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OHIO

MT. VERNON

Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation

C. H. DIETRICH
Watcli and Jewelry Repairing
29 E. Gambier Street
MT. VERNON

OHIO

Excellent for Complete Line
of Foods and Beverages for
Restaurants, Hotels, Colleges

KNECHT-FEENEY ELECTRIC CO.
6 SOUTH MAIN ST.
Established 1912

Phone 444

and Clubs
MCMILLAN AND COMPANY
Headquarters for

Quality Gets Business

Service Holds It

We Specialize in Both

THE WILLIAM BAUER CO.
CLEVELAND

CHICAGO

GUNS AND AMMUNITION
110 S. Main Street

Peirce Hall Coffee Shop
Good Foods and Service
OPEN ALL DAY

DEAR SIR:

CORRESPONDENCE

May I bring to light an old corre
spondent who, I imagine, still provokes
you? I refer to your aged letter writer
of your first few issues, who made such
This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers. an ass of himself with his petty argu
Correspondence on any subject concernirtg Kenyon will ments against youth and all that foolish
A.
ness. I am uncertain as yet whether you
be appreciated. We unll not assume responsibility for or
necessarily agree with statements made in this department. were taken in by his quibbling or whether
you baited the old bear. Assuming that
you have normal common sense, I think
you must have been doing the latter.
Since I do not know who he was I
think I am safe in disparaging him.
DEAR SIR:
DEAR SIR:
But what I want to do is apologize for
My son has approached me on a sub
The sporadic occasions on which I have
disbelieving in his existence. I was quite
ject which I feel demands the immediate
seen poetry in your magazine seem to in
sure no one was so stupid (I had better
concern of all young men about to step
dicate a scarcity of poets in college. Can
say unseeing) as that after reaching the
out into some job or other. My opinion
this be? I recall that in my own college
y a's he clrimed. I have found another
as I have communicated it to my son rep
days the campus was swarming with
gentleman of the same convictions and
resents a perhaps reactionary attitude, them, and the difficulty was to put them
arguments who is, in addition, twice as
and yet I can not believe I am too severe
down rather than to seek them out. The
bull-headed, although merely twentyin my judgment.
match-lighting poet who laughed at
three years old: my brother, bedad!
rhythm, of whom you wrote some time
What aggravates me particularly is that
It is the practice of large oil companies,
ago, interests me, as I was once of the
I am three years behind him and get so
when recruiting new and young em
same unsophisticated mind about verse. angry that I am unable to argue. This
ployees, to offer apparently excellent
Perhaps our special Muse went a little
is a condition prevrlent among brothers
terms of employment.
They usually
haywire.
everywhere. Oh woe, that I am the
sound like this: Four years in South
younger! Have you a personal advice
America, excellent pay of which a part is
I should like to read more poetry, even
service upon whose bosom I may rest my
automatically deposited by the company
if it is written by that fellow with whom
almost hairless head?
to be turned over to the employee at the
I feel akin. I am sure there is more
end of his term of employment; oppor poetry offered than you have used, and
Your friend,
tunity of advancement or recontract at
although it may not be the best, I believe
the end of the term. A six months leave
HAROLD RENZ,
your part should be to foster what there
is allowed at sometime in the middle of
is rather than to pick and choose. There
Scranton, Pa.
this term.
are too few poets as it is.
The offer, as presented, indeed seems
acceptable. But I have found them, from
examples, to be otherwise. This taking of
promising young men out of the country
for exploitation in foreign lands is one of
the greatest robberies of our young man
hood since the Great War. Every young
man, before accepting such employment,
will do well to give deep consideration to
the sacrifices of time, happiness, and
talent he must make. The rule seems to
be that they are used up at the end of
their contract terms and return to find
themselves wasted and misfit.
Very truly yours,
R. GORDON FRAZER,

S. RUTLEDGE,
Bridgeport, Conn.

Dn (Jctoltet -tjllca . .
Advantages of a Miserable
Depression,
an essay for neurotics,

In a recent address I have heard, and
also in a new and very popular book by
a Dr. Link, called "My Return to Re
ligion," several statements startled me by
their very evident, but hitherto unex
pressed truth. I recommend this book
to every college man, and I regret that
all can not have heard that address.
However, about the book: There are
several passages in it that deserve com
ment by you, as a college student repre
senting collegiate opinion. The book is
more a work ori psychology than on re
ligion, and although it presents in some
cases erroneous reasoning, still is sound
and truthful. Truly, it offers a code of
life to all young people starting out in
life which they would be wrong not to
adopt.
Respectfully yours,

THE
INEVITABLE CROSSING
an extraordinary study of every
man's experience, and

GET THOSE HONORSIF YOU CAN
a satire on education and the
true search for knowledge.

NO.

I must employ this method to express
by thanks to you Kenyon gentlemen for
your excellent courtesy and hospitality
on my recent visit to the College. I am
sure that you and your fellows are per
petuating that emphasis on "gentlemen"
which is so much a part of your tradi
tion. There is nothing finer!
My father, James Poyntz Nelson, was
either a founder or co-founder, with
others, with your chapter of Beta
Theta Pi. My brother, now dead, was
born in Gambier at the time when my
father was principal (I think) of Milnor
Hall, a boys' prep school. Grove Curtis
was among the first initiates.
My father's alma mater then was
Washington College, now W. & L. Uni
versity, Lexington. On the walls of my
apartment hangs a framed certificate
dated January 28, 1866, giving my
father's standing in his several studies
end conduct at Washington College.
This certificate is signed "R. E. Lee,
President." I am unashamed of my
father's record in the same sense that I
am unashamed of the far more famous
record of a gentleman, scholar, general,
and modest man, Gen. Robert E. Lee.
I again thank you gentlemen for giv
ing us such a nice impromptu, off-thereccrd, demonstration of cordiality and
courtesy, which is most fitting
in the
Kenyon atmosphere. May it never lessen.
While this is addressed to you, it is
for such broadcast as your judgment may
suggest is of value to Kenyon.
Respectfully,

KENNETH LEHMAN,
Harts Point, Tenn.

Have you ever met Jim?

DEAR SIR:
iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiimmiiiii

Cleveland, Ohio.

DEAR SIR:

P.S.

EDITOR'S NOTE:

RICHARD MORRIS NELSON,
i II111111II11111111111111111111111i11111111111ll11111111

Cleveland, Ohio.
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THE HELD OF DISHONOR
A

BATTLEFIELD—strewn with the
remnants of men, and of animals, and
of machines designed to kill them . . . lit
tered with the hopes, and ethics, and
ideal of a world gone mad.
And this is what they would have us
call "The Field of Honor!"
We gladly honor the poor devils who
fight there so bravely and die there so
pitifully. But for the men who put them
there, the battlefield is a Field of Dis
honor!
And men did put them there. Let's face
facts: War is not the idea of a divine
power ... it is not an inevitability of
nature ... it is not a part of the universal
scheme. Wars are made by men!
Men greedy for fame and power, Politicians so fond of seeing themselves on
the front page that they'll risk interna-

tional complications to get there. Men
who make a living by manufacturing im
plements with which the citizens of one
nation can kill and maim the citizens of
another nation. Men, in various lines of
endeavor, who see in war a chance to line
their pockets with gold.
These men make war. Not directly, of
course—nothing so crude as that. But
by sowing the seeds that grow into mis
understanding, hate, and finally war.
Do you want them to make another
war—a war infinitely more horrible and
disastrous than the last—a war in which
planes will mock at "front lines," women
die in their homes, children be stricken
down on their way to school?
Then remember this: those who stand
to profit by war are not idle, nor stupid,
nor scrupulous. Neither are they with-

out vast funds, The efforts of this busy
minority are more than a match for the
efforts'of a lethargic majority. The one
thing that can stop the coming war is an
aroused public opinion of hitherto un
known magnitude. Your help is needed!

World Peaceways is a non-profit, noncrank organization, the purpose of which
is to solidify decent people's disgust with
the whole silly business of war.
The organization offers a practical plan
of how you can help. Write for it. There
is no obligation involved in your inquiry>
except the obligation to your conscience
and to your conviction that there must be
no more wars. World's Peaceways, 103
Park Avenue, New York City.
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The

ditor's Page

Reason, Reason

T

HE most interesting person who has popped up
of late, who doesn't believe in a college educa
tion, is Dicky Cortz. He was in the bed in the
south corner of Passavant Hospital, ward seven,
with a separation of shoulder bones acquired by a
fall down six flights of stairs in Sioux City, Iowa. He
had his right arm in a brace so that he was in a re
lentless half salute.
"Heil, Hitler!" he kept saying, nodding at his ex
tended arm and laughing.
"Some Fascist I am, eh?"
Everyone in the ward would
laugh.
Dicky claimed to have done
everything; professional fight
ing, lumberjacking, puddle-fur
nace firing, engine fireman on
the Chicago and Northwestern
Railroad, crane operator, mec h a n i c, stationary engineer,
rabble-rouser. He deserted the
Pacific Coast Artillery after six
•\V i1
months of service. He was tired
\\M^
of it anyway. He was a marcher
VQ>
in the bonus army that camped
on the White House lawn.
"You college fellahs miss
them experiences," he said.
"You got to learn to live all
over again when you get out.
I lived twicet as much as you a'ready."
Then he would shift his position by hunching his
shoulders, for his brace fitted against his hip and
he swore it was taking all his meat off there. He
told a story about throwing hundred-pound flour
sacks like baseballs.
"Yeah, I have been a stevedore, too," he said.
One night a short, dark young man of his own
age visited him. Before long Dicky was thrashing
around in his sheets in. a fine rage.
"Smart guys, you are! We got a swell union and
now you ditch the meetings. You hollerin' for
eighty-five cents an hour and how can you vote for
June, 1937

it if you ditch the meetings? You can get it if you
on'y vote!"
Then he addressed the whole ward.
"How do you like that!" he exclaimed. "We got
a swell union and he ditches the meeting. Crane
operator! You guys ain't crane operators, you're
pikers!"
When the visitor had gone he still discoursed and
raged.
"He's been on a crane six months and dumped two
of 'em. I ain't dumped one yet and I been on three
years. He don't keep the boom
high when he swings her an' he
says how can he tell she'll go
over?"
J*
Then he swung his extended
arm around.
"He's been to college, too, see.
On'y one year, but it done him
no good. You waste your time
in college."

V

Oh! Memoriam

It has always given people a
perverse comfort to know that
i
o
they will be remembered and
mourned after they have passed
on, and for a considerable time
after that. But among other
disturbing things which the last
United States Census divulged
was that the official record of
deaths within the year preceding the census ex
ceeded by thirty per cent the number of deaths re
corded on census questionnaires by members of the
families in which the deaths were supposed to have
taken place. Not even the immediate families of the
deceased remembered the death one year after its oc
currence, that is, with sufficient concern to answer a
simple question about it.
This disheartening information, if it reaches him,
will be a frightful blow to a fellow who counts on
creating a furore by his demise. He will want to
leap up on his coffin and shout, "You better remem
ber me for the next census questionnaire, see!" He

V

5

will want to pluck off his shrouds and cast them
to the multitude for its little memory books, like
the ones some of our prominent scholars keep for
dear mementos of dance week-ends.

set, large-featured old man, hung with the lumpy
suit a tramp always wears, came over from where
he stood picking his teeth. He left his toothpick
hanging in his lips and thssked, thssked once or
twice with his tongue. He reached deep into a
pocket, which did not jingle, and brought up a dime;
gave it to the kid. He did not look once at the gen
On cold, snappy mornings before the wake-up man
tleman in the train window.
comes around, everyone wishes he had an obliging
"Keep the change, kiddo," he said.
double, some stooge, who for a reasonable guerdon,
The gentleman in the window looked distressed.
would go to that eight o'clock class and put up a
"Here, here," he said. "I can pay for that."
creditable front for him. For a semester we
The old man turned away, not listening. He sa
thought there was someone like that whom we could
luted from the side of his head and walked off,
represent and who Would double for us.
working unconcernedly with his toothpick. The gen
For a long time Dr. Reeves in English 35 didn't
tleman in the car put his head out of the window,
know Harold Sparks from us, and used one name
frowning.
He fumbled in his pockets.
for both. This was fine with us, since Sparks was
"Say,
there,
don't do that! Here, here!"
taking Dr. Reeves' Anglo-Saxon also, and as long as
he called Sparks by our name we thought we might
But the old fellow paid no attention. The gen
get three hours credit somehow.
Even when
tleman looked down at the little boy, who stood
Sparks nearly pulled off an ear in the middle of
there bewildered.
the semester and came
"Here, here, sonny,
to class with it painted
—
get that fellow!"
a brilliant mercuroHe waved his dollar
chrome red, the confu
bill, then seeing that it
• In response to continual inquiry relative
sion was so deep-seated
was a dollar bill, yanked
to the records and history of Kenyon Col
that it looked as though
it in again. The kid
lege Hika announces the organization of a
we would still get credit
looked from one to the
for Anglo-Saxon. But
other, became widesubsidiary, THE DEPARTMENT OF RECORDS
Sparks didn't see any
eyed,
and then looking
AND ARCHIVES. The service of this new
thing funny in this con
at
the
gentleman above
department may be obtained by addressing
dition of names at all
him, smiled.
requests to DEPARTMENT OF RECORDS AND
after a while, and he de
"Get that fellow, will
ARCHIVES, HIKA, Gambier, Ohio.
liberately adopted cer
you? Here!"
tain little coughs and
He kept fumbling in
manifestation which
his pocket. The kid
fy i
would distinguish him
started away, looking
from us and set Dr. Reeves straight. Then we
over his shoulder with that smile. He went into
missed a couple of classes and the jig was up, be
the station instead of after the old man.
cause differences were established and we were
The gentleman in the car leaned out and opened
known for ourselves.
his mouth to call to the old man. But he closed it
Sparks has, of course, fallen immeasurably in
again, shook his head, and sat back into his seat
our esteem, for we looked for something nobler than
after hitching up his trouser legs. He opened the
this inconsiderate act. Anybody can use credit in
magazine, frowned, leaned out the window again.
Anglo-Saxon.
The train started. He looked around him at the
other passengers, who looked back. The gentleman
turned red and opened his magazine to hide his
face behind it.
As the train stopped at Sunbury, Ohio, not long
ago, a very well-dressed, plainly affluent gentleman
leaned out of the smoker window and called to a
Sometime this summer the telephone company is
small boy, who was running from window to win
to remove our old apparati with the cranks and
dow trying to sell a Liberty which he had probably
install dial phones. Here is the one instance where
picked up somewhere. The boy ran happily to his
HIKA, with all its resources behind it, would like
customer and held up his magazine.
to impede progress, take a firm stand.
"Got change for a dollar, son? I haven't got any
It is possible now to follow someone all over town
change."
and catch him, no matter where. The obliging op
The little fellow's face fell. He shook his head.
erator will say, "He isn't there, he has gone over
Then a veritable Galahad showed up. A heavy(Continued on page 25)
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HIKA for

Poor Lady Lost
By David W. Jasper

B

ERTON TRANSEL was
They put you up, prob'ly. Yep,
wholesale jobber for the
that's what you do, go on over
R. & S. Montine Rayon
to Parrish's."
Company of Louisville, Ken
"Where is Parrish's at,
•
ii*4
buddy?"
tucky. He was directed to cover
"Straight up town at your
a rather boundless territory
1
right.
Can't miss it."
which was designated by con
£>
The stocking salesman picked
tract as "Louisville, Kentucky,
up his sample case and walked
and adjoining states." The other
west into town. The sun, all
two jobbers of the Montine Com
i
red,
was setting at the end of
pany covered the remaining
the
main
and only street directly
forty-eight states with pardon
.^
before him, causing him to
able incompleteness. With that
squint.
ubiquity by which wholesale job
/
Parrish's General Store was
bers, nevertheless, seem to pene
the ground floor of an untrate into everywhere, Transel
painted, two-story, clapboard
stepped from the train at Mcstructure, with attempted cur
Traves, Kentucky, population
PARRISH
tains in the upper windows, in
one hundred and fifty, maybe.
dicating that there lived the ParPutting down his large leather
rish family. On the porch be
samplecase, he reached up under
low
sat six old men, their feet on
his coat to stuff his shirt tails
the
railing,
not
saying
a word, but eyeing this
under his belt. Train seats brought out a man's
stranger.
Every
garment
in sight was blue denim,
shirt tails subtly, working secretly from the shoul
much
worn,
much
patched,
and every visible in
ders, when they jostled the seat back.
habitant
chewed
tobacco.
But
these were the only
Transel's sort of man is invariable: full of waist,
six
in
sight.
heavy of feature, secretly fighting baldness, bluster
Transel swelled himself to his most imposing pro
ing and too hearty of expression. A small income,
portions. He addressed the group debonairly.
when a man has the self-respecting conviction that
"Good evening, gentlemen, this Parrish's place?"
he deserves more, forces him to ineffectual vanities
The two old men at the ends said nothing, merely
such as trying to remove the shine from his trous
stared. The two next nodded and moved their lips.
ers and elbows, the frayed cuffs of his shirt, the
One of the two by the open door mumbled, "Hi' dy."
rough condition of his shoes. Transel's face was
The
other dropped his feet to the boards and put
somewhat flabby and fallen at the corners of his
his
hands
to his knees. A drop of tobacco juice
mouth, having little color except in the nose, which
hung
at
the
corner of his sunken lips, his dark flesh
was sizeable. Being heavily jowled, he hung over
was
cross-hatched
with wrinkles, and the cords of
his shirt collar, but so well did he hold his chin that
his
neck
stood
out
when he moved. He scratched
it was scarcely plural, but rather smooth, which is
his
leathery
cheek
with one crooked, dirty fore
commendable in any man. He was certain of his
finger.
attractiveness to women and owned every vanity in
"I be Parrish. Reckon you want room, don't ya?"
that connection, yet there was no kinder heart than
"Why, haaa, yas. I was told down at . . ."
his nor a soul as generous. He smiled kindly at little
"Yeah.
Come in. I'll get the old woman."
children.
He craned his scrawny head, to the dark door and
"There any hotel in this place, buddy?" he asked
shouted:
of the tottering, aged station agent, who chewed a
"Hey, Holly! Stranger fer ya!"
tremendous cud in the concealment of a white mus
Then he turned to Transel.
tache. The old man dropped a letter from the bundle
"Go ahead in. She can't hear me. She fix you
in his hand, stooped over stiff-legged to grope for
up."
it as he looked up at his questioner.
Parrish leaned back again and put his feet up
"No, not exactly, they ain't. Tell you what you
on
the railing. Transel made a half salute, smiled,
do though, Mister, go on over to Parrish's store.

M)
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and went into the dark store. The sun set at the
end of the street.
"Watch yer step, Mister," shouted Parrish, twist
ing his head to the door without moving otherwise,
"she's dark."
Transel made out the shadows of barrels, flour
bins, shelves of dark objects, and a long counter
which ran far back to the rear, where a kerosene
lamp glared unshaded. He bumped a bundle of
brooms, which fell to the floor.
"Hello, there!" said Transel, sonorously, not see
ing anyone. He put down his sample case, removed
his hat to smooth down his thin black hair.
"Hello, there?" he said again more loudly and
heartily. Placing his hands on the scarred counter
he leaned over and peered up and down behind it.
"Do something, please?" asked a high gentle voice
from directly in front of him.
"Ha. Yes. Yes. I didn't see you, madam."
Transel stepped back, surprised. Through the halflight he saw her standing. He stared a little. She
was no mountain woman. She was an Oriental.
But certainly her great luminous eyes were not Ori
ental. Yet her high, cheek bones, the dark skin, her
black hair that glistened in the lamplight, the stern,
inscrutable attitude of her said she was. Without
so much as moving she stirred him inside. She
carried her hands concealed in the full sleeves of her
blue demin work coat, which she wore tightly but
toned at the neck, as an oriental tunic. Her diminu
tive size inspired Transel with gentleness, and he
realized that he spoke too loudly.
"So solly. Was in back loom. Do something,
please?"
Then she saw his sample case.
"Want loom, yes?"
She watched his lips for his answer, and he felt
disconcerted, as he always did when people watched
some part of him rather than his eyes.
"Why, yes. Yes. May I ask if you are Mrs.
Parrish?"
But she seemed not to have heard his question, for
she did not answer. Lifting a trap
door in the counter, she came out be
side him. He observed how slowly
and with what dignity she carried
herself.
Transel felt put down and would
have drummed on the counter with
his fingers, but caught himself ner
vously and fiddled with the rim of
I
his hat. He saw that she wore great,
ill-fitting denim trousers, rolled at
the ankles.
"The name is Transel, Mrs. Par
rish," he said, smiling.
c
"This way, please," she directed,
\ »
seeming not to have heard him.

m
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She was beautiful, and Transel felt that alertness
that comes to every man in such a presence. He
bungled and bumped along with his sample case
behind her down the dark passage to the rear of
the building.
"Kinda dark, eh, Mrs. Parrish?"
"Please, careful. It is dark," she said.
He could hear children's voices somewhere ahead,
and then she led him up a dark, narrow staircase.
Occasional shrieks and the mumbling of a deeper
voice, probably of a man, came to him from below.
The woman led him through a short, black hall
evidently piled with stock, for he stumbled often.
"Careful, please," her gentle voice came back to
him in the dark.
They entered a room, and presently Transel heard
a metallic scratching. An oil lamp quickly flared
up, silhouetting the woman with her back to him as
she bent forward over it. He saw in her hand one
of those scissor-like, flint-holding instruments used
for lighting gas ranges.
"Starlight range lighter, eh? Just come through
with their agent on the train, Mrs. Parrish."
The woman straightened, restored her small hands
to her sleeves.
"Can wash at pump in kitchen, please. Only water
can get is in kitchen. Solly."
She left the room silently, only the creaking of the
floor boards telling of her passage. Transel ob
served how slowly she walked. He stood for a mo
ment staring at the door through which she had
gone. He ran his heavy fingers through his hair
and began to loosen his wrinkled tie. He frowned
and shook his head.
"Sure strange," he said aloud. He recalled her
eyes and felt excited. He had removed his shirt be
fore he remembered that there was no water, that he
would have to go down to the kitchen to wash. For
the present he felt of) the bed, which he found wide
and soft, as are most good country beds. Although
the room was, for the rest, bare except for the
spindle-legged table where the lamp sat and a small
half of mirror propped against the
wall on the floor near the door, he
was not displeased, for his occupa
tion had placed him in more incon
venient circumstances than this.
There was no window, and the walls,
ceiling, and floor were of the same
J
unpainted planking. The room was
very small, evidently used only for
sleeping and rarely for that. He
looked for cracks in the ceiling
above the bed, found none, and was
relieved. He stood up and patted
his stomach, as men with stomachs
are accustomed to do privately. See
ing the mirror, he took it up to ex(Continued on page 25)
HOLLY
H I K A for

Ed Gorsuch

S

OME people call me =
Ed, some call me
Mr. I don't like
;
the Mr. very well." That
left nothing for us to do but
vi
call him Ed, which was
what we had wanted to do
for some time. There is
an air of such warm friend
liness and exuberance of
good nature about Ed Gor
such that one instinctively
wants to reciprocate with
out too much familiarity.
There isn't a person in
Gambier who doesn't know f
Ed. Unfortunately, there
are probably a few new f
1
students who don't know j
A;
him, but we are sure that |
they have seen him time <
and again. Ed is as much
a part of Kenyon and life
on the Hill as is the Com
mons. He is a landmark
that can not be overlooked.
Born in 1863, right here
in College township, Ed spent his seventy-three odd
years well within the confines of Knox County.
Christened Edson Benton, he was one of seven chil
dren, having five sisters and a brother. During his
childhood, his family moved out of College township
over into Martinsburg where his father worked as
a carpenter. As a boy he worked on the farm until
he was twenty-one. At that time he moved to Gam
bier, where he has been ever since. On his arrival
in Gambier he apprenticed himself to William R.
Forbes, the local carpenter of that day. For four
years Ed worked as an apprentice, and to such good
purpose that Forbes took him in for two more years.
After that he worked for himself for a period of
four years, dividing his time between Harcourt and
the Military Academy. At the end of that time he
went into partnership with William Beaman, wellknown to Kenyon men over a period of years, in the
smithy on the side of the Hill behind the Commons.
(Needless to say, the Commons was non-existent in
those days.) For two years the sounds of Ed's saws
accompanied the clamor of the anvil. Most of his
work in the smithy was done on wagons and car
riages.

U

:

June, 1937

Terminating- his partnership with Beaman he came
to work for the College, in
whose employ he has been
ever since. His first job
was working- in the car
penter shop in the basement
IJ1
of old Kenyon. In addition
to his carpenter work, he
fired the boilers and cleaned
m
|3j| the halls. His next duty as
a college employe was that
!jP" of sole attendant of the
water works. His compe
tence as a stationary engi
neer is only surpassed by
his skill as a carpenter and
metal worker. For twentyfive long years Ed faithfully
stood his watch at the
water works. He tells us
that the system in those
days was to bring the water
up from the river in horse—S. W. Rose
drawn tanks and deposit it
in the cistern. From there
on up it was his job. The
water was forced by means of a hot air pump into
two tanks, one located on the second floor of both
East and West Wing. Students would draw their
own water from the tanks into pitchers and take the
supply to their rooms. Ed used to allow everybody
two baths a week. He says, "I used to pump the
water into the tanks until I thought they had enough,
and then I'd just shut 'er off."
With the opening of the Samuel Mather science
hall, Ed once more ascended the Hill to hold sway
in the shop in the basement. For four years he di
vided his time between the basement shop and the
one on the third floor. Two days of the week were
spent upstairs and the remainder downstairs. Soon
the work increased to such an extent that not even
Ed could handle all of it. He then moved into his
domain on the third floor, servicing both the biology
and chemistry departments, while his friend, Cecil
Horne, looked after the physical department's needs
from the basement. In 1935 Ed was retired. But he
wouldn't stay retired. Ed says that he has never
worked less than seventeen hours a day in his life,
and he certainly couldn't see then why he should
stop. It was at that time that trustee Kelly Davies
s.
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said (of Ed), "The damn fool won't quit, better give
him a chance." So now, Ed can write his own ticket.
He only has to work when he feels like it. Needless
to say, eight every morning finds Ed at work, which
he carries on throughout the entire day with but
a short time off for lunch.
Ed is a natural-born "Doc Fixit." His years of
experience in wood and metal work leave no job be
yond his scope. His favorite work is that of turning
brass or iron on his lathe. He mounts all types of
electrical instruments, even to turning the metal
screw wire-holders out of brass bar stock. He is an
expert with locks, taking faulty ones apart and infal
libly having good ones on reassembly. Even glass
grinding is not beyond him.
As for his homelife, Ed lives peacefully with his
wife, Lura. Of their eight children, four are living;
the boys, Bob, Bill, and John, the daughter, Mrs.
Mclntyre of Clarksburg, W. V. In his spare time,
after working hours, Ed works in his garden when
it is seasonable. He has no hobbies, according to his
own confession. He goes to Mt. Vernon once or twice
a month to do some shopping, but seldom seeks any
form of diversion there. He used to go to the movies
occasionally, especially to see Will Rogers, but he
has given it up of late. Sometimes he listens to the
radio. The programs that take his attention are usu
ally the market reports and the sports reviews. His
taste in food runs to very "plain fare," with a dislike
for pie and cake.
Ed likes Gambier fine. He wouldn't live anywhere

else for the world. As a public servant, he has served
as councilman and for two terms was mayor of
Gambier. As to his politics, Ed has always been a
Democrat, even during those long black years pre
ceding the successful functioning of the democratic
publicity department. He used to vote a straight
ticket when he was "younger and didn't know any
better."
As for his opinion of the college, Ed thinks there
has been a change. In just which direction he will
not commit himself, but he does remember back be
fore "Fat" came when there were only twenty-seven
students in the entire college. He thinks that the
college student has changed in attitude as well as in
years. The boys entering today are much younger
than the men of those days. Of one thing he is
sure; the freshmen have it much easier these days.
And along the subject of changes, Ed assures us that
the winters used to be much colder than they are
now.
Ed is a great personal friend of "Fat's," in whose
company he has spent many hours. He admires
"Fat" beyond expression and has always taken great
pleasure in his services to him.
With all of Ed's work and personal affairs, eve
ning finds him at liberty to gravitate toward the
Subway where his affinity for brew and the contact
of friends whiles away his time as quickly and as
pleasantly as the retrospection of his seventy-three
—S. W. R.
years.

Taxation
In view of the present sentiment roused by taxation,
the following resume of public finance and its trends
is interesting. This information is the essence of
a talk given by Prof. Herman J. Brendel through
the auspices of the Dayton Public Forums for Adult
Education.

P

UBLIC FINANCE, as we understand it today,
did not exist in ancient times. The state
obtained revenue for its limited enterprises
and activities by exacting contributions without re
gard for such considerations as justice toward indi
viduals, equitable distribution of the burden, or the
proper use of the revenue to promote the well being
of its people.
With the rise of the Feudal System all fiscal sys
tems disappeared, but with the establishment of na
tional states in Western Europe, fiscal problems of
10

increasing magnitude confronted governments and
the science of public finance came into being.
In a capitalistic system the primary function of
the state is to maintain peace, order, security and
justice among its citizens; the secondary function
to promote national progress; and the final function
to promote the civilization of mankind.
As our social system is now organized, govern
ment is expanding its functions; civil servants now
number 712,112 as compared with 8,211 in 1821.
The total number of federal, state and local gov
ernment employees at present is approximately
3,400,000 with one-third of them in civil and mili
tary services of the Federal Government and the re
mainder in state and local activities.
Federal, state and local governmental activities
show expenditures in 1935 to be ten times those in
1900, or approximately 10 billions of dollars, or
H I K A for

$60,000 for every minute of every working day; or
$83.00 yearly per capita.
During the last 35 years the combined government
debt, per capita, has grown from $40.00 to $394.00;
this is approximately 17% of our national wealth.
The expenditures of cities over 30,000 were (in
current dollars) $1,080,200,000 in 1915 and $3,435,300,000 in 1929 or an increase of 218% or 87%
measured in 1915 dollars. These expenditures by
the cities were mainly due to the expansion of older
activities rather than to the introduction of newer
activities. It is a fact that local governments have
been relieved of financial or administrative responsi
bilities to a great degree but there is a tendency
on the part of local governments to assume newer
functions, particularly in the fields of health, recre
ation, schools, and vocational and agricultural edu
cation.
The Physiocrats, a group of French economists,
were among the first to sponsor a single tax theory,
advocating a land tax as the ultimate source of all
tax revenue. Adam Smith concurred in the theory
of the Physiocrats in a limited way and gave us the
basic principles of taxation, viz., that all taxes
should be levied in accordance with the principles
of equality, certainty, convenience and economy.
David Ricardo endorsed Smith's theories and mod
ern tax systems today are built around the two
theories of Benefit Received and the Ability to Pay
principles.
Henry George revived the Single Tax Principle
and in his epoch making book, "Progress and Pov
erty," said: "The effect of substituting for the
manifold taxes now imposed a single tax on the value
of land would hardly lessen the number of conscious
taxpayers, for the division of land now held on
speculation would much increase the number of land
holders." This theory was translated into action
by the Germans in 1898 in Kiau Chau, China; later,
in 1904, in Frankfort, and incorporated in the con
stitution of the German Republic. England followed
Germany, and Lloyd George introduced the Incre
ment Tax (Single Tax) in 1909-1910. The World
War interfered with its operation and in 1931 it was
again introduced into England under the name of
the "land values tax." Unstable currencies follow
ing England's going off the gold standard deferred
its operation again. In 1913 Pittsburgh introduced
a modified single tax system by taxing land twice
as much as it taxed improvements. In 1917 Louisi
ana and in 1920 New York exempted improvements
for a 5-year and a 10-year period respectively.
The Pittsburgh Plan has been in force for some
years and though the conclusions drawn are not
final, they may serve to show the new tendency in
taxation.
June, 1937

ORONHYATEKHA
Prominent among Kenyon's notable alumni stands
Dr. Oronhyatekha, an Indian scholar of extraordi
nary accomplishment, whose record we offer as the
first service of THE DEPARTMENT OF RECORDS AND
ARCHIVES, (see announcement, page 6.) The ma
terial offered is obtained from the volume "Canadian
Men and Women of the Times," 1898.

O

RONHYATEKHA, M.D., belonged to the Six
Nations Indians of Canada. He was born
on their reservation near Brantford, On
tario, August 10, 1841. His English education was
begun at the Industrial School there, but his desire
for knowledge became so great that he entered soon
afterward the Wesleyan Academy at Wilbraham,
Mass. Notwithstanding straitened circumstances,
because of which he worked after school hours for
his support, he was usually at the head of his class
at examination, and during his last year at the
academy took the maximum number of marks in his
subject of study. For a year after leaving Wilbra
ham he taught among his own people.
His college education was begun at Kenyon Col
lege, Gambier, Ohio, where he studied for three
years. He also spent three years at Toronto Uni
versity.
When the Prince of Wales visited Canada in 1860,
Oronhyatekha, then in his twentieth year, was se
lected by the chiefs of the Six Nations to present an
address to the son of their "Great Mother." The
impression he made on the young prince and his
party was so favorable that Oronhyatekha was in
vited to continue his studies at Oxford, which he
did, under the care of Sir Henry Acland, the prince's
physician, who was the regius Professor of Medicine
at Oxford. As a physician Dr. Oronhyatekha had
before him a career that gave every promise of dis
tinction and emolument.
He commenced practice at Frankford, Ontario,
and was elected first secretary of the Hastings
County Medical Association. He removed to Lon
don in 1875 and built up an extensive medical prac
tice there. It was while living in London that he
was initiated into the Indian Order of Foresters.
He rose rapidly to the position of chief executive
of the order, and at the time of the separation, 1881,
he was elected to the office of Supreme Chief Ranger,
which he held until his death. His devotion to the
Forestry, with the ever increasing demands on his
time made by the growth of the order, necessitated
the neglect and final abandonment of the active
duties of the medical profession. The rapid growth
of the Order of Foresters suggested the desirability
of having executive offices in Toronto, to which city
they were removed in 1889, and after that Dr. Oronhyatekha's official residence was in that city.
(Continued on page 1U)
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DR. GORDON KEITH CHALMERS comes from the Presidency of Rockford
College for Women in Illinois to succeed President Peirce at Kenyon. At 33,
he exceeds by five years the age at which Dr. Peirce came to Kenyon, and
has, as a marked advantage, three years of experience as a college presi
dent behind him. His education has been ideal for Kenyon, for after
graduating from Brown University he went for three years as a Rhodes
Scholar to Oxford, the English University after which Kenyon has sought
to pattern itself. He is, like Dr. Peirce, a scholar in the humanities, and
whereas Dr. Peirce has taught history and philosophy, Dr. Chalmers' field
is English literature and philosophy. In English literature he is well
known for his writings on Seventeenth Century thought and for his
writings and addresses on education. Significant of the changes wrought
in Kenyon by time is the fact that while trustees in 1896 required Dr.
Peirce to become an Episcopal minister, trustees in 1937 made no such
requirement of Dr. Chalmers. So the background of Dr. Peirce and Dr.
Chalmers before each has become President of Kenyon are in many ways
similar, and the selection of Dr. Chalmers indicates that Kenyon is true
to its tradition.

DR. WILLIAM FOSTER PEIRCE has chosen to retire at the end of this, his forty-first year as President of
Kenyon, thus bringing to an end the longest and most successful presidency in the hitory of the college, and
the second longest term for any college president in the country. When, at 28, he was informed of his
election, and became America's youngest college president, Dr. Peirce, who had been a professor at Kenyon
for four years, found the college in a poor financial condition, its buildings sadly in need of repair,
and with no definite program for the future. Those first
years required
great moral courage, for along with the needed improvements which the
college could barely afford to undertake came such setbacks as the tragic
Rosse Hall fire. But Dr. Peirce, or "Fat," as subtle Kenyon humor soon
dubbed him, was a man of courage and of vision. Largely through his in
fluence Kenyon has become heavily endowed and attracted increasing num
bers of students as well as the interest of great and wealthy men. It is sig
pi
nificant that during his 41 years every building on the Hill, with the ex
II
ception of the Church of the Holy Spirit, was either newly built or entirely
rebuilt within. But what Dr. Peirce had done for Kenyon amounts to more
than the material wealth he has brought to the college. Following the
1111
ideals of Philander Chase he has held the college on a high intellectual and
spiritual plane, so that Kenyon men bear through life the stamp of their
college. Kenyon's uniqueness in the educational world today she owes
largely to the personality of Dr. Peirce, who has always attracted the
deepest respect and admiration of all with whom he came in contact.
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MATHER HALL

ORONHYATEKHA
(Continued

from page 11)

Dr. Oronhyatekha was not only a Freemason of
high degree, but a Good Templar and an Orange
man. In 1873 he was one of the deputation sent to
Belfast from the Orange Lodge of British America.
He always took an interest in rifle shooting, and
was a member of the first Wimbledon team sent
from Ontario, 1871. At a dinner given in his honor
in London, September, 1894, he described himself
as "more than a British subject, for he had the
honor to be an ally of Great Britain." Continuing,

he said that it was owing to the assistance and in
fluence of the Six Nations of Indians that the British
Crown now held in Canada.
In 1863 he married Miss Elsie Hill, a great grand
daughter of Captain Joseph Brant, the Head Chief
of the Mohawks, who served during the American
Revolutionary War. Their son, William Acland Heywood Oronhyatekha, graduated M. D. at Trinity Uni
versity, Toronto, 1892. He is now residing in Lon
don, where he married in 1895, Miss Natalie Braund.
Dr. Oranhyatekha died in Savannah, Georgia,
in 1907.

The Kenyon Polo and Riding Club
Up to the date
of the founding
of this organiza
tion in February
of 1936, p o 1 a
had remained a
sport of indivi
duals, too expen
sive for the aver
age student to
enjoy, he pur
pose of the club
is
to provide an
. jfi
honestly stable
financial support for interscholastic competition,
which formerly depended too heavily on the purses
of team members. It now has a membership of
twenty-nine students, faculty, and alumni.
The acknowledged purpose of its founding seems
at first to have been principally mercenary, but the
genuine spirit, cooperation, and activity of the or
ganization denies that. Membership recognizes a
certain responsibility in maintaining playing facili
ties and equipment of course, but that is secondary
to the great aim of the club which is to promote
horsemanship as an effective department of inter
scholastic athletics. Not long ago, as we can all
recall, the polo team kept late hours, sitting out
side our doors in conference over its probems until
it had to be shouted away to bed.
Throughout this year the organization has spon
sored a series of programs and lectures designated
to cultivate further interest and participation in polo
and riding. Captain Frederick Eberle, coach of the
14

polo team and equestrian director, joined with the
club in carrying out its commendable objectives
as lecturer and faculty sponsor. Recently the club
has purchased a number of technical books on the
instruction of polo and riding, which have been
placed in the library for the appreciation and guid
ance of anyone interested.
Despite its present size, the organization is still
young and should in the next few years become one
of our most important extra-curricular societies, if it
is not that already. Plans for further development
include the furtherance of alumni patronage, of
which the club has much already, along the lines of
the similar organizations at Princeton, Yale and
Cornell, whose teams met with Kenyon this year.
At present Mr. Robert Weaver and Mr. Harvey S.
Firestone are the most active alumni supporters of
the group and it has been through their generous
aid and enthusiasm that the accomplishments of the
past year have been possible.
The Kenyon Polo Team, for the two past years
champions of the Middle West, has been consistently
victorious in the East as well as in competition with
our own territory. Only by its defeat by Princeton
was the team prevented from participating in the
National Interscholastic Polo Matches. The team has
established a remarkable reputation as one of the
finest collegiate polo organizations in the country,
and with the continual improvement which new
men have been showing, there is no doubt but that
our reputation will be maintained and augmented.
At the first annual Polo and Riding Club Banquet,
held in Peirce Hall, Dr. William F. Peirce was
elected honorary president of the organization.
H I K A for

ILLTOPS
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HEN Kenyon played
He is the sort of person old men
the Hobart football
grow prophetic about, calling
game at Geneva, New
him "up-and-coming," which is
York, the team had been re
scarcely adequate. Yet he man
duced by injuries to half its
ages to say what he thinks.
strength, and the Hobart team
His accomplishment follows
'4M
looked like a multitude of
brilliantly the tradition of his
giants. They were. By the
Kenyon family. Two brothers
*
•\
third quarter there were no
have graduated before him.
substitute backs, and in no
This is part of Kenyon history ;
;:Cv
time at all Harry Brown and
that father has followed son,
Harry McGinness received
and brother has succeeded
whacks which put them out like
J
brother, for generations within
lights. Fritz Taylor was moved
/
the courses of our hundred and
h
into the backfield, and no one
thirteen years. The ideals of
X —
knew he had been whacked too,
education this practice has
although in the huddle he made
raised up are those upon which
wild remarks and strange ges
we
depend for our confidence
tures. By the end of the next
and anticipation of Kenyon's
play he went out like another
further
greatness.
light, but he wasn't finished.
CARLETON FREDERICK TAYLOR
As he lay there looking at the
Fritz did not begin his col
President of the Kenyon Assembly
blue sky he roared out plays, se
lege years at Kenyon. His first
quences, multiplication tables
two were spent at Toledo Uni
and recipes, especially recommending carnage with
versity. Then he went to work in the steel mills.
regard to our opponents. Somehow it made a dif
But he wanted to finish his education, and after a
ference. He has been the Kenyon sparkplug relent
year of hard work, came to Kenyon. He was forced
lessly. After being elected captain of the team in
to drop out again for a semester, during which he
his first year of varsity play, he was selected by
was employed by the College as an interviewer of
his teammates as the most valuable player of the
new students who planned to make application for
season.
entrance. This last year has been the culmination of
Here is someone who cannot help being at the top
his perseverance. As President of the Senior Class,
of administration. His extraordinary personality
of which one-fifth have been honored with member
sets him apart immediately, so that he presides
ship in Phi Beta Kappa, he will graduate this June.
naturally. His speaking ability and his manner of
He will be remembered for his ribbing by Rudy
conducting himself suited him admirably as Presi
Kutter for wearing a shin guard on an injured mem
dent of the Assembly, to which he was elected as a
ber. Since it has been the pride of Kenyon teams
junior. To see a large student assembly led with
that they have given more than they have taken,
despatch and system is a joy and a good thing. After
this irregular protection was our athletic director's
one year as vice-president of the Kenyon Clan, lettermen's society, he was then elected president.
principal joking point with Fritz, who laughs at
Kutler's wild tales of older football days. Waivers
Since his first day no one scholar has been so
were made on the wearing of this guard, for it would
much in the eye of the college, so involved and con
cerned in its interests. If he wanted to retire he
have been unseemly and contrary for a Kenyon
could not. All his honors have seemed inevitable,
player to wince or holler when an alien heel caught
and there has never been a doubt as to his selection.
him in the shins.
June, 1937
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Amos Ruggle, Witness

//

By Charles McKinley, Jr.

A

MOS RUGGLE seldom got around to the
office before ten or ten-thirty. On this
spring morning, he had breakfasted late and
was feeling exceptionally well as he walked up the
four sandstone steps to the door of his office. He
whistled some gay tune as he fished for the key
in his pocket. He found it and fitted it into the
lock. He unlocked the door and walked in.
"Ah, good morning, Miss Gadget. It's a lovely
spring day again. We should take the afternoon
off, and walk in the park. How would you like
that?" Of course there was no Miss Gadget there,
but he thought it only prudent to practice for a time
when there would be a Miss Gadget there.
There was nothing very elegant about Amos
Ruggle's office. It was very simply furnished, and
certainly not very clean. There was an old table
with an inkwell sunk in the top. An inkwell that
Amos used as an ash tray. When it was filled with
the debris of his two-for-a-nickel cigars, he blew
the ashes out of it onto the desk. Then he blew
them off the desk, onto the floor.
There they re
mained. There was an old kitchen chair with a
spindle or two broken out of the back. A golden
oak hall tree stood in the corner, and on this, every
morning, Amos deposited his coat and cane and
his brown bowler. In another corner stood a fancy
lavender and gilt tin basket that he had brought
down after Sophie's funeral. Sophie had been his
favorite sister.
Amos sat down at his desk, produced a fat cigar
from a vest pocket, lit it. He took a magazine from
the table drawer, and thumbed through it, stopping
occasionally to look at some picture that he had
looked at every week-day morning since Ed Withers
had given him the magazine three months before.
He got up, walked to the window, and looked out
into the street. He knocked a long grey ash onto
the window sill and went back to his table and sat
down. He twisted his right index finger in his heavy
yellow gold watch chain, then pulled out an old
gold watch, snapped it open and remarked aloud
that it was eleven-fifteen. He put away the maga• zine. To the imaginary Miss Gadget he gave instruc
tions. "If anyone calls, please ask them to wait.
16

I shall return in ten minutes." Regarding the fact
that he had no Miss Gadget, he stuck a card in the
glass panel of the door. It informed callers that
he would return in ten minutes.
Every morning he left at this time to walk over
to Ed's pool room. Every morning he walked into
Ed's and called to the little man half asleep, behind
the counter: "Hi ya, Ed. Use your phone?" He
made a call, always to a man named Wheaze,
stopped to talk to the sleepy proprietor and make
the purchase of four Havana Ruby cigars. "Well,
gotta run along."
This particular morning, Amos' phone call to
Wheaze seemed to yield something. He was in some
thing of a hurry. He bought his four Havana
Rubies, but he didn't stop to talk. In his office
again, he hurriedly got into his coat, took his cane.
"I'll not be back until three o'clock," he told Miss
Gadget. "You may have the afternoon off, if you
wish. Good day." He locked the office door after
him.
Within half an hour, Amos had reached the Dis
trict No. 23 Court House. There was nothing Amos
enjoyed quite so much as a trial. He was particu
larly interested in manslaughter cases. A case where
the defendant was being sued for, say . . . twentyfive grand. Amos wormed his way to a good van
tage point in the court room, to see the suer and
the sued. Amos was a good judge of personality.
Amos wasn't very scrupulous. He prided himself
on always picking the winner. To a short asthmatic
man who joined him, Amos said, "Looks as though
we'll have a pretty good case here."
Both men sat with hands folded piously on crossed
knees. The counterpart of the unincorporated firm,
Ruggle & Wheaze, breathed noisily. "Yes, I said
to myself, I said . . . ."
"Never mind what you said to yourself. The vital
point is that you used your excellent judgment, and
reported this case to me. I must see this man Sim
mons after the session." The man Simmons hap
pened to be the defendant in the manslaughter case.
Amos did see the man during the noon recess. He
presented a soiled and rather fancy card with his
name done in flourishes.
The man Simmons looked
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at the card and saw the rather elegant name of Amos
Anderson Lester Ruggle.
"Dare say you've heard of me, Mr. Simmons. Star
witness in the Birdy-Gusper murder trial. I believe
you have quite a case here. Your witnesses, of
course, will . . . ." He looked at Mr. Simmons sig
nificantly. "I might put my address on that card,"
he added. With a stubby pencil he wrote 29 Codger
Court. Hours, 10 to U. "Yes, sir; I believe you
have quite a case here. I might take a look around
out there this afternoon." With the dignity that
befitted a man of Amos Anderson Lester Ruggle's
importance, he took his cane, bowed, and donning
his bowler, strode across the lobby and out of the
court house.
At Market Street he caught the trolley and bought
a dime ticket to the edge of the city. His mood of
joviality was cast off, and he seemed serious. He
hummed to himself as he got off the street car and
walked into the country. He swung his cane and
puffed furiously at an Havana Ruby. Pensively he
stopped to draw a diagram in the mud with the tip
of his cane. After a while hq turned towards the
city again. He decided to go back to the office.
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The next day was Saturday. Amos Ruggle was at
the office a little before ten that morning. "Ah,
good morning, Miss Gadget. A lovely spring day
out. Oh, Miss Gadget, I'm expecting a client today.
A Mr. Simmons." He hung his coat and hat and
his cane on the golden oak hall tree. He blew the
ashes out of the ink well, and onto the floor. He
settled himself with the magazine Ed Withers had
given him three months ago.
Occasionally, when he could find the time, Amos
dreamed of a roomy office with filing cabinets, a
telephone, a big box of fat cigars, and a real Miss
Gadget to tend to the little things< around the office.
He even imagined clients coming to his office, unso
licited. He imagined a flourishing business. He
wondered if he might not even have some sort of
printing on the door. Amos found time this Satur
day morning to dream of a few of these things. He
counted his money. Twenty-three dollars and seventeen cents. He rather hoped that Mr. Simmons
would show up. He had thought it out how he
would sit on the corner of the desk and give Mr.
Simmons the chair. And then he heard someone on
the four sandstone steps outside his door. He flicked
a long ash from his fat cigar, and rose elegantly
from the kitchen chair which had a spindle or two
broken out of the back. "Good morning, Mr. Simmons," he said.
The little office at 29 Codger Court was quiet for
a week or so. The table and the kitchen chair, and
the tin flower basket that Amos had brought down
after Sophie's funeral, collected dust. Ed Withers
missed his friend's running in every morning at
eleven-fifteen. Amos was the only one who bought
his Havana Ruby two-for-five cigars. Ed reckoned
that his friend was out on another case.
Then, on a Tuesday afternoon, Amos strolled into
the office. He was wearing a new plaid suit and
he carried a couple packages under his left arm.
"Ah, good afternoon, Miss Gadget. Well, I just
brought in a few things tq liven up the office a bit.
He unwrapped a box of Havana Rubies, put them
on the table. "Here's some flowers for your desk,
Miss Gadget. And say, how would you like to have
the rest of the day off?" He handed a phantom
bouquet to his imaginary stenographer.
Then he carefully unwrapped the other, smaller
package. A brass plate for his door. He thought
of a thousand dollars in bills in his pocket. A newsboy was shouting the latest headlines . . . "Simmons acquitted in manslaughter case" ... as Amos
went out to nail his plate to the door. There, en
graved, was his name at last—Amos Anderson
Lester Ruggle. And underneath, in tiny lettersWitness.
H I K A for

iterary Soundings
By Stuart W. Rose
JOHN DONNE and THE
NEW PHILOSOPHY, by
Charles M. Coffin, Columbia
University Press.
On reading Dr. Coffin's
book, we experienced a feeling
*
which we seldom have at the
conclusion of any work, fiction
or non-fiction. The feeling
i'
presented itself in the form of
a question. What was the
justification of the book's be
ing? In this introspection we
were not facetious. All meritorious manuscripts are jus
tifiable by virtue of their
humor, manner of expression, knowledge imparted
or message offered. It was not an obscure step to
adjudge Dr. Coffin's book as being highly informa
tive. But, behind this, there was more to be investi
gated.
Dr. Coffin is an authority on John Donne. We feel
that it is this rapt interest in Donne and the New
Philosophy which justifies the book. In his preface
Coffin tells us, "This work, though undertaken in an
'academic exercise,' marks the fulfillment of a long
standing desire to record my reaction to a poet with
whose peculiar charm I was infected many years
ago . . . ." Coffin has done more than "record his
reaction." He has given us the motivating forces
in Donne's life as well as an acute interpretation of
his works. We have long attempted to classify what
it takes to be an authority. Our conclusion is that
a man must avail himself of every vestige of written
and verbal information on his subject, and then go
one step further, and make a personal investigation
of his own. All of these things Professor Coffin has
done with painstaking exactness.
With this authority, Coffin tells us of the influ
ences of the sciences on Donne's works. His very
June, 1937

thought and art were affected
by scientific learning, particu
larly astronomy. The major
ity of Donne's work was taken
up with the unfolding of the
mysteries surrounding the
New Philosophy. "That the
earth moved was the primary
doctrine of the new phil
osophy, if the word 'doctrine'
may be permitted to describe
what is now accepted as a
physical fact," is what Coffin
tells us. Continuing, "In
reality, the new philosophy
was not a body of doctrine at
all, but an accumulation of facts about nature and
the development of a critical and objective method of
observing the phenomena of the physical universe."
As a summation of Donne, Coffin says, "for mortal
life is kaleidoscopic. Turned as it may be by reason
or by the free play of emotion or by the unified
activity of both, it produces daily from the manifold
appearances of the world a various and changing
pattern of things. The figures formed by man's way
of regarding friends, love, enemies, books, and the
daily bread—the common facts of life—and also by
his ways of regarding the greater world and God are
resolved continually into new shapes. Throughout
the shifting patterns but one thing is fixed and con
stant, and that is the light revealing and illumninating these patterns. The source of this light is the
vividness and intensity of the poet's consistently
sensitive personality."
As a summation of Dr. Coffin's John Donne and
the New Philosophy we feel that he has presented a
scholarly treatise, invaluable to those interested in
the detailed study of Donne and his works. In doing
so, he has treated his material with such exacting de
tail as to obviate the possible enjoyment of Donne's
works themselves.
19
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Flying Club

T

HE Kenyon College Flying Club is just com
pleting its most successful year to date. With
the advent of the new airport this past fall,
the degree of flying activity has increased appre
ciably. The size of the present field, as compared
to that of past years, is quite large and by all means
adequate. This has facilitated the more rapid train
ing of students with an even greater degree of
safety. The beautiful new hangar with its club
room, complete with fireplace, leather-cushioned fur
niture, et al., the shower and locker room, the office,
and the work shop have all contributed to the induce
ment to hangar lounge. This type of ground fly
ing in fair weather and foul is often a big help to
the student pilot and plays as important a part as
does his actual flying time.
Fortunately, the attractions on the ground have
not been sufficiently strong to keep the active mem20

bers of the Flying Club and the rest of the student
pilots from flying to a good purpose throughout the
year. Four students have soloed during the school
year. Those turned loose were Bob Legg, Gus Sonenfield, Clark Henderson, and Bill Elliot. The re
turning solo students have been working hard
toward their licenses and greater perfection in
events of intercollegiate competition. Bill Lieurance, Wedgy Ascher, and Dave Nichols each hold
private licenses. Rodney Boren recently won his
amateur license and is soon going up for his private.
Both Clark Henderson and Stu Rose will try for
their amateurs before the college year is over. Duiing the past year the members of the club have col
lectively totaled over 500 hours of solo flying, not
including the many hours of dual instruction.
As a member of the National Intercollegiate Fly
ing Club, the Kenyon College Flying Club has parH I K A for

ticipated in four intercollegiate meets this year.
Early in the fall the club met Ohio State and took
them for a second time with a score of 18-6. The
winter months were sufficiently bad to prevent any
meets, so it was not until April 25 that the club
engaged again in competition. At that time three
planes and six men flew to Akron to compete against
Akron University and Purdue. Kenyon came off
on top to carry away the Rose O'Neill trophy with
130 points against Akron's 90 and Purdue's 50.
Boren, Lieurence, Ascher, Rose, and Nichols flew
for Kenyon. On May 1, the Fleet, Fledgling, and
Kinner took off for Wings Airport, Philadelphia's
Aviation Country Club, to engage in a three way
meet with the universities of Pennsylvania and
Harvard. Boren and Lieurance starred for Kenyon
by amassing 30 points to Harvard's 9, and Penn's 4.
The entire crew returned safe and sound a few days
later with grins from ear to ear and a lavish of
very decorative hardware, not to mention a lot of
certificates.
On May 22 and 23 the club, holding a joint meet
with Ohio State University, Akron University, and
Michigan University, again took honors, outflying

its nearest opponent, Ohio State, by a considerable
number of grading points. The score: Kenyon 106.
Ohio State 25, Akron U. 12, Michigan U. 5, is evi
dence of this last sweeping victory.
From March 30 to April 1 six members of the club
attended the annual National Intercollegiate Flying
Conference in Washington, D. C., along with the
club's adviser and mentor, Don Gretzer. The vot
ing delegates were Henderson and Lieurance who
helped to straighten out the numerous problems of
rulings in connection with the N. I. F. C. competi
tions.
The club at present totals fourteen active mem
bers. The officers are Bill Lieurance, president; Stu
Rose, vice-president and treasurer, and Wedgy
Ascher, secretary.
The club is looking forward eagerly to the 18th
and 19th of June when all the members that can,
will participate in the 1937 National Intercollegiate
Air Meet to be held at the Long Island Aviation
Country Club, Hicksville, New York. In light of
its past victories, Kenyon hopes to figure promi
nently in the final scoring.
—S. W. R.

-

—Courtesy of the Kenyon Aeronautics Department.

THE FLYING PRESIDENT OF KENYON
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PICK HIM SMART
Virginia and her mother argued it out continually
for a week or more. Often Virginia cried, then her
mother would assume a supercilious unconcern at
her tears and say it was for her own good, and it
was a pity she hadn't more good sense. Virginia
would fling herself from the room and slam the
door, and then come down to dinner red-eyed and
shame-faced. Then her mother would make some
remark like, "I hope you've gotten a little sense in
that head." Virginia would stand up with a napkin
in her hand, trembling, and scream, "Yes, I have!
Why don't you?" She would look very determined
and brave and leave the room, carrying her napkin
with her.
Virginia was nineteen and she had picked out the
man she was going to marry.
"He's wild and irresponsible. I think he drinks
too, Virginia, how on earth can you make such a
fool of yourself?" was what her mother said on
Saturday night. Virginia was all wrought up and
tired of this.
"He's not. HE'S NOT! You don't know."
She snatched her hat and raincoat and went out
of the house in the worst turmoil so far. She went
to his house and called him out by turning his porch
light on and off as they always did.
"Hello, Ginny. What's got you tonight, honey?"
"Please come and talk to me, Billy. Let's walk."
"Sure, if you want to."
He reached into his doorway and brought out an
umbrella. They started down the street. She told
him of the terrible time she was having with her
mother and how she could hardly bear it.
"Why don't we get married now, Billy?"
She squeezed his arm tenderly.
He laughed down at her.

I
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"You're kidding, aren't you?"
She stopped and held him from going on. It was
dark and he could not see her face. Her voice was
low and serious.
"No. I'm not kidding, Bill."
"Oh," he said softly.
They walked on for a while, silently. He looked
down at her.
"You thought about it any, Ginny?"
"All the time," she said, squeezing his arm again.
"I have no money. Getting married would be
unfair to you and me both. Hold us back."
He stopped her and held her arms.
"We can't do it," he said.
She looked at his face through the dark.
"You mean hold you back, don't you?"
He dropped his hands from her arms and stif
fened a little.
"Maybe I do. But that's the only way to look at
it, Ginny. I want to marry you all right but—"
"Yes, you sure do!"
She thought of her mother and began to cry,
threw herself in his arms and then pushed him
away. He looked at her in amazement.
"What is it, honey?"
That only made her cry the more, and she turned
from him and ran home, leaving him there in the
rain. She opened her front door and met her
mother, standing there. She ran, to her crying and
fell in her arms.
"O mother!" she sobbed, "He won't marry me!"
Her mother embraced her and patted her hair.
Virginia told her mother what he had said. The
older woman held her daughter away from her and
looked at her.
"He said that, darling?"
"Oh, he's selfish!" said Virginia, stamping her
foot and breaking into more tears.
Her mother put her hand to her chin thoughtfully.
"I think we had better have him over to dinner,
my dear. I've changed my mind."
Virginia looked up, wild-eyed.
"No! NO! I wouldn't marry him for anything.
Anything!"
She threw herself on the couch and cried and
cried.
"He hasn't got any sense of values," she said,
and got up to look at herself in the mirror over the
fireplace.
"Oh," said her mother, and smiled.
—RAGS L.
H i K A for
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There's good reason why Prince
Albert is the world's largest-selling
smoking tobacco.P. A. is the"crimp
cut"smoke...packs easier in your
pipe, cakes nicely, burns cooler.
P. A. is prime tobacco too—every
last particle of it. Smokes sweet,
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mild, and tasty. Doesn't bite the
tongue. Harshness is removed by
a special "no-bite" process. So get
in on real smoking joy, men,
with Prince Albert — the princely
tobacco for pipes and roll-yourown cigarettes too.
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PRINCE ALBERT GUARANTEES SATISFACTION
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.

THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE
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(Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N.C.

PRINCE ALBERT
June, 1937
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50

pipefuls of
fragrant tobacco in every
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert
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yilumni Department
Chapter of Delta Tau Delta of which he is the vice
president.
Phil Hummel is single and a decorator with the
Rorimer-Brooks Studios, 2232 Euclid Avenue, Cleve
land. Of his work he says, "Most people would
think my work is very interesting, and it is. Con
trary to common supposition it is not all fun, and
consists of untold hours of the most grilling prepa
ration, consultation, and detail. My firm are in
terior designers, builders of custom furniture, deco
rators, and dealers in works of art and antiques.
Part of my work comes as assistant to the presi
dent, who is a nationally known personality. Many
interesting experiences arise from this close associ
ation, as he and his wife habitually entertain and
move with the great musical personalities of the
day, and the literary lights. A few months bring
about meetings at close range with such as Gertrude
Stein, Igor Stravinsky, Samuel Dushkin, Beveridge
Webster, Vladimir Goltscham, Greta Stuechgold,
Norman Bel Geddes, and many others." He is a col
lector of "anything from antique Chinese stirrups
to old sporting prints and glassware for refined
drinking," enjoys music, riding, and tennis.
Arthur C. Lichtenberger, 130 Aspinwall Avenue,
Brookline, Mass., is rector of St. Paul's Church
there. Since graduation he has lived in China,
Cambridge, Cincinnati, and for the last four years
in Brookline. He likes to go trout fishing, is proud
of a nine-year-old son who gives promise of being a
real ball player. He suggests, "How about a polo
game with Harvard?"
Irving H. McKean works in the United States
Post Office at Akron, Ohio. He has one boy. Read
ing, football in season and out, and getting back to
the Hill are his hobbies. In connection
with the latter he suggests that his
classmates ought to see more of
Gambier, and that he seldom sees any
of them around except at Commence
ment, and not too many then.

CLASS OF 1923
Lane W. Barton is rector of St. Paul's Episcopal
Church at Flint, Michigan. When he finds time he
goes fishing. He is married and has three children,
Lane W., Jr., Mary Clara, and George S.
James B. Cauley can be reached at 175 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, Illinois, where he is in the in
surance business.
Gordon Crawford can be reached at the Kingswood School for boys in West Hartford, Connecti
cut, where he is an instructor of English. When
asked about himself he says: "Am deeply interested
in juvenile delinquency—have spent the past five
summers as health director of Camp Stillwater, run
by the Big Brother Movement, Inc., of New York,
for underprivileged and delinquent boys. Was re
cently elected a member of the board of directors of
the Connecticut State Mental Hygiene Society. On
the lighter side I week-end in N. Y. C. as often as
possible, play the piano accordion, and occasionally
act with the Hartford Drama Society. As my parts
usually seem that of gangster, sheriff, or villain, I
must assume that my touch is not too delicate. I
also direct the school's dramatics." He is not
married.
W. E. Crofut, Jr., 1276 Ontario St., Cleveland,
Ohio. "Bill Crofut, known as the 'Corn Pad King,'
makes and sells the 'Cropax' line of foot aids and
first aids to all the Ten Cent stores in the country.
He just completed a trip covering the entire U. S.
and Canada contacting executive officers of the lead
ing 5 & 10 chains." He is married and has two
children.
William De Forest is head of the De Forest
Buick Co., Buick agency, at Sharon,
Pennsylvania. He lives with his wife
and two children—a daughter fifteen
and a son ten—at 1090 Highland
Avenue.
James H. Fitch, 52 Kuder Avenue,
Akron, Ohio. He is connected with the
Akron Transportation Co. in capacity
of claim agent, and also is president of
the Fitch Rubber Co. Married and
with two daughters, he enjoys working
around his home and improving his
yard and garden. Besides this he is
interested in furthering the Alumni
24
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Paul Francis Strough has been with
the H. M. Strough Co., Interior Deco
rators, of Akron, since graduating
from Kenyon. He puts a lot of time on
amateur dramatic, acting in the Little
Theatre of the Weathervane Playhouse
of Akron, and in radio dramatics.
H I K A for

THE EDITOR'S PAGE
(Continued from page 6)

to so-and-so's. I'll ring there." If he isn't there,
she will track him down. You sit quietly by, waiting.
Dial phones will gum up this procedure and give
us a devil of a time. Moreover, who can remember
telephone numbers? How are people going to find
out what other people are doing anyhow? There
goes the strongest bond of the community, riding
to the operator with a tallyhoo.

Present Condition
These are the mysterious days of the year when
unseen hands scrawl upon our blackboards: Class
in the Grass Today; Come on, Teacher, be a Sport;
Lead us into Green Pastures, Sir. Wasps and hor
nets come in through the vine-clad windows and
whine futilely about the classroom, distracting at-

POOR LADY LOST
(Continued from page 8)

amine his beard, detected several gray bristles and
decided to shave. He removed his razor and brushless shaving cream from a corner of his sample case,
took up hi^ lamp and left the room.
The kitchen was, he discovered, approximately
under his little room, with which it seemed to com
prise the most recent annex to the main building of
Parrish's store. Parrish, his shirt and hobnailed
shoes on the floor beside his chair, sat with his stock
inged feet propped on the oak table top where Mrs.
Parrish silently prepared supper. She did not look
up as he entered. Solemnly she continued to slice
bread.
"Have youse'f a cheer, mister," said the man.
"Thanks, Parrish," rumbled Transel, placing his
considerable stern on a spindle-legged chair, one of
the three in the room. Then, holding up his shav
ing instruments, "I better wash up some."
"Oh, yeah. Sure. Pump's right hin't o' ya.
Pitcher o' water to git her goin' with right along
side. Leastways there was."
Parrish sent a stream of tobacco juice under the
sink at his guest's feet. Transel drew back a foot
hastily.
"Get ya?" asked Parrish, twisting his head to
look. A few scraggly hairs on his white, bare chest
lay wetly against his skin with sweat. Transel
looked at the woman at the table and met her beau
tiful eyes. Parrish saw it. Transel removed his
shirt and began to wash. He tried to pull in his
stomach to make more of a chest above it.
June, 1937

tention. Power lawnmowers clack and hammer un
der the windows, causing professors to stop and
frown until they pass on. The Psi U's look as
though they were about to take to shorts again and
the rest are waiting to follow, but haven't the nerve
to start it, unless Joe Viner has. Wake-up men
don't have to shut windows and turn on the heat.
The turfing season began on dance week-end, with
the Kentucky Derby. Sunburn has made its first
tender, pink, beginnings.

Fuzzy Achievement
Acclamation of the month must go to W. R.
Furbeck, '40, who passed his English attainment
test with a bang. His paper on horsemanship pan
icked the department with this erudite introduction:
"We find that since the beginning of civilization
man has ridden, essentially, the horse."
See what a word can do.

"Come from Louisville?" asked Parrish, looking
him up and down from the corners of his narrowed
eyes. He took up the bread knife and began to
scrape his fingernails.
"Why, yes. Montine Company. Taking whole
sale orders for 'em. Silk stockings. Want to show
you some samples too."
Parrish twisted his head toward his guest again.
"Them silk stockin' people?"
"Yeah. Heard of 'em?"
"Heard of 'em! Lord a'mighty! Git circ'lars
every day of my life. Twicet a day sometime. No
peace they give a man. Anyways, we got no use
fer silk stockin's in this here town. They send you
down here fer that?"
"Umhum," said Transel, applying soap to his face.
"Waste a time, mister. Ain't a penny in this
town fer them fancy clo'es. Kin hardly sell cotton
now."
The woman seemed not to hear. She set the
table, not disturbing Parrish's feet. Transel watched
her graceful movements as she arranged the utensils,
her slim body bending softly over the table at times.
Presently she placed her small hands in her sleeves
and looked at Transel.
"Exceptional occasion tonight. Have got mushlooms. Hope gentleman is pleased so much."
Then she turned to the door at her back. Transel
thought it must open onto a yard at the rear of the
building. He could not take his eyes from her.
Turning to Parrish he caught the man watching
him.
"Come, my doves," she called sweetly into the
dusk. "Dinnee!"
25

Three tiny towheads trooped solemnly into the
room and stood by the table. All blinked into the
lamplight, stood with hands in their sleeves, exactly
as their mother. Parrish paid no attention to this,
but drew his feet off the table and nodded his untidy
head to Transel.
"Pull up yer cheer and go to eatin', mister."
Transel dragged his chair to the table and sat
down.
"Your kids?" he asked, nodding at the three tots,
who stared fixedly at him from wide almond eyes,
more slanting and Oriental than their mother's.
"Yep, they mine," said Parrish, looking at the
children. They turned their tiny heads away, as
small children do when they are ashamed or afraid.
"Never know it, though. Holly got 'em buffaloed
clean away from me. Skeered o' me, I reckon.
Never lay a hand to 'em though."
Parrish lifted his knife full of squash and put
it away. Transel looked at the woman and met her
eyes squarely again. Quickly she dropped her own
and slipped softly into her chair. Transel was
aware of a swelling in his chest and looked at Par
rish from the corner of his eye. He looked squarely
into those of his host, doing the same thing. The
children ate where they stood, staring at him until
he returned the glance, then they lowered their
heads quickly.
Transel was on edge, became too cordial in an
swering the questions of Parrish, who talked with
his mouth so full he was unintelligible at times so
that he would, have to repeat. He dropped food on
his bare chest and smeared it off with his palm. The
woman offered no word. Parrish caught Transel
watching her again. Finally he pushed back his
chair and turned to Transel with a smile, narrowed
eyes.
"I reckon you wonderin' about Holly there, Mister
Transel. Seen you watchin' her." He laughed.
"Yeah," he added, looking into Transel's eyes. He
put a sliver of wood into his mouth, a toothpick.
"Abel Mason, feller you seen out front there 'fore
you come in, he and me come on her one day settin'
in the railroad station. No money, wouldn't talk
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neither. Well, I took a likin' right off, just like you
done." He laughed again. Transel could not look at
the woman.
"Never did tell where she come from and I ain't
bothered too much 'bout findin' out. Good cook.
Got Deacon Miller to marry us quick. She never
said a word . . . and ain't said much since. Good
thing. That were five years back now. She's a good
one, all right." He laughed again, watching Transel,
"Yeah, I seen you."
Parrish's toothpick moved up and down with the
movement of his lips. Transel was red and uneasy.
"Say, how about looking at my samples," he said
over-heartily. He kept his eyes to the table. Parrish looked up, frowned for an instant, then spat the
sliver from his lips.
"Yeah, sure. But I won't} be gettin' none. Got
no use fer 'em here."
Transel did not listen. He took his lamp from the
table and made his way* up to his room. Before
opening his sample case he sat down on his bed, his
heavy brows frowning. He grimaced and struck
his fist into his palm. He blushed again as he re
called Parrish's words.
"Dirty hick," he said, through clenched teeth.
The lamp flickered. He opened the case and took
out several small flat boxes. He was accustomed to
talking to himself, but the futile turmoil within him
was too bitter for expression. He thought of her
great eyes and the sorrow they must conceal in
their Oriental impassive depths. The thought of the
children angered him. He ground his teeth at the
thought of filthy, smiling Parrish.
Transel had no wife.
He took up his lamp and boxes and returned to the
kitchen below. Parrish had his feet on the table
again. Holly sat by the far lamp, evidently mend
ing. The three children were gone.
"Want you to take a look at these anyway," said
Transel, dumping the boxes on the table. Parrish
put down his feet and got up.
"Stack of 'em, ain't there?"
"Yes, sir! Look here."
Transel opened a box and drew forth two long
rayon stockings. He ran his hand in one and spread
the material on his thick fingers.
"No rings, see," he pointed out, holding the stock
ing up to Parrish's nose. "Good sheer stuff, too."
"Don't mean nothin' to me," laughed Parrish.
"Tell ya, you're wastin' your time, son."
"How about Mrs. Parrish there? She sure would
want some."
Parrish looked at him slyly. He threw back
his head, laughed loudly.
"Her! Ho, no, she don't," he laughed. "She
HiKA/or

never had a stockin' on yet. Hey, Holly, you ever
wore stockin's?"
The woman turned slowly from her work, unsmil
ing, raised her eyebrows as though she did not un
derstand. Transel sank inside, horribly, as with
fear.
"Stockin's!" shouted Parrish. "Ever had any?"
"Have no stockings," she said softly, and looked
fixedly at Transel, who swallowed in embarrassment.
He felt rough, brutish, and unable to turn away
from her eyes he put his hand to his face and pre
tended to rub his temple. Repentant, he wanted
desperately to relieve the shame he knew she felt, to
give her something, to turn his predicament from
her lovely soul.
"Tell you what I'll do, Mrs. Parrish. You can
have those . . . with the compliments of the Montine
Company." Then he tried to laugh, but the sound
of his laughter chilled him with its roughness. She
still watched him.
"Here," he said, going to her with the box ex
tended. As he extended it to her, he met her eyes
and tried to look through her.
She rose to her feet, holding her mending to
her lap.
"Can not take, please. Thank you so much," she
said softly, and backed toward the table a little,
away from Transel.
Parrish watched all this.
"Go on, take 'em, Holly. You never had any. Go
ahead, put 'em on."
The woman seemed to start. She stepped aside
to see around Transel who stood between her and
her husband.
"No. Please, Mis'ly Parrish. Can not take."
Her lovely eyes stared widely at her husband and
she bowed slightly to him as she spoke.
Parrish dropped his feet from the table and leaned
toward her.
"Take them," he ordered.
The woman stiffened. She blushed, as she had
not done in Transel's presence before.
"Yes," she said.
"Now wait a minute, Parrish. Not if she doesn't
want to. It makes no difference to me. It's all
right.
But Parrish was watching his wife.
"Sure she does. Take them stockin's, Holly. You
havin' a spell tanight, girl?"
The woman took the box from Transel's hand,
never looking into his face.
"Put 'em on," her husband ordered.
Parrish laughed cruelly and restored his feet to
the table.
"Never seen you pertied up, Holly. Never seen a
woman didn't want to, neither. Put 'em on. See
what they look like, anyways."
"Maybe she don't want to now," offered Transel,
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ready to do anything to help her.
"Do here?" she asked of her husband. She dis
regarded Transel completely. He stood beside her
and did not know what to do with his hands, or his
eyes, or himself.
"Sure. Why not? You sure actin' up! Transel
and me seen a leg before."
"Yes," she said, and sat down on her chair. She
met the salesman's eyes once before she bent for
ward to draw up the leg of her trousers. Transel
turned away and walked over to his chair, where he
stood with his back toward her.
"Set down," said Parrish. "You know I never
seen her with a stockin' on! Hard for you to believe,
I reckon, bein' from Louisville."
"Say, you got a match?" asked Transel, bringing
out a package of cigarettes. He kept his eyes trom
the woman. But Parrish was watching her.
"Say, now, that sure do look fine," he exclaimed.
"Lookee there now. Make a leg look good, don't
they? Lookee there, Mr. Transel."
To turn around was the hardest move the man
ever made in his life. His neck and face burned.
He wanted to kill Parrish. But he had to turn. Sue
was standing with her trouser leg drawn up to her
knee, her eyes on the floor. He saw her hand tremble
at her side. Although she could not have seen him
if he had, he looked aside and beyond her rather than
at her leg. He said nothing, for he could not.
"Thank you," she said to him, softly and with such
unfeeling coldness that he was started into motion.
Anything to change this, to help her or to get away
from her.
"I better get to bed." Then he could think of nothing else to say.
"I better get to bed," he repeated. "Early train to
morrow."
Then he regained something of himself and turned
on Parrish.
"Can't use any stockings, eh?" he half roared, a
little out of control.
" 'Fraid not."
"Well, I better get to bed. You're right about this
town, all right. No use in staying."
"No, there ain't much," said Parrish.
Transel looked at him and he was smiling. The
woman, whom he could not bring himself to look at,
stood silently where she had risen.
He picked up his boxes and lamp, went out of the
room and made his way upstairs. His breath came
short and his heart pounded, as though he had been
frightened. He lay down on his bed. Looking down
he observed his stomach, which rose in a mound on
the bed. He turned over in order not to see it so.
He ran his hand through his hair but took it away
when he felt how thin it was. For a while he stared
into the glaring lamplight, then undressed and blew
out the flame.
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