Pound (and Messrs. Brown, Moore, and O'Donnell); however, we want also to publish some of the
work of young writers whose reputations are in the
making, as well as that of men whose fame is already
established.
"We will welcome any suggestions for guest con
tributors, and we will endeavor to secure some of
those men who seem to fullfil the requirements of
general interest to all Kenyon men and the standards
set by the editorial staff."
18
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Communication, not rhythm, or striking a beautiful
pose, or sobbing over the sunset is the business of
poetry, as it is the business of friendship. Those who
put on odd garments and do freakish things to their
hair and otherwise set themselves apart from their
neighbors because they "write" ought not complain
if they are not tolerated. The public is right when it
says hlah to them. Poetry is for neighbors, and the
principle of selection is to be applied to it as well as
to our other doings. We have to be trained to find it,
and the best way to find it is by the formulae of recog
nition and communication — what Frost calls "the
other fellow's "uh-huh." I remember once he said of
the unintelligibles "Well, if they've got a secret, let 'em
keep it."
To many of us poetry seems and will seem like that
person in almost any community — fascinating by
repute, but too queer and dangerous to be caught
knowing. More than in the other arts, those who fol
low poetry are supposed to keep drawing breaths of
inspiration from here and there, preferably out of
doors, and to be most fittingly dressed in something
like the velveteen jacket and single pink pearl earring
of Mr. Pound. For the most part they are happiest
when "wallowing in the infinite," from which they
sober up from time to time, and are allowed to rave
a little for the dubious entertainment of — but at a
safe distance from — their more respectable fellow
men. Even our modernity, and the wildest words of
Gertrude Stein and E. E. Cummings in the immediate
past, have been unable to persuade us out of the idea
that, for instance, poetry and mathematics are dissoci
ated; that no one who reads or writes poetry can catch
a train or baste a roast; that the only suitable subjects
for poetry are twilight, the afterglow, the evening
star, and the constant repetition of the word Beauty —
capitalized and pronounced "Beau-ty." I like to think
on occasions, of what Rupert Brooke once said of a
Mrs. Cornford and her school: "They are known as
the Heart-criers, because they believe that all poetry
should be short, simple, naive, and a cry from the
heart; the sort of thing an inspired child might utter
if it was in the habit of posing to its elders." A friend
also writes of Brooke himself "I can't imagine him
using a word of that emotional jargon in which people
generally talk or write of poetry. He made it feel
more like carpentering." It is often hard to under
stand why people cannot accept the fact — as they
do of painting, sculpture, music, architecture, that be
hind this art also, well practiced, lies a long tradition
and a complicated technique, which must be mastered,
and without which — no matter how we may think
and feel about Pavlowa, the lumber camp, international good or bad faith, the look of a wheat field or
HIKA for
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a skunk cabbage, we are as helpless as if we attempted
to do a portrait with no knowledge of brush or paint
(some do, but they are helpless just the same!) or to
play without a note at our command. But where
shall we get our lessons — lessons we could buy so
easily if it were boxing or fencing or ballet we were
after? This lack is part of a strange taboo, though in
the days of Chaucer you might have found someone to
instruct you till you could "wel endite." Nowadays,
in poetry, we would not dare definitely to imitate any
master, though pianists who have studied with a pupil
of a pupil of Paderewski are glad to have it known
that they practice something of his touch at third hand.
Poetry is the hardest to receive instruction in, and the
most misunderstood of all the arts, and those who rush
into it clad in curtains — or anything else as dirty and
bizarre — proclaiming that they know about it be
cause they have lived life to the full (biologically
speaking) and furthering the silly myth of inspiration,
do more harm every day in closing up a natural en
joyment and means of education to countless minds
too intelligent not to shy away from Beau-ty. One of
these, shut out for years, at last wrote the following:
"Beauty is something you can weigh in scales
And wrap up into parcels, it is known
Not well in dreams, in evanescent tales
Of misted rapture, of bugles faintly blown.
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fuls 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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Not that one wishes to preach (exclusively) again the
old old gospel of "beauty in common things." Perhaps
nothing has been so responsible for sending us far off
the track as that very excusable war cry of the ro
mantics, dinned into our poor heads in school and
college, and serving to make us more sure than ever
that we could never "feel the way you're supposed to
feel" about a primrose, the moonlight, or a water
fowl! What about the beauty of uncommon things —
the great tapestry, the intricate philosophy, the de
fence of God or man, a work like The Pearl, or Sir Gawaine and the Green Knight? All of us have known
something like the first fish we ever caught, the shadow
of the apple tree on the white living-room wall,
(Continued on page twenty-six)

YOU'LL SEE OVER
2000 WONDERS OF THE
MODERN WORLD EXPLAINED
^ INIHFRHCHUBBINS /
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MADE IT POSSIBLE .
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A PICK-A-BACK PLANE IS TOO HEAVILY
LOADED (FOR LONG FLIGHT) TO TAKE OFF
FROM THE WATER, THUS MUST BE LAUNCHED
IN MID-AIR

'Tis meat as well as music, from the ground
It grows up in a tree, stands in a wall.
The earth belongs to beauty, it is earth-bound,
Seen, heard, smelled, tasted, or not known at all.
I found it first and best in father's store,
Measuring yards of calico, weighing out nails,
Sprawled among nets and cod-lines on the floor,
Venturing cut-brier, rifling candy-pails.
Beauty was mother's porridge in a bowl.
Milk, oatmeal and molasses built my soul."
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BOOK#
The Assumptions of the Game
THE FATHERS, by Allen Tate; G. P. Putnams Sons,
New York, 1938. $2.50.
I
Perhaps the qualities which can be attributed to a
culture of any civilization are manners, fine arts,
sciences, and religion. Of these there is one that will
participate in the other three and will not be confined
to mood or temperament regarding persons. This
would be the attribute of manners.
It is somewhat the special business of fiction, of all
the arts, to deal with the manners of men, in that man
ners serve as the basis of all human intercourse. And
the novelist who makes a stand for his art on the
grounds of its seriousness, of its importance, it being
a form particularly adaptable to this subject of man
ners, is on firm ground. A better illustration for his
argument could not be selected from all Anglo-Amer
ican fiction than the poet Allen Tate's first novel, The
Fathers.
In his novel, eagerly and long awaited by those
aware of his serious concern with fiction, Tate ex
presses, first of all, the paramount importance a fixed
code of manners may claim in any civilization. If Tate's
viewpoint must be located in philosophical or religious
terms, the closest possible placement would be some
where between determinism and predestination. And
he seems to find the answer to the mystery of life in
the forgetting of it and would ask, "Is not civilization
the agreement, slowly arrived at, to let the abyss
alone?" Life for a people with a true culture, then, is
a game played on some extension above the great
abyss. It is the game that men have made into a thing
of beauty and form out of an unlimited free-for-all.
"Our lives were eternally balanced upon
a pedestal below which lay an abyss that I
could not name. Within that invisible tension
my father knew the moves of the intricate
game that he expected everyone else to play.
That, I think, was because everything that he
was and felt was in the game itself; he had no
life apart from it and he was baffled, as he had
been baffled by George Posey, by the threat
of some untamed force that did not recognize
the rules of his game."
But life is a meaningless procession of events to a
man whose years have spanned the crisis of his people,
the breakdown of their way of life. So the old Vir
ginian that Tate allows to tell his story reflects, upon
consideration of his mother's funeral:
"There was cf course no one moment that it
was all leading up to. . . . Not even death was
an instant; it too became a part of the ceaseless
flow, instructing me to beware of fixing aqy
hope, or some terrible lack of it, upon birth or
death, or upon love or the giving in marriage.
None of these could draw to itself all the life
around it or even all the life in one person;
not one of them but fell short of its occasion,
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wanting us all to fear, not death, or love, or
any ecstasy or calamity, but rather to fear our
own expectancy of it, good or ill, or our own
lack of preparation for these final things."
But the man whom Tate holds up beside and con
trasts with the gentleman who plays the game in the
old Virginia way is young George Posey. And it is
he who turns out to be the hero of the novel, in that
to him Tate draws the sympathy of the reader. And
the sympathy of amounting almost to pity, must first
come there from Tate's heart, for George Posey rep
resents one of the first of the modern race who have
no common rules by which they play the game.
"George did not recognize the assumptions
of the game. Papa's feeling about the negroes
seemed to George foolish and sentimental. But
then George was a man who received the
shock of the world at the end of his nerves.
As to all unprotected persons, death was hor
rible to him; therefore he faced it in its aspect
of greatest horror — the corrupt body."
Apparently the most important and most notice
able change brought by the disappearance of a code
of manners in the Southern States (and in the Nor
thern States as far as they ever had such) is a loss oi
a sense of responsibility for our society and govern
ment on the part of the individual.
"In all highly developed societies the line
marking off the domestic from the public life
(is) indistinct. Our domestic manners and
satisfactions were as impersonal as the United
States Navy, and the belief widely held to
day, that men may live apart from the politi
cal order, that indeed the only humane and
honorable satisfactions must be gained in spite
of the public order, would have astonished
most men of that time as a remote fantasy
impossible of realization."
II
The Fathers is the tale of this George Posey's de
struction of the prosperous Virginia family in his effort
to save it from the strongly rooted cancer which was
destroying it. The story has allegorical elements, but
just how strict an allegory the author intended it to
be is questionable. Whether George Posey is a sym
bol of the reckless industrial age or the passion of
men which brought about the Civil War is indeter
minable. There are passages in the book which sug
gest all manner of allegory and symbolism, but these
seem not to form any one pure allegory. And if a
"social" allegory were to be read into The Fathers,
there would at least be some trouble in deciding on
an interpretation for the otherwise clear symbolism
of this passage:
"I saw Brother George charging down the
course, his lance perfectly balanced; only I
saw him sadly astride, not Queen Susie, but
the man Yellow Jim whose face was as white
as his master's. And they ran over a child in
white, but they left her there, and it was all
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over in a minute, and the tournament had
been won."
The ease and grace which Allen Tate has shown
in the prose of his essays is employed here to exhaust
every possibility of creating the illusion of reality.
His adaptation of the prose style along with the point
of view of a Southern gentleman of the post-War era
is the decisive technical device of the novel, the au
thor's use of which is indicative of his marvelous mas
tery of his technique. The advantages which Tate
carves for himself out of this method of narration are
numerous. Principally he is permitted to write in
the elevated prose that sets the tone of the book. And
the point of view here is always an aid to the pre
sentation of the story, for Lacy Buchan can write with
the perspective of old age, and yet he may recall many
incidents which he has viewed with the eye of a child.
This "Lacy Gore Buchan" halts his narrative often
to comment not only on the events but sometimes on
man's memory, thus explaining his constant use of
sensory details in the presentation of the story.
"In my feeling of that time there is a new
element — my feelings now about that time:
there is not an old man living who can re
cover the emotions of the past; he can only
bring back the objects around which, secretly,
the emotions have ordered themselves in
memory, and that memory is not what hap
pens in the year 1860 but rather a few sym
bols, a voice, a tree, a gun shining on the wall,
— symbols that will preserve only so much
of the old life as they may in their own mys
terious history, consent to bear."
And again:
"Memory is all chance, and I have learned
that you remember things not because they
are important; you remember the important
things because they help you to fix in mind
the trifles of your early life, or the trifles
simply drag along with them through many
years in the incidents which have altered your
fortunes."
The secret of Tate's brilliant delineation of each of
his characters lies in the simple fact that he presents
them all in the light of standards he sets up in the
novel. As for Major Lewis Buchan, "everything he
was and felt was in the game." And George Posey
"did not recognize the assumptions of the game." This
point is illustrated quite fully in these remarkable
paragraphs:
"When I was a small boy I used to watch
my mother wash what she called the "good
china" after dinner: Coriolanus brought to
the dining-room two enameled basins and set
them before her, and then handed to her, a
dish or a plate at a time, all the china on the
table. She washed each piece in the suds of
the one basin, and rinsed it in the clear watel
of the other, then wiped it dry with a little
napkin. If this little ritual of utility — not
very old to be sure but to my mother imme
morial — had been discredited or even ques
tioned, she would have felt that the purity
of womanhood was in danger, that religion
and morality were jeopardized, and that infidels had wickedly asserted that the State of
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Virginia (by which she meant her friends
and kin) was not the direct legatee of the civi
lization of Greece and Rome.
"
The Posey ladies were not eccent
ric, not 'two peculiar old ladies,' but rather
excessively refined sensibilities that had let
their social tradition lapse in persanal selfindulgence in which the draught under the
door, the light sifting through the blinds, the
remote threat of rain — into which, of course,
they would not have ventured, — became the
overwhelming concerns of life. Aunt Jane
Anne drank coffee all night, and nobody had
ever seen Miss Milly eat anything but over
ripe bananas. On the rare occasions when
they came downstairs to chatter with some of
the old ladies of the town, Miss Milly would
vaguely sniff if money, childbirth, or poverty
were mentioned, and Aunt Jane Anne could
not admit that common people were real —
'It is just too painful that they should exist.'
Once when I was a small boy a neighbor's
bull had been brought to Pleasant Hill, and
some young girls asked mother what he was
doing there. 'He's here on business,' my
mother said, and looking back to that remark
I know that she was a person for whom her
small world held life in its entirety, and for
whom, through that knowledge, she knew all
that was necessary of the world at large."
Ill
It is moot whether The Fathers will ever be a pop
ular novel. For anyone who could possibly read it
without tasting the philosophy in it, there is, it seems,
an adequate story to carry him along. And not many
works of fiction have been nearer perfection texturally. For Allen Tate combines the sanguineness of
Hardy and the persistence of Henry James.
But possibly the book has been published at the
most inopportune time for a book having its setting in
the pre-War South. Just now it is apt to be skimmed
over as another-Southern-novel. The affect is similai
to that of seeing a good actor, long wasted on comic
parts, cast at last in a serious role. It is hard at first
to take him very seriously. But The Fathers is a work
that will not be long obscured by a popular fad.
Peter Hillsman Taylor

ts

t

•A

HIKA for

New Clothes
(Continued jrom page nine)
the only ones who receive the full benefit of instruc
tion. The upper 50 per cent, the very ones who used
to be educated and according to the old theory are the
only ones who should be, are now hardly educated at
all, and, according to the accepted educational theory,
should not be.
A few generations ago a child who completed the
eighth grade was thought to have enough education.
Perhaps he had as much as the average college gradu
ate has now. He was exposed to much less material,
but he learned thoroughly what he was exposed to,
and the negative side of his education, the repression
of useless or worse than useless activity received more
emphasis. Now nearly all children go to high school,
and the percentage who go to college has rapidly risen.
With the standard set by the 10 per cent next to the
lowest and the results rationalized by new educational
theories, we should expect to have witnessed far-reach
ing changes in the high school and college. If we dis
miss changes in the character and behavior of the
students themselves as too subjective for analysis,
there remain two conspicuous alterations in the struc
ture of higher education.
1. The inclusion in curricula of an endless variety
of studies which our ancestors would have considered
out of place in formal education, such as hog-calling
and waiting on table.
2. The decline, amounting almost to extinction, of
what was formerly the corner stone of higher educa
tion and the chief connecting link between high school
and college, Latin and Greek.
To many it will seem surprising that so profound
a change is followed by only two obvious signs. It
will not seem so to the classical teachers, who for
years have seen the writing on the wall and have
tried to interpret it as meant not for themselves but
for the world at large. Repeatedly they have deduced
the fall of Greek and Latin from the alterations in
educational theory and from the enlargement of cur
ricula. They have been ingenious and polemical, usu
ally they have proved too much, and the only impor
tant thing for us is that nobody has listened to them.
Most of them surrendered at last by adapting their
teaching and textbook writing to the victorious prin
ciples against which they inveighed. They attempt to
make Latin spontaneous. Their students played Ro
man house, dressed dolls in togas, and gave dramatic
performances in Pidgin Latin. The modern beginner's
Latin book with its colored pictures, games, and stories
resembles the modern primer for children learing to
read English. For some reason this method of waiving
the disagreable did not work well with Latin and
Greek. Greek disappeared. Latin instruction as
sumed a make-believe character and credit in Latin
courses came to mean nothing in terms of achievement.
The new doctrine that education should avoid imFebruary, 1939

parting facts and repressing fancies met an obstacle
in vocational and professional training. If a girl is
going to have to make a living as a stenographer, there
is no use urging that she be allowed to express herself
spontaneously with the pencil and pad or on the type
writer. Consequently practical subjects, in themselves
far easier than the old academic ones, are rapidly be
coming the most difficult in our secondary schools.
It is not accidental that professional graduate schools,
which must teach much more, remain completely aloof
from the new educational theory. Their teachers have
never been taught how to teach, and, if they have
heard of the new way, they pay no attention to it.
Consequently the American student who enters a pro
fessional school finds himself in an altogether novel
situation. All his activity is mercilessly subordinated
to the acquisition of knowledge as rapidly as possible.
Similar experiences are sometimes reported by those
who transfer to European schools. Can it be that
such students are just commencing their education?
If the abandonment of the old educational policy
may be equated with the abandonment of education
itself, we should expect to find a race of adults more
childlike than before. The contemporary world should
begin to show some resemblances to our hypothetical
world of children. In his last message to Congress
President Roosevelt pointed to the decline of organized
religion as the most significant trend in our time. The
church is tottering, and the energetic efforts of its
ministers to bolster it up and to render it attractive
suggest the vain struggles of the Greek and Latin
teachers to keep the old education alive. We pre
dicted that our world of children would disregard old
institutions and turn instead to each new shining toy.
Religion as a spiritual force is not dead, but keeps
cropping up outside the traditional pale. Buchman has
shown how wide and enthusiastic such a movement
may be.
Nor is the spirit of submission to authority for the
common good extinct. Unions, clubs, and political
parties grow powerful. But respect for the old govern
mental organizations is gone. Where one of the new
clubs has not taken over the government, the timehonored magistracies have become means of individual
profit to their holders. Here and there the old regime
is superseded by the rise of tyrannies on small and
large scales. Children, too, follow the leader with de
votion for a time at least.
And when the leader of a gang of drug store cow
boy calls, "Go get that Dago," there is a general rush
upon the unfortunate lad who represents a minority
group. If he has anything the gang wants, he doesn't
keep it long after he is down. And the prestige of
the leader grows.
Political and social experiments are being tried
and are hailed by their admirers as something new.
Nations repudiate debts and agreements with a facility
utterly incomprehensible except as childish behavior.
"I won't play" broke up the League of Nations. Wars
are waged with no formal declaration and no an23

nouncement of intentions. Nations participate or with
draw from time to time as they choose. They spend
and give away all the money they can borrow, al
though there is no conceivable means of repaying it.
Within the state behavior is equally impulsive.
Bricks are thrown into factory windows. Dynamite
is set off under the houses of workers. Bombs are
mailed in Christmas wrappings. Pickets carry pla
cards proclaiming "Not fair." Workers behave as if
they were annoyed at having to work and exhibit no
interest in their jobs, like children bursting with the
desire to run out and play.
Artistic values are reversed. In music, poetry, and
painting that which is pursued as beautiful would in
former ages have been shunned as ugly. Artists are
enjoying their role as rebels. Most of the poetry con
sidered great a generation ago would not find a pub
lisher today, and certainly not a favorable critic. The
new dances suggest the grimaces and antics children
use to attract attention.
This article is not intended to call forth opposition
to the new directions. It is a sightseeing trip into the
shadowy coast of opinion where the sea of reality ebbs
and flows so stealthily that what was a pool may be a
dry sandhole for a long time before anybody notices
it. If the new education should be so complete a nagation of the old as to destroy its substance while the
world remains satisfied with its specious and expensive
phantom, there is no cause for alarm. Life itself is a
school which uses the old methods. It represses in
dividual caprice and insists on the learning of facts
and the ability to apply them. Therefore education
will come at last to every one, and first to those who
leave school earliest.
In the meantime let us admire the gorgeously ex
panding display of studies from which our children
will be able to choose. May there be courses in Latin
for those who know no Latin, courses in science for
those who know no science, courses in English for
those who know no English, and may the professors
flourish.
So the pages still pretended to carry the emperors
train although they knew there was no train to carry.
And the emperor marched along to the end as though
he were wonderfully dressed.
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The Room
(Continued from page eleven)
which he alone knew and shared with the men who
lived on the night waters. The lives of men who did
not know nor care, who came up the river silently to
another port on the world's shore, and passed as si
lently out again.
He turned his head from the window into the
darkness of the room, his eyes falling on the barred
shadow of the bridge, flattened across the corner of
the wall. His courtship had been a spring night wa]k
across the bridge. They had leant on the iron rail,
and looked down on the wing of the hospital which
now contained him until he died. During the winter
following his marriage, they had found a warm, sunny
hollow in the rocks near the wharf's edge where they
would go and sit on clear, bright Sundays. Here, they
could see out to where the tides met and swirled,
watching in silent contentment, as each little wave
carrying light on its back, would break it across the
back of its neighbor, until the surface beneath the
bridge became a spinning circle of flashing javelins
of light, sowing the cold, lucid green of the waters.
Down the hall he heard young Doctor Martin, the
night interne, going off duty. He listened for the
rubber "tack" of his white heels on the squared lin
oleum that stretched out from his door past endless
similar white doors with gleaming yellow handles and
numbers in the exact center. He heard him pause
on the stair landing and those hands, soft and pink
nailed as an infant's from constant washing, whisper
over the cold iron creases of his going-out suit. Sat
isfied, the steps started down the stairs.
Sharp against his eyelids, he could see the pat
terned iron balustrade, turning and turning on itself,
winding down through a tightening spiral past end
less floors, all of the same dazed, dessicated whiteness,
lit by impersonal lamps that burned white and un
winking behind frosted glass. Nowhere a shadow.
Even the complexity of the balustrade, dropped stark
ly to its end, without stenciling an inch of blackness
on the polished stairs. Occasionally a lamp would
flicker, and warm violet pools of shadow would en
circle it, fleeing in long jagged streamers as it returned.
He knew that young Doctor Martin had reached the
bottom of the stairs, and was moving towards the
street. Feverishly, he began to roll his head back and
forth, back and forth, on the hot pillow. O young
Doctor Martin, where are you going through the late
summer night when the first winds of the morning
are sifting the dust in the gutters, and playing across
the gray faces of those sleeping on the fiery roofs
When the street lamp begins to take on the shapes
and colors of day beneath its dimming eye and the
brindled cat slinks home. You, whose strong body will
last your span and carry you, cleanly, through the
summer nights to her dark head.
A despairing ache seized his whole body and
stretched it, taut, beyong his volition. His palms curled
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around the cold, metal flanges of the bed so tightly
that he could feel the bones sliding against each other
beneath the skin. A shudder ran down the arch of
his back and seemed to cut into the back of his heart.
Half erect, levered on his arms, he watched the dark
ness in the room, gather and move towards the window.
It dropped from the walls in thin layers as one would
strip a pear, and began to move, a shapeless pool,
near the center of the room halfway to the ceiling.
Outside the window the grey light danced, struggling
to meet and pass the night, filling the room. He
gathered himself and babbled desperately to God for
the miracle that would keep it out, and tilt the dark
ness once more across the room. He held them tightly
shut for a long time half believing that he had suc
ceeded, then opened them slowly, full on the gray
water jug, dazingly real and familiar, bulging from the
small table beside his bed.

In The Valley
(Continued from page thirteen)
over through the forest branches into the ground in
the upper end of the valley. There was no more firing
all night.
Just before dawn, the hillslope began to crackle.
When, in a while, the bleary sun stumbled over the
slopes to the left, the bush was all marbled and misty
with the smoke of campfires. The guns still kept up.
The train was relaxed and unmoving, waiting perhaps
for something definite.
This morning, in the bush there was a light artil
lery piece. Its shells went through the air with the
hum of quivering wires and struck a short distance
from the train, pushing up startled puffs of sandy
smoke. The shells never got any nearer, nor did they
look very dangerous. The other guns quibbled noisily
among themselves. And the train ignored all of them.
The valley looked a little different this morning,
lighted by an unhealthy sun in a thin blue sky. The
hills still looked old and villainous, but here and there
were sharp silver glints on bushes and copses, like
jewels shining in the rags of a beggar. The valley,
as before, was voiceless, except for the gramophone
rattle of the ubiquitous guns. High above the hills
on the right, four classic wisps of cloud paraded.
The unstirring, secret train lay still in the valley,
impressively doing nothing. Its very immobility and
unchangingness exalted it above its surroundings. For
the valley seemed always to have a motion. The slow
progress of disease, perhaps, working in the hills,
or a thorough movement of rot, melting unhurriedly
through their entrails. Trees falling away, bushes
withering, cavern-pocks growing in the slopes.
This was the last dynasty of hills. That was plain
to see when the smooth sides of the train in the valley
were shown by the sun against the sparse floor and
the nearer of the debilitated slopes.
The spattering noise of the guns increased after
about an hour. But they did not disturb the train,
which, like a stealthy animal, had waked up entirely
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within itself and. with no outward motion. Seemingly,
not a shot had struck it since the firing began. The
shells of the light artillery piece came in quicker suc
cession then, untiringly knocking small wind-drifts of
sand out of the valley floor. The irregularity of the
gun noises became monotonous.
At noon, a surprising thing happened. It became
apparent that, at the head of the valley in front of
the train, there were two freight cars drawn up into
the crack between the hills, preparing for something.
After a delay, they began to move. As they came
into sight, coasting faster and faster down the rails
toward the armored train, men could be seen clinging
on their sides, and rifles bristling. It was the first
time men had intruded in the valley.
The freight cars were old and ramshackle. At
first they moved cautiously and jerkily down the slope,
but in a few minutes they were careening. They
gathered more speed. Soon they seemed to race above
the rails. They twisted from side to side. All the
time, a sputter of shots like a useless protest at the
pace, came from the forward one. They raced faster
and flung themselves more wildly on either side of
the course. As they approached the bottom of the
hill, the noise of their rumbling reached across the
valley.
They swung with immense rapidity into the level,
and, suddenly losing all control, spun up into the air
in a terrified leap, spouting out men and guns and
smoke along the track.
Very lightly, they twisted over, showing blackpainted bottom sides, and settled with a leaden motion
on their sides in the bushes by the track. The guns
had ceased as sharply as if they had exploded. The
train appeared to watch the accident with metallic
indifference.
Men lay strewed across the tracks and about the
cars. None of them moved. The sun shone on a steel
rod on the bottom of the forward car. The four clouds
were blowing out into dissolving cotton threads in
the sky. The train sat still and took no notice.
In about ten minutes, the armored train slid along
the tracks in smooth deliberation. Without noise or
smoke, it crept along, gradually moving faster. It
passed without any recognition through the debris
and the men that the cars had left littered along the
track. It glided easily up the slope and pushed its
nose over the crest, then plunged swiftly and effort
lessly out of view.
A small flame started up in one of the wrecked
freight cars. Soon it cast up a black feather of smoke
that slipped through the air toward the sharp break
in the syphilitic hills where the train had passed.
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Health In Poetry
(Continued from page nineteen)
and also something like the exchange of a complicated
glance of complicated understanding with a friend —
beauty both simple and fugue-like, and neither kind
should be, or can be, cut out of our lives or out of
poetry. One thing is sure about it though, — we have
to have known it. It can't be second hand.
O. K., you may say. It's all right to have it in
life. But why repeat it in poetry? Well, when some
one speaks of the sudden sight of a snake as "zero at
the bone," or of the crack skier as using
"A calculus to be reckoned in the joints
Of knee and ankle. .
doesn't that (by the process of the uh-huh) improve
both fright and skiing for you? Real poetry has to
be practical, and to belong to the world of men. That
is why, if the poets weren't busy selling their birth
right most of the time, they could be leaders and
judges as they used to be, not in merely heightening
our sense of being alive in a world full of a number of
things, but in supplying a tremendous guidebook to
the whole of our experience as men. Robert Frost
speaks of "the trial by market everything must come
to." Good poetry ought to increase the market-value
of our lives. It is written by persons who are not
poseurs, but genuine artists who have been willing to
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SUPER SERVICE STATION
Dependable Products — Reliable Service
Vine and Mulberry Sts.

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Peirce Hall

COFFEE SHOP
FINE FOODS
REDUCED PRICES

Pitkin's Provision Store
"Everything to Eat"

1

HIKA for

submit themselves to the discipline of their art, and
who tell the truth as best they can about whatever is
theirs to see or taste or hear or think or know during
their days here on earth, which are necessarily like
our days here on earth. The late Mr. Housman was
accurate when he said that "accuracy is not a virtue,
it is a duty." When he and the other poets tell the
truth we shall recognize the similarity between their
findings and our own, and be able to say "Yep," or
"Yes, that is true," even if we hadn't thought just that
way before. These few poets, and others like them,
in appearing among us like our neighbor next door,
can undo the harm of their self-congratulating or un
intelligible fellows, or these who feel that if only the
tears well in their eyes and they can say Ah
—
it sounds more like a cold in the head than an appreci
ation in the heart — they are among the chosen few.
Unless we can get the other person's uh-huh, there
is no health in us. Rhythm and emotion are not the
greatest parts of great poetry, or even the best parts
of good poetry.
Roberta Teale Swartz

In The City

"KNOX COUNTY'S FINEST PLACE OF ENTERTAINMENT"

MATINEE
Daily 2 P. M.
ADULTS
.25c

VERNON

SUN. — MON. — TUES.

EVENING
7-9 P. M.
ADULTS
.35c

FEBRUARY 19-21

RUDYARD KIPLING'S

"GUNGA DIN"
Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.
Victor McLaglen

Cary Grant
Joan Fontaine

WEDNESDAY—THURSDAY FEBRUARY 22-23

"FAST AND LOOSE"
Rosalind Russell

Bob Montgomery

COMING SOON —
MICKEY ROONEY
"The Adventures of

HUCKLEBERRY FINN"

(Continued from page six)
houses. I heard an alarm clock ringing. On the corner
of Sheldon I looked down and in a basement room
there was a thin young guy in his undershirt standing
under a hanging electric light bulb. His cheeks were
smeared with lather and he had a razor in his hand.
I looked down and he looked up at me and lifted his
hand a little without smiling.
On Sundays we would get in and go to Lake Michi
gan and swim and after dark we would build a fire
of driftwood.
I was getting downtown now. There were gas sta
tions and stores stuck in with the old houses on the
streets. The busses were whizzing by loaded up with
people going to work. There was a gas war and reg
ular was six for a dollar.
Hank doesn't make any money on it. I could see
Hank again sitting on the grass and trying to laugh.
I knew Mother would be awake in our house now.
They would be going to school now. I wondered if old
man Gordon had shaved. It was time to get up in
Pittsburgh. I wondered what I would do the rest of
the day.
And then all of a sudden I felt sick and I wanted
not to remember. I heard my feet hitting the side
walk and I wanted to be walking on a dirty road a
long ways away with night coming on and not be com
ing from anyplace and not be going anyplace. I wanted
to be going along all alone so that I wouldn't think and
wouldn't remember where I had been and not care
so long as there was nothing.
I felt cold and stiff and I felt that I could keep on
walking through the town and get to a place where
February, 1939
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there wasn't anything at all and then I wouldn't care.
I walked down the street as fast as I could, feeling
hollow and not looking at anything, wishing that I
could be alone on that road.
But then that went away too. I walked along for
awhile and pretty soon I saw the people on the streets
and the second-hand stores and heard the noises of
the busses and cars again. And I knew there was no
way to be out of it. I was tired and hungry then and
all I could think of was that I wanted to lie down some
place and shut my eyes.
It was getting hot and the people on the street
were sweating. I started over towards the park where
the men sit.
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Dear Editor:
For the second consecutive year, The
Billboard seeks to study the preferences
of the collegiate world in styles of danc
ing and types of dance music. Does
swing music reign supreme on your
college campus or does an orchestra that
features soft, sweet music get the bid
for your proms? Is jitterbug dancing
considered a menace or do the shaggers
and jeepers still hold sway at your formals? Does your student body pick its
band favorites from the radio or do
phonograph records help it decide?
We know that as editor of your college
magazine you have a sensitive finger on
the pulse of collegiate tastes in dancing
and dance music as it meets the exact
ing demands of your campus social life.
The Billboard bids you to add your own
unbiased observations to this "rhythm
referendum" being conducted by The
Billboard for the second year among the
country's leading colleges.
I shall be most grateful for your con
tinued cooperation in answering the en
closed questionnaire at your earliest con
venience so that it may be returned on
or before March 1. Proper publication
credits will be given you, your paper
and your college. The issue of The Bill
board carrying the completed survey
will be mailed to all contributing editors,
with reproduction in whole or part per
missible.
If you feel that you are not sufficiently
enlightened to summarize these prefer
ences of your campus, will you please
turn over the questionnaire to a respon
sible member of your staff or to a dance
committee chairman?
Sincerely yours,
M. H. Orodenker, Music Ed.
The Billboard Publishing Company
EDITOR'S NOTE:—We sincerely hope that
some member of the student body is interested
in making this local survey, and we ask that
he or they call at the HIKA office for the
questionnaire and stamped envelope.
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Pure Oil Service Station

Compliments of

KOKOSING LUNCH

24 hr. Service
Cor. Ohio Ave. & Main St.

Mt. V crnon,o.

Phone 328

Phone 175

The Jacobs Shoe Repair Shop
AND

GAMBIER, OHIO

The People's Bank of Gambier
Your Account Solicited and Appreciated

Sohio Service Station

Member Federal

GAMBIER, OHIO

Milk Shakes and Malted's a Specialty

ISALY'S ICE CREAM

Drink

Deposit Insurance Corporation.

J. L. BRINNING NEWS CO.
Newspaper—Magazines—Cigars
Cigarettes and Tobacco
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•m.

in Bottles

AUTO SUPPLY & SERVICE STORES
COMPLETE SERVICE FOR YOUR CAR
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Chesterfields give me
more pleasure than any
cigarette I ever smoked
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