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Our tense, high-strung way of living strains digestion.
Busy Americans find

m

smoking Camels a pleasant digestive aid

that helps digestion to proceed smoothly and prosperously!
The causes of upset stomach in our
daily life are all too familiar. The
pressure and vexation. The endless
demands and annoyances. The hurry
and rush. Bills—work—responsibility—worry about the future. Strain
you can't see—anxiety and tension
inside. Digestion suffers as a result.
Camels are a positive aid in reliev
ing the effects of high-pressure liv-
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ing. Science and common experience
agree that smoking a Camel is a
pleasant and effective way to assist
digestion. Camels increase the flow
of digestive fluids, and no matter
how many you smoke they never
get on your nerves.
From Camel's costlier tobaccos
you get unequaled flavor. Because
they are so mild, Camels never tire
your taste or jangle your nerves.
Smoke Camels during and between
meals for a comforting lift—a sense
of cheer and well-being—and for di
gestion's sake! Camels set you right!
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"THIS BATTERING RAM," says O. D.
Gladwell, driller, "is tough on the digestion.
I depend on Camels to set me right."

LIGHTNING SPEED has carried petite Mrs. Ethel
Arnold (left) to the peak of tennis fame. Physical
stamina depends greatly on digestion. "I smoke
Camels with and after meals," says Mrs. Arnold.

'
Copvrivrht, 1936, R. J. Reynolds Tob. Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.
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OVER 664 PARACHUTE
JUMPS. Joe Crane saysStep
ping out into empty air tight
ens mystomach. I naturally turn
to Camels for digestion's sake."
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AT THE MAYFAIR ROOM of the Book-Cadillac
Hotel in Detroit, Camels are outstandingly popular.
Paul Fischer, whose genial touch adds a pleasing
personal welcome to this smart and exclusive set-

ting, has observed that Camels are the favorite and
are steadilyincreasing in popularity."Aglance around
our tables," he says, "proves that those who appre
ciate quality have made Camels their first choice."
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Camels are made from finer, MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
—Turkish and Domestic—than any other popular brand.

CORRESPONDENCE
A.

This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyan tvill
be appreciated. We ivill not assume responsibility or
necessarily agree ivith statements made in this department.

OF
At the request of several undergradu
ates and with the approval of the
writer, the following letter is printed.
—THE, EDITOR.
Gambier, Ohio,
March 30, 1936.
The Executive Council,
Kenyon College Assembly.
Gentlemen:
It has been proposed to me as adviser
to the Collegian, and as I understand to
your committee, that, upon recommenda
tion. at the end of their term of office this
spring the editor and business mana
ger of the Collegian be voted a bonus of
$100 each from the Assembly funds. This
sum is in addition to the $100 salary
which each of them receives by previous
arrangement. I have been asked to state
my opinion of this proposal to your committee, and for the past two months I
have been considering it from every
angle.
I am sure that we are agreed that the
basic consideration both for you and me
must be the continuing welfare of the
Collegian and the best interests of the
student body, whose payments supply the
funds over which you have control. At
the same time it is only fair to consider
the means by which faithful performance
by the officers of the Collegian should be
recagnized by the college, It is on this
basis that I submit the following opinion:
Past experience and sheer logic con
vince me of the truth of one guiding
principle; namely, that the editor of the
Collegian should not be paid for per
forming his duties. I refer not to the
present editor, but to any editor. Like
all other student officers he should do
his work for the good of the college, for
the pleasure and benefits conferred, and
for the honor. Compare the practice
with members of athletic teams, includ
ing managers. Compare also the editor
and manager of the Hika. Why should
the Collegian be an exception to the uni
versal rule?
The practice of paying the editor origi
nated in a bonus given by the Alumni
Council in 1928 or 1929 at the end of the
college year. The purpose was to stimu
late good work. The plan was abandoned
by the Council as ineffective, but passed
into the practice of paying the editor, no
matter what kind of work he did, from
student fees, which, I may point out, are
equivalent to public funds raised by taxa
tion. The result was a scramble for the
editorship by men with no qualification
except a desire for the money. The final
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and direct result was to destroy the
value of the Collegian. From this ex
perience it may be deduced that the job
in itself can be relied on to attract can
didates of ability and enthusiasm, but
that the job plus salary will attract
incompetents who want the money and
may be able to pull wires to get it. (I
do not mean to imply that the present
staff are either incompetent or scheming;
I speak in terms of past experience and
future probability.)
Furthermore, money earned by the pa
per should be used to support other
more needy student activities. For the
Executive Council to distribute it to in
dividuals seems to me, frankly, to ap
proach misappropriation of public funds.
To come specifically to the proposal
under discusion:
This proposal is, of course, a substi
tute for the abandoned salary payment
of past years. With its provisions for
the payment at the end of the year, and
upon recommendation, it has the advantage of requiring good work from the
individuals who are to be paid. To this
extent it is an improvement on a flat
salary payment. The following disadvan
tages, however, remain:
1. It discriminates against partici
pants in all other college activities, all
of whom work without pay, in favor of
the editor and business manager of the

In the June HIKA
There will appear an article by

CHARLES C. WRIGHT, '96
reminiscent of life 011 the Hill at
the close of the last century.
A sonnet by

PROFESSOR REEVES
written in commemoration of the
three hundredth anniversary of
Rhode Island.

MARK W. WISEMAN

#

has written an article about the
new advertising program of the
college, described briefly in this
issue.

Collegian. This seems indefensible in
principle.
2. It uses up a considerable amount
of the student funds and therefore cur
tails the development of other activities
in favor of two individuals. The Execu
tive Committee, as trustees of the money
paid by their fellow students, can surely
not do this without serious thought.
3. It establishes a precedent which
will make it impossible hereafter to put
the Collegian on an equal (amateur)
footing with all other college activities,
such as athletics, debating, dramatics,
Hika. This moreover will inevitably
make the financial motive dominant in
the mind of every future editor. What
is needed is a line of editors who will
make the Collegian a leader of college
opinion, and who will get their money's
worth out of the excitement and responsibility of the job.
I have spoken thus far of the editor
only. In my opinion, the same reward
should suffice for the business manager.
It is recognized that the incentive may
be less, and the work intrinsically less
interesting, though equally important. Is
not the same true, however, of the other
managerships? If there is to be a paid
manager, I recommend that he work for
both Hika and the Collegian and receive
money after the analogy of scholarship
or NYA men.
The fact does remain that a year of
faithful service, such as has been given
during the present year, should be re
warded. I believe firmly that the editor
and business manager should have their
services recognized; but I believe that the
basis of the recognition should be pri
marily not financial
but honorary. A
football player, for example, receives a
letter. I am of the opinion that a more
lasting reward, which would confer more
permanent and lasting satisfaction, can
be made to the editor and business mana
ger of the Collegian. I should be in fa
vor of having the Executive Committee,
at the end of each successful year of the
Collegian, vote to the editor and business
manager of the Collegian a substantial
and permanent trophy in honor of their
year's work; for example, a good watch,
suitably engraved. Such a reward would
be with them for the rest of their lives
as an honorable and useful souvenir, and
would be, I take it, a source of more
enduring satisfaction than any money
payment, however desirable the money
might look on the eve of graduation. I
should gladly see such a system of
awards undertaken this year in recogni
tion of the vast improvement which the
present officers have made in the Colle
gian : a substantial service to the college
which deserves full recognition.
1 can not bring myself, however, to
favor any cash bonus. After long con
sideration and a search for any honest
loophole through which I might crawl
into the comfortable opinion that such a
grant would be sound, I find
myself
wholly convinced that the proposal is un
sound in principle and in its future ef
fects would be disastrous.
Faithfully yours,
PHILIP W. TIMBERLAKE.
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The Real Kenyon
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The answers to the questions will guide the Dean's
S THIS issue of HIKA goes to press, the ColOffice in selecting one or more booklets to be en
lege Administration Office is unpacking a ship
closed with a second letter. If the boy's current in
ment from New York, the contents of which
terest is in sports, the folder entitled, "No Tiger
appear, to this writer at least, to offer cause for
paeans of rejoicing from all those interested in the
Hunts—but 29 Other Sports at Kenyon," will be
future of Kenyon.
sent. If he is definitely interested in pre-career
Here on our editorial desk lie six booklets and a
training, he will receive the book entitled, "Training
folder, the like of which has never been seen—here,
for Leadership in Your Career." If he shows special
or anywhere else.
interest in college life—how he will live at Kenyon
With individual cover designs expressive of their
—the folder entitled, "Practice in the Art of Liv
respective subjects, with typography as fresh and
ing," will go to him. In every case, the folder, "Pur
lively as anything FORTUNE or THE COLOPHON
pose—You and Your College," will be sent—usually
has ever been able to boast of, with brand new illus
together with "The Cost of a Kenyon Education."
trations, and text matter written to stimulate as
Printed material is used by every college in Amer
well as to inform, these booklets tell the whole story
ica to bring before prospective students the facilities
of Kenyon as it has never been told before.
and advantages of the institution. In this respect,
Lest some of our more conservative readers go
therefore, the new Kenyon booklets are in line with
prickly with fear that Kenyon traditions of dignity
general practice. Where they depart from conven
may be in danger, let us make haste to assure them
tion is in their format, typography, text-matter and
that these booklets will do far more to promote a
illustration scheme, and in the organized plan by
sense of Kenyon's dignity than all the solemn, graywhich they will be used.
cloaked volumes of the past.
No one "can deny their visual beauty. Their cov
For the first time, Kenyon's purpose is adequately
ers—most of them in two colors—were designed
presented—in words that any high school boy will
by Willard Fairchild, one of the best-known maga
understand and thrill to, and that any bank-presi
zine artists in New York. Their typography makes
dent-alumnus will be proud of: "Kenyon's purpose
use of the newest and most beautiful of modern type
is to train a limited number of intelligent, am
faces—most of the headings are in Corvinus, with
bitious students for leadership in careers of dis
text in Bodoni Book. The photographs were taken
tinction."
chiefly by James G. Thompson of the class of 1936,
For the first time, Kenyon's equipment and aca
and William H. Town-End, although one of the finest
demic facilities for pre-vocational training are ana
(the Chase Tower weather vane used on the cover
lyzed in orderly detail so that the prospective stu
of the first booklet) was taken by Professor Lord,
dent who looks forward to a career in business or
and several (notably that of the swimming pool)
one of the professions may know how thoroughly
by Tinkey of Mt. Vernon. The text was written
Kenyon can fit him for it or for post-graduate study.
by Mark Wiseman of the Class of 1910, with the
Here is sound advice for the boy who needs guid
cooperation of Dean Gould, Assistant Dean George
ance in choosing his college, and assistance in mak
Shaffer and various members of the Faculty. The
ing the choice which best suits his needs and tem
offset printing was done by the New York adver
perament.
tising agency of Kimball, Hubbard & Powell, in
Here is a true picture of Kenyon life and Kenyon
which Mr. Wiseman is a partner.
sports, and a really understandable analysis of the
The chief credit goes, however, to Trustee Wil
costs of a Kenyon education.
bur L. Cummings, of the Class of 1902, with whom
In fact, nothing that is essential about Kenyon
the idea originated and to whom the College is
has been left out; but instead of coopering it all
indebted for a gift of $3,500 to cover the entire
up in a single barrel, the producers have treated
cost. Mr. Cummings is also making it possible for
each section of the Kenyon story separately—to fa
the College to send a complete set of the book
cilitate reading, to increase interest, and to pro
lets to a selected list of the Alumni.
vide flexibility in accordance with a pre-arranged
Every student should see and read these book
plan.
As the first step in this plan, the prospective stu
lets. A set will be placed in the Commons Lounge,
dent receives a personal letter from the Dean
in the Library and in each division lounge.
Each member of the Senior and Junior
to which is attached a question form de
signed to bring out his individual interests.
Classes may have a set for his personal use.
®*on
it-ew o«no
e® Miscine
With this letter is enclosed a booklet enIf you have not yet sent to the Dean
titled, "Which Type of College Will You
your list of prospective students who
Choose?" in which are analyzed the ad
should receive this material, you are urged
vantages of the small college for men.
to do so at once. You will be proud to
Each point is illustrated by reference to
have such booklets about Kenyon go to your
the advantages offered by Kenyon; and in
friends.
addition, the boy is provided with further
— THE EDITORS
opportunity for self-analysis.
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Something Is Wrong
r • ^ HE action taken recently by the Executive
I Committee regarding the Collegian is worth
considering in detail for it is a real climax in
the history of extra-curricular activities at Kenyon
College. The problem before us is a vast one, far
vaster than some members of the student body
would have us believe. It involves not only the
Executive Committee and the staff of the College
paper, but also the entire structure of Kenyon.
The principle is what we are interested in; but in
order to make our point clear we must recall the
action of the Committee. It was asked by the editor
and business manager of the Collegian to award
them a cash bonus for their year's work. The
Committee with much ado awarded the bonus.
Nothing more was said about the matter, and par
ticularly nothing was said to the students as a body.
Which was just wrong! For the students them
selves are the supreme governing power in regard
to the particular fees which are placed yearly at the
disposal of the Student Assembly. The Executive
Committee is merely a committee, and is responsible
to the Assembly. That an amount approximating
three thousand dollars, which the students own,
should be parceled out to various causes without the
students themselves knowing about it is unthink
able. At this writing, there are very few men in
College who realize that two hundreds of these three
thousand dollars have been awarded to two men!
Surely the treasurer of the committee should make
a regular report to the Assembly so that we might
know where our money is going.
Everyone, and this publication in particulai, ad
mits that this has been a most successful year for
the Collegian. The editors are to be congratulated
for their work, for so greatly improving the onceembarrassing condition of the paper. But through
their request to the Executive Committee they have
deliberately discarded and ignored the conditions
under which they were placed in their respective
positions. Last spring the Committee, after long
and heated discussions, decided that the editor and
May, 1936
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business manager of the Collegian this year would
receive one hundred dollars each for their work. It
was definitely stated that they would receive no
more. Further, it was understood that whatever
profit might be made would be turned back into the
paper for improvements. The editors of all future
years would be chosen by the Collegian staff itself,
while the business managers would be selected by
the Executive Committee. Also, in future years no
payment of any kind would be made to these men.
It was under these circumstances that the men
assumed their important campus positions. These
are the conditions which they have now, by their
action, revoked.
Their request should be withdrawn, The Committee should rescind its action and should not rec
ognize the resignation of the faculty advisor of the
paper. The member of the English department who
for the past year devoted much time and effort to
the Collegian has resigned as its advisor because his
views on the problem of recognition for services
differ from those of the editors and, it appears, the
Committee. We say "appears" because we are certain that the action of the Committee is not the
action of the whole body, merely that of one or
two men.
A college would be a horrible place without extra
activities. For the most part dodos by the thou
sands would be turned out. All they would be able
to say is: "Yes, yes! No, no!" Men on balconies
could easily assume control of them and, as a direct
result, sway and rock this country as it has never
been swayed and rocked before. But colleges which
have these extra activities and which allow them to
slump are even worse off. It is better to have noth
ing than to have something useless.
There is no need to compare this problem of
Kenyon with conditions in other colleges. For by
doing so, one would only strengthen our point. We
are not an Eastern college! We are not an English
college! We are Kenyon! Let us be nothing else.
Let us make every possible effort to become the
"rock of individualism" we are supposed to be. For
can we say we are a rock of individualism when so
5
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many cliques, so many slumps, and so many disor
ganized networks exist?
Persons who would "take Kenyon for a ride" call
us a bunch of loafers. If we are, we must lack
individual initiative. Are we each of us individuals,
or do we choose the easy way out, by fitting our
selves to lethargic patterns? People who have
adopted this pattern are not capable of leading any
one, for they are quite unable to recognize their own
individual abilities. This we know because of their
accepting a pattern! They are types. But who
leads? Money?
In our own case money seems to have played a
trick. We have all been disillusioned into thinking
that it is the means of everything. It is not.
Granted, it represents a certain amount of power;
but, misused it represents weakness. What are we
as students really working for? Why do we pour
money year after year into the college treasury?
Do we come here to fall, after a semester or two,
into such a pitiable state of inertia that no power
on earth can rouse us from it? We seem to be doing
that. Freshmen come here each fall full of excite
ment. Within the year they become something en
tirely different. Most of them adopt the "pattern."
Yet some of us, or most of us, assume we are
free. But what does freedom mean? A man who
can do and does anything and everything at any
time is to be greatly pitied. The man who can do
these things and who restricts himself is to be
envied. He is the free man. Self-imposed restric
tion is another word for freedom. Without that
freedom, that individual moral sensibility, we might
as well fold up. For then our efforts are really
worth nothing. No matter how hard we worked
as individuals, we would, under such circumstances,
get nowhere. Oh yes, to the man with a smooth
forehead our opinion is utterly foolish. They have
other—fancies.
So in reality it is not merely a question of the
Executive Committee and the Collegian and the
Assembly. It is the infringement upon our per
sonal liberty. Even those of you who are respon
sible for the action taken by the Committee are
seriously closing in upon your own freedom. You
are destroying the best that is in you. You are
setting a precedent in the history of extra activities
here that can never be erased. Rescind your
actions, do not recognize the resignation of the
advisor of the Collegian„ cause the Executive Com
mittee to report to its superior—the Student As
sembly. In short, do not allow the glare in your
eyes to become so bright that the words organiza
tion and cooperation cannot be deciphered !
6

Kenyon
Intelligence Test
1. One of the following ordered a "straight
lemonade" at the Dammit (and, what's more,
drank it).
a. Honeysuckle Rose,
b. Chandu Chandler,
c. Rompers Boren,
d. Rico Peterson,
e. Fio Rito Ferito.
2. Only one of these statements is true:
a. A1 Cahall was seen coming out of 211,
b. Esquire Otto is still duffing around the Hill,
c. The Dance Committee woke up before it
was too late and engaged a good orchestra,
d. The Coffee Shop is instituting a Cocktail
Hour, with free drinks from 5 to 6,
e. The student body is writing letters of appre
ciation to Bessie for the recent delicious
meals.
5. Next to teaching his classes, Uncle Bob's favor
ite pastime is
a. Chasing shadows down the middle path,
b. Guzzling beer in the Subway with Millmoss,
c. Tossing right hooks into Slink Fink's
schnozz,
d. Preparing future assignments and lectures
in his office,
e. Arbitrating strikes.
6. One of the following Kenyons is said to have
been secretly married:
a. Mazda Kutler,
b. Toid Boyd,

t

c. Fogbrain Ditmars,
d. Sissykisser Miller,
e. Bungs Barber.
Answers on page 22.
H I K A
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he Possessions of Wei-Ho
By George F. Smythe
During the years 1915-17 a Review Club flourished at
Garnbier. Composed principally of faculty members and
their families, it met fortnightly for prepared reviews and
informal discussions about current publications. The titles
to be reviewed and the names of the reviewers were an
nounced at the preceding meeting and club members hurried
to read the announced books in preparation for the discus
sion, Many evenings were spent on the War and after this
and other subjects, like travels in South America, had worn
threadbare the patience of the listeners, Dr. Smythe created
a sensation by declining to announce the subject of the book
that he expected to review. For a whole fortnight Garnbier
puzzled over the problems of what and why, and then, before
a meeting, the attendance at which broke all previous records, Dr. Smythe read the following "Review."
In the discussion of Dr. Smythe's contribution the Club
divided into two camps. A somewhat wavering majority in
clined to scepticism, but a valiant and considerable minority
maintained stoutly that the "Review" was genuine. In par
ticular, one lady of no small intellectual pretensions insisted
with vehemence, on the basis of her own researches in Orien
tal literature, that "The Possessions of Wei-Ho" was true and
genuine Chinese literature. Assailed by questions and show
ered with compliments, Dr. Smythe maintained an imperturb
able serenity—and smiled.
WlLLIAM F. PEIRCE.

A friend of mine who has resided many years in China
has sent me a manuscript translation of a Chinese historical
novel, which he says was written about one hundred and fifty
years ago. He has asked me to make his translation known
to American readers, hoping that there will be a demand for
the publication of the whole book. I comply with his request,
although I am unable to share his hope. What is here sub
mitted to the indulgent reader is a sketch of some portions
of the story. I disclaim responsibility for what seem to be
anachronisms. I called my friend's attention to several of
them, but he said that he had translated the original accur
ately and did not feel at liberty to make any changes. Any
how, the Chinese use a different calendar from ours.
Dear Dr. Peirce:
Here is my Chinese novel, just as I scribbled it down as it
came to me; except that I have gone over it and corrected a
few errors, and improved the legibility in many places. This
is the original and only existing manuscript so far as I know.
There is, as you will see, a pun in the use of the word Pos
sessions" in the title—as in the expression, "possessed of a
devil." Wei-Ho was also possessed of a dragon, Objec
tive "of."

T

HIS book professes to be a translation of a
Chinese historical novel published in Peking
about 150 years ago. The author's name is
not given but the translator in his preface tells us
that it was believed in China that the book was
written by some prince of the imperial household,
since no one not himself of royal blood would dare
to deal so frankly with the faults of an emperor,
even though of another dynasty. It was also said
that the book reveals a knowledge of affairs in the
imperial household such as no outsider could possess
Wei-Ho, the forty-third emperor of the Kling-Fu
May, 1936

dynasty, was born about one thousand years before
Christ. From his birth he was possessed of a devil.
His nurses inferred as much from his conduct even
in his earliest weeks, and before he was a year old
the fact of this possession was well established, and
was acknowledged by his imperial father. Now
such possession confers great distinction upon the
person possessed, but it is also likely to entail many
inconvenient and regrettable incidents in his biog
raphy. From the very first it was desirable to
know, if possible, the rank of the intruding spirit
in order that he might be treated in a suitable way.
The Pai-Fong-hu, or chief of the wise men, was com
manded to do his best to ascertain the facts. The
methods employed were in principle singularly like
those of a chemical analysis—successive elimination.
Evil spirits are of several groups, each with its dis
tinguishing characteristics. Those of the lowest
rank can be scared out of a person by horrid
noises. Accordingly, the matter was put into
the hands of the chief general of the army and a
most frightful din was kept up in the nursery for
more than a week, with the result that the diabolical
behavior of the infant was only the more confirmed.
Devils of the next higher rank may be induced by
flattery and bribery to vacate the premises. The
imperial chamberlain, as most expert in these arts,
was commanded to see what he could do. He knelt
before the child and began his well-prepared ad
dress, but hardly had he uttered the first fulsome
adjective when the infant's right foot flew out and
struck him under the chin with such violence as not
only to knock him over, but even to paralyze his
vocal chords for several days. The case was now
known to be very serious and it was decided to make
no further attempt to cast the devil out, for devils
of ranks above the lowest two, when once they enter
into a person instantly possess themselves of com
plete and intimate knowledge of his mind and heart,
which enables them, even though cast out, always
to know his thoughts, purposes, and affections, and
they divulge this knowledge, sometimes to the seri
ous embarrassment of the person. It is advisable
to make the best of the situation, let the devil re
main, and try to strike up some tolerable, or perhaps
even advantageous, modus vivendi with him. In
order however to do this you must know his rank so
that you may treat him in a way agreeable to his
dignity. The ascertainment of this important in7
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formation was entrusted to the reverend clergy and
priests of the great monastery of Wu-Fu-Wu, whose
knowledge of devils was most extensive, and who
seem to have had all possible instruments of dia
bolical research.
I pass by ten or twelve pages devoted to these re
searches. After six months of investigation the
priests presented a divided report, and in this man
ner : Two priests appeared before the emperor and
prostrated themselves at his feet. The emperor in
quired, "Why are there two? I want not two
voices, but one." The men in terror for their lives
grovelled upon the floor. Taking pity upon them
he bade them speak. One told him that the evil
spirit was of the fourth rank from the bottom,
corresponding, the translator somewhat obscurely
tells us, to that of a marquis. The other priest
when bidden to speak, rose, turned his eyes up
ward, and then fell full length, flat, forwards on
his stomach and face. This he did three times, but
said nothing. The eyes of the emperor and his
court bulged from their sockets at the sight, and
staring at one another they said in awe-stricken
whispers, "The Most Agreeable One!" They un
derstood the speechless priest to indicate by his
actions that the infant prince was taken in posses
sion by no less personage than the prince of devils,
The Devil himself. He had no name, but it was
customary to speak of him, when naming, as "The
Most Agreeable One," or, "The Most Welcome
One." His rank was equal to that of the emperor
himself; as the proverb says, "Emperor or the Most
Welcome One, what is the difference?" The other
monk, who had said that the possessing devil was
of the fourth rank, still rolled on the floor. It was
the only way in which he could protest against the
other monk's report, for with the merest possibility
that it was the great devil himself who possessed
the child, no one dared say a word against the pos
sibility. It was necessary in all discussion of the
matter to assume, in words at least, that it was the
Most Agreeable One, for if indeed it was he, he
would be enraged at any suggestion of his identity
with a fourth class devil; but on the other hand if
it was not he, but was a fourth class devil, the
great devil might be enraged at having so inferior
a personage mistaken for him, and therefore it was
necessary to avoid assuming that it was he. It will
be seen that discussion was impossible; as the
proverb says, "With a dragon on one side and a
tiger on the other, climb a tree." It was in allu
sion to this that the priest of the imperial house
hold, turned to the emperor and the frightened
courtiers and said, "Blessed be the god Di-gosh,
who made trees." The hint was sufficiently plain,
and when the emperor confirmed it with a nod it
became the law, and nobody ever said a word on
the subject.
8

That, however, contributed nothing to the solu
tion of the difficulty, and it was imperative that a
solution be found speedily. As a proverb says,
"The tree of silence adorns the emperor's garden,
but it bears no fruit." If it were a question of a
god or gods, the priests would have known how to
manage it, for they were expert in theology and
knew a great many subtle tricks to get around
almost any difficulty there. But whereas the gods
are good-natured and submit to investigation, and
do not resent being imposed upon if the imposition
does not go too far, on the other hand, as the
proverb says, "The Most Agreeable One is exceed
ingly agreeable," and the priests had a wholesome
fear of his amiability. He had never, and indeed,
the translator says, has never been very thoroughly
investigated, and the science of him is wholly lack
ing in the completeness and precision which char
acterize theology.
At this point the author to the extent of about
thirty pages describes the futile efforts of the
priests and sages to think of something that could
be done. They devoted themselves to thinking, for
no one dared say a word. All this I skip. It was
the nurse, whose name means "The Petunia-ofConfidence," who reached a practical solution for
the time being. She of course had every possible
opportunity for observation, and she noticed that
the infant was worse at some times than at others.
While pondering this phenomenon she recalled the
proverb, "If the lemon tree blossoms, why?" and
also the proverb, "If there are four things, there
are not five." Applying this illumination to the
matter in hand she hit upon a truly great theory.
Might it not be that the Most Welcome One did in
deed possess the child, and yet might find it neces
sary at times to withdraw from him in order to
give attention to other pressing business else
where? The child's worst moods might be due to
the immediate presence of the Most Agreeable One,
while his less objectionable moments or hours
might be those during which he was not thus im
mediately inspired. The Petunia-of-Confidence re
called the proverb, "If a bear bites you, he is not
far away; but if he does not bite you, where is he?"
She was convinced that her theory, so far, was cor
rect ; but it was evidently incomplete, for there is a
variant form of this proverb, which asks, "But if
he,"—the bear,—"does not bite you, who does?"
Even in his best moments the child was pretty
bad: to what was this due? Fetunia seems to have
been a good deal of a philosopher, and I suspect
that she had some wisdom of her own, in addition
to that which the proverbs supplied her: at any
rate she always found the significant proverb ready
at hand, whether to suggest or to justify her infer
ences. She said to herself, "When you smell the
onion, is it there, or was it there?" Was the evil
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for

that was in the child, in his best moments, due to
the presence of some lesser devil left there tem
porarily as a substitute for the Most Agreeable One
a sort of locum tenens—or was it merely the con
tinuing, though milder effect of the recent pres
ence of the superior spirit? Petunia recalled the
saying, "The stomach is ill at rest even after the
green apple has been digested," and she put to the
test the theory that the badness of the child in his
best moments was due merely to the residual
effects of the now absent spirit. At a moment
when the infant was relatively good she took him
in her arms and put a bit of sweet fig in his mouth.
The infant spat it out into her face, struck her eyes
with his fists and yelled so that the bells in the
Tower of Abiding Bliss gave back the note. She
recalled the proverb, "If you are hit, something hit
you," and she was convinced that some very effi
cient locum tenens was present. This accounted,
in her sagacious mind, for the differing reports
made to the emperor. Unquestionably those who
had decided that the devil was of the fifth rank
from the bottom had seen the prince only in his
best moments, while those who decided that he was
possessed by the Most Agreeable One himself had
seen him in his worst.
Being now sure that she had discovered the true
state of the case. The Petunia-of-Confidence felt
that it was her duty to impart her discovery to the
emperor. It was a matter of much consideration
how she should do it, for it was forbidden to say
anything on the subject, but she was equal to the
situation. She sent to the emperor a large, smooth
potato, with the simple inquiry, "Which is the top
of the potato?" (I pass by, as insignificant for
our purpose, the apparent anachronism of potatoes
in China in the year 2000 B. C.) The emperor
looked at the potato, turned it over several times,
and saw that the two sides were alike, one was top
as much as the other, then he handed it, with the
accompanying question to the priest of the imperial
household, saying nothing, but looking volumes.
The priest examined it, handed it to his colleagues
and they examined it, cast wondering and signifi
cant glances at each other; and then all ranged
themselves before the emperor and standing there,
each took a bite of the potato and swallowed it, con
suming it entirely. This meant that they compre
hended it. They then handed to the emperor the
slip of paper on which the question was written, and
he put it into his mouth and swallowed it. These
were sufficient indications that he, and all of them,
understood Petunia's message; but what he said
was, "How cheerful it is when the sun comes out
from behind a cloud, especially if it reveals angels
near by!"
Many pages of the novel are concerned with the
account of the exceedingly circuitous methods by
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which Petunia's discovery was communicated, first
to the court, then to the nation. It is enough to
say that very soon everybody knew the truth about
the young prince, and yet nobody said anything.
A very horrible thing, according to our standards,
was then done. The Petunia of Confidence had dis
covered the secret of The Most Agreeable One, and
had thus conferred an enormous benefit upon the
country; but it would not do to let the Most Agree
able One think that the people approved of her
action. She must die. Nevertheless, in view of the
great service she had rendered, they could do noth
ing less than let her take her own life. At night
they set a basket at her door, with the question,
"What should be put into an empty basket?" She,
like any other Chinese man or woman in a respon
sible position, was prepared for such an emergency.
She wrote a few words on a slip of paper, which
she hid in her bosom, and then cut off her head so
that it fell into the basket. They found it there the
next morning, and on the slip in her bosom was
written the proverb, "Has the sun set, or has it
not?" Even the most astute of the counsellors
could make nothing of this ; nevertheless these words
were engraved on her tomb.
The translator tells us in a footnote that a later
age, less fearful of the Most Agreeable One, because
through the application of principles which this
noble woman first applied it had at last learned how
to offset his agreeableness, canonized her; and to
this day her shrine is visited by men and women
who feel the need of greater sagacity in circumvent
ing the diabolical powers; and while they kneel in
prayer their feet are entwined by the tendrils of the
carefully cultivated petunias and potatoes.
It has already been said that the Chinese people
felt itself immensely flattered, if not favored, by
the fact that the Most Agreeable One had taken pos
session, both in person and by deputy, of their
future emperor. The book goes on to tell at great
length the scrupulous efforts that were made to
accord both the Most Agreeable One and to the
quasi-marquis the honors due to each respectively.
The hope was that in this way these powers would
be rendered propitious, and that by their joint in
spiration and help the coming emperor might attain
a supereminent place among the sovereigns of the
earth; but this hope was blasted by the fact that at
times it was impossible to say which devil was then
present. In a general way the effects of their re
spective occupancies were easily distinguishable;
but there was a twilight zone between them, when
mistakes were inevitable. Thus the inferior devil
would sometimes receive the honors that were due
exclusively to the superior spirit of evil, and would
be so puffed up thereby that he behaved himself
more intolerably than the Most Agreeable One him
self ; and again the honors due to the inferior devil
9

would sometimes be proffered to The Most Agree
able One, with results which exceeded anything con
ceivable. Besides this, these mistakes naturally
stirred up evil feeling between the two devils, and
that added neither to the peace of the imperial
household, nor to the longevity of those whose duty
it was to care for the young prince. Nothing could
be more discouraging; and the hope that somehow
they would be able to muddle through soon gave
way to blank despair. When finally, at the em
peror's command, all attempts to render the honors
ceased, things did not seem to be much worse than
they had been before; but the outlook for the future
was dark indeed.
Chinese do not feel about the devil as we do. They
look upon him as evil, but not reprehensible; they
fear him, but they do not hate him. He is what he
is, and can be nothing else. They do not say, "Take
him, or leave him," for they have not always that
option; but they do say "The Most Agreeable One
is consistently himself." They have a proverb, "An
earthquake is as inconvenient as the devil." This
shows how they regard him: they think of him
simply as immensely inconvenient. But as it would
be immensely inconvenient for a nobleman to enter
tain the emperor at his house, involving the expen
diture of all the wealth he had and all that he could
borrow, and yet it would be an unspeakably high
honor; so it was an unspeakable honor that the Most
Agreeable One had taken possession of the crown

prince; and yet assuredly China would experience
severe inconvenience when this devil-possessed man
should ascend the throne as absolute monarch. Per
haps there is a Chinese proverb—if there is not,
there should be—to the effect that when the devil
comes to a country, the country goes to him. Every
body knew that, everybody thought of it, but no
body spoke of it. They acted on the proverb, "If
you cannot step in the puddle, you can smile into it,
and it will smile back." When mention was made
of Wei-Ho, everyone smiled as if very happy and
yet events returned no reciprocating smile. But,
as the proverb truly says, "The skin of the peach
does not reach through to the peachstone." Their
smiles were superficial: their breasts were full of
apprehension.
The practical men of the empire, both statesmen
and philosophers, gave most earnest thought, trying
to discover what they might do. One of them with
incredible and even sacrilegious boldness suggested
that a suitably inscribed basket might be left at WeiHo's door; but nobody seemed to hear him. But the
Chancellor looked at the man who made the sug
gestion, and said, "Willows grow profusely by the
riverside," intimating that more baskets than one
could easily be made. Prayers for the long life of
the reigning emperor were greatly multiplied, and
notes were tucked under the doors of his physicians
with those same words upon them, "Willows grow
(Continued on page 1J+)

OCEANOGRAPHY
These waves, these tides that thunder in and die
Ehbing in feathery lace upon the sand,
Or drawing out to sea for days and days
Return to roar and hellow on the land,
Leaving their wreckage, weed and jetsam high—
Just how that lunar disk contrives to raise
Such turbulance, I may not understand,
Or what profounder agents underlie.
A line of dark green on the leaden plain
Urges its fellows, gathering headway,
Curling a while crest reflected, and rears
To plunge on granite in a golden ray
Like long ambitions rolling with the years
And iridescent as they break in vain.

1

—William Peters Reeves.
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ACK is not very complicated. He is what might
be called out and out. His taste runs to gold
watch-chains and long slim cigars, but in a
subdued way. He neither toys with the chain nor
gestures ashes around off the cigar. Although a
cigar is an admittedly delectable thing to chew on,
he merely smokes his, keeping a relatively extensive
portion of it on the dry side. If he gets a thumb
caught in the arm holes of his vest it is pure acci
dent and not intention. Nevertheless, he is not re
tiring, for one never questions his presence.
All of us go askew at some time or other and
Jack has his own way of doing it. He tries to raise
a mustache periodically, but with hirsute success.
But his inclinations are not in that direction. Some
one must be egging him on, someone withheld from
us. Surely his frequent Toledo visits have an ex
planation beside the fact that it is his home town.
But perhaps it was only a dear friend who called
him a beardless youth and roused him to the anxious
pitch with which he observes every new attempt to
work up a stiff bristle.
Jack is always somewhere else. If he is not in
his second floor hangout, the chances of ever locat
ing him are few. He lurks somewhere unseen. Over
there in North Leonard his walls are paved with
"Petty" ladies that loll and pose all over the place.
He admires the style of the artist, the delicacy and
sweep of his lines, but on the other hand he thinks
the drawings as a whole are not bad at all.
The utmost care must be taken in suggesting
something to him. He will say "yes" whether he
understands or not, and then carry out his own ideas
to the letter. Fortunately they are invariably better
than the suggestion. In spite of being a college
student, and therefore, as middle-aged opinions
would have us, a featherheaded idiot, he is a throw
back to the solidity of men before college educations
existed to dement them. While he does not care for
the classics, neither does he become glassy-eyed at a
hot recording. And finally, he is not averse to a
friendly glass of warm milk or a noggin of Coca
Cola.
Last year he was president of Nu Pi Kappa and
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associate editor of the Reveille. He represented Psi
Upsilon at its national convention in Hartford, Con
necticut. He and Steve Munro together. Between
the two of them they cooked up a creditable report
of what went on. But conventions are like that.
One never knows what distracting influences will
interfere, or shall we say, just distract?
During a violent rainstorm one day, he conceived
the idea of publishing Hika. In the face of previ
ous failures to start a magazine here that frowned
at him from as far back as Dr. Reeves can remem
ber, he organized the first Hika staff. It was up to
him to get things started. No one knew anyone
else, and the most forceful inclination was to drop
the whole affair, but he kept it going. When the
worst tangles had been straightened out he sub
sided a little and became business manager. He
held that position until the recent shuffling of what
are laughingly called the "literary minds" of the
Hika into a new order.
Jack is all for business. He yearns to make some
thing from nothing. Between the two of them, he
and Russ Gruber have made the College Shop a pay
ing enterprise. Now, with a little determination
and a shout you can purchase what you want.
There is no telling what he will do when he gets
out of here. That sounds ominous, but it is not.
Jack is the sort who goes into a crescendo without
warning. For a while he is just around, and then,
bedad, he has a finger in any number of pies, very
good pies. The time will come when people will like
the taste of them.
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About a Flight Instructor
By Stuart W. Rose

L

AST month I picked up that red magazine
with the word Hika on it. After opening the
cover and turning to page one, I was sur
prised, if not pleased to find that I had written a
reply to Don Gretzer's article in that issue. Yes,
sir, mighty pleased! It was a comfort to know that
it was all done. That was a month ago, and I am
now looking at that page with a healthy amount of
misgiving. In fact, for a Kiwi of my standing to
dare make as much as a peep about the great Eagle
is mutiny, heresy, and rank insubordination. But,
after all, who is in a better position to know than
we Kiwis, what funny birds these Eagles can be.
Before proceeding, there is one point on which
I would like to be understood. Feeling that a less
biased and morei diversified viewpoint might be
gained by consultation with other neophytes of this
strange cult, flying, I have contacted such notables as
"Flying Finn," Bud Barber, "Wedgey" Ascher, and
Floyd Lieurance. (Unfortunately, I haven't been
able to put the bite on Nippon Charlie, the Yellow
Peril, or "Peanuts" Boren and some of the others.)
In view of these consultations, the following com
ments should not be considered as personal, but
more as the sentiment of "the gang."
I am glad to see that Don thinks that the instruc
tor is the martyr on this initial flight business. If
he suffers from the leaping antics of the plane, what
must he think the student is doing? Obviously not
flying, but he isn't exactly sitting there enjoying
the scenery. But I am getting ahead of my story.
To start with, we have all gone down to the field,
filled with as many high hopes and wild ideas as
Roosevelt. We have arrived at the hangar, helped
roll out the ship, and have sat around babbling
eagerly while the ship is being warmed up. I be
lieve that most of us tried to act calm and uncon
cerned as if it were old stuff, but I don't believe
that we got by with it very well.
First of all, Don climbs in the cockpit to start the
Fledgling as we proudly risk life and limb to swing
the prop. (Some of the boys are still a touch on
the leary side about this prop swinging business.)
We realized at the time that he was the proper man
to start the machine the first time, since we knew
nothing about it. However, we did expect that he
would teach us. Certainly not! That, I feel, was a
great mistake. Just like teaching a person to drive
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a car, it seems only logical to tell them how to start
the thing as well as drive it.
The ship having warmed up, we are told to hop
in. Don announces that he will take off and turn it
over to us later. The throttle is opened and the
Fledgling leaps into the air doing all of thirty-five.
We presume that Don will climb to a respectable
altitude and level off before turning the insidious
contraption over to us. But, at that point we are
due for another surprise. Don suddenly lifts both
hands in the air, while the ship is just climbing on
the take-off, turns around, and gives us "that same
wide, insane grin" that he so aptly described in the
April issue. I only hope that I, personally, didn't
disappoint him by not having an extra grim counte
nance. That is the beginning of the long hard
struggle.
Throughout the entire period of training under
the Gretzer system, the student is impressed (just
how, varies with the individual) by two things:
first, the outward unconcern of the instructor for
the student's gyrations during his attempts to fly,
and then, that maniacal, hairbrained, wig-wag,
finger system of his.
Perhaps the first point can best be illustrated by
what "Wedgey" Ascher told me the other day. It
seems that Nippon Charlie brought a flute down to
the airport with him. (He never walks across the
campus without a complete camping outfit with
him.) Having temporarily forsaken the hitherto
ubiquitous banjo, he was having a little jam session
of his own on this whistle contraption. "Wedgey,"
having waited hours to fly, finally stepped up to
take his turn on the fledgling. As usual, he
taxied down, took off, and started to circle the field.
He wasn't paying much attention to the passenger
in the front seat, because Don was huddled up with
his head below the cowling, presumably up to his old
trick of trying to keep warm. It wasn't until
"Wedgey" had cut the gun and started on his glide
that he first divined that all was not as it should
be. He listened. At first he thought that perhaps
one or two of those hundred and eighty-five horses
in the Challenger had just stepped out for a beer.
However, as he listened more attentively, he found
that the motor wasn't missing at all, it was just Don
piping a little ditty on Charlie's whistle.
Now about this wig-wag business. It's really
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bad. Up till now, no definite harm has come of it.
But some day, if I ever have the misfortune to hear
of anyone not levelling off, I will say to myself,
"I thought so, some of Don's dirty finger work."
Just to show you what might happen, I'll tell you
what did happen late in the fall. I got this right from
the horse's mouth, which, in this case, was none
other than the famous, if not notorious, Bud Barber.
One day Bud was having his crack at flying, and
was circling along the tracks, headed east. Don
started curling those chubby digits of his back, sig
nalling Bud to climb. Bud "dumb". In fact, he
kept right on climbing. As usual, Don was huddled
down in the front cockpit keeping warm, so when
he looked up exactly twenty minutes later, he may
have been mildly surprised to find that the Fledg
ling was still climbing, over Millwood at that point,
with plenty of altitude to spare. Don was appar
ently enjoying the ride and feeling no pain. I am
afraid that the same can't be said for Bud. He was
a touch on the irate side when he found out that
Don didn't particularly want to go to Millwood that
afternoon, but also didn't much care where he went,
which was obvious. Just think, if Don hadn't been
awakened by the bump, caused by the rising columns
of hot air (not unlike this one) from the many fac
tories of the Millwood metropolis, Bud might have
set a new altitude record, or then again, he might
have wound up in a heap off the Jersey coast. It
just shows to go you what a fiendish thing this
finger telegraph can be.
There are many instances when Don's finger sig
nalling is maddening and completely unsuccessful.
At first, a student's flying is quite jerky and erratic,
to say the least. During this strenuous period, the
student is constantly impressed by the instructor
that the less effort he makes to fly the ship, and the
less sudden movements he makes with the stick, the
smoother his flying will be. I don't know about the
others, but I do know that the following holds true
for me. When Don suddenly sticks his hand above
the cockpit and wiggles his finger, for me to bring
the left wing up, for instance, in
stead of trying to throw the stick
through the right side of the ship,
I will try to effect the recovery
gradually. In fact, so gradually,
that Don gets tired and knocks
the stick clear out of my hands.
That not only is monotonous, it
gets downright tiresome. Per
/
haps the fault always lies with
the student, but I have my
doubts.
Out of that matter of bringing
the wing up, comes the point of
just when and how an instructor
should do the correcting of the
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flying himself. It is inevitable that he will have
to correct a student's bad judgment before it
becomes disastrous. Just when, is the ques
tion. More and more training ships are being
built today with a side-by-side seating arrange
ment, in lieu of the tandem cockpits, such as
we have in the Fleet and the Fledgling. The sideby-side method of instruction, eliminates almost all
manual correction, as the instructor can tell the
student to "pull it up a little," or any other neces
sary instructions. However, in the case of the tan
dem cockpits, the instructor corrects without the
student knowing it. Too often the student doesn't
know when he is flying and when the instructor is
flying. It is very disconcerting. Not only does it
fail to instill self-confidence in the student, but also,
it gets him in the habit of relying upon the instruc
tor for last minute help. When he is soloing, the
instructor won't be there and he had better not get
used to the idea of going ahead and doing anything,
knowing that the instructor will correct it, if it
should go too far. That has been one of Don's
faults. He has let us go ahead and make our mis
takes right up until the last possible moment for
correction. I can see how that might be miscon
strued as the proper method, in order to allow the
student time to correct himself. I think otherwise.
As an example, a student is approaching the field
in a normal glide, but is coming in too high. I feel
that it would be better for the instructor to show
the student that he is too high, by slipping the ship,
then and there, than to let him glide on over the
airport at two hundred feet. In that way, the in
structor makes the student conscious of sensing his
position immediately and correcting it while he still
has plenty of time, instead of waiting until the last
minute to make a frantic slip, in an attempt not to
over-shoot the field. Under-shooting the field pre
sents an even more striking and pertinent example
of the dangers of waiting. Too often a student
winds up in a heap in the field next to the airport
(if he's lucky enough not to have such obstructions
as hills, power lines, trees, and houses), because he
has failed to see at the start of his
glide that he was going to under
shoot. What about it, Don ?
Enough of our troubles in the
air.
They are nothing compared
v
\
to our tribulations on the ground.
Fortunately, most of these
troubles will disappear with the
advent of the new airport, which
is rapidly being built across the
tracks. (There actually were
one or two of Ten Per Cent's
picked men grouped around in
statuesque poses some time in
1 A
February. There is a rumor that
a reconnoitering party will set
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out in a few months to discover the progress made
by same, if any.) The main one of these troubles
is the many number of days that we are not able
to fly because of the wind direction of such a small
field. Some days the wind will be just a touch to
the northwest. We'll ask Don during the day,
"How's about flying?" He just comes back with
that famous idiotic grin and a "Maybe." The maybe
usually means that we get scared away, the wind
miraculously shifts, and the first thing we know,
Rompers Boren, Nichol's successor, is up flying. I
hope that the wind will get straightened out some
time.
Another trouble has been the total absence of any
sort of schedule for the order of afternoon flights.
If Don goes so far as to break down and say that we
can fly, we can count on knocking off a whole after
noon. Try as hard as we can, we have never been
able to pin him down to saying who was going to
fly when. As much as we enjoy hangar lounging,
and as enthusiastic as we all are about flying, there
still is a small matter of college with labs and after
noon classes to be attended. Perhaps some day we
can have a schedule.
Now that the petty and relatively unimportant
things are off my chest, there are some very serious
charges that have been brought to my attention
against Don. One is his incurable disease of bum
ming cigarettes from the hangar loungers when his
are in the pocket of his pants on the bench. That
is a felony of the first water, and constitutes a fed
eral rap around these parts. Another is his trick
of getting a blazing fire in no time at all with oil
that only costs about a dollar and a quarter a quart.
However, the one that keeps our friends from
Middle Leonard in stitches, is the regularity with
which Don makes telephone calls between flights.
That boy must have an awful load on his mind.
And so it goes, around and around. It makes no
difference where we are. Fights and arguments,
meetings and flights, all go to make up our contacts
with Don. Lieurance will beat up Don, Don will beat
up "Rompers," and "Rompers" will look frustrated,
cause there is nobody smaller to pick on. Then we'll
all laugh and enjoy it. But the one who gets the
biggest kick out of the whole thing is Don.
The editors of Hika regret that they have offended
someone's aesthetic sense horribly. Any one of ten
subscribers within a certain locality of New York
City was so moved at the sight of the inverted ad
vertisement of Carl's Hamburgers in the April Hika
that they wrote a letter about it, the implication be
ing that what was the matter with us anyhow? We
point out here that the purpose of the advertisement
was not in vain if the word uoSanquiun can cre
ate such a tumultous emotion.
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THE POSSESSIONS OF WEI-HO
(Continued from page 10)

profusely by the riverside," and even with the
grimly suggestive proverb, "One funeral follows an
other."
Now the monks of the great monastery of WuFu-Wu had been exceedingly gratified by the dis
covery which The Petunia of Confidence had made.
It had completely justified them, and had more than
restored them to public confidence. At this crisis
therefore people universally looked to them to find
out what should be done. They felt that it was in
cumbent on them to satisfy this expectation.
The monastery of Wu-Fu-Wu boasted a date of
foundation coincident, I should judge, with the age
of the paleolithic man. In reality it was very
ancient. Its name signifies, "The Invaluable Egg."
When the saint Tong Sing died his disciples began to
dig a grave to bury him in: but the great subter
ranean dragon, not wishing those holy bones to
counteract his influence in his own realm, clutched
the earth from beneath and held it firmly together,
so that, work as they would, the disciples could not
open a space big enough to bury a mouse. They
tried in another place, but there again met the same
opposition and defeat. So they went wandering
about all over the earth seeking some spot where
they might insert their master; but found none,
until the saint himself got tired and refused to be
moved any further. His bones themselves began
to settle into the earth as if by some irresistible
gravitation. The dragon resisted, frightful earth
quakes ensued, but the saint won, and drove the
dragon forty leagues away, never to return. During
this horrible battle the dragon, it seems, laid an egg
of exceptional virtue, intending that, if he were ex
pelled, another dragon should hatch out and grow up
there, become gradually acclimatized to the saint's
pervasive holiness, and be able to resist it. It was
shrewdly planned; but the saint saw the egg and
shoved it up to the surface of the earth where the
disciples found it. They built their monastery in
that spot, and there it has ever since existed. They
did not destroy the egg, for they thought it might
be a handy thing to have at some time; but know
ing its tremendous potentialities they kept it in cold
storage, where it could not hatch out. Yet it did not
become cold enough to destroy its vitality for it gen
erated of itself continually a considerable degree of
heat. Therefore, lest it should warm up its sur
roundings to such an extent to hatch itself out, the
monks moved it frequently to some new spot. At
one period in the monastery's long history the dis
ciples became lax, and the monks did whatever they
pleased. At this time some monk would frequently
take the egg to bed with him on a cold night, to keep
(Continued on page 18)
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ARCTIC ADVENTURE: My Life in the Frozen
North, by Peter Freuchen, Farrar and Rinehart, $3.50, Jf67 pp.

During the winter and early spring countless
travel and adventure books have appeared. The
large majority of them have been dull, tedious read
ing—and this, simply because they have been filled
with guide-book material. They have informed us
of the precise population of Esthonia, the exact
number of rivers in Chile, the real height of build
ings in New York City. On the other hand, we are
not told about the shoes worn by Esthonians, nor
were we told anything concerning the building ma
terials used in the construction of houses in Chile.
In other words, most of these travel and adventure
tales have been elaborate reproductions of guides.
They have been worthless because they have added
nothing to the easily-acquired knowledge of readers.
What we really want to know (whether we realize
it or not) is the manner of living of various peoples.
One cannot find the answer in a guide-book, but one
can find it in a well written travel (or adventure)
book. For a travel book to be well written, one rule
is to be followed: Take nothing for granted, and be
wholly subjective in your writing. (For proof of
this statement, I refer you to such matchless works
as the travel sketches of Henry James, and the ex
cellent little volume, Afoot in England, by W. H.
Hudson.
Mr. Freuchen's book* is successful (regardless
how few or how many persons read it) because he
has followed this simple rule. His eye was observ
ing and he threw his very heart into his Arctic
work. He treated generalities lightly, and clung to
details. No psychological study of Greenland Es
kimos could draw as precise a picture of these folk.
No treatise on the religious aspects of Greenland
Eskimos could reveal the workings and causes of
pagan rituals as clearly as Freuchen has. Nor could
a book on plant and animal life in that part of the
world prove as interesting as this volume. It con
tains everything we have always taken for granted.
We knew that flowers grow in northern Greenland
in the summer, but what kinds? We knew there
are no penguins there, but why? (We are told,
*1 have chosen to speak of Arctic Adventure as a travel
book and not an autobiography. Any travel book has an
autobiographical aspect so long as it follows the rule I have
indicated above.
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simply, that the presence of wild animals precludes
the existence of such things as penguins.) And did
we know that so long as the ice is black there is no
trusting it? It has to be white before it can be de
pended upon for safe crossing. Or what phases of
Eskimo life suggest a relation with Mongolia?
And why does a certain dance suggest the worship
of trees when there are no such things in northern
Greenland? Quite another matter is the manner in
which some Eskimos show their appreciation for a
feast. They belch before their host! Every page
of the books brings us some new, unsuspected in
formation.
The blood of the Vikings must run through
Freuchen's veins. Even at an early age he began
sailing a small boat out of Copenhagen, seeking the
new. The first great climax of his life settled his
mind on adventure. He had been a medical stu
dent in Copenhagen, had seen a battered man mirac
ulously cured. Freuchen himself had had a small
part in making this poor man well. Great doctors
from all over Europe came to see the impossible.
Then came the day when the man was permitted to
leave the hospital. He walked to the street and be
gan crossing it. Freuchen, watching him from a
distance, was horrified a moment later to see him
killed by one of the first automobiles in the country.
The manner of "civilized" men Freuchen could
stomach no longer. He made up his mind then
that he must find something else, something more
real, natural. Like Conrad's Lord Jim, he began
searching for the reality of his shadow.
So Greenland became his home, for fifteen long,
exciting years. Years long before and during the
War, in which radio was unknown, and communica
tion with the Arctic people almost snail-like. Green
land was his home and his love. He went as a kind
of explorer and scientist. He became, besides these,
a trader and hunter; and finally a husband and
father. His home at Thule became the White House
of northern Greenland, and Navarana, his Eskimo
wife, became the first lady. Lean years and fat,
death and starvation, murder and suicide, weddings
and births—all these and more, occurring in the
most extraordinary manner, constitute Arctic
Adventure.
As the account runs along one bit of excitement
leads to another. A walrus hunt is followed by a
15
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feast. A feast by a dance and sing. Early in his
Arctic experience, Freuchen was impressed by a
sing he witnessed:
Only one man sings at a time, dancing as he sings.
We would hardly call it dancing, for he is not per
mitted to move his feet. He sways from side to side
shaking his head, emphasizing the rhythm of the
song with his voice, body and face. As he sings he
invariably becomes more and more excited and for
gets everything about him. Across from him stands
his partner, stiff and stern, gripping the ayayut in
both hands, awaiting his turn.
The chorus sits grouped about the singers and
joins in little by little. In this the women may also
take part, and finally the whole room surrenders to
the song. There are seldom any words, nor is there
even music from our point of view, for they utilize
half and a quarter tones which torture the unitiated
ear. The singer repeats his rhythms several times,
each time ascending the scale a little until his song
ends in a wild shriek. The whole audience is pos
sessed by the song, and emotions are whipped up to
a frightening pitch. Realizing this, the artist must
always end his song with something to make his
audience laugh. He bends closer and closer to his
partner and stops beating his drum, or quickens its
pace, at the same time diminishing his accent, and
his partner grips his little stick and brandishes it
before the singer, waiting for the proper moment.
Then when the singer has nearly finished, the part
ner grasps the stick with both hands, rotates it
round and round, while he takes up the wail:
"Ay! Ay! A-ay-aa-a-ay!" The singer yells the
same vowels, and as soon as he is completely ex
hausted both men laugh, and the audience laughs
until the house rocks.
The ayayut, the only Eskimo instrument, is made
from the skin of a walrus throat stretched over a
frame of bone to which a handle is attached. The
frame, rather than the skin, is beaten, and the
drumstick is usually of bone or wood. The drum is
only a means of setting the tempo, but its solemn
booming in the tiny house adds to the spirit of the
scene. Before the singing begins, all the lights but
one candle are extinguished. The two men stand
in the middle of the floor, and the audience sits in
the darkness, their bodies swaying from side to side
and back and forth, hypnotized by the voices and
the dull throb of the drum—boom-boom-boom—
boom-boom-boom—always three beats in succession,
its volume dictated by the different passages of the
song.
When the first man has finished, the next takes
his place and sings one; then the first man sings
three and the other three. Again the first sings
seven, and the partner follows him until both are
so exhausted they can no longer stand. At this
point someone else is always so excited that he
jumps to his feet, grasps the drum, and challenges
another man to match him. They remove their
coats as the air is usually hot and close by this time,
and stand naked, their fine, tanned bodies rigid with
muscles, their long hair switching from side to side.
After hours of this they often slaver at the mouth,
but no one seems to mind, since almost everyone is
equally moved.
Perhaps the most enduring portion of this excel
lent book is that which deals with the married state
of Navarana and Freuchen. Freuchen after long
16

waiting for his girl to come from Denmark, finallymarried the young, gentle, courageous Navarana.
It began as a marriage of convenience, and was
looked upon by the natives as such. But Freuchen,
who by this time identified himself with Greenland
and everything about it, fell deeply in love with his
wife. Unlike Eskimos, he treated his wife as an
equal, gained her complete confidence and through
her acquired a remarkable understanding of the
natives. Two children were born to them, Masqusaq
and Pialuk, and they traveled eventually to Den
mark.
They returned to their home in Thule and their
exploration and trading. Freuchen was made Gov
ernor of his adopted country. He and his wife were
respected everywhere. But tragedy brought the
story of his Greenland adventure to a hurried close.
Navarana died. Her grave became a kind of shrine
immediately. (In 1934, Mrs. Ruth Bryan Owen,
Ambassador to Denmark, was in Upernivik and laid
a bouquet of red flowers on Navarana's grave.)
Freuchen bade his dead wife goodbye, made a mag
nificent expedition in the Hudson Bay Country, and
returned to his young daughter in Copenhagen. His
son joined him later. Today he lives on a farm in
his native Denmark, an almost legendary figure.
FASTER! FASTER!, by E. M. Delafielcl, Harpers
and Brothers, $2.50, 309 pp.
E. M. Delafield's latest contribution to her shelf
of writings is a witty, mordant, fast-moving novel.
It is not a work of literature, and not a brilliant
novel, but it is highly amusing and full of good en
tertainment.
The story of a modern mother who slaves con
tinually for her children—the husband does noth
ing—and lives forever beyond her limited means,
Faster! Faster! ends as we would expect it to end;
with a crash. An automobile crash in this instance.
Mrs. Winsloe finds herself suddenly and violently
distracted by the problems her family and friends
have made for her. She is driving south from wet,
foggy London to visit her young son at his school.
Her mind is befuddled and presently she finds her
car on a railroad crossing.
With an irrational impulse to move faster, as if
by so doing she would escape from her thoughts,
Claudia took advantage of the slowing of the tram
ahead, accelerated, and endeavored to pull around it.
A second later she perceived, on the other line, the
slow, jerky advance towards her of the second tram.
Startled, she wrenched at her brake, felt the car
slow beneath her as it skidded round, heard the
long-drawn screech of violently-applied brakes and
a man's horrified shout.
The oncoming tram loomed above her, monstrous
and menacing.
And that, the sudden climax of the story, is the
tempo and atmosphere of Faster! Faster!
(Continued on page 18)

HI KA

for

if

%
-

<S~
tv

%
JJ

panglcd Sports

\

II
!

By Leland G. Allen

BASEBALL
Back in the days when a trip to Columbus was a
day's journey and literary societies caused more
comment than football, baseball was the leading col
lege sport. This game, devised by Abner Doubleday in 1839, reached such popularity that every vil
lage had its "nine" and every college went in for the
pastime in a big way. Football was still in an em
bryonic stage and basketball was not even conceived.
Baseball today is strictly a professional game, and
college baseball creates no more excitement than the
Vassar "daisy chain."
Kenyon, like all other colleges, played baseball
ardently, and the Reveilles of the period devote
many pages to diamond doings.
The height of this Kenyon baseball interest was
reached in 1867 when each class had its team and
each organization included baseball in its programs.
But, not satisfied with this, another team was
formed, and of a most interesting nature.
Every player was named either Smith or Wilson,
for there were nine such students in college, all of
whom had athletic ability. Five were named Smith
and four Wilson, and the team entered competition
with the regular Varsity nine. Just what sort of a
record they made was not revealed, but at any rate,
two Smiths and one Wilson graduated that year and
the team was destroyed. By 1871 there was neither
a Smith or a Wilson in school.
A most unusual happening took place when Ken
yon's 1871 baseball team took the field against Denison. Now, we have heard of games being postponed
for various reasons; rain, wet grounds, snow, and
even cyclone, but the reason for the postponement
of this fray is unique. To quote the 1871 Reveille:
"In the beginning of the second inning one of the
Kenyon nine ran against Mr. Van Voorhies, second
baseman of the Denison club, and in the collision
Mr. Van Voorhies had a leg broken. It was a very
sad affair and playing immediately ceased. It was
manifestly an accident—and no blame can be at
tached to either of the gentlemen. The next game
will be played in Granville some time next spring."
Now, if Mr. Van Voorhies is living today, he is
probably about eighty-seven years old, and we hope
he got over his broken leg and was able to appear
May, 1936
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against Kenyon the next spring,
he got over his broken leg.

ill

At least we hope
jj,

When Charlie Rigler, the famous National
League umpire, died some months ago, Kenyon was
able to receive the news peacefully. In fact, we
doubt if even the closest student of baseball con
nected Rigler with Kenyon. Nevertheless, when
Kenyon's 1906 baseball team was looking for a
coach, it got one in the person of Charlie Rigler, then
an umpire in the Central League. This is the only
instance as far as we know in which Kenyon and
professional baseball were connected.
GAMBIER TENNIS CLUB
Don McNeill, Morry Lewis, George Pryor, and
Gordon Reeder have come in for much praise as a
result of their splendid tennis play at Pinehurst dur
ing the Easter "breathing spell." The boys really
showed what they do with racquets in the South,
and indicated what Kenyon's net opponents are go
ing to be in for next year.
Kenyon has had some fair tennis players in the
past. The present juniors and seniors can testify
how good Warren Munger was on the courts. But
the work of Lambert's little quartette is something
that Kenyon never dreamed of, not even in the
catalogue.
The resurrection of Kenyon athletics has begun
in earnest and tennis will lead the way.
The recent Ohio High School tennis tourney pro
duced just one star, diminutive Billy Talbert of Cin
cinnati Hughes. Talbert breezed through the field
like a rumor, and clearly demonstrated his superior
net game and poise. Billy has been playing tennis
just three years, and in that time has developed
enough skill to place him on almost any collegiate
net squad.
During the mentioned tournament, Kenyon fans
got their first chance to see the Freshmen tennis
whizzes play officially. Don McNeill, Morey Lewis,
George Pryor, and Gordon Reeder put on several ex
hibitions both in singles and doubles, and proved to
everyone's satisfaction that Kenyon is in for cham
pionship tennis for at least three years.
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THE POSSESSIONS OF WEI-HO

(Continued from page 16)

(Continued, from page 1J))

Claudia Winsloe, the woman who was a modern
mother, who worked and worked for her children
and her home, believed she was honest and dispas
sionate with herself as well as with everyone around
her. But that was where she was wrong. Rather
than being honest with herself, she was making be
lieve. She pictured herself as the saviour of her
life and her family's. Nothing could exist without
her. She must be a martyr, she must be domineer
ing, she must bear the responsibility of the world.
She must see that her husband found work, that her
children chose their own paths in life. Yet all the
while she must secretly prevent her husband from
obtaining work, for that would spoil or even destroy
her magnificent sense of responsibility. And she
must direct the lives of her children, for in them
she could recreate and improve her own meaningless
life. The conclusion, then, needs must end in
disaster.
Yet because of the very light nature of the tale,
the sudden end is not shocking, nor is it brutal or
sad. The reader feels relieved, as a matter of fact,
that the racing dashing tempo of the story has at
last cracked and that a quieter and steadier atmos
phere appears.

To a Kenyon Student Who Met His
Death in the Spring
Two ghosts are moving up the valley now:
One from the South, to touch the grass with Spring,
And press the fragrance from the locust buds.
It stirs the young voice to song, and sends
Strong feet over the hills in play.
The slumbering spirit wakes—shouts,
And is glad for life.
His fellow phantom moves on softer foot
Like one from some far place returning in the night,
And lest he rouse his sleeping friend, creeps
Quietly to bed—unheard.
And yet, the hour is known :
The music of his coming sings in his silent steps;
He catches with warm fingers at the heart,
And round each thought fastens a strong arm.
Cruel winds and the gray winter skies drive
One ghost away.
But in the streams and uplands of the soul
The other finds his Spring.
18

him warm; and in that way it was lost and so con
tinued for over five hundred years, and the name
of the monastery was changed to Wu-Bang-Wu,
"The Mislaid Egg." It was at last found, still vital
and unhatched, and the Monastery resumed its
ancient name, and thenceforth guarded the egg very
closely. It was kept in a securely locked iron chest;
and two of the brethren were always on duty, blow
ing into small pipes that were inserted in the chest;
and so the egg was kept sufficiently cool.
At the time of the great national emergency, when
the aged emperor might die at any moment and the
reins of government fall into the hands of Wei-Ho,
the abbot one day assembled the monks in the chap
ter house and announced to them that "the peaches
know what to do when the mice begin to nibble the
gum on the bark of the peach tree." The monks
understood what he meant, and solemnly bowed their
approval. (He meant, of course, that he and the
prior, who were the choice fruit of the establishment,
had devised a good plan for averting the threatened
end.) He then went on to say that their plan was
to take the invaluable egg, which had been preserved
through so many ages, and feed it to Wei-Ho. The
monks were at first startled, but soon broke out in
loud applause, which was a thing forbidden and cost
everyone of them a severe penance.
Wei-Ho was seventeen years of age when his
father died, unquestionably the most sincerely la
mented emperor that China ever knew. When it
become apparent that his life was almost at an end,
Wei-Ho, as required by ancient and unbroken cus
tom, retired to Wu-Fu-Wu to spend three days in
an almost absolute fast, being permitted to eat but
one egg in that time. He was in one of his happier
moods when he arrived at the monastery, but after
he had fasted for twenty-four hours it was but too
apparent that the Most Agreeable One was again in
residence. The chronicles of the Monastery for
those days were at some subsequent time very
strictly censored, words, sentences, and paragraphs
being expunged to the extent of two-thirds of the
whole of what was evidently a true and minute rec
ord of those days. It is probable that the pages con
tain, somewhere beneath the censor's black smear,
an account of the administration of the Invaluable
Egg. From the few sentences that are legible it is
gathered that there was first a service of incantation,
and that thereafter the egg was forced unbroken
down Wei-Ho's throat while the monks intoned the
Habeas Corpus Act.
The theory of this treatment is stated, and it is
creditable to the sagacity of its instigators. It is
(Continued on page 22)
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lumni Department
This month the class of 1916 is featured. Due to
change of addresses and, perhaps, insufficient time
allowed them to give us the information, our list is
not complete. These men will be given space in a
future number. Watch for them.
Dr. H. H. Bemis, 306 Book Bldg., Detroit, Michi
gan, has two daughters. He is Professor of Phy
sical Diagnosis in the Medical Department of Wayne
University. His loyalty to Kenyon may be seen in
the fact that he is the president of the Detroit
Kenyon Alumni Association.
Walter C. Brucks, has for a hobby American Le
gion work. He is a partner in the Brucks Brothers
Hardware Company, 221 West Third Street, Dover,
Ohio. Although he seldom has a chance to return
to the Hill, he has greatly enjoyed the benefits de
rived from the connections he made at Kenyon.
Robert A. Cline is connected with the real estate
business through his presidency of Robert A. Cline,
Inc., The Cline Mortgage Company, The Macrob
Realty Company, and the Bexley Construction Com
pany. He is also the First Vice President of the
Cincinnati Chamber of Commerce, Vice President
and Director of the Cincinnati Morris Plan Bank,
Director of Lincoln National Bank, and the Cincin
nati Better Business Bureau, and Governor and
Treasurer of both the Cincinnati Country Club and
the Cincinnati University Club, he still finds time
to return to the Hill at least once a year in order to
revive the pleasant memories of his stay here. His
address is 2873 Linwood Road, Cincinnati, Ohio.
A. S. King of 529 N. E. First Avenue, Miami,
Florida, is married but has no children. He is work
ing for the government in the Postal Department.
Even though in Florida he looks for Kenyon's foot
ball scores every Sunday during the season.
William M. Munroe, 4 Cleveland Ave., Milford,
Ohio, is a department head in a retail home fur
nishings establishment. He is married and has a
daughter, eighteen, and a son, thirteen. He says,
"I'm with you heart and soul in your efforts to stir
up fellows like myself to display more interest in
their fellow alumni." Regretting that he has not
returned to Kenyon, he hopes to renew old acquain20

tances this June when he attends the reunion of his
class.
Guy W. Prosser, broker with the E. A. Pierce
Company, has a son who is entering Kenyon this
fall, a member of the class of '40. His son is the
first of any member of the class of '16 to enter
Kenyon. Having formerly returned to the Hill once
a year, he now intends to take a more active interest
in Kenyon and be around quite often. Taking up
golf as a hobby, he is president of the Chagrin
Valley Hunt Club. Mr. Prosser may be reached at
the Cuyahoga Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio.
Don Smith averages two or three visits a year,
and has the enviable record of never having missed
a Commencement in twenty-two years—hopes to
make it fifty. He expects the class of '16 to be well
represented this June. He is a salesman of incan
descent lamps with the General Electric Company.
His spare time is spent in bowling, golfing, and play
ing bridge.
George W. Stober, whose address is 10465 Car
negie Ave., Cleveland, Ohio, is a practicing phy
sician. He has derived great benefits which he en
joys immensely from the years he spent at Kenyon.

We happened to be talking with an elderly lady
recently, and the fact that we were from Kenyon
slipped out.
"Kenyon College, Gambier, Ohio?" she asked with
soaring eyebrows. "That's where they just ordered
the students not to go to church, isn't it?"
We were stupified. We would have laughed, but
we were the only ones who appreciated the irony.
Evidently this was one of those instances of "My,
how things get around."
It took but a word to straighten out the situation.
She would gladly believe we hadn't been ordered out
of chapel, but why we would not go every day of our
own accord she could not see. We offered to drive
her down here, expenses paid to and from, to dem
onstrate that the student body was not undergoing
moral decadence and point out the total absence of
holocaust and paganism.
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Candy for Mothers Day

Typewriters
Office Supplies
Desks
Phone 338
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AMONG OUR CONTRIBUTORS

THE POSSESSIONS OF WEI-HO

The late Dr. George Franklin Smythe, author of
"Kenyon College, Its First Century," wrote many ex
cellent short stories and plays. This is the fourth
of his stories printed in Hika for the first time. "The
Possessions of Wei-Ho" is printed through the cour
tesy of President William F. Peirce.

(Continued from page 18)

Stuart W. Rose, who writes the reply to Flight
Instructor Gretzer's article of the April Hika, was
selected as the flight student most likely to take fire
at Mr. Gretzer's opinions "About Flight Students."
He is an aeronautics student of some weight and
very nearly a year's standing.
Professor William Peters Reeves is the most regu
lar contributor to Hika. This is Dr. Reeves' last
year at Kenyon in his capacity of instructor in
English.
About the last of March when everyone was reel
ing with spring fever, and recalcitrant students
were rampant in the grass, we sat down in a chair
in the dean's vestibule. There was Marion Nelson.
She was talking to some guy we know.
"I don't know," she was saying.
"Well, why is it the faculty doesn't entertain as
much as it used to?" asks this guy we know.
"Why," said Marion, laughingly, "We're on the
fifty-nine cent dollar now, you know," which was a
pretty Blum remark, we thought.
A group of enterprising stooges bolstered up their
respective spines the other day and interviewed Ed
Hart. "What," they asked in unison, "is the root
of all evil?"
"Haw," said Ed, "Route Thirteen."
ANSWERS
1—b;

3—d;

2—b;

4—b;
5—b.

the theory of equilibrium applied to things mental
and moral. The egg would hatch, and the dragon
issuing from it would conteract the devil, and the
devil counteract him. The blackened pages of the
chronicle bear mute testimony as to the immediate
effects; but after three days the anticipated equi
librium seemed to be established. Upon that day,
the day of his coronation, Wei-Ho, for the first time
in his life, acted like a gentleman. He was mild and
gracious, and at no time did he go beyond ordinary
homicide. The thing seemed to have worked out to
a perfect and blessed success. But the equilibrium
was short-lived. On the sixth day Wei-Ho, like a
volcanoe, suddenly, so to speak, "blew his head off,"
and flew into a rage such as was never seen in him
before.
I omit reference to fifty or sixty pages filled with
the horrible account of what he did, and what China
suffered. Apparently Wei-Ho came near as anyone
can to committing what might be called "the overt
act." And his behavior was not only worse than
before but distinctly different. Men were driven to
the conclusion that the dragon had expelled the
devil, and was now in sole command. This was a
situation more deplorable than the former and much
more difficult to deal with. The devil was guided
by intelligence and reason, perverted though they
were to bad ends. Hence men could in some measure
understand him, could foresee what he would think
under given circumstances, and could work to fore
stall him. The chief psychologist had become very
expert at that, and got so that he could reason like
the devil. But the dragon had no powers of reason;
he acted wholly on instinct. Nobody could guess
how he would react to any situation; or if anybody
did guess, he always guessed wrong, and never had
further opportunity to guess anything. Hence no

Say It With Flowers . . .
TELEGRAPH ORDERS

CUT FLOWERS
Corsage Artistically Arranged

The dance committee has swept us off our feet at
last. It succeeded finally in cooperating with the
weather and a band with brass which is singular.
Of course, some didn't have much fun—or say
they didn't—but we were gratified to observe that
they were the ones who failed to provide themselves
with company and lurked around in their sliding
pants. It is unfortunate but inevitable, perhaps,
that the less strong of; us never dare take our eyes
off our girl without finding
her practically kid
napped. But we shall never cease to mourn.
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Phone 235

WONDER BAR
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LIQUORS - COCKTAILS
202 S. MAIN STREET
PETE GOST, Prop.
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one had a chance to gather and correlate experiences,
and arrive at any law, theory or method. It is said
that the rapidly diminishing population of China
became pessimistic, and took to reading agnostic
literature.
Only the monks of Wu-Fu-Wu were safe. Wei-Ho
let them entirely alone and never came near the mon
astery where his experience had been so unpleasant.
Therefore men flocked to it, and its cloisters nearly
burst asunder with the throng. The brethren were
deeply chagrined at the failure of their theory and
had incurred the odium of the nation. They deposed
their abbot and prior, and elected others in their
places. To these men it fell to think up something
effective and they were given only one week in which
to do it. Willow branches were stuck up here and
there about the cloister. I omit eighty-three pages
and hasten to relieve your minds by telling you what
was done. On the fourth night the prior rushed
into the abbot's house and whispered three words in
his ear. Then, taking his life in his hand, he slipped
out of the monastery, ran all night, crossed the moun
tains and in the morning arrived in his native vil
lage where lived Ling-Ti, the extremely beautiful
daughter of the blacksmith. I omit twelve pages
that vainly attempt to say how beautiful she was.
That night Ling-Ti and the prior left the village and
the morning saw them in Wei-Ho's palace. The girl
was instructed what she must do, and her conduct
quite throws that of Esther, cousin and ward of
Mordecai, into the shade. One notices in her a cer
tain rusticity. Since she was wholly uneducated,
her supply of proverbs was small; yet her natural
gifts were such as to qualify her for the part as
signed her, and her freedom from conventionality
permitted her to act that part without self-con
sciousness, and in a convincing manner. Moreover,
she was not afraid of anything. While Wei-Ho was
at breakfast,—at which he did not eat eggs,—LingTi, most ravishingly dressed, ran suddenly into the
room, threw her arms about him, and gave him a
kiss! I may as well say here that the words which
the prior had whispered to the abbot were, "Amor
omnia vincit." This was the one thing that had
never been tried on Wei-Ho, and perhaps it was not
altogether to the prior's credit that he had thought
of it; but if ever the means justified the end, it did
in this instance. The emperor at first collapsed,
owing, no doubt to the sudden flight of the dragon,
who from that moment was never heard of again.
But since Ling-Ti remained undismayed at her post,
he soon recovered. He did not understand the girl's
demonstration, but it occurred to him that it was
distinctly more pleasant than anything he had yet
experienced; and he said so.
Since everyone abominates love scenes, I again
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THE POSSESSIONS OF WEI-HO
(Continued from page 23)

omit a great number of pages. The prior's scheme
worked splendidly, but with it the interest fades
from the novel. Wei-Ho yielded himself entirely to
Ling-Ti's influence, and was in everything guided
by her sensible advice; and very soon he married
her. He became the perfect model of a husband and
an emperor, although for some reason history has
given him the name of "Wei-Ho, the Meek."
I have not read further than to this point, and I
will therefore bring my review to an end with a
few quotations from what the author calls "The
Queen's Necklace." It consists of more than seven
hundred tiny poems contributed by as many poets,
in honor of the imperial marriage. None is more
than four lines long, and the shortest consists of
but one word. They have no real thought in them,
and are but slight, delicate intimations of sentiment.
Regarding them in that light, one is not disposed to
smile at them; and undoubtedly many of them would
seem very beautiful, if only their effect were not so
evanescent as to escape before one is able to perceive
it. For example:
"A little swirl of dust upon the path;
See, there it goes swirling away, jump, jump,
Into the boxwood hedge."
"I hear a slight sound, productive of melancholy:
It is the silkworm, eating the mulberry leaves."
"There comes a very homely old woman:
A question rises in my heart, but I will not ask it."
"A little bird sings at my window:
I would gladly put out some food,
But if I should, he would fly away."
"We had mutton for dinner to-day:
0, the green pastures!"
The poem of but one word is inexpressibly sad.
It is, "Finis."
This is indeed the "finis" of my review, but I can
not resist recounting the story of a contest between
two poets who lived at about Chaucer's time, TsuWung, and Ti-Po.
Tsu-Wung issued a little leaflet with this poem
upon it,
"The nightingale is singing."
This was highly praised, and it was said that no
other poet could say so much in so few words.
Ti-Po accepted the challenge and published a leaf
let that bore simply the words,
"The nightingale."
Evidently he had won, for if you say "the nightin
gale" everybody thinks of its singing, and it is super
fluous for you to mention it. But Tsu-Wung was not
beaten yet. He issued another leaflet on which was
24

simply the last syllable of the Chinese word for
nightingale, and this syllable is the Chinese word for
joy. His poem then was
"Joy!"
But Ti-Po came back at him. He at once sent out
a leaflet which bore only the last stroke of the Chi
nese chantee that means joy; and that, standing by
itself was the Chinese exclamation mark
Of course he meant that that is really the effect
of the nightingale's song, and it is sufficient merely
to say Joy.
U

It indicates wonder,—and is it not wonder, rather
than joy, that fills us when the nightingale is sing
ing? It seemed impossible to carry the reduction
any further, but Tsu-Wung did it. He put out a
leaflet absolutely blank; not a word or sign on it.
That surely was the limit; but no, Ti-Po did not
even put out a leaflet. He put out nothing at all.
Could Tsu-Wung beat that? He could. He went
into banishment. Could Ti-Po beat that? He could
and he did. He committed suicide, and by so doing
won; for there was nothing beyond that which TsuWung could do. Yet a modern writer who unearthed
this record of the contest of centuries ago, says that
it was Tsu-Wung who proved the winner, after all.
For Ti-Po is today ranked among the great poets and
lives in fame, while Tsu-Wung is absolutely forgot
ten,—the poet here mentioned as bearing that name
having been a different person.

A lady subscriber has found an admirable use for
her old Hikas. Being an observant soul, she per
ceived that the Kenyon emblem on the cover of the
magazine was just the right size to cut out and paste
on old match boxes.
This is the sort of thing we admire. It gives the
editors a sense of accomplishment. We like to think
of ourselves as indispensable to lady subscribers.

Kenyon has long taken pride in what it believed
to be a unique dialect. Diligent research by some
body or other has disclosed a rather shattering
truth. The term "arreff," as many of us have
thought, is not a native around here. It's an im
port. The word is in use in nearly every American
college and university. The adjective "wet," on the
other hand, in its strictly Kenyon sense, is all ours.
Further research indicates that "effo" is also orig
inal here. Alumni from more than ten years back
never heard the last two expressions. They are a
product of comparatively recent awfulness.
HiKA
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Refresh yourself . . .

DRINK

DIEHL CENTENNIAL
.4 Perfect Beer

The Christ Diehl Brewing Co.
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The Mt. Vernon Beverage Co.
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
A
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A
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