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UNDER THE BIG TOP. Watching Miss Dorothy
Herbert of Ringling Bros.-Bamum & Bailey,
you marvel at her poise. Miss Herbert says:"I'm
a devoted Camel smoker. Smoke all I want—
eat anything I care for. Camels make food taste
better and digest easier. And have a royal flavor!"
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STOP PRESS! A day's action is crowded into
minutes as the reporter works to beat the dead
line. "It's a life of hurry, hurry, hurry," says
Peter Dahlen, crack newspaper man, "and a
life of irregular hours and meals. That's one
good reason why I smoke Camels. It's swell the
way they make food taste better and set better."
t
0

11

mm
cm

4

-•

>

t

M.

<

I

u;

JS/f

BEHIND THE SCENES IN THE BROWN DERBY. The chef is putting the final
touches to a Lobster Thermidor, while within the restaurant proper the
glittering stars of Hollywood gather to chat... to dine... and to enjoy Camels.
Here, the mildness and flavor of their costlier tobaccos have made Camels
an outstanding favorite. As Mr. Robert H. Cobb, the man behind
The Brown Derby's success and host to the great personalities of Holly
wood, remarks: "Camels are the choice of the majority of our patrons."

Smoking Camels stimulates the natural flow
of digestive fluids ... increases alkalinity
Life sometimes pushes us so hard that we feel too worndown really to enjoy eating. Science explains that hurry
and mental strain reduce the flow of the digestive fluids.
Evidence shows that smoking Camels increases the
flow of digestive fluids ... alkaline digestive fluids ... so
vital to the enjoyment of food and to good digestion.
Camel's rich and costly tobaccos are mild beyond
words. Enjoy Camels steadily. Camels set you right! And
never jangle your nerves or tire your taste.
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Copyright, 1936, R, J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem. North Carolina

Camels are made from finer, MORE EX
PENSIVE TOBACCOS...Turkish and Domes
tic ... than any other popular brand.

"COSTLIER TOBACCOS!

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

The Hika
Kenyon College,
Gambier, Ohio.
Dear Sirs:
In your May Hika we read your edi
torial concerning the justification of
paying the editor and business manager
of the Collegian. Subsequently we read
Mr. Mueller's and Mr. Enck's reply in
the Collegian. Both were impressive, but,
we believe, considerably too extreme in
their views. While Mr. Neff walked in
the clouds, Mr. Mueller and Mr. Enck
crawled on the ground.
Frankly, we
don't know which of the sides to take,
and there are many others in the same
fix.
Why would it not be possible to ex
amine the facts in an article written by
a person whose sole purpose was to pre
sent the cold facts for and against and
permit the reader to draw his own con
clusions from the evidence rather than
trying to make up his mind for him on a
subject which is of general importance.
We believe that is the only fair way to
handle the situation as it stands now,
Also, we have a criticism. Since Hika
is ostensibly a literary publication, is it
quite correct that it should assume a re
actionary attitude toward problems of
the moment that are plainly factional?
Very truly yours,
SEVERAL FRESHMEN.
Hika,
Gambier, Ohio.
Gentlemen:
A man attends college for a number of
different reasons. One of these reasons
is to acquire the ability to assume re
sponsibility toward others and toward
himself. The only way this sense of re
sponsibility may be engendered is by
giving the student a certain amount of
freedom in choosing his course of action
in college. Of course rules must be set
down for freshmen, but after men have
become upper classmen why aren't the
majority of those rules abolished as far
as those men are concerned?
Kenyon, of course, is of an Episcopalian
denomination. Therefore, I suppose, it is
absolutely essential that every man at
tend chapel whether he wants to or not
even if he has to be forced into going.
There he sits wishing to high heaven
that the service were over, glancing at
his watch every few minutes to see how
much longer he has to endure his in
voluntary confinement, reading news
papers and magazines, and paying no at
tention whatsoever to the minister. Can't
you see what a joke it is? What an
empty gesture? How silly and futile?
I can imagine how the minister must feel
when he looks over the pulpit and
realizes that he could repeat the phrase
"In God we trust" over and over again
the whole hour and that no one would
ever notice it.

There are some students who really
want to attend Sunday chapel. That^ of
course, is entirely up to them and it is
their own business with no questions
asked. But how about the student whose
insides absolutely rankle at the thought
of attending? It certainly doesn't add to
the harmony of the atmosphere in our
little Church of the Holy Spirit.
Some Kenyon students are hypocritical
enough to say that it would be spirit
ually incompatible for them to attend an
Episcopalian service (or any other for
that matter). But do all of them do
that? Hardly. Instead they attend and
feel bitter toward such an obviously
idiotic system.
And then comes the masterstroke, the
coup de grace of any spiritual freedom
the student might ever have had. An
hour's academic credit is taken off for
each over-cut. That is really and truly
intelligent! A student might attend
class, do the work, study his assign
ments, pass the examination, and then
receive no credit for the course. That
certainly is smart! Why go to college at
all? Certainly he didn't come to college
to attend chapel! Certainly Kenyon col
lege doesn't care a continental whether
or not its students ever go to church.
The students don't care, and they are
the college!
Gentlemen, I maintain, and I think
that you'll all agree with me, that no
one can force spiritual teaching on any
one. That is entirely up to the in
dividual.
Sincerely,
ROBERT W. PASKINS.

In October HIKA
There will appear an article on

GEORGE PETTY
the

popular

commercial

artist

whose work is so widely appre

Dear Sir:
Through Hika we are thanking the
Chicago Alumni Association for making
it possible for the Kenyon Polo Team to
make their recent trip to Illinois. Their
help was deeply appreciated by the team.
Even though polo is not yet recognized
by the college as a school sport, the aid
of the Chicago Alumni Association in
dicates progress toward future support
of the team by the college.
MERLIN E. AKE, JR.,
Capt. Kenyon Polo Team.
The Hika.
Kenyon College,
Gambier, Ohio.
Gentlemen:
I am a resident of Gambier, and since
I am so close to the college, perhaps I
had better remain without a name to
your readers. I ask that you print this
letter because what I have to say must
necessarily go beyond more than just a
few people.
In my time I have probably cursed
you students as roundly and unrestrain
edly as anyone. Your horses have run
loose in my yard, they, as well as you,
have trampled by flowerbed,
and many
times I have been roused by noises in the
night. I have even gone so far as to
speak about it to several of you per
sonally, but only half-heartedly and
never with any hope of results.
And now I wish to apologize. Gentle
men, no one, least of all Gambier resi
dents, know how unspeakably fortunate
they are, how completely free they are
from the ravages of youth being edu
cated.
I had occasion a short time ago to visit
a very good friend of mine who lives in
an eastern college town. I can only de
scribe my visit as shortlived. I was al
most ejected from the city limits by
rampaging students. There was no peace
at any hour of the night, and the con
tinual carousing made life miserable for
me within a few hours after bedtime.
My friend laughed at me and gave me to
understand that I had run upon a com
paratively dull week end. I hesitated to
believe him, but later experience con
firmed his word. The first day was in
deed dull in comparison to the next, dur
ing which I was openly insulted three
distinct times and publicly humiliated by
having an apple thrown at me for no
other reason than that my car bore an
out-of-town license-plate.
In short, congratulations on your re
served conduct which I have never truly
appreciated until now.
Very sincerely,

ciated.
An inspiring poem of

Assembly

elections, by

ROBERT W. PASKINS
BROADENED BY TRAVEL
by STUART W. ROSE and
JOSEPH P. DEVINE,
the adventures of two representa
tive students abroad.

Gambier, Ohio,
May 28, 1936.
The Editor of Hika:
Perhaps more frequently than the
skeptical professor is inclined to want
to admit, do his students say things that
are interesting. Yesterday there emerged
from a stack of "themes" a document
that provoked no little amount of reflec
tion upon a great many things, incuding
professors of English. As the author has
graciously given me permission to quote
from his essay, I hand over to you a few
of his choicer utterances. Nor must I
(Continued on page 27)
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PRESENTING

I

KENYON

F you read the article in the May issue of Hika
describing the new Kenyon promotion plan, you
will remember that the plan involves a letter,
a questionnaire, and six booklets.
In working out this plan with the donor of the
money, Wilbur Cummings, '02, and with the College
Administration, I found myself freed from all re
strictions of both method and cost. This is a prac
tically unique position for an author, and whatever
merit the finished work may have is due very largely
to it.
The object of our effort was to rescue the College
from the chaos of competition—to give it, through
picture and text, the real distinction it deserves—
and to do this honestly, interestingly, yet with
proper dignity.
We all felt that a single book about Kenyon, how
ever well made, would suffer from bulk—it would
probably tire the average reader before he reached
the end. Furthermore, to send out a single book
would be to fire off all our ammunition at once,
whereas we have learned that the average pros
pective student needs more than a single stimulus
to bring him to a decision.
Therefore, we devised the present plan, based
upon sound commercial experience:
1. A letter offering help in reaching a de
cision, with a brief questionnaire to be
filled in with information revealing the
recipient's major interests-—academic
and recreational—and returned to the
Dean.
2. A series of booklets, each presenting a
particular phase of Kenyon, one or two
of which are sent with the letter, the re
mainder being sent if and when advis
able, in accordance with the special in
terests expressed in the answers to the
questionnaire.
The psychological, as well as the economic, as
pects of such a plan will be obvious. The informa
tion reaches the prospective student in easily as
similable, homeopathic doses; and the "treatments"
are not individually costly.
The preparation of the material occupied the bet
ter part of three months. A week of scheduled in
terviews with College administrators, faculty mem
bers, and students, together with a careful examina
tion of all College facilities, preceded the writing.
I left Gambier with a notebook full of informa
tion, but one essential was still lacking—a funda
mental idea which would tie all the information to
gether.
That idea had to come from the answer to a single
question: "What is Kenyon's purpose in the edu
cational world?" In other words, "Why does Ken
yon exist, why should it continue to exist, why
should a student choose it from among the hundreds
of other colleges that beckon him?" I'vely to an
swer that Kenyon offers a rounded, liberal .aucation,
seemed far too commonplace—all othe * colleges
make the same offer. There must be something in
herent in Kenyon to distinguish it, to set it apart
from all other institutions of learning—something
beyond its beauty, its excellent equipment, its age,
and its traditions.
The answer came toward the end of a single day's
450-mile drive over icy roads through several Jan
uary snowstorms on my way back to New York:
"Kenyon trains young men for leadership."
I tried the answer on my wife. I sketched Ken-

By MARK W.
WISEMAN, '10

yon's traditions. I listed the Kenyon alumni whom
I knew, with the type of work they were doing. I
reviewed Kenyon's equipment, both human and
material. The answer "checked" on each count.
With this idea to build upon, the booklets took
shape far more quickly than I had expected. The
actual writing was finished in about three weeks,
and the texts were approved by my betters almost
as soon as they had been read. The search for
photographs, the designing of covers, the typo
graphy, proof-reading and printing swallowed the
rest of the time. My business associates at Kimball,
Hubbard & Powel, feeling the effects of my ambition
to do a job which we could all be proud of, helped
without stint when needed and otherwise left me
jealously alone until the last booklet was off the
press.
Perhaps our greatest piece of luck was the ex
istence of two very fine sets of photographs—one
group done by William H. Town-End, and the other
by James G. Thompson, '36. These pictures really
made the booklets by surrounding the text with an
atmosphere of charm as well as by providing ex
cellent illustration.
Whatever results the job may produce for Kenyon
—and present indications are that it is getting a
few balls over the goal-line—it has been a source of
deep satisfaction to me and those who have worked
with me. The booklets have been placed in the
hands of a number of trustees of other colleges, and
their comments have been warmly rewarding. As a
member of the College "family," writing in a family
magazine, I shall probably not be accused of horntooting if I quote from a few of their letters, since
their enthusiasm means added goodwill for Kenyon.
From Albert H. Wiggin, trustee of Massa
chusetts Institute of Technology, and former head
of the Chase National Bank: "Thank you very
much for your courtesy in sending me the booklets
about Kenyon College. The work is wonderfully well
done and the booklets most interesting."
From William P. Beazell, trustee of Allegheny
College and Managing Director of the Saratoga
Springs Authority: "I think this is a really dis
tinguished job. It might be worth your while to
send sets to the following people."
From Mrs. Ogden Reid, trustee of Columbia Uni
versity and First Vice President of the New York
Herald Tribune: "Thank you for the booklets on
Kenyon College. I started looking at them per
functorily but could not put them down until I had
gone through them thoroughly. Each one is a
bqautiful piece of work and I want to congratulate
the individual who is primarily responsible."
From C. J. Huff, General Sales Manager of Proc
ter & Gamble: "I enjoyed reading every one of
them. They are beautifully done and very complete.
The descriptive material, together with the photo
graphs, have a sound, allurjng pull."
Our own Bishop HobsPn says: "A splendid job.
Please accept this word of appreciation from one
who likes to see something well done if it is going
to be done at all."
Other letters from such men as General Harbord,
Winthrop W. Aldrich, William C. Dickerman,
Gerard Swope, indicate, I believe, that the booklets
will get a reading wherever they go, and even
though they may not always bring a student, they
should increase the number of those who recognize
Kenyon as a college which deserves respect and con
sideration in all its various aspects.
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The

ditor's Page
College vs. War

The pressing question today is that of war. How
long before we are drawn into it? How can we
keep out? That is all that youth is concerned with,
keeping out. All the quirks and essentials of gov
ernment are cast aside in the burning desire to
"keep out of it."
For four or more years college and university
students are closed away, out of the realm of busi
ness and even normal daily life. Economic changes,
governmental policies, affect their lives without
their knowing it. They spend years adjusting them
selves to the realization that what goes on beyond
the horizon does divert the course of life, perhaps
subtly and quietly, but nevertheless irresistibly.
And now there seems to be a chance of a more vio
lent diversion that will penetrate to them. The
ignorance of the average citizen as to what is being
done in Washington, in his own civil environment,
is excessive. Those who have been educated, en
lightened," are only slightly less in the dark than
the most benighted. There seems to be no curiosity
toward civil or national affairs until youth has de
faulted and has settled down in its old age to read
a newspaper. To rouse that curiosity is imperative,
and there are some who are trying.
There was recently started at Princeton Univer
sity an organization that has been publicized in
every newspaper in the country, The Veterans of
Future Wars. This organization, which has grown
enormously in membership in its few short months
of life, has a purpose that is not obvious. The
organization would be fruitless if it were. The
manifesto sent out by its leaders states:
WHEREAS it is inevitable that this country will be
engaged in war within the next thirty years and
WHEREAS it is by all accounts likely that every
man of military age will have a part in this war,
WE, THEREFORE, demand that the Government
make known its intention to pay an adjusted service
com pensation, sometimes called a bonus, of $1,000.00
to every male citizen between the ages of 18 and
June, 1936

36, said bonus to be payable the first of June, 1965.
Furthermore, we believe a study of history demon
strates that it is customary to pay all bonuses before
they are due. Therefore we demand immediate cash
payment, plus three per cent, interest compounded
annually and retroactively from the first of June,
1965 to the first of June, 1935. It is but common
right that this bonus be paid now, for many will be
killed or wounded in the next war, and hence they,
the most deserving, will not otherwise get the full
benefit of their country's gratitude;
AND WHEREAS the women of America will suffer
no less than the men in the coming strife,
WE, THEREFORE, offer to the American women the
following subsidiary organization: The Home Fire
Division of the Veterans of Future Wars which
shall be open to all mothers and future mothers of
male children, and to future wives of Veterans of
Future Wars. The purpose of this organization
shall be to obtain for all aforementioned mothers
an immediate trip to Europe in holy pilgrimage to
view the future battlefields of their present and
future children, and to obtain for the futui e wives
a pension of fifty dollars per month during the re
mainder of their natural life.
WE REITERATE that the immediacy of our cause
is twofold: (a) inasmuch as the coming war will
otherwise deprive the most deserving bloc of Veterans of Future Wars of its bonus by causing its
sudden and complete demise, the bonus must be paid
now; (b) inasmuch as the coming war will both ob
literate the future battlefields of our noble future
dead and will deprive many American women of
their subsequent means of support, the holy pilgrim
age must be made now and the pension to the Home
Fire Division, as a partial compensation for in
evitable loss, must commence immediately.
WE HOLD THIS to be entirely in keeping with the
ideals and precedents of American government; we
hold it to be logical and sound; we call upon all the
man hood and womanhood of America to respond to
our cause. For the realization of these just de5

mands, we shall mutually pledge our undivided and
supreme efforts.
The purpose of the organization is to make evi
dent the frightful mockery of war, the futility of
denouncing it once it is upon us, the inevitableness
of it if people will not think. The hope is to provide
a means of keeping it ever before the eyes of those
responsible. By the very size of the organization
it will be possible to obtain publicity for the atti
tude of the youth of the nation. Then, at least,
there will be an organized and more powerful senti
ment against war, which is, after all, as far as
youth will ever get in dictating the policies of gov
ernment. Great men have long been cheered and
applauded when they announce magnificently that
"the present as well as the future belong to the
youth of the nation." Even youth has cheered. But
the only time that the present belongs to youth is in
war. The future has always belonged to it.
Many believe that war is an impossibility for the
United States, "because," they say, "no one can
make us fight if we refuse." And yet if the United
States were to declare war today all of us would
fight. We would have to. Not because we were
forced to it, but because war is a contest of winner
take all, and whether we agreed with the purpose of
it or not, "to preserve democracy," to save our very
souls, we would fight to save our skins and the skins
of our dependents.
Three and four years ago the populace of Europe
celebrated and demonstrated for peace as often as
we laughed at them for it. The supposition was
that the Great War had cured everyone of war.
There is no need to point out examples of the oppo
site now. All that is dead, or appears to be. They
are all afraid, because to love peace now is a weak
ness, and evidence of it only increases the aggressive
confidence of a potential enemy.
The possibility of ever collecting such a bonus,
as proposed, is non-existent. The supposition that
it could be collected is ridiculous, but that is the
intent, to make war ridiculous and a mockery. And
if we can prove at the same time that we will not
be led into war needlessly, the purpose is served.

An expectorating group of Gambier citizens stood
out by the gas pump in front of Tom Wilson's bar
ber shop, remarking philosophically of tomato
worms, bots, and infected pork.
"Golly," said one, "'s more squirrels round here'n
they ever was before."
"Yeah," said another, jerking his thumb at a
group of representative students, "guess they's
more nuts to live offa."
Whereupon all laughed raucously and expecto
rated. We bit our nether lip and passed on.
6

Kenyon
Intelligence Test
1. The flower seen most frequently at Kenyon is:
a.
b.
c.
d.
e.

Flower of manhood,
The Wallflower,
"Indiana Stu" Rose,
The Pansy,
Weeds.

2. If you call up Middle Leonard on the telephone
you will most probably be greeted by:
a. Someone from Middle Hanna,
b. "Freshman Jenkins speaking. Waddyawant?"
c. "Delta Tau Delta Shelta. Good evening,"
d. About six people who insist the call is for
them
e. The sound of splashing water or a slow
drip.
3. The unforgivable sin in Timbuck's freshman
English class is:
a. Snoring,
b. Writing themes in purple ink,
c. Using a preposition to end a sentence
with,
d. Saying you wish you were in Coffin's sec
tion,
e. Making a noise like a cow walking
through mud when some one raises his
hand.
4. The annual occasion which used to be known
as "Bore Day," or perhaps "Boer Day" was:
a. Matriculation,
b. Harcourt Reception,
c. The day of the cane rush,
d. Mocking of the seniors by the freshmen,
e. First blue Monday after Christmas va
cation.
5. The regular faculty salaries, used to include:
a.
b.
c.
d.
e.

Free wood from the college forests,
Pasturage for one cow,
Free service at the college mill,
The right to hunt on college grounds,
Academic costume furnished by college.
Answers on page 26
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No Answer Given-By Robert W. Paskins
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was twisted askew. His common gray business suit
WANDERED into an amphitheatre, silent and
hung on him in despairing bagginess.
strange. I paused, repressed by the intense
He moved carelessly forward, hands buried deeply
atmosphere that pervaded. Carefully I made
in his pockets, and quietly surveyed the faces peer
my way upward to take a seat midway among the
ing questioningly down at him.
tiers of seats which rose funnel-shaped from the
"Gentlemen," he said finally. "I have done every
tiny floor space. About me sat elderly men, men
thing in my power. The senator has an excellent
who had long since forgotten how to play, and in
chance to live."
stead, took life not as a deep philosophy, but as a
Subdued conversation broke out on all sides. The
very real scientific problem. They were the men
doctors in the gallery
of medicine. They were
moved off in twos and
the men who fingered
threes commenting on
with life and death
STRAGGLER
the operation. I heard
coldly and unfeelingly.
phrases
lauding the
All
is
dark
and
cold
Only when it meant an
huge,
shoddy,
skillful
experiment, perhaps a
With chill unfeeling hardness of unfriendliness.
doctor: "I never saw
step forward in science,
It rains without
anything like it." "One
did either life or death
And melancholy palls within my burning breast.
of the most difficult
hold any weight with
operations ever per
them.
The sting of pain
formed."
I turned my gaze on
Has pierced down into my soul that weeping
I sat there staring
the lighted space below
lies,
after
them. The amphi
me. I saw, but I did not
Unnourished by the mother breast of love.
theatre
was quite de
understand. Yet I felt
There
glows
no
light
serted. The seats like the
the intense drama of the
skill of the surgeon him
Of hope to lure my lagging pace to brighter aims,
operation being per
self
were cold and hard.
formed there. I, too,
Where I may live forgetting all in love.
I
pondered
the com
leaned forward, strain
—David W. Jasper.
ments, admiration for
ing, my whole body
the doctor's skill, praise
thrilled.
for the knowledge which had made that skill pos
The trained exactness and precision of the whitesible. It was medicine. It was science. A tool, and
clad doctors in the pit fascinated me. Nurses, also
they were the manipulators. They wielded the
white-clad, moved noiselessly to and fro purpose
power to take away or to preserve life. And yet —.
fully, certainly. Three doctors hovered about the
I
rose slowly and made my way downward. There
patient. Masked, wearing rubber gloves, and at
seemed to have been something greater, a power
tired in white gowns, they were coldly clean,—in
more vast than science over the scene. The senator
struments of the very science they attempted to
would probably live. No, it wasn't science alone that
subjugate. Two of them seemed subordinated to
had preserved the senator's life. I was convinced of
the third. The two received instruments from the
that, but what about the doctors themselves? What
nurses and held them in readiness for him who bent
did they think about it? I knew then that I had to
over the patient's head. Hands moved swiftly,
see this man who was touted in the newspapers as
surely. The cut, the severing, the binding.
having saved the senator's life. I knew that I had
It was over; still no one moved. The inert form
to talk to him.
was wheeled out, still silently. Everything was so
Consequently, the next night I boarded the same
softly quiet, and hushed. A few minutes went by
train on which he was traveling home. A few min
very slowly. A man stepped into the amphitheatre.
utes with him would suffice. I sent a card into him
He was a tall muscular man, heavy, yet lithely
with the porter requesting an interview. The
answer came back in a few moments granting my
built. He moved easily and smoothly. His crop of
request. I went down the aisle to his drawing-room.
black hair stood up in defiance. A remnant of a tie
June, 1936
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The porter opened the door. I stepped inside.
The doctor was sitting at a card table with three
other men. His collar and tie were off; he was coatless and his unbuttoned vest hung loosely from his
shoulders; his shirt sleeves were rolled half-way up
his forearms. A half-smoked cigar jutted from one
corner of his mouth; one eye squinted against the
smoke. He was holding five cards in one hand and
was placing some poker chips on the center of the
table with the other. A half-filled glass rested at his
elbow. At that moment he looked-up and saw me.
I turned to leave.
"Just a minute. Did you want to see me?" he
queried.
"I did," I replied, "but I've seen all I want to see."
I left the room. Subconsciously, I had been pre
pared for something like that, yet I was disap
pointed in him. I had sincerely hoped to find a man
who was different, a man who had worth and value.
I had just reached the observation porch and had
seated myself preparatory to ruminating over the
events of the past few hours, when I heard the door
open behind me. It was the doctor.
"That's hardly ethical to interrupt a good poker
game with such idiotic and senseless statements."
He was standing before me, swaying slightly with
the movement of the train.
"I doubt if I would have troubled to track you
down had I not been losing," he said amiably.
I looked at him several seconds, saying nothing.
"I came here with a question in my mind," I said
at last. "You were to answer it. You have. I thought
for a while that it would be necessary to talk to you,
but it wasn't. You have fulfilled my purpose and
there's nothing more to be said." I turned my gaze
away from him attempting to dismiss the subject.
"This is all very strange and mysterious," he de
clared, his expression becoming serious. "It seems
to me, however, that since this question hung in the
balance as to how I impressed you, it would be only
right to tell me what that question was about."
He leaned back against the platform railing and
looked at me intently, a bit determinedly. I con
tinued to gaze past him into the night, watching
lights grow dim in the distance and stars shine con
stant, I glanced toward him. He was waiting, hands
gripping the railing to steady himself; his hair was
too long to remain unperturbed in the blast of
wind, yet too short to whip about madly. He ex
pected an answer.
"You saved a senator's life yesterday," I said
softly. "Everyone, including me, praised you highly,
praised your nerve, your skill, your knowledge."
I paused.
"I witnessed that operation and was greatly im
pressed. I was so impressed that I found myself
unable to think of anything else. I pondered it over
8

and over again. I began to wonder why you were
able to save his life. I became convinced that there
was another reason other than human knowledge
why you were able to do so. More than that, I
thought that perhaps you too had that feeling. I
wanted to see you, to discuss it with you. So I took
this opportunity. And now
."
The lights of a small country station flashed upon
us and were gone. A silence remained between us,
a silence made loud by the wind crowding past the
end of the train and by the steady click, click of the
wheels on the rails.
"And now, you're drawing your conclusion from
a first impression," he mused. "Having caught me in
a very inopportune moment, you think you've
gleaned the elements of my moral worth."
I began to feel that perhaps I had judged him too
hastily after all. There seemed to be much more to
the man than I had deemed possible at first. I
glanced toward him. He had turned his back to me
and stood staring into the night. He seemed to be
struggling to organize his thoughts. He turned and
looked at me steadily for a few moments.
"Do you think that it would be possible for you to
stop over for a couple of days at my home? I think
that I could answer your question then."
I told him I would.
We arrived at a small country railroad station
early the next morning and were driven along a
narrow dirt road that soon began to wind up into
the hills. The country was very sparsely inhabited
and we passed no other vehicle on the way. Very
few words were spoken during the ride. With a
casual, "Here it is," he introduced me to his home.
As we turned a bend in the road, I saw a house im
planted among the tall oaks and maples overlooking
a purple valley at the bottom of which coursed a tiny
stream widening long enough to form a deep oblong
lake, then narrowing and flowing into a sharp
ravine out of sight.
I donned some of his old clothes and we spent the
afternoon poking about the countryside watching
his dog dig futilely in long-vacant ground-hog holes,
taking a long hike up onto the hills along dim forest
trails and finally returning home, neither of us
speaking a word about the reason for my being
there.
The next day I went with him on several of his
professional calls and found that his practice
covered a great deal of territory, since he was the
only doctor for a good many miles around. He dealt
with illiterate country-folk whose only knowledge
was that of the soil. I wondered a great deal why
he, a noted brain specialist, should bury himself in
the practice of ministering to the needs of such a
people whose injuries and sickness were of an in(Continued on page 18)
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Kenyon In The Nineties

!i:
?

Charles C. Wright, '96

i;

OME of the current periodicals have been pointing fingers at what they are pleased to call the
"gay nineties." The term is derisive. Of
course they mean the "funny nineties." And prob
ably the sophisticated student of the present genera
tion would also call "funny," the life which we led
at Kenyon in the nineties. But whether gay or funny,
I can assure you there was plenty of fun in it, and it
was well worth the living, yet quite different from
student life at Kenyon today.
To begin with, we did not arrive by automobile.
The Freshman of the nineties came to Gambier by
train, and "climbed the Hill" in true Kenyon tra
dition. Once there, he found before him, lording it
over all, then as now, the majestic bulk of Old Ken
yon. But Leonard and Hanna Halls were, as yet,
undreamed. Two ancient brick houses, occupied by
professors, stood in their places. Farther up the
Path, Ascension and Rosse and the Chapel looked,
externally at least, much as they do now. Every
thing else was different.
And when our Freshman entered the doors of Old
Kenyon or Ascension, hunting his room, what he
found was,—plenty of them to choose from. Dormi
tory overcrowding was as yet unknown to Kenyon.
Just plenty of vacant rooms, fairly clean, with
floors that sagged dejectedly toward the center,
doors and windows that filled their frames but ap
proximately, painted woodwork chipped and chopped
by former tenants, and walls neither well-plastered
nor well-papered. Rooms bare of all furnishings,
save only a low box-shaped stove designed to burn
cord-wood.
And then to our Freshman, surveying thus his
new surroundings, came shortly an introduction
into Kenyon life of the day, and an unexpected
friend. The college janitor, Jesse Drope by name,
eased himself into the room. This worthy indicated
at once his deep interest in the Freshman's welfare.
In fact, this interest had already led Mr. Drope to
make arrangements much to the Freshman's ad
vantage. It seems that, while the Freshman had
quite properly rented his room from the college au
thorities, the window-seats therein did not belong
to the college at all. They had been installed by the
previous occupant of the room at considerable ex
pense. However, Mr. Drope, having always in mind
June, 1936

the welfare of new students, had, by artful bargain
ing, succeeded in buying these beautiful windowseats from their former owner at a great sacrifice in
value, and was now in a position to let the new oc
cupant have them for a'matter of five dollars, which
was exactly what Mr. Drope had paid for them. Mr.
Drope also intimated that he was in a position to
sell beds and other articles of furniture, similarly
acquired, at absurdly low prices. Now what could a
poor freshman do, thus assailed? Bargains were
struck and arrangements made, to the seeming ad
vantage of both; the Freshman acquiring some
faded and lumpy window-seats, and a few pieces of
decrepit furniture, later delivered, while Mr. Drope
transferred at once to his gaping pocket, a hand
some number of 100-cent dollars.
You will notice that, while our surroundings in
the nineties were not elaborate, our mental training
began at once! Our Freshman has already learned
the meaning of a celebrated Latin phrase, "caveat
emptor," and has received a lesson in practical
economics of great value in the journey through life.
Although we sang her praises loudly and long,
none of us would contend then, nor will we now, that
our Alma Mater of the nineties was a luxurious
lady. And the alumni of the period quite carelessly
overlooked furnishing us with many of the things
which we, now that we are alumni in our turn, seem
quite generally expected to produce for the comfort
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and pleasure of the present day undergraduate.
When we wanted a running track or tennis courts
we had to pay for them ourselves or build them.
The old pair of tennis courts which lay just north
east of the East Wing were built by the students
themselves with the help of a couple of teams and
scrapers. There were no fraternity or divisional
parlors in the entire college. Where the handsome
Bull's Eye Rooms of the East and West Wings are
now, were two small rooms in each Wing, unoc
cupied in our day, and used for the storage of rub
bish. No furniture had been put into dormitory
rooms by generous alumni, no rugs or curtains; we
had to bring our own, or rely on the transactions of
Mr. Drope, or other haphazard means of supplying
our needs. Think of it—there was not an Oriental
rug in the institution! We had no shower-baths; no
running water. More about that later. We had no
radios, of course; they were yet to be invented. We
had no phonographs, even; nobody had thought of
such a luxury for Kenyon students. We had no tele
phones. We had no automobiles to bring us into
Gambier or take us out of it; they, too, were as yet
uninvented. As for airplanes—probably most of us
had read the humorous ballad of "Darius Green and
His Flying Machine," and thought of aeronautics
only as a subject for jokes. So, once on the Hill, we
were quite cut off from the rest of the world, save
for an occasional,—quite occasional,—horse and
buggy trip to Mt. Vernon, or a still more rare trip
by train to Columbus.
But we had the essentials. I have noticed that in
the reminiscences of early settlers, great stress is
always laid upon the essentials,—shelter, fuel and
water,—and since the present day undergraduates
doubtless look upon us of the nineties as early set
tlers, we may as well admit that we had those es-

sentials. The college furnished us with an undeniaably good roof over our heads. And fuel. That is,
there was plenty of excellent cord-wood neatly
stacked in the college basement, and all we had to do
to produce heat wTas to take the hod, go down to the
basement, get a load of wood, carry it up to our
room, put it in the stove, soak it well with kerosene
oil, strike a match, and presto!—there was the heat
forthwith! So, too, with water—both for drinking
and for washing. The college furnished it—in the
college cisterns. All we had to do was to take our
water can, go down to the nearest college pump,
draw a can of water, carry it up to the room, and
use it. If one were so effete as to want it warm, one
could heat it on the stove in a kettle. Some there
were, so lazy, or so luxurious, that they could not
bring themselves to this task of carrying wood and
water. Such unworthy sons of a hardy past, were
wont to club together in groups and hire some de
serving student who was working his way through
college, to perform these services for them. The
group in which I belonged, employed a future Con
gressman for this purpose. He is still in our employ,
but his services at present are not so satisfactory.
At this point, I suppose, some shrewd reader is
going to wonder what we did about baths. To tell
the truth, it's a subject that, for the reputation of
many a worthy citizen who was an undergraduate
in the nineties, might well be touched upon some
what lightly. But this historian has no wish to shirk
his duty. He can only defend his times by the
Socratic method of asking the shrewd reader in re
ply,—"What would you do?" Remember, we had no
shower baths, no running water, and no steam heat.
With the thermometer near zero, with water that
had to be heated in a kettle on a wood stove, with a
(Continued on page 20)

ROGER WILLIAMS
Block Island's green flash, Montauk's lazy gleam,
Point Judith's warning,—charted night and (lay
This ancient roadstead is a place to play
Where white sails idle for a wind a-beam.
A wide horizon levels all the care
Complexities and cavils inland grown:
Each State evolves raw statutes of its own
And Washington is jealously aware.
Williams stood on this ledge, Mary his wife,
Dexter his printer and John Milton's friend.
A realm was all around them,—to what end
Accumulated years of civil strife?
"At last," smiled Roger as he turned about,
"We know what Old World things to do without!"
—William Peters Reeves.
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Kenyon College Commencement 1842
Coincident with the commencement of the
Class of '36, we offer the following account of
the Class of '42. The very evident improvement
in the procedure of commencement exercises
should prove exceedingly gratifying to the
Class of '36.
The source of this account ivas the college
scrap book of Mr. Guy M. Bryan, and is printed
with the kind permission of his daughter, Mrs.
Hally Perry of Houston, Texas, Mr. Bryan ivas
a classmate of President Hayes and corre
sponded actively with him during the Grant
administration. Their correspondence is of
great historical significance.

O

N Wednesday last we visited Gambier to
witness the exercises of students who with
the commencement close their college life
and leap with buoyant hopes upon the stage of
promiscuous action. The ceremonies of the occasion
opened with music by the Granville Band, aftei
which the Right Reverend Bishop Mcllvaine, D.D.,
petitioned the throne of grace for a continuance of
those blessings and favors, which the allwise ruler
of the universe has so bountifully thrown around us,
and to visit the institution whose commencement
exercises we were then assembled to witness, with
especial care and tender regard. As on former oc
casions the wealthy and fashionable of the countiy
and neighborhood were in attendance. We shall not
spend time in noticing the priestly show and ceiemonious pomp of college exhibitions, we spoke of
these in our notice of the last year s commencement,
and but little reformation has taken place since that
time, in this respect, but we shall notice the exer
cises of the highly gifted and talented young gentle
men, who, retiring from the close chamber of toil
and thought carry with them well earned collegiate
honors, and characters unspotted and unstained.
The exercises consisted of ORATIONS and
POEMS in English, Latin and Greek. The first
ORATION, "English Salutatory," by J. RICE TAY
LOR of Rochester, N. Y., was a beautiful composi
tion, and was timely and elegantly rehearsed.
Second ORATION, "Revolutionary Enthusiasm,"
by J. MILTON BOYD of Hillsboro. This oration
was well written and evinced some powers of mind.
His comparisons were made with good taste and
were strikingly illustrative of the characters preJune, 1936

sented to view. Third ORATION, "Facilities for
the development of talent in America," by HUGH
HAMILTON of Lima, la. The subject of this
oration is a prolific one, but few are able to present
its every consideration to view. Mr. Hamilton, however, took hold of it with master hands and laid it
bare with admirable strength and beauty.
Fourth ORATION. Something in Latin, but what
we know not, for we are no linguist. It was rehearsed by WM. F. TURNER of Mt. Vernon.
Fifth ORATION, "Decision of Moral Character,"
by PATTERSON REECE of Martinsburg, (this
county.) It was a well written piece, one which gave
evidence of a good mind and heart.
Sixth, GREEK POEM, by OVID A. KINGSOLVING of Charlottsville, Va. This must have been
grand for it was beyond our comprehension entirely.
Seventh, ORATION, "The Legal Professions," by
WM. F. TURNER, of Mt. Vernon. This oration
may have some literary merit, but in sentiment it
has but little to boast. It claims for the lawyer who
has had the good fortune to graduate at a college a
high and distinguished character, and repudiates
and condemns the practice of young men preparing
themselves for the Bar while engaged in mechanical
vocations, and classes all such as have fitted them
selves for the profession without obtaining a
diploma, with sign post loafers and contemptible
"pettifogers." What the purse-proud nabobs of
the old world claim for wealth this oration claims
for a collegiate education, namely, reverence and
obsequious adoration.
It must have been composed with feelings of
dung-hill pride and empty vain exultings of puffed
up vanity, in the absence of good reason and sound
sense, and when the visions of bright fancy pictured
in the author's mirror a Justinian, a Vattal and a
Blackstone. How bright, yet, how treacherous the
vision, how vain the musings of a vacant mind; the
reality was not, is not, cannot be seen by optics ken
so blind with pride. It is not true as maintained by
Mr. Turner, that "a man cannot hammer a lapstone
and Blackstone at the same time," and if he was ac
quainted with history he would know the falsity of
the position he has assumed. Roger Sherman, one of
the signers of the Declaration of Independence ham
mered a lapstone and Blackstone, too! and was a
wiser man then Mr. Turner at present, promises to
be. Gifford, editor of the London Quarterly Review
hammered a lapstone; Brand Secretary of the Lon13

don Antiquarian Society hammered a lapstone:
Pondre II, a noted barrister at Gray's Inn, London
hammered a lapstone: Fox, founder of the "society
of Friends," hammered a lapstone. We could fill this
column with learned professors who hammered lapstones and yet spread a lustre upon the pages of his
tory.
Eighth, PHILOSOPHICAL ORATION, "Limits
of human research" by LEANDER COMSTOCK of
Washington. This was an excellent production, and
gave evidence of a familiar acquaintance with the
sciences. It was a composition which will ever re
flect creditably upon the youthful graduate.
Ninth ORATION, "Origin and character of Puri
tanism" by OVID A. KINGSOLVING of Charlottsville, Va. This was a grand display. We have not
room, nor indeed have we the ability to remark upon
this Oration as it deserves.
Tenth ORATION, "The Responsibilities of the
Statesman," by G. M. Bryan of Brazoria Co., Texas.
This was an able and powerful argument, a forcible
and logical disquisition of the important subject
under consideration. Never did we witness a more
lucid exposition of the duties and responsibilities of
the Statesman opened to view than on this occasion.
Having laid his premises upon the broad foundation
of principle, he deduced facts and arguments in
beautiful succession illustrative of his positions.
This Oration was an orderly and well arranged pro
duction, couched in the plainest, yet boldest and
most elevated language, and was delivered with a
grace, ease and animation truly dignified and ex
ceedingly pleasing. It is a production that the young
author may in years that are far in the distant
future, look upon with the proud satisfaction that it
received the eclat of an admiring intelligent audi
ence. If Texas has many such sons, she has reason
to be proud of them.
POEM, Addressed to the Philomathesian and Nu
Pi Kappa Societies by the Rev. S. G. Gassaway, A.M.
This was a sublime production.

Eleventh, ORATION, "College Life and Valedictory Address," by Rutherford B. Hayes of Columbus.
This oration was rich and splendid, chaste, beauti
ful and sublime, pure in diction, unique in arrange
ment and lofty in sentiment, and was delivered with
a flow of animation that struck like peals of music
upon the soul. With a mind richly stored with col
lege lore, Mr. Hayes descanted upon the privations
to which students are subjected, while gathering the
rich treasures from stores of learning and cultivat
ing the fields of science and literature, in a happy
and forcible manner, assuring those to whom he was
about to bid an affectionate farewell, that though
their confinement might at times appear severe, yet
if employed in pleasing study blessings unspeakable
would crown their every toil. In a rich flow of
grateful feelings he addressed the President of the
College and the Faculty tendering to them the heart
felt assurance of unfeigned gratitude for all their
tender and parental care and fatherly teachings.
Then to his fellow classmates, who with him were
about to quit the scenes where they together trod
the hill of science, he addressed himself in an ex
alted strain of eloquence and impassioned feeling,
charging them to cherish the recollections of those
days when they strove for the honors which had
that day been awarded them with fond remem
brance and to forget not the toil and anxiety which
filled their young breasts in arriving at an education
which can only reflect credit upon them as it shall
prove serviceable to their county and themselves.
President Douglass explained some important
changes in the college discipline introduced by the
present faculty within the last year. While we have
not room to remark upon them, justice requires us
to say that they are changes which will gain for the
institution a character which few seminaries of
learning deserve. President Douglass we are in
formed is very much beloved by the students and is
respected as a father by them.
Much improvement has been made to the college
and grounds, since last year.

PASSER-BY
A glance in passing roused in me
The thrill of life, the will to he.
Ensnared by Youth's thin filmy dreams,
I thought I rose on argent beams
To love.

t

And yet you failed, the fault not yours.
In you a radiance warm bestirs
To light a moment, then fading, dies,
And Youth left lonely softly cries
For love.
—-Robert W. Paskins.
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HIS fellow used to be chief editor. To him all
strings were tied, at him all epithets were
directed, and now the spacious offices of
Hika are empty without him. He was the sort of
editor who had a special coat with the elbows worn
through in which he concentrated, a particular
brand of tobacco that always sat on his desk so that
one might absent-mindedly fill his pipe five or six
times an hour. No one questioned his word.
Jack is not very tall, but his arms are amazing.
His fraternity brothers are baffled by the thirty-six
inch sleeves of his shirts. None of them have arms
that long, but he is the president of Alpha Delta Phi,
nevertheless.
He scared us to death the first time we met. He is
an ominous sort of person. Always seems on the
point of doing something, so we could not have
helped knowing who he was beforehand. The Hika
staff was just organizing. The first meeting was to
be held upstairs in the library. We were already in
Norton Hall, but Jack did not know it. He was
keeping a vigil upstairs on the balcony over the door,
ready to call to the members of the staff as they
entered. The door opened and someone came in, but
he could not tell who it was from above. He thought
it was one of his recruits, so he whispered loudly
from the balcony.
"Hey!"
Miss Hickin raised her head. This person didn't
seem to be able to locate the voice. After a nervous
look around he started on into Norton Hall.
"Hey!" said Jack, louder. Miss Hickin started to
her feet. People who yell "hey" in Norton Hall are
bums. From our vantage point among the ency
clopedias we were fascinated. Miss Hickin looked
lethal.
But this person was certainly confounded. He did
not think of looking up above, so he went right on
in. Miss Hickin fidgeted and clenched her fists ex
pectantly.
"Hey!" roared Jack through the crypt-like silence
of the place. Miss Hickin leaped straight into the
air, and outraged students streamed from Norton
Hall rubbing sleep from their eyes.
Then Jack saw who it was, a revered doctor of
June, 1936
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something or other. He did not even blink. One
would have thought he knew who it was all the time.
"Oh, doctor," he said, "just the one I wanted to
see." And he ran madly down the stairs thinking
of something to say. One could not help admiring
the fellow. Always on his toes. Miss Hickin didn't
even do anything.
There is a certain satisfaction in being able to say
a word about everything, in having thoughts in
every direction, and being able to communicate them
successfully and even impressively. Most of us,
while we undoubtedly have thoughts, must be con
tent with the muttering of the bare essentials of
them. Words constantly fail us and we must hide
behind generalities. But here is a man who is
specific and outright. He never wavers from the
point because it is his nature to hit the nail on the
head. It is almost shattering to hear him introduce
into a classical conversation a ludicrous adjective,
which, although uninspiring, achieves force when
heard in the company of good English. We refer to
his use of "lousy," and on occasion the bald syllable
"arrh."
Jack is the literary mind number one of Kenyon.
His education and inclinations have all been in the
direction of writing and literature. He has de
veloped a taste for poetry and books far surpassing
the ordinary. His literary background has shown so
brilliantly through his book reviews that publishers
and authors have taken notice.
He dims the reality of things, not by his appear
ance, but by his obviously idealistic attitude toward
life. His standards are rigid when applied to him
self, but he has seldom risked the disillusionment of
applying them to others. He has made himself more
a spectator than a judge.
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NO ANSWER GIVEN...
(Continued from page 8)

significant nature, yet he seemed entirely satisfied
with his work.
At his request, we again dressed in our old clothes
upon our return and went out on the lake in his
small gasoline launch. We beached the boat on the
opposite edge and made our way up the hillside. On
the lake below we had been in a sort of semi-twilight,
but, as we climbed, we crossed shafts of sunlight that
had made their way through the trees that fringed
the tops of the hills on the other side of the valley.
The doctor swung along ahead of me, softly and
easily on the cushioned forest floor. He seemed to
expand and grow more erect, more alive in this en
vironment. After a bit, we reached a little clearing
in the center of which a fallen tree had formed a
natural seat. He paused there and waited for me.
He jnhaled the fresh clean air until his heart must
have been close to bursting with the very joy of
living. We rested on the tree trunk for a moment.
He broke the silence. "What is this dilemma that
has been troubling you?"
I slowly recounted my impression of the operation
and the subsequent thoughts it had aroused in me.
"And now you have the idea that I'm not worthy
of performing an operation like that," he supplied.
"Well
"You see," he went on, "your difficulty lies in the
fact that you are trying to correlate the characters
of two different people. I am not the man who per
formed the operation on the senator."
While I waited for the inevitable explanation, he
bent down and plucked at the bark of the fallen tree.
In a moment, he continued.
"In me, you see a very simple, common man who
likes to dress carelessly, wander about among the
forests and hills and think about absolutely nothing
that tends to the intellectual. I like to play poker
and laugh and drink. Having been blessed with an
exceptional brain and a pair of steady hands, I've
succeeded in becoming a leading brain specialist.
But I don't care for that. I'd much rather browse
about in the country and keep myself in food and
clothing by prescribing pills to people who are suf
fering from measles and whooping cough."
"Two days ago," he continued, "I was a different
man. I was doing things entirely out of my scope,
things that man doesn't understand and will never
understand."
"There is something that makes men rise far
above themselves upon certain occasions, something
that is greater than human knowledge may contend
with. I don't know what it is, but I feel it. It's always with us. No matter where we look, we see
traces of its presence."
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"What is this something, as you call it?"
"I don't know," he mused. "But there is one proof
of its existence." And he motioned simply toward
the West and gazed, far-seeing and silent.
I followed his gaze. The sun had disappeared be
hind the hills. The topmost trees stood out in pur
ple silhouette. The valley had become an infinite
abyss of darkness in somber contrast to the fading
gold and lavender of the western sky. Its dying light
caught and held the silvery puffs of clouds for a
moment, and then they too darkened into gray
patches of mist. Twilight claimed the sky and lent
a dignity to the afterglow of paling brilliancy. A
star, bolder than the rest, began to blink. A whippoor-will softly cried in the distance and took up his
dark watch.

Now that the college year is almost completed and
most of us won't get the chance to make use of the
rather criminal knowledge, we have a revelation to
make. The peanut machine in the College Shop may
be coaxed. The steps to plenty are as follows:
1) Insert one cent into slot.
2) Push sliding handle almost, but not quite, over
to the point where it catches.
3) Move handle back and forth many times, not
permitting at any time that it catch at the end of
the stroke.
Result: a gratifying flow of peanuts that will
only cease when the machine is empty or when one
stops moving the handle.
There is a technique to it that may cost the un
initiated a few extra cents to master, but the ulti
mate reward is all in his favor.
When Howard Morgan first discovered the pheno
menon, he whispered slyly to Rich Patterson, "Keep
it quiet now, and we'll just work it ourselves."

Since the student body has taken brazenly to
wearing shorts, it seems only fitting that we should
record some indication of the feelings of the Gambier populace. The emotions stimulated by the sight
of our legs is adequately expressed by the following
exclamations heard to fall from gaping mouths.
"Hee, hee, some funny legs!"
"Looks plumb nekked!"
"Plucked chickins!"
"Umpety-ump-ump!!"
"Whewie!"
And when the boys get up out of their cane-bot
tomed chairs after class, the observant will have re
marked at the waffle-like impression on the backs of
their legs.
HIKA

for

<JSiterary Soundings
By John C. Neff
D. H. LAWRENCE; A Personal Record, by E. T.,
with an introduction by Middleton Murry, Knight
Publications, $2.50, 223 pp.
Among the many reminiscences of D. H. Law
rence there are two that are most truly vital to an
understanding of him—Not I But The Wind, and
D. H. Laivrence: A Personal Record. The first of
these two was written by the woman who had most
to do with Lawrence, his wife. The second, by the
"Miriam" of Sons and Lovers. If only Lawrence's
mother had written about him, the cycle would be
complete.
E. T.'s account is admirably written, sensitive
and straight-forward. In its pages we find for the
first time a clear living picture of Lawrence during
his youth. E. T. carries us as far as Sons and
Lovers. There she stops. It was inevitable that she
should. She gave him the spiritual and intellectual
but not the emotional consummation he needed.
Their relation was based on common interests—
and might easily have ripened into real love had not
outside circumstances rendered impossible all
chances for such an intimacy. Love in its crudest
sense was thrust upon them while they were yet
unaware of its depth. In later years Lawrence spoke
of it as "the slaughter of the foetus in the womb."
He could not love her as he thought he should and
soon made an end of their relation.
E. T. has, however, some happy things to tell—
how his reading developed from minor novelists to
the classics of many countries. Of his first writings
she has much to say. She knew intimately the early
versions, printed and imprinted, of The White Pea
cock and Sons and Lovers; and she tells how she
paved Lawrence's way to his first editor, Ford Maddox Ford. There are portraits of Lawrence's home
and E. T.'s as well. The most brilliant figure is,
naturally, Lawrence himself. He is here as alive as
in his Letters. And here, too, we are able to observe
the slow inevitable psychological change which drew
him from the gay happy-go-lucky life into the deep
self-conscious creative life.
One realizes that with the publication of this
little book we are once again given the opportunity
of stimulating our interest in Lawrence. As Middleton Murry clearly indicates in his introduction, the
people of this country are far too disinterested in
June, 1936

him, fa£ too slow in grasping the significance of his
magnificent mind. Nevertheless, one can easily ven
ture that E. T.'s contribution will no more swell the
small group of Lawrence readers here than have
Murry's own books. There will come a time, how
ever, in the next ten years when our concern will be
aroused to a great and clear pitch. That will come
about gradually, but surely, by the tolerant teaching
of an understanding critic. Only then will we
realize that Lawrence stands unique and alone in
the history of English literature.
STRANGE HARVEST, by Mildred Burcham •
Hart, Caxton Printers, $2.50, 31+b pp.
"Sprawled out behind the dingy red railway sta
tion like painted blocks from an overturned toybasket, lay the town of Rhineburg, Nebraska. A
dozen or so one-story structures with false wooden
fronts constituted the 'downtown' portion of the vil
lage. Thrusting through the thick foliage of the
maples and elms like the heads of curious ostriches
were the white steeples of the Lutheran and Meth
odist churches. The square belfry of the schoolhouse, the red roofs of the grain elevators, the gray
towers of the mill made the sky line."
I like to imagine what the editor of Caxton print
ers thought of that opening paragraph of Miss
Hart's novel when he read the manuscript for the
first time. To start with, he was probably attracted
by the novel's title, "Strange Harvest." Indicative
of a not forever happy tale, a double meaning, per
haps. Farm harvest and human harvest. A curious
twist involved. The opening sentence definitely
locates the scene of action and describes it as well.
While it modifies the first, giving it local color, the
second sentence has a slight fault. It names Rhine
burg a "village," whereas in the previous sentence it
was named a "town." The next sentence is chuckfull of significance. In it we learn what kind of tree
grows in and around Rhineburg. We learn that the
churches are of the awful country type that sprouted
over the nation at the turn of the century. We also
learn (this perhaps the most important single item)
that the entire town of Rhineburg is divided into
two factions, Lutheran on the one side and Methodist
on the other. Before we meet any of the characters,
we know some of them are going to speak in a Ger(Continued on page 22)
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^Kenyon Commons

KENYON IN THE NINETIES
(Continued from page 12)

china washbowl, or at best a small tin tub as the
only thing you had to bathe in, where are the heroes
who would insist on daily bathing? Need more be
said? In the spring we could all go swimming in the
Kokosing. I notice it is still somewhat turbid—no
doubt from those spring ablutions of the nineties.
If you have observed that many of the alumni of
that period have rather dark skins, take my word
for it, it is not all tan!
Gas and electricity were yet to be introduced into
Gambier. The "student" lamp was the beacon that
lighted us through Horace and Homer. I have never
seen statistics of the kerosene oil we used, but I am
sure a tank car full of it must have been on tap all
the time to supply our needs. Every student had his
oil can, which needed constant replenishing. Scott's
store did its principal business, I fancy, in kerosene
oil and that favorite pipe tobacco of the day, "Fruits
and Flowers." It all sounds very primitive now, but
coal oil was very useful to us then, not only for light,
but for other purposes. To start a quick fire, noth
ing could be better than coal oil sprinkled liberally
on the wood and ashes in our stoves.
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No one had as yet dreamed of Peirce Hall. There
was no College Commons and no Coffee Shop. We
obtained our food at boarding houses of varying de
grees of merit and price. The luxurious, and those
with long purses, boarded at Miss White's, opposite
Bexley, and had an odius way of telling the rest of
us what wonderful meals and delicious pie and cake
they had. We others boarded at sundry other places,
less expensive, but relying rather too heavily on
such comestibles as oatmeal, or boiled potatoes, or
griddle cakes—good enough food, but not food for
argument against the pampered Luculli from Miss
White's.
To the present generation, these domestic details
of a Kenyon student's life in the nineties must seem
painfully restricted, even primitive. But you will
not find one among those who were in College
through that period, willing to admit that life at
Kenyon was a whit less worth while then, than now.
In fact, I feel quite sure they will generally bear me
out in the assertion that Gambier was far more in
teresting socially, than it is today. The Kenyon
Military Academy, a thriving school of one hundred
to one hundred and fifty boys, with their military
uniforms, their drills and parades, their athletic
games and their dances, added a colorful touch to
the community. Those who remember it will agree,
I believe, that the destruction of the Academy by
fire was an irreparable loss to Gambier life. And
the Harcourt Place School for Girls, then at the
peak of its success, with an enrollment of fifty at
tractive girls and a cultured faculty, was another
delightful element of our society. They, too, had
their teas and receptions and dances, quite generally
attended by Kenyon students.
As my class comes back to the Reunion which
marks the fortieth year since it graduated, the
thoughts of many of us will be dwelling much on the
great contrasts which the passage of these forty
years has brought about in life at Kenyon. Some of
these contrasts mark great improvements; as to
others, we who have lived through the changes, are
not so sure. But of one thing we, and the generation
who are in college now, and those who are yet to
come on, may all be sure,—that the venerable walls
of Old Kenyon, standing there in stately dominance
of her Hill, enshrine something that is not to be
measured by comforts and conveniences. And if
there be some one of this generation among those
who read these words, who, forty years hence, will
come to write of his college years, things that will
seem as primitive to those who read them, as these
recollections of forty years ago, seem now, in one
thing I am sure he will be in agreement with us of
the nineties and all other Kenyon men—and that is,
in loyal tribute and praise for our great Alma
Mater,—Kenyon.
H I K A
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By Leland G. Allen

W

HEN Bill Turner succeeded in eliminating
Hoyt, Marietta's number one player and
last year Ohio Conference champion, in the
semi-finals of the recent Ohio Collegiate tourna
ment, it marked the third straight year that Bill has
been prominent in Ohio tennis tournaments, but the
first time he has reached the final round.
As a Sophomore Turner developed rapidly and
reached his peak in the 1934 Conference tourna
ment, losing out to Olds, of Oberlin, in the semi-final
round. That was the year Warren Munger defeated
Olds in the finals. As a Junior, Turner was put out
of the Conference tournament early but went on to
win the consolation singles.
By the time you read this Turner's record in the
Conference tournament for 1936 will be known.
Win or lose, it has been a great season for Kenyon
tennis.
You may have wondered why Oberlin, Wooster,
Case and other Ohio Conference colleges were not
represented here in the recent Ohio Collegiate play.
The reason is that the colleges in question feel that
Kenyon is trying to run a tournament hostile to the
Conference tourney. As a matter of fact, the Ohio
Collegiate is a traditional affair and should be re
vived. But Oberlin, amazingly thrilled to find that
for the first time in years she is host to a tourna
ment, cannot stand to see another college put greater
tennis players on the courts. For with only fourteen
entries the Ohio Collegiate produced better tennis
than is seen in the Ohio Conference. Fox and Zimov,
of Cincinnati, demonstrated that the best tennis in
Ohio isn't necessarily outside the Buckeye ranks.
We heard a delightful story about Uncle Bobby
that you should enjoy. It seems that a few years
ago when it was a regular custom for the Kenyon
seniors to engage the faculty in a baseball game,
some bright boy got the idea that Uncle Bobby
should be in the game. And so a group of students
visited him in an effort to interest him in the game.
After some bickering they did manage to get him to
come down to Benson Field, but he wouldn't take
part in the game. The stronger they urged him, the
June, 1936
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more insistent he was. Finally Dr. Peirce came over
and pleaded with Bobby to play just a few innings.
The latter refused in his best Virginia manner.
Then Dr. Peirce turned to him and said, "Dr. Redford, if you won't take part in the game at least you
can Umpa!"
There has always been some question as to
whether the strongest college baseball teams can
compete with amateur teams of the same age limits.
The answer is that the amateur would, in nine cases
out of ten, walk ail over the colleges.
In rebuttal you might mention the major league
baseball players who leaped from college campuses
to major league fame. You might prove that many
of the present professional baseball players are col
lege men. But your argument would give the wrong
impression, for this reason.
When you read of a major leaguer who was a
great college ball player, you can be almost certain
that when he was in college, the team was built
around him and he was perhaps the only real ball
player in college. Charlie Devens, who went from
Harvard to the Yankees and Johnny Broaca, who
mastered the jump from Yale to the same club, are
stock examples.
A college team that is successful usually consists
of one good ball player who is able to carry the
others along. And that good ball player is usually a
pitcher.
I would like to conclude this month with a base
ball problem. Here goes: How is it possible for a
baseball team to obtain three triples and three sin
gles in one inning without scoring a run?
The answer is simple. The first batter triples and
is thrown out at the plate trying to stretch it into a
home run. The next batter does likewise. The third
batter triples. The next batter beats out an infield
hit which does not permit the runner on third to
score. The fifth batter does likewise, filling the
bases. The sixth batter hits a sharp drive through
the infield hitting the runner going from first to
second. That runner is out retiring the side, but
under the scoring rules, the batter is credited with
a single.
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FOR TAKING A LIFE
By Charles W. Henderson
"... And in accordance with the laws of this
state, I sentence you to die by electrocution within
the week of April 16th . . . May God have mercy on
your soul!"
"Appeal."
"They refuse to grant a re-trial."
"See the governor."
"He says he can't do it."
Tuesday! Two days to live! Forty-eight short,
maddening hours! Then
!
"Here's your dinner. (The dirty skunk will prob
ably enjoy it too!) "
"Yeah. (I'm going to die tonight!)"
He tried vainly to eat, but now only time was im
portant as seconds and minutes fled by in a frantic
race towards the Great Beyond. Death was sweep
ing everything from the grasp of a mortal.
"Right here, Father. (No priest can save his
soul!)"
"May I pray with you, son?"
"If you want to. (Won't they leave me alone?)"
"Son, you have sinned, (He murdered a fellow
man!) but it is not too late to obtain forgiveness
from the Almighty. (Can a just God forgive such a
man—such a deed?)"
"Forgiveness, yes—but they'll kill me tonight just
the same!"
"Does that matter? In a better land God will re
ceive you. (Can I be a Christian and yet offer this
man a share in the paradise that Christ died for?)"
"Father,
what does it matter? Tonight. ..!"
"Son, kneel with me. ( . . . and profane the
ground we walk on!)"
"Please, Father
(God! won't they let me
alone!)"
"Almighty God, forgive this man, he repents for
his sin. (Such a creature has no room in his soul
for repentance!)"
"Please, Father, please leave."
"This night receive his soul . . ."
"Get out of here! For the love of your God, leave
me alone!"
"I'm
sorry, son. (God, damn this man to
the bottom-most pits of hell! Make him suffer as he
has made others suffer. Make him pay a thousandfold for his sin!)"
"Don't torture me with your pious words! I've
suffered enough! I'm going to die. Aren't you satis
fied?"
"God will forgive you if you repent! (God can't
forgive this beast!)"
"Don't you understand? They're going to kill me!
(I'll die; I'll die; I'll . . .) Here they come!"
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"Sorry, Father, we have to take him now. (He'll
soon know what he sent another through!)"
"Don't take me. Not now. Just a minute! Give
me one more minute!"
Rough hands drew him to his feet and held him
upright. He was forced to drag his leaden feet hope
lessly toward the door of death. A dim yellow light
cast spectral shadows on the floor and walls as they
advanced.
"I'm going to die. I'M GOING TO DIE!"
"Quiet. (Now he knows!)"
"... have mercy on this man . . . (Where
where now is the man?)"
Through the door and into the hushed room
faintly cold in the presence of Death. He glanced
upward towards the light, then at the chair in front
of him. Panic gripped his heart as he felt himself
placed in the chair. He was dimly aware of the
straps on his arms and legs and the cold brine drip
ping from his head. The stiff black hood dropped
over his face and the guards stepped back. Perhaps
then he repented. One instant of blinding, soulsearing pain, then, infinity.
"... I pronounce this man dead . . ."
The witnesses filed from the room.

LITERARY SOUNDINGS
(Continued from page 19)

man dialect. In the fourth sentence we realize that
the children of the two factions are thrown together
in school and thereby come to know and understand
one another as the parents never could. We discover,
also, that most of the characters are farmers, wheat
and corn farmers. This paragraph, then, tells much
more than it appears to. Aside from its one or two
faults—the mixture of the words "town" and "vil
lage," and the incongruous ostrich metaphor—the
paragraph suggests that what follows will be in
teresting and worth reading. The Caxton editor
doubtless set the manuscript aside, on the "accepted"
table, to pick it up later for a more careful and com
plete perusal. He understood, from experience, that
here was a good writer.
Miss Hart is a good writer, and her book is full
of sense. The story moves along without hesitation
to an inevitable ending. It is with a great deal of
relief that one reads the book, after pouring through
so much of the sentimental stuff that comes from
many presses today. The Caxton Printers deserve
thanks and congratulations for having produced so
many excellent volumes during the past year. And
Miss Hart deserves to have her novel noticed in
papers throughout the country. (I have presented
my copy to the New Book Club of Gambier, so its
members may enjoy it without charge.)
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Introduce yourself to Prince Albert
at our risk. Prove to yourself that
there is no other tobacco like P. A.
As a tobacco fancier, notice how
P. A.'s "crimp cut" makes for a
longer, cooler smoke. Enjoy steady
^ pipe-smoking that doesn't bite the

tongue. See how evenly Prince Albert
cakes in your pipe. How mellow and
fragrant and comforting it is! Prince
Albert is the largest-selling smoking
tobacco in the world. Try it at our
risk. Below is our man-to-man offer.
P. A.'s grand "makin's" too.
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OUR OFFER TO PIPE SMOKERS
"You must be pleased"
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't find it
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time with
in a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price,
• plus postage. (Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.

PRINCE ALBERT
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50

pipefuls of
fragrant tobacco in every
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert
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lumni Department
Forty-four years ago the Class of '96 entered
Kenyon as freshmen. Today they are scattered from
California to Connecticut. It is our desire to bring
them together in this column and provide informa
tion for those who will be unable to attend their
class reunion. Where we have been unable to obtain
personal information we have given addresses,
hoping that old acquaintances will be again renewed.
O. S. Adams, Geodetic Survey, Washington, D. C.,
is now with the United States Coast and Geodetic
Survey in the position of senior mathematician. He
is the father of three children.
In connection with his work with the Geodetic
Survey, but also as a hobby, he has been working
for many years on the theory of map projections
and has published a number of books on that sub
ject.
Mr. Adams returns to the Hill almost yearly.
Mr. L. H. Burnett, Carnegie, Bldg., Pittsburgh,
Pa., is vice president of the Carnegie Illinois Steel
Corporation. He is a member of Alpha Delta Phi.
When he was in college he covered center field for
the baseball team and played quarterback on the
football team. We observe that he was also a mem
ber of the "Kenyon Order of Holy Monks," whose
motto was "pecunia et squalor," a significant organi
zation of past years at Kenyon.
Joseph J. McAdoo, 5744 Holden St., Pittsburgh,
Pa., has retired from the service of the Pittsburgh
and Lake Erie Railroad. His entire business career
was spent in the Passenger Department of that
company. During the war Mr. McAdoo was Secre
tary of the Red Cross in Pittsburgh, where he has
lived since then.
There is a remark in the Kenyon Reveille of 1894
that Mr. McAdoo "heeled the football team to Washington."
David W. Thornberry is rector of St. Paul's
Episcopal Church of Virginia, Minnesota. He is
married and has three children.
Dr. Thornberry left a remarkable athletic record
at Kenyon. For three years he played left tackle and
left guard, not simultaneously, on the football team,
set shotput and hammer-throwing records that stood
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for many years, and was eventually elected the best
all-round athlete of Kenyon. In those days it was
"best general athlete."
Dr. Thornberry hopes to return to his class re
union this June in spite of his present illness.
Charles C. Wright, 1427 West 6th St., Cleveland,
Ohio, is President and Treasurer of the Cleveland
Tool and Supply Co. He is married but has no chil
dren. Since he lives so close to the Hill he finds time
to return several times a year.
Mr. Wright was president of the Class of '96. He
was a member of the "Kenyon Order of Holy
Monks," who looked at life through glass.
The Rev. C. W. Baker, 622 S. Indiana St., Los
Angeles, California.
H. A. Barber, 4646 Frances Willard Ave., Chico,
California.
C. R. Cary, 109 S. Frankford Ave., Atlantic City,
N. J.
G. L. Clark, 263 Ogden Ave., W. Englewood, N. J.
G. H. Eckerle, 241 N. King St., Xenia, Ohio.
E. E. Esselburne, Market Ave., N. E. Canton, Ohio.
Charles Follett, 3111 Ludlow Rd., Cleveland.
Rev. R. B. Foote, Christ Church Rectory, E. Norwalk, Conn.
Rt. Rev. R. L. Harris, 3128 Kellog Street, Point
Loma, California.
Joseph Haworth, 2480 Wellington Ave., Cleveland,
Ohio.
John J. Hyatt, Brinkhaven, Ohio.
H. H. Kennedy, 2415 Wyandotte Ave., Minnesota.
William C. Lee, 1753 Kilbourne Place, Washington,
D. C.
Edgar G. Martin, Huron Co. Bank Bldg., Norwalk,
Ohio.
Martin Myers, Newark Rd., Zanesville, Ohio.
William Pate, 9 Parkland Place, St. Louis, Mis
souri.
Rev. Edwin H. Redhead, 311 Middle Ave., Elyria,
Ohio.
(Continued from page 26)
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HE girl's side of it has seldom been told. She
admits enthusiastically that she had a very
good time, that she had a peach of a time,
and that there is nothing like it anywhere else. But
she has never had the opportunity to talk it over
with us, to let us know all that a Kenyon dance
meant to her. Perhaps it meant nothing, although
we can hardly believe that, and perhaps it meant a
great deal. Here, gentlemen, is the girl's reaction to
a Kenyon dance, the May dance, in fact. It is the
reply of a girl with dark eyes who seemed to be
having a good time. She missed nothing, apparently,
and graciously consented to tell what she thought
afterward.
"Friday night—and I found that I had stumbled
into, or rather, to be more sedate, happened upon, a
very charming little world, the Kenyon May dance.
It seemed a very complete little world, entirely de
tached from everything prosaic and stuffy and prac
tical, a world of dancing and laughing, easy friendli
ness and leisure, a world of moon-flecked pathways
and glowing cigarettes and snatches of song—all
stately and dignified with tradition.
It was my first Kenyon dance, and I was a little
inclined to be skeptical. 'Ah,' I thought, 'this is all
very lovely, this charming, almost magical, atmos
phere, and these casual, friendly people,—but day
light will bring back reality. After all, this kind of
thing cannot go on indefinitely.' But it did.
With the dawn—the supposedly cold, cruel, dis
illusioning dawn—the magic was not dispelled.
Furthermore, it was neither cold, nor cruel, nor dis
illusioning. Kenyon had a special dawn (although
I must admit I am no connoisseur of dawns, having
seen, probably, no more than fifteen in my lifetime),
soft, and friendly, and delightful. I was fascinated.
Also, I was hungry. We went out to breakfast.
Saturday afternoon—more of the ease and in
formality and friendliness pervading everything.
Sport-clothed couples drifted about the fraternity
parlors, dancing, smoking, playing victrolas. The
air of leisure, the unimportance of time impressed
me. If we were hungry, we ate; if we wanted to
dance, we danced, but there was no feeling of pressure, Everything was casual and moved smoothly,
without effort.
Sunset and twilight and night again. More music
and dancing, more moon-spattered paths and rosy
blotches of cigarettes, more careless bits of song and
friendly people. I had ceased to wait for the return
of reality. I was distant and apart from it.
And then it was Sunday and I went back to an
other world."
June, 1936

DAN EMMETT GRILL
Curtis Hotel, Mt. Vernon

Where Alumni Meet Students at
Commencement for
Finest Foods — Finest Drinks
COCKTAIL HOUR—5-6 P.M.
ALL COCKTAILS—20c

GELSANLITER'S
Typewriters Office Supplies
Desks
Plione 338

Peirce Hall Coffee Shop
Good Foods and Service
OPEN ALL DAY

IT PAYS TO WEAR GARMENTS
OF NATIONALLY KNOWN MAKE

Shop Knox County's Greatest Store
For Your
ARROW-ESSLEY
ELDER SHIRTS
Arrow Ties
Arrow Shirts and Shorts

Interwoven Sox and Fruit of the Loom Pajamas

The Dowds-Rudin Company
211-213 S. Main St.

Mt. Vernon, Ohio
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AMONG OUR CONTRIBUTORS
Charles C. Wright, '96, wrote his reminiscences of
"Kenyon of the Nineties," with the intention of
entertaining the older as well as the younger alumni
and undergraduates. He is the founder and presi
dent of the East Wing Alumni Association which
has for years been a very active supporter of tra
ditional Kenyon.
Mark W. Wiseman, '10, is now connected with
the advetrising firm of Kimball, Hubbard & Powel,
Inc. The enthusiastic response of prospective stu
dents is evidence of the success of Kenyon's new
advertising plan for which he is responsible.
Charles W. Henderson, '38, has introduced a
new type of story into Hika. It is remarkable for its
brilliance of description which is acquired without
words, but with suggestion alone.
Paul E. Thompson, '37, contributed one of the
best "Kenyon Intelligence Tests" we have yet
printed.

C. H. DIETRICH
Watch and Jewelry Repairing
29 E. Gambier St.

MT. VERNON

OHIO

PARADISE LUNCH SHOP
For Lunches
High Grade Wines

—

Highballs and Beer

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

The reproduction of the portrait of Dr. William
F. Peirce that appears as a frontispiece in the June
HIKA was made possible by the trustees of Kenyon
College. We are very grateful for the help they
have so generously offered for this piece of work.
—The Editors.

R. V. HEADINGTON
Super Service Station

LINCO

Answers: 1.—e
2.—b
3.—using a comma splice
4.—d
5.—b
This Kenyon Intelligence Test is made up
entirely of contributions.

Dependable Linco Products
Goodrich Silvertowns
Chek-Chart Lubrication Service

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

ALUMNI PAGE
(Continued from page 2k)

Dr. John Sipher, 161 W. Main St., Norwalk, Ohio.
Harold Stiles, 229 Stanton Ave., Ames, Iowa.
Dr. Henry Stanberry, 556 Doctors' Bldg., Cincin
nati, Ohio.
Manley H. Thompson, 304 Richards Bldg., Zanesville, Ohio.
Rt. Rev. Shayler, 301 Elks Club Bldg., Omaha,
Nebraska.
Rev. Hcrvert Denslow, 36 Wetherfield Ave., Hart
ford, Conn.
Rev. Alfred Wilder, 2001 16th, N. W., Washington,
D. C.
Herbert F. Williams, Monroeville, Ohio.
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WORLEY'S
MEN'S WEAR
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

"SAY
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WITH

FLOWERS99

SHARP'S
Phone 895
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CORRESPONDENCE
(Continued from page 1)
forget the title. It was one of those
time-honored double titles, and as far as
I remember, one of the few such in
which redundancy is sacrified for a dash
of real salt—The Value of Culture, or
The Same Old Story. The writer begins:
"Educators and those of the world of
literature and arts are constantly de
ploring the fact that there is an ap
parent lack of interest in culture on the
part of the American people." He goes
on: "Colleges and universities are con
stantly attempting to turn the attention
of their undergraduate bodies away from
the prospect of a harsh and practical
world to the semi-dreamland of the
artist and the book-worm. When I speak
of the book-worm, I do not refer to the
scientist engaged in gaining knowledge
by reading volumes devoted to a scien
tific subject, nor to the economist who
reads every economic author that he can
lay his hands on, but to the person who
reads from Homer to the literature of
our contemporary authors. I speak of
the person who glories in Shakespeare
and sneers at the popular novel. Has this
person the right to deplore the seeming
culture in our present American civiliza
tion? Is it right that this person should
be represented in our American educa
tional institutions by teachers who at
tempt to acquaint students with the
belles lettres? Is culture really worth all
this fuss?
"Under our present civilization an in
dividual works towards the betterment
of his fellow men. ... A doctor studies
and works to save lives. A salesman is
an important link in our economic sys
tem, and the architect and engineer do
their bit for society. Everyone of these
must have some entertainment and re
creation; however, should one of them
become so enthralled in some sort of a
pastime to the extent that he neglects
his work and duties to society, that per
son is addicted to a vice. . . . Should he
become so deeply engrossed in reading
literature that his work suffers from inattention, culture for him is a vice.
"Everyone requires some recreation,
but Shakespeare and Chaucer are too

difficult for the average American to
considerable
understand
without
a
amount of mental concentration. . . The
American lives in a rapidly progressing
and hurried civilization. Each day pro
fessions become more scientific and com
plicated. . . . What chance has the busy
American to study the classics? The
busy American must study things di
rectly pertinent to his social order.
"Why then do they give cultural
courses in our American educational in
stitutions? If one wishes to write and
entertain others, they are of practical
value; but why should those who wish to
follow other professions and occupations
ponder over Milton or read Scott's novels
if they get no enjoyment out of them?
. . . When they take their places in this
world, of what difference is it if they
read Keats or the Liberty magazine, as
long as their work is valuable to society?
It's all very nice if a doctor can recite
Shakespeare, but how is that going to
increase his efficiency? If he enjoys
Shakespeare, it affords him some kind of
recreation, but not as much mental rest
as he would derive from reading a super
ficial love story.
"To enjoy culture properly it takes
many more moments of deliberation than
it does to watch Mr. George Arliss enact
a drama upon the screen. To the average
American the cultured seem to live in an
ethereal world. The English professor
reads the classics and worth while con
temporary works, and imparts his in
terpretation to his classes. He attempts
to get his students interested in culture
for what reason? If he does instill in one
of his students a great appreciation for
culture, the student, if he has time in
later life will read Stevenson and Foe in
stead of Collier's. Stevenson and Poe are
both dead, and the editors and authors
of Collier's are very much alive and they
claim that every nickel helps. The Eng
lish professor simply spends his life try
ing to make others enjoy the things that
he enjoys."
The essay closes with a paragraph ot
. allergy that I should give much to
understand: "The cultured seem to be
enjoying cool breezes and each other
while they recline on top of a high tower
labeled 'civilization. At the same time,

—

WONDER BAR
Where Everybody Meets — A Good Place to Dine
LIQUORS - COCKTAILS
202 S. MAIN STREET
PETE GOST, Prop.

Compliments of

The Kelser-Dowds Company
Wholesale Groceries
MT. VERNON OHIO
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another group of persons is engaged in
the work of strengthening and building
the tower. If some of the workmen should
decide to go up and rest with the cul
tured, the remaining workmen would
have to cease building, in order to
strengthen the tower so that it will hold
the added weight. If all of the workmen
should go to the top of the tower, it
would fall down under the weight; but
if the cultured should come down from
their lofty perch and join the workers,
the tower would grow more rapidly until
the day when it would be large and
strong enough to hold everyone on its
summit. Until then, everyone will have
to work and take turns going to the top
of the tower to rest. The cultured will
have to come down in company with the
inebriates and other persons of no value
to society, and all will have to do their
share of the work."
At this time I do not care to comment
upon the reasoning of the author of The
Same Old Story. I leave that to you. The
essay brought home to me two things at
least: how ill-conceived the term "cul
ture" may be, and how easy it is for
those who live in Academe to overlook
the puzzles and complexities of the world
awaiting the eager student when he has
finished college. Here I have no inclina
tion to venture upon a definition of cul
ture ; I have only a wish to remind
myself that it is not the pretty plumage
of a stuffed bird in a museum case, and
to recall a brilliant passage in one of
the books of the late D. H. Lawrence:
"To your tents, O Israel! Brethren, let
us go down. We will descend. The way
to our precious Canaan lies obviously
downhill. An end of uplift. Downhill to
the land of milk and honey. The blood
will soon be flowing faster than either,
but we can't help that. We can't help it
if Canaan has blood in its veins, instead
of pure milk and honey."
Speaking of stuffed birds, is there no
fine symbolic significance in the fact that
our own ornithological collection was
trundled off by the college workmen to
make way for The Reeves Room?
Sincerely,
MR. CHARLES M. COFFIN.

Say It With Flowers . . .
TELEGRAPH ORDERS

CUT FLOWERS
Corsage Artistically Arranged

WILLIAMS FLOWER SHOP
Phone 235

For The BEST BEER and SANDWICHES

ELKS GRILL

MT. VERNON
Courtesy Cards issued to Kenyon men.
Ask at Elks Club about the cards.
Not a Public Place
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SOUTHWORTH
TYPEWRITER PAPER
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A grade and weight
of paper for every
need.

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

KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
Manufactured by

West Springfield,
Massachusetts

Large Size Portraits
Made from your Individual Pictures
At a Reasonable Cost

The M. II.

Mueller Studio 35 Arcade
Newark, Ohio

The Pay- Off

By Stuart W. Rose

A

MAZING! Never before had a thing like that
happened in the history of the college. The
very thought of the nation-wide notoriety
that it would cause, was stunning. We all hated to
admit it, but there was no denying that petty
thievery had always existed spasmodically. Small
amounts of money had been taken before, but this—
Well, it was the pay-off.
It started pretty quietly. Bill wasn't sure whether
he had had that dollar or not. Maybe he had mis
calculated, but it put us on our guard, nevertheless.
The first real blow came when Jim went to get his
wallet as we were going to the show. He had
reached in the closet to get it out of the coat of his
blue suit. I guess everyone knows, by now, about
the five dollar bill.
A thing like that, as bad as it was, could have
been forgotten in time. But no; whoever was re
sponsible for that dastardly outrage had to keep it
up. Apparently no one was invulnerable, because it
happened to first one man and then another all over
the campus. At first the arch fiend consoled himself
with five or ten dollars here and there. Never sat
isfied, the amounts became larger, until the final
straw came, the ordeal that Art experienced. With
the fiend at large, Art certainly shouldn't have been
so careless about leaving his wallet around. How
ever, the entire campus felt for him about those fifty
bucks. That was a whole hat full of dough in any
man's language.
We knew that the thing couldn't go on indefi
nitely, but the worst happened when we least ex
pected it. It broke in the New York papers. In
fact, it was an uneradicable blot on the hitherto im
peccable escutcheon of the college. The New York
Daily Graphic carried the following headline and
article:

MAD COLLEGE YOUTH APPREHENDED
ON MONEY CHARGE
Strangest Case on Records, Detectives Say
MAD YOUTH CAUGHT PLANTING MONEY
IN WALLETS

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

THE ALCOVE RESTAURANT
Breakfast 6:30 to 9:30 A. M.
Luncheon 11 to 2:30 P. M.
Dinner 5 to 8:30 P. M.
Special Sunday Dinner 1 1 A. M. to 8:30 P. M.
All Food Prepared and Cooked by Women

SURLAS U FRANCIS

114-116 S. Main St.
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D.

Phone 157

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Authorities Talk; Prisoner Held
Possum Trot, Ky., Apr. 27.—(AP)—Siberius
McCorkle of Urichsville, Ohio, was caught and taken
into custody here tonight on the charge of depositing
various amounts of money in other people's bill
folds. Young McCorkle is a student at Possum Trot
College and was apprehended with difficulty after
having indulged in his nefarious practices for al
most two weeks. When questioned by the local de
tectives McCorkle mumbled something wild about
sharing the wealth, but most of his statements were
incoherent. It is expected that the case will be
judged with clemency, as certain psychologists have
investigated the case and—
H I K A
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Refresh yourself . . .

DRINK

DIEHL CENTENNIAL
A Perfect Beer

The Christ Diehl Brewing Co.
DEFIANCE, OHIO
DISTRIBUTED

BY

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

Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
•

Selected Eggs
Dressed Poultry

•

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