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ing, and in that space there were many
pipes running toward the engine room,
across the hall. I found, after a day,
that if I ducked my head in just the
right position before getting into bed I
wouldn't bump my head.
This department is reserved for the use of all Hika readers.
Presently a steward came with our
uniforms—for we were to be stewards,
Correspondence on any subject concerning Kenyon will
be appreciated. We will not assume responsibility or after a fashion. Black trousers, black
white jacket, white shirt, and a
necessarily agree with statements made in this department. shoes,
black tie, that was our uniform. We
had to jump out of our beloved Gambier
clothes and dress for duty at once, the
steward told us.
It was then about six o'clock, and the
CNOTE: Herewith is printed, at the
kind of rathskeller! Make it less like boat would not sail until ten. Our first
editor's direction, a response to a rea coffee shop of some metropolitan duty was the delivering of mail to state
rooms on the various decks. I had a
guest that Miss Emeline Chase,
hotel!
bad time in making sure which deck I
granddaughter of
liishap Chasr,
Sincerely yours,
was on at any given time. I was com
write something about her experi
WILLIAM G. TURNER, '36.
pletely swallowed up. All that evening
ences in Gambier.)
I had no idea where I was on the boat.
There was no difference between "A"
SIR:
deck and "E" deck. First class was
(Mr. Weiant submitted a letter too
the same as third, as far as I could
I would be glad to write something for
long to be published in one number
judge. The stern could easily have been
Hika, if I could find data sufficiently in
of HIKA, SO the editors have chosen
teresting for you "modern" young people!
the bow.
to publish it in jmrts, as they see fit.)
If I succeed in doing this by ransacking
At any rate, I was a mail carrier,
SIR:
the memory of a long life in Gambier, I
telegrams, letters, bundles of flowers.
will gladly forward the results.
Each time I opened a stateroom door a
In the October number of Hilca there
at me.
However, I am having typed a section
were
articles
concerning
England, hundred questions would fly
Where
was the swimming pool? Where
of a sketch my father, Dudley Chase, Russia, and Africa. I have learned that
were
the
deck
chairs?
Where
was
the
"the third son of Philander," wrote for they were generally popular, and so per
me. It is a record of our family life haps your readers would be interested library and music room? And I an
from the time of his birth until my in knowing how a couple Kenyon un swered each question thoughtfully, pre
mother's death. This section has some dergraduates found their way to Europe cisely—though I didn't tell that I had no
references which may be of interest to last summer. It began on a warm day idea where those places were! I wasn't
your readers.
last June. Somehow or other I had got ashamed, either, for I knew that they
would all eventually find
what they
My father was an early missionary myself a job on a Dutch liner.
in Illinois, and for many years Chaplain
I was standing at the foot of the wanted.
Before I new it, four bells sounded—
U. S. A. in California and other western crew's gang-plank, with my two large
ten chimes by the Kenyon chapel bell—
states. He visited Kenyon on the occa grips and a topcoat keeping me close com
and the boat sailed. I had been so ex
sion of President Peirce's installation. pany. Behind me there were a hundred
He was at that time very cordially re men, waiting to go aboard the ship. But cited about the whole business that I had
ceived by Bishops Leonard and Vincent, no one was permitted to board the completely forgotten to eat lunch.
the Trustees and the Commencement
steamer until two stretcher bearers had Surely. I had thought, we would be given
audience.
carried a poor man, screaming and howl a good supper for our work that eve
ing in agony, off to a waiting ambu ning. Not even a smell! My stomach
Very cordially yours,
lance. He was a pitiable sight, with h's was beginning to groan madly. There
EMELINE E. CHASE.
arms waving and his legs twitching. was nothing to eat, so I went out on
"Kokosing"
deck. We were passing the Statue of
By the time they had got him through
Liberty. My heart sank as I looked at
Larkspur, California.
the crowd he wns still. Later on, I
learned that he hnd been stabbed by one it all lighted up. for I was really be
of the ship's engineers. That certainly ginning to wonder how thin and de
SIR:
crepit I would be if and when I re
was a nice prospect for me!
As an interested reader, I should like
Ever since leaving Gambier, in the turned to New York.
to call attention to a matter of no little
At midnight, or thereabouts, the chief
first weeks of June, I had been thinking
importance, the Coffee Shop. Students about this moment when I would board steward told me that I was finished for
the day, and that I should go to bed.
complain continually that there is some tho ship. For I had never been on the
thing wrong with the place. But no ocean before, or near it for that matter. When I asked him if there was any
matter how much they talk, they never
After the sight of the stabbed man. I supper, he looked blankly at me and
s?em to decide just what is wrong.
was worried about what might happen shook his head. There was no supper
The answer is simple enough. The to us. I didn't have much time to worry, now, of course not, but there would be
plenty for everybody at six in the morn
because directly we got on the forward
Kenyon Coffee Shop is exactly like 999
With
other coffee shops in 999 other colleges deck, a well-groomed officer approached, ing. That would be just fine!
that remark I went awav and spent an
snoke rapidly in Dutch (another one of
in America. It is clean, has good food
hour finding
my room. That's the way
and service. It is a good place to eat. those languages I don't understand!)
I began my European journey!
by motioning us into the
But, I hasten to add, is it a good place and finished
very bowels of the ship.
for students to gather and have their
Sincerely,
free-for-all bull sessions? Ask anyone
Down, down, down we went, farther
CARL A. WEIANT, JR., '37.
cn the Hill and they will answer, no. than I had ever imagined a ship could
Why? Because there is no atmosphere rest in the water. When I thought we
for such relaxation there. Things are would have walked straight through the SIR:
too immaculate during every minute of
bottom plates of the boat, the officer
It is with the greatest of misgivings
the day, too exact, too shiny. To be showed us our rocm. Just for the mo
sure, beer is served in the Shop, and
ment we didn't feel very uppish! Im that I address this letter to you and, in
good beer. And when students drink agine. Kenyon men in the deoths of a directly. to the students, faculty, alumni,
and friends of Kenyon. The subject is
beer they like to sin-*. They like to make
Dutch ship! Outside our door dirty long
delicate, but of such major importance
noise freely. They like to 'feel at home.' shoremen were storing thtt cargo. I looked
to the future of Kenyon that I feel called
That, to be sure, is nearly impossible about the small room from my perch
upon to be outspoken.
in the Shop. What we need there are on the upper bunk. An evil smell of
some pictures of teams and organiza stewed something filled the nlace. There
I believe that everyone appreciates the
tions on the walls, we need a piano or a
were no clean sheets, no fluffy white pil fact that, externally and to all outward
radio, we need a less immaculate atmos low cases. Just an old canvas covering appearances, Kenyon is growing and im
phere! Clutter the place up with things, over a none-too-soft mattress. There proving. We have many new features
all kinds of things, to make it comfort was one blanket. My bunk was fixed
in equipment to which we may point with
able and inviting. Make it over into a about two and a half feet from the ceil(Continued on jxige 26)
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ditor's Page
War Reels

|3 ROPAGANDA is not a new toy of mankind. It
* can be found in the most ancient of histories. It
has appeared in countless guises, and its effects have
been far-reaching. But within the past few years,
science has created a new medium for propaganda,
the newsreel.
The scope and power of the newsreel today is be
yond estimation. It is at once the most helpful and
dangerous tool in the hands of man, for it can
strongly plead for peace and can no less vehemently
glorify war. For newsreels are pictures, and pic
tures interpret themselves to people of every nation.
Night after night, year after year, hundreds of thou
sands of Americans attend moving-picture theatres.
Unconsciously they absorb whatever is thrown onto
the screen, and unknowingly they ponder over what
they have seen, pictures of peace movements, and
in contrast, pictures of hero-worship, pictures of
massed armies of Europe, and America, parading
before pontifical leaders, pictures of excited and
(laming sessions of parliaments and congresses. In
other words, the newsreel has become an agency for
scaring its observers into thinking that perhaps the
only safe thing for one to do is constantly to have a
gun in one's pocket. We must learn how to wear
gas-masks. We must know how to run for our lives
in caxe of the inevitable! That is what Mr. Hearst's
and Hollywood's newsreels are doing today, what
they will continue to do unless public opinion gives
outspoken evidence of its disgust with the whole
business.
What can be done to bring to light the mere fact
that American people, and especially that portion of
the American people to whom this propaganda is
particularly directed, youth, are not to be scared, not
to be bullied into a false emotional fervor? What is
being done? In our eastern colleges, where students
always take definite stands in both national and in
ternational questions, a vigorous attack on militar
istic newsreel propagandizing has had remarkable
effects. Theatre after theatre, at Amherst, Har
vard, Princeton, Williams, Dartmouth, and even at
women's colleges have given way to collegiate presNovember, 1935

sure, and have withdrawn from their screens newsreels considered to have propaganda for their pur
pose.
A recent Harvard Alumni Bulletin suggests that
this student attitude has been born from two causes:
namely, "from a resentment against the campaign
waged in certain papers against the colleges on the
charge of radicalism," and from the fact that "the
American undergraduate is peculiarly distrustful of
ballyhoo." This is quite true. The first cause for such
an attitude cannot be assigned to Kenyon, because
we are a small group, afforded every liberty a college
could want. Where there is complete liberty, it is
unlikely that radicalism should appear. But the
second cause given by the Harvard publication may
very well be applied to Kenyon. This raises an im
portant question that should not be ignored.
Are Kenyon undergraduates, who are unquestion
ably great theatre-goers, aware of the formidable
militaristic propaganda that is flashed on the screen
of every theatre they attend? Are they conscious of
the tremendous power of the newsreel ballyhoo?
Are they so gullible as to accept the opinion of the
ultra-propagandists that all youth everywhere should
prepare for an inevitable conflict? This question has
been placed before every college in the country, and
before Kenyon no less.
An exhibition of sheer childish philosophy it
would be for intelligent American students to re
main aloof from and without opinions about highly
organized forces that tend to lure and corral public
opinion into a state of actual frenzy. There is no
cause for frenzy, no cause for fright. There is only
a cause for definite, concrete obstruction of the
vicious propaganda to which we are constantly ex
posed.
Therefore, what do the undergraduates of Kenyon
College feel? What evidence is there of our interest
in the international crisis? Is it true that we, pos
sessing so-called intelligence, are as gullible and un
conscious as the endless thousands of theatre-goers
who are every day exposed to causes for fright? Are
we to be scared into falling in line with the regi
mented propagandists? Or will we take a definite
stand against the militaristic excitement, and in a
realistic way, calmly exercise our right to cope with
a most menacing threat of war when it arises?
5
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1. Kenyon "pointed with pride" to
a. The Old Oaken Bucket
b. The swimming pool
c. Sheriff Mason
d. Rutherford B. Hayes
e. Ray Noble
2. "Hika" is a Kenyon magazine and
a. Dr. Peirce's favorite salad
b. Any long walk
c. A Kenyon cheer
d. A city in Peru
e. A card game
3. The walking broadcasting
known as
a. Smoky Bingham
b. George Evans
c. Russ Gruber
d. Joe Blow
e. The Anvil Chorus
4. Dan
a.
b.
c.

station

Emmet is noted for
Crossing the Delaware
Having a bar named after him
Being the third President of
College
d. Writing "Redwing"
e. Slaying Agamemnon

is

also

Kenyon

5. The slickest thing in college is probably
a. "Genial" George's tongue
b. "Happy" Hummelgaard's Orchestra
c. The Commons road in winter
d. Freshman May's hair
e. Widmer's car
6. Singing down path was originated mainly in
order to
a. Serenade the Harcourt girls
b. Keep "Stu" McGowan awake
c. Pack down the gravel of the Middle Path
d. Keep in practice for beer parties.
e. Sing
6

Intelligence Test

7. The average Kenyon student goes to Sunday
Chapel to
a. Listen to the sermon
b. Play tiddlewinks
c. Read "Spicy Stories" and sleep
d. Drop quarters in the collection plate
e. Keep from being overcut
8. A Kenyon "Smoker" is
a. A get-together of "regular fellers"
b. The Woodcarver
c. An ordinary smudge.
d. Dr. Timberlake
e. When "Doc" Hump strikes
9. Hanna Lady is
a. The sweetheart of Sigma Pi
b. A Gambier farm girl
c. A polo pony
d. Dirty Gertie
e. Matthes' date for the May dance
10. To spoil a course means to
a. Kill the professor
b. Work so hard that the professor flunks
your classmates for loafing.
c. Cut all classes
d. Steal Dr. Ashford's cigarette holder
e. Pamper the textbooks
11. Before entering the Freshman Crawl, it is usu
ally a good idea to
a. Sing "Hurrah, Hurrah, the Sophs—" to
McGinness
b. Put on your old six-shooter
M
c. Wear mud-guards and tail-lights
d. Don knee pads
e. Send your own obituary notice to the Mt.
Vernon Republican News
12. When the bell in Old Kenyon rings frantically
at an odd moment, it probably means that
a. The Jnjuns are comin'!!
b. Skiles and Manz are fighting
c. Dr. Manning has cut class
d. A Kenyon team is victorious
e. Leister is trying to steal the ropa
*
(Answers on page 20)
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Art for Art's Sake
By IV. Vandivert Bernnard

T

00 often do we hear the phrase, "Art for Art's
sibility of something in the way of a discovery.
Sake." Art cannot be a thing apart from
The cubists, for example. The ridicule they
human experience; artists are fundamentally
brought down on their heads was an ill reward for
no different from any other persons. They are often
their attempts. Of course, there were hangers-on
thought of as soft and immoral. Perhaps some of
and imitators; they deserve all they got, because they
their radical thoughts and actions do shock the
didn't have the idea inside them, but could reproduce
Pharisees, but only because their natures make them
it externally. The real cubists, however,—Picasso at
seek out the truth of things. Artists do, oftentimes,
first,—saw geometrical lines and shapes in nature,
succumb to the influence of the moment in thought;
and they worked to bring out on canvas this feeling
they are no stronger than
they had; and it wasn't all
other men; but at some time
intuition, either—not much
in their lives, they have a
art
is;—the idea was there
NOVEMBER AT THE COMMONS
period of their best work.
and its application meant
Green with light veins the leaves of ivy vine
Then they know what they
hard work. There was no
are doing, and why.
sensationalism ; the push of
Clutch with live fingers at the sandstone base
creative instinct was so
At no time can an artist
Beneath the balustrade; the scattered lace
strong
that their paintings
work purely for his "art"
Of summer shadow gone, a single line
took
on
a strange, com
alone. The common con
Across the turf marks every elm branch fine;
pletely
mixed-up
appear
ception of "art" is vague in
Red-yellow leaves with orphan breezes race
ance. Of course it was
the first place; do any but
On browning grass; my ivy leaves embrace
strange; they didn't care
the learned know what it
The wall, still clinging to their quiet shrine.
about reproducing a
is ? Do they mean the great
Across the latcn. beyond the elms, beyond
woman's body as it looked.
symbolic force of art, or the
They divided it into cubes
The distant rolling hills of grey, I feel,
fine arts; the plastic arts,
and angles and combina
or pedestrian hack-work?
Past speaking, in the sights and sounds and rays
tions of geometric shapes.
Anyone who thinks about it
Of sun and blasts of wind, the autumn wand.
realizes that artists, with
If they couldn't stretch
To me what beauty more can it reveal?
all their kinship to human
what they saw to fit the
ity, cannot help but be a
shape, they broke it off
little different; there is something in their tempera
completely and put it where it would fit. The idea
ments which enables them to go a little farther than
of a woman's body was still there, but it was hidden;
the average man. The artist must be some sort of a
the force in them—the artist's eye—made them keep
philosopher; if he is not, he's not an artist. He
a good composition and color relationship.
must have, not a different conception of life and its
Cubism is as individual as can be, naturally, but
workings, but a keener, more sensitive perception.
again, the artists were not working for art's sake
Painters, writers, poets—they are all the same, only
alone; that is, for their own satisfaction. Picasso
they work with different materials.
had something new and he strove to develop that
Why do these men produce their paintings, their
thing as far as he could, so that he could give it to
poems? To sell, perhaps, but not basically. They
the artistic world. The artist's work may seem at
have an undefinable, irresistable urge forever push
first glance to be a selfish one; what actual, practical
ing them; to create, to get down permanently, some
good do they do in the world? None, perhaps, but
how, what they feel. And because a certain man sees
they create beauty for those who want it. Strangely
something that is a little unusual—a hitherto un
enough, I think people do want beauty; too often
noticed aspect of life or beauty—and has to work out
that desire is swamped under a mass of sentimen
a new method of getting that idea in tangible form,
tality, or is stifled by more immediate concerns.
people laugh and say the man's crazy, merely be
A desire for beauty must be cultivated, like any
cause the idea is new. It's better to be crazy than so
thing else. Some people cultivate the habit of speak
sluggish and narrow that you won't concede the posing well, others of keeping healthy, or of becoming
November, 1935
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well read. These things are not given to some people
and withheld from others. The fact is well-known
that a strong desire will extinguish a weaker one, as
if the desire were one, and its manifestations came
through different channels. I have no intention of
trying to define beauty, but I know that a sense of
its presence must come from some pretty deep
source. The artist uses that sense so much that it
becomes acute and rises above the average level; he
sees things the rest of us are not big enough to see;
he has at once a broader view and a more delicate,
intimate one.
Well, you say, isn't he selfish in doing things that
only he and a few others can understand ? Take the
word "self," from which "selfish" is obviously de
rived ; the artist's self—his character and soul—are
not his. He must take from himself to create, that
others may see and appreciate. Those with eyes to
see read through the artist in his paintings, or his
poetry, or his music. Gauguin became disgusted
with civilized life and became as a native in Tahiti.
He saw in the natives a physical beauty and mental
freshness that few other white men have seen, and
his paintings of them reflect his feelings. They are

\

beautiful pictures; great full, round, solid things,
and his colors show the strong patterns of the South
Seas. He painted the Tahitians at their daily tasks,
at play, or at rest. These people thought a great
deal, and their meditative spirit shows in Gauguin's
canvases. His imagination, reinforced by legends,
reproduced their huge and shadowy gods.
Here is a man who shows us just what he was by
letting us look through his eyes and his mind. Of
course, appreciation of Gauguin, or Cezanne, or
Arthur B. Davies, doesn't come easily: we must
exert ourselves to obtain that pleasure. Pleasure is
a word of great importance in any consideration of
art. Even religious ecstasy is pleasure—of the keen
est and most empyreal kind. Therefore, why not en
joyment of all art? Life seems to be give and take;
you obtain pleasure without working for it, and you
sweat afterwards; work for that joy, and, if it be
right and true, you will be repaid tenfold. And so I
say, may the level of art always be a constant thing,
never descending to the stupidity of the majority of
humankind. Some day, perhaps, the bugaboo will
disappear, and the oaf will know his art.
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ILLTOPS
I

NDEED it must have been a happy day in April,
1914, when Bill Thomas came into the world.
For what else could so well explain his sunny
disposition? What else could so well explain the fact
that, despite the very frequent outgrowth of beard
and moustache to which our man seems religiously
addicted, he has as many friends as, if not more
than, any man on the campus; and his friends are
true ones.
Friendly people are generally interested in every
thing. And so it is with Bill. He is interested in
countless things, ranging from the drama to horse
shoes. But things pertaining to the water are his
chief weaknesses. Witness the lake cruises he has
taken for many years—often with Kenyon men—
and the lake regattas he has attended. He has a
cruiser and a sailboat of his own; and, curiously
enough, he knows how to sail them. More of the
water—Bill is a good swimmer, backstroke being
his mainstay. When Kenyon's new swimming pool
is completed, and has passed through the most
solemn dedicatory stages, Bill will be a fixture in its
waters.
Almost as soon as he was old enough to know
what ''going to college" meant, he became imbued
with the idea of entering Kenyon. Throughout the
years of adolescence, when other youths were vacil
lating between choices of eastern colleges, Bill clung
to his Gambier. It is an old story how he quickly
made friends here, how readily he adapted himself
to Kenyon activities, how easily he became a true
Kenyonite. Since his freshman year, it is interest
ing to note, his campus attire has leaned more
toward conservative slacks, dark shirts (really sail
ing shirts), old shoes, and no cravat. Let me re
peat, for emphasis, he once attempted to raise a
moustache, but, like the obliging chap that he is,
he soon abandoned it, at popular request. And fur
ther, we all know what a "ride" he takes about his
queer habit of pronouncing "Chicago" with the "a"
wide open.
Somehow or other Bill always seems to get into
whatever interesting business there is afoot. Per
haps that is the secret of his popularity. At any
rate, during the past few years he has been a more
m* less permanent fixture of the dance committee.
November, 1935
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This year he is chairman, and a good one, we
prophesy. He knows his dance orchestras, even
likes to be lulled to sleep by their music. About
Kenyon's new intramural program he is fiendishly
interested. If you don't believe it, drop down to
Benson Bowl during any contest, and the chances
are you will see him either playing the game or act
ing in the dual role of linesman and time-keeper.
And in the Spring you'll see him running on the
track, and bouncing on the tennis courts.
Somewhere, far back in his ancestral line—I am
told that his family came from the depths of the
wild Welshman's country—there must have been a
trace of the wanderlust; because Bill has traveled
on land and water in all directions from his Cleve
land home. Every upper classman at Kenyon
knows well enough in how many directions Bill can
go in his pride and joy, his priceless, his ageless
"Sybil," the faithful, undaunted Ford that has so
courageously carried him on numerous spontaneous
jaunts hither and yon. Undaunted, too, is his sense
of humor, which keeps him in demand wherever
bull-sessions convene.
Need we mention his many activities?—Nu Pi
Kappa, International Relations Club, Alphi Pi
Kappa, Reveille Business Manager, The Collegian.
As a senior he holds three important positions:
member of the Executive Council, Secretary of the
Student Assembly, and President of the Kenyon
Chapter of Alpha Delta Phi.
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Front Row Center
By W. H. Deivart, Jr.

N

O ONE, watching Mr. Porson busily at work
in the ticket-office of the Colonial Theatre,
would have suspected that he was responsible
for more marriages than any other man in all New
York. It would have been hard to find a man who
looked less sentimental. He was bald, he wore thick
glasses, his collar was several times too large for
him, and his suit looked as though it had never been
pressed.
But the fact remains that a very kind and a very
romantic heart beat under Mr. Porson's shabby
jacket. He felt that he had two main jobs in life.
The first, and less important of these, was the actual
selling of theatre tickets. The second, and far more
worth while, was the allotting of these tickets in
such a manner that lonely looking individuals would
be sitting next to one another.
A successful evening, in Mr. Porson's opinion, was
not necessarily one when the house was sold out.
That sort of thing was unimportant. But when he
was able to pair off some half dozen of his forlorn
looking customers into separate couples, then Mr.
Porson felt he had done a good evening's work.
So when Sally Gibson came up to the little win
dow one evening and bought a seat in the balcony,
Mr. Porson made a notation on the blotter before
turning to the next customer.
"A-15," he wrote. "Girl. About twenty-four.
Well-bred. Attractive."
As he went on selling tickets he scanned each
male customer, hoping to find one worthy of being
placed in A-16. It was not often that such a pretty
girl bought a single seat in the evening, and Mr.
Porson wanted to be sure that he procured just the
right neighbor for her.
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"No," he would mutter to himself, as he looked
searchingly at each new customer, "He's too old,"
or, "He's the 'fresh' type," or, "He's not bad—but
I think I can do better."
A bare two minutes before the curtain was
scheduled to rise a tall young man in a grey suit
and a striped tie approached the window.
"Have you a single in the Orchestra?" asked the
young man.
Mr. Porson's heart sank. Give this fellow a seat
in the Orchestra when A-16 in the Balcony was still
vacant? Never!
"I'm afraid the Orchestra is all sold out," he lied,
"But I have a very nice seat in the Balcony. Front
row center. Here. A-16."
"Well—"
"It's a very nice seat."
"Oh, all right, then." The young man took his
ticket and climbed a long flight
of stairs. He
showed the stub to an usher, who said, "A-16? This
way, please," and who looked sharply at the young
man; for she was beginning to suspect just what
Mr. Porson was up to.
The young man, as he squeezed past people to get
to his seat, kept saying, "Sorry" in a perfunctory
sort of way. But when he spied the vision of love
liness in the seat next to his, his heart quite natur
ally gave a little somersault, and he said, "Oh, I'm
terribly sorry," as she stood up to let him pass.
The girl? She said, "That's quite all right," and
then thought, "He's rather nice. I like the way his
hair curls," and then blushed a little, and sat down
again.
Downstairs in the ticket-office Mr. Porson looked
at his watch, sighed, and murmured, "Well, I did
four couples to-night. I'm not so sure of the others;
but I think something may come of A-15 and 16."
There is no doubt that Mr. Porson knew his job
thoroughly. He had put the girl exactly behind one
of the uprights of the brass railing. On her right
he had placed a hundred-and-seventy pound woman
who monopolized the arm-rests of her chair.
Just as Mr. Porson had intended, the girl in A-15
was forced to lean over towards the young man in
order to see past the upright. And during most of
the first act little ejaculations might have been heard
coming from seats A-15 and 16.
"Oh! Sorry!" This, from the girl as her elbow
bumped the young man.
"That's quite all right."
H i K A
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"This wretched post."
"Yes. Rotten luck! Look, I'll lean over this way
a bit. That better?"
"Yes. Thanks."
"See all right now?"
"Yes, thanks."
"Sh-h-h!" said several voices behind them.
When the lights for the intermission came on, in
terested neighbors saw the girl massaging her neck,
while the young man was leaning towards her so
licitously.
"What rotten luck! Being behind that post, I
mean."
"Oh. That's all right."
"Look here, please change with me."
"Oh, no. Really. I can see all right. It's just—"
"No. Please. I'll be able to see over the top of
the railing."
"Oh, but really—"
"No. Come on." The young man was standing
up now. "You'll make me look silly, just standing
here," he said.
"Well. That's awfully sweet of you."
"Not a bit. There! That better?"
During the second act this procedure was just
reversed. Now it was the young man who was veer
ing over to one side in an endeavor to see past the
upright. Obviously, he had been either lying or
boasting when he had said that he could see over
the top of the railing. Or it may have been that he
preferred to lean towards the neighbor on his left.
"Oh! Sorry!" he said, as his head bumped her
shoulder.
"You really shouldn't have changed with me. Now
you can't see a thing."
"Nonsense! I can see perfectly. Oh! Sorry!"
"Sh-h-h!" said several voices behind them.
When the lights for the second intermission came
on, it was the girl's turn to be solicitous.
"I'm afraid I've spoiled the whole show for you,"
she said.
"No you haven't. I've enjoyed it. I mean, it
hasn't been half bad. But I do think that chap in
the ticket-office should be fired for giving you this
seat. Although I'm glad, in a way, that he did; be
cause if he hadn't, I wouldn't have— Well, I
mean—"
A slightly embarrassed silence, after this; and
then the young man again:
"I wonder whether I shouldn't introduce myself.
That is, my name's Peter Lombard."
"Oh. Er— Mine's Sally Gibson."
At this crucial point the lights went down again;
but it is doubtful whether either of the occupants of
A-15 or 16 had the slightest inkling of what the
third act was all about.
He was thinking: "Gosh! What an adorable little
dimple! Thank the Lord this post was in front of
her seat. I wonder what she'd say if I suggested a
November, 1935

bite to eat after the show. After all, it's not as
though we hadn't been introduced, or something."
And she was thinking: "Poor thing! I've ruined
his whole evening. And he is rather sweet. I
wonder whether he's going to ask whether he can
see me home, or anything. Oh, but I couldn't! If
he does, I'll say 'no'."
Then, first thing they knew, the lights came on
again, and the audience began to collect their hats
and coats.
"Well—" it was the girl speaking this time, and
Peter saw that she was holding out her hand.
"Well," she repeated, "Goodbye, and thanks for be
ing so sweet."
"But look here! I thought— I don't want to be
rude or—or fresh, or anything; but I was wondering
whether by any chance you'd care to have a bite
to eat."
"That's awfully nice of you, but—"
"Well, I mean—" they were moving towards the
exit now, although neither of them was conscious
of the fact. "I mean, it's not as though we hadn't
been introduced, or something. Besides, I'd hate
to think of you out alone on the street at this time
of night."
"Well, really, I couldn't."
But fifteen minutes later they were sitting in a
little restaurant in Holloway Street, calling each
other "Sally" and "Peter" and feeling as though
they had known one another all their lives.
The actions of this young couple for the next few
weeks were a tribute to Mr. Porson's insight and
efficiency. It is doubtful whether any other two of
the hundreds of young people who had occupied
seats A-15 and 16 had ever been quite so well suited
to one another.
A young lady who draws fashion plates for the
Home Dressmaker and a young man who writes ad
vertising copy for the same type of magazine, have
a good deal in common. When you add to this the
fact that each lived alone and that neither of them
had many friends in New York, then it is not to
(Continued on jmge 21)

T

r4

c

o o

S.

L

11 PMnrr

11

The Plight of the Church in Modern Russia
By Lelancl G. Allen

T

command. But the enthusiasm that children in
HE Soviets have often been accused of de
Russia have for the State borders on the fanatical.
stroying religion. They deny the charge.
The State is their ideal, their hero.
They claim that Communism is their religion,
their faith, and their devotion. They have also been
Many churches were closed entirely, others be
accused of destroying the Church. This charge they
came museums, and a few were allowed to continue
do not deny. They are proud of it.
holding services. But only old people attended, and
the
Soviets hoped that with this generation would
The official religion in czarist Russia was Greek
die
all
church worship.
orthodoxy. For centuries it existed, and there were
no more pious people in the world than the Russians.
The sad part about the whole affair is that the old
churchmen realize their position. Their congrega
But while they worshipped, fields remained untions shrink from year to year; their churches are
plowed. Churchmen got fatter and fatter off the
badly in need of repair; they live in
people. And the people were happy.
constant terror of antagonism from
But when the fateful year of 1917
the State. When we were in Erivan,
swept Russia with its communist re
near the famed Mt. Ararat, we
volts, churches were among the first
DAWN
entered
one of these little churches,
things to be destroyed.
and
interviewed
the priest. He was
The Communist party gained the
Gull cries
a
saintly
man,
bare-footed,
and longupper hand and almost immediately
Arise.
bearded.
He
couldn't
tell
how
many
began its vast program of educa
people
attended
his
services,
ad
The day,
tion. They taught the peasant how
mitted
that
his
rites
were
getting
to cultivate his lands instead of
Dull grey,
fewer and farther between, and
praying for rain. They connected
Breaks through
when we asked if he thought religion
religious worship with superstition,
would come back, he simply shrugged
Anew.
and emphasized the corruptness of
his
shoulders and said, "No."
the old churchmen.
—W. Vandivert Bernnard
Russia is proud to state she does
I remember a story told me by
not interfere with religious worship,
Benny Borisoff, who is Stalin's
and she doesn't, actively. But sup
traveling secretary and one of the
pose a young man decided that he would like to
most learned men in Russia today. He said that
attend church. He would be looked upon as we
in the imperial days a friend of his was about to
Americans look upon a murderer. He would have
be married and took his bride-to-be to a priest for
committed the "unpardonable sin", and would be
their blessing. The priest took a liking to the girl
censured for years to come. So the State does not
and kept her for a week. When the groom protested,
have to interfere; public opinion is enough to make
the priest merely laughed and said, "What do you
any religious aspirant think twice.
care? You are going to heaven, aren't you?"
Somehow, though, I have the feeling that some
That story may or may not be part of Soviet
day the Church will reappear in Russia. In periods
propaganda, but it is safe to say things like that
of revolution it is necessary to go to extremes.
did happen. So under conditions like that, it is easy
Seventeen years of the experiment have somewhat
to see why the average Russian today has nothing
mellowed the ill-feeling, and perhaps religion will
but contempt for the Greek Church.
once
more get a trial under saner conditions.
Russia made no attempt to substitute another
In the more remote districts of vast Russia where
form of worship. Its children were brought up to
the plans of the Kremlin are not yet in force, religion
despise the Church; they were taught that to be re
continues to thrive. And even at Rostov-on-the-Don,
ligious was to be ignorant. They were expected to
near the Ukraine, church services are held periodi
go home and tell their parents the same thing, and
cally, with every member of the community par
keep them from church attendance. Thus we have a
ticipating. We were fortunate enough to be present
situation unique in history. It is almost impossible
for us to visualize the power that children could
(Continued on page 17)
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Haywire Days
By Donald M. Gretzer

T

HE old barnstorming days of aviation are now
virtually a thing of the past. Aviation has
become at once a legitimate business and a
sporting pastime, displacing forever the exhibition
ists and ballyhoo artists of the glamorous haywire
days. Many old timers gaze upon the transforma
tion, sad of countenance, drowning their sorrows
with miniature deluges of woofy water.
Others have re-adjusted themselves to the new
order of things and are looking forward to a new
peace, new settled homes, new life insurance policies
and new babies.
Some of them have gone. They died with their
boots on in haywired contraptions which logically
were no more able to fly than Noah's ark.
They were exhibitionists and showmen, all of
them, stellar attractions at the county fairs, worthy
of streamer headlines every time a spark-plug be
came fouled. But after flying from field and farm,
potato patches and cucumber hills, something was
bound to let go sooner or later, though it were but a
piece of rubberized sun-rotted fabric on the flippers
or a crinkled piece of baling wire tying a strut to a
wing-spar. The results were generally the same; an
elaborate obituary in the local county paper and a
flock of souvenir hunters milling around searching
for the last remaining splinters of the propeller or a
stray toe torn loose from the pilot by the crash.
Aviation is no longer a child. It possesses a new
spark of life which lends enchantment to it as to an
adolescent settling down but still suffering slightly
from growing pains, subject to unexpected spasms
and mild disorders. Some of the old timers, unable
to realize its approaching maturity, wander around
looking for their lost baby, staring it in the face
without recognition.
Many are the fancy and interesting tales that may
be told of these pioneers encompassing in the telling,
the humor, pathos, tragedy and love elements com
mon to the lot of other quasi-intelligent, albeit civil
ised, bipeds.
We shall leave those stories for other times and
review on these pages the accomplishments of a
minor by-product of haywire days, an opportunist
who seized the chance for fame and fortune in
aviation and obtained only notoriety. He is still
searching for the fortune, handicapped by dunning
November, 1935

creditors and an amazing ability to fly an airplane
unsuccessfully.
Zulian, Col. Zulian to you, is a blackamoor product
of Harlem, pride, joy and despair of Lenox Avenue,
an efficient promoter anxiously concerned with the
progress of his people, vitally concerned with the
progress of his best friend, Col. Zulian.
A number of years ago a young flier who was then
comparatively unknown was astonished by the re
quest of a negro to make a parachute jump from his
airplaine. Zulian's intention was to bail out above
an astounded and applauding multitude consisting
mostly of the Lenox clan, and to descend upon them
as a representative from heaven playing a saxo
phone. Clarence Chamberlin, pleasant and obliging
as always, capitulated to the earnest pleading of the
man before him, not, perhaps, without some mis
givings.
That Sunday, flown by Chamberlin, Zulian found
himself several thousand feet above the tiny specks
assembled below. He was no longer the dapper and
suave gentleman who left the ground, white teeth
beaming upon the crowd. Wrapped around his saxo
phone in holy terror, he refused to budge from his
seat, refused to give more than a terrified glance
over the side. Parachuting had its romantic ele
ments and the introduction of the saxophone might
well start him on the road to fame and fortune, but,
lawzy me, why jump to conclusions?
Chamberlin, none too pleased with the turn of
affairs was grimly determined that the jumper go
through with his end of the bargain. After pleading,
cajoling and threatening he succeeded in getting the
fellow to step out on the wing, whereupon that
ebony-hued Spartan of Harlem wrapped both arms
and legs around the interplane strut, his atavistic
instincts lending him all the power and tenacity of
his arboreal ancestors to cling, to clutch and to hold.
Chamberlin sweated from anger and the work of
holding the very wing-heavy ship on an even keel.
It was unbalanced by the weight and drag of the
saxophonist wrapped around the strut like a flag
pole sitter in distress. Zulian sweated cold beads of
aromatic dew-drops as his arms held firmly to the
strut and his clammy hands clutched the saxophone
against his body.
When it seemed as though there would be no jump,
there was a tiny white flutter, the parachute was un
folding. A very scared and regretful negro took a
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new hold on the strut and, with the ballooning of the
trailing chute, saxophone, jumper and wing-strut
drifted off into space.
It was now Chamberlin's turn to worry, to worry
about the delicate problem of getting his crippled
airplane down to the ground without losing his
wings. He arrived safely. Zulian arrived a hero.
A hero in every sense of the word, he cashed in on
his popularity and wangled enough money out of the
city of Harlem to take flight instruction at Mineola.
Undaunted by the disparaging and discouraging
comments of his various instructors, he persisted in
trying to learn to fly and succeeded in accomplishing
only those weird maneuvers inevitably fatal to the
experienced flier but which any student is ap
parently able to get away with on his first hop.
During this period of incubation
some of his neuronic processes wiggled
and waved and joined together at con
venient places resulting in the birth of
an idea that was to land him in a cloud
of dust and splinters before an enraged
emperor.
Whether or not he realized he could
never learn to fly is not a matter of
record; but certainly he knew he could
not at the time he energetically set out
to raise money to buy an airplane for a
proposed flight to Abyssinia.
Harlem's response to her black eagle
of the skies was more than gratifying.
What matter that it was to be many
cT
years to come before an airplane would
be developed capable of flying such a
distance?
Zulian was on top of the world, but
certain nasty people began to ask still nastier ques
tions about expenditures and so forth, and some of
them even flashed
badges now and then to an
alarmed promoter. Resigning himself to the pro
tection of whatever gods were available, Zulian
climbed into the old Curtiss boat he had bought, now
floating in the East River, poured in enough gas to
get to the end of Long Island and gave it the gun.
He had completed his promise of an attempted flight
to Abyssinia. Ten minutes later he was fished out
of the river and deposited on the deck of a police
boat.
It was officially opined that the wreckage had
sunk far enough to avoid fouling any surface craft.
Safely ashore on Long Island, safely separated from
a questioning Harlem by the seething waters of Hell
Gate, he forsook all the comforts of home and left
for far off lands.
This time he really went to Abyssinia, by boat,
14

where he was next heard from as Col. Zulian, high
commander of the royal air force of Haile Selassie,
Ras Taffari, Emperor of Ethiopia, King of Kings.
The fleet consisted of one Curtiss JN4D, vintage of
'18, and a worn-out, second-hand "new production'"
airplane, as well as an assortment of spare parts
from a wrecked French plane.
Things went swimmingly for a while. The air
planes were not in flying condition, and the Colonel's
sole duty consisted of strutting around such parts of
Addis Ababa as would show his boots and goggles
off to best advantage. But the inevitable was bound
to happen sooner or later. In spite of the royal com
mander of the Ethiopian air force, the "Jenny" was
made reasonably airworthy.
The Emperor, King of Kings, ordered an air show.
Great was the triumph of the day for
a very proud monarch and a horribly
deflated air-force commander, for whom
there was no backing out.
Contact . . . warm-up . . . chocks
out
... oh merciful heaven above don't
/
fail this nigger now ... oh Lord I jus'
gotta open that throttle . . . they'll kill
me if I don't . . . I'll be killed if I do ...
pray, blackboy, pray, if you can't help
yourself ask some one who can . . . the
throttle's open swing low sweet chariot
and keep that rudder straight you fool
. . . it's in the air now ... oh lordy
I've got the wings you gimme the
«T
harp. . . .
Great was the admiration of the
crowd below to see the royal air-force
thundering over their heads at sixty
miles an hour. Awed was the crowd
below when the ship dove at the royal
box to zoom screamingly up into the higher stratos
phere to an elevation of about a hundred feet, thus
M
ending landing number one.
There followed an exhibition surpassed only by
Charles Levine taking his flight test; bounces and
zooms, dives and skids, finished off with great finesse
by dragging the wing along the ground. Unfor
tunately at this point the wing came off and the
Jenny cartwheeled merrily along the ground in a
huge cloud of dust almost to the very feet of an
alarmed potentate.
The beautiful city of Addis Ababa lost a promi
nent resident before the day was over. The great
Colonel left too precipitately to be deprived of title
or head, and arrived in New York shortly after
wards as a first class passenger sporting a goldheaded cane and wearing spats, the withal embel
lished with a Harvard accent painfully sustained
during most of his conversation with the ship news
reporters.
(Continued on page 17)
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iterary Soundings
By John C. Neff

T

0 WRITE a really successful novel must one
possess a sense of humor? Must one, too,
beware of sentimentalism? Lastly, must one
refrain from using situations and words that are
trite? The answer to all three of these questions
can be made with a single word: yes.
Of these faults Willa Cather, ranked as one of
America's most distinguished novelists, is, in her
latest book, Lucy Gayheart,
extravagantly guilty. She may
be blamed personally for being
..
sentimental and trite; but I
definitely hesitate to suggest
that she is also to blame for the
lack of humor so evident in her
*
writings. For Willa Cather is
a woman. Except in notable
cases, women who try to put
their thoughts on paper lack
a real sense of humor. And
what, you may ask, is a sense
of humor? One could become
quite involved in answering
that question; but for our pur
pose it is enough to say that
one who has a sense of humor
is thoroughly capable of ob
serving and marking the little
incongruities that exist every
where in life.
There is one woman writing
in America today who does
MM
have a sense of humor—Edith
W harton. Her books usually
WILLA S.
live. But Mrs. Wharton is an
exception to the rule. Another
feminine contemporary is Rebecca West, English
woman of no small reputation. Her latest book,
The Harsh Voice, is evidence enough of her ability
to recognize the discordancy of things. Or, to sup
plement my statement more thoroughly, go back to
the nineteenth century in England—or, in America,
If you like. Did you ever hear of Mrs. Gaskill?
Perhaps not; but you have heard of Jane Austen
and George Eliot. Of course you have, because
their works are filled with the blood of life, the
blood of life Miss Cather's latest work, Lucy Gayheart, so obviously lacks. I dare say that Jane
Austen is one of the greatest novelists of the lan
guage. Indeed, you have only to read the first chap-
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ter of Pride and Prejudice to see how thoroughly ob
serving she was, how quickly she realized the in
consistencies of human nature. It is entirely sig
nificant, then, that there should be, within the past
few years, a widespread revival of interest in Jane
Austen.
The difference to note is that Jane Austen con
trolled her pen at all times: Willa Cather has al
lowed her pen to get away
from her. That is to say, she
has permitted her imagination
to run riot. She even seems to
have forgotten that people
must have blood running
through their veins in order to
exist. That is exactly what is
lacking in the figure of Lucy
Gayheart—a bloodless young
girl. And Lucy's hero is equally
pale. Both are sentimentally
drawn, pathetically so.
The story of Lucy Gayheart
is an old one. Lucy is the
V
youngest child of one of the
last pioneers of the Nebraska
country. Early she learns to
be discontented with life on the
prairies and aspires to some
more civilized plane of living.
She finds an outlet for her emo
tions in music (which happens
to be the author's passion),
:
and suddenly finds
herself
CATHER
accompanist to a handsome,
middle-aged baritone. Clement
Sebastian, the singer, she
adores. At times the reader almost looks to see
Lucy kissing the shoes of Clement. Actually, how
ever, Miss Cather allows her heroine to kiss and
be kissed more than a single time! And because
Lucy has chosen her path so, the good old reliable
Nebraska lad who has loved her all his life goes
off in a huff and marries another girl.
On with the story! Ah, Miss Cather does a bril
liant thing by drowning the romantic and shallow
Clement in a most poetic spot—Lake Como. You
will remember that the poet Shelley was drowned
similarly! As if one or two deaths weren't enough
(Lucy's old father dies too), the author decides that
the best thing to do would be to kill off the heroine

r
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for what is a heroine without a hero?—and thus
help bring the story to a close. Lucy drowns in
the Platte River, a place less romantic, though more
shallow, than the Italian lake. The good lad from
the home town sheds dry, very dry tears for the
remainder of the book. He buys Lucy's old home,
and becomes extraordinarily touchy about the walk
where the imprint of Lucy's childhood footsteps are
still to be seen. Finally, the story just fades away
into the blackness of the night.
Miss Cather has told this story before, creating
characters with more stuff in their veins, more
liveliness in their conception. Witness The Song
of the Lark. There is so little passion, so little of
life in this new book that when you finish it you
wonder why it exists at all. One can find more
passion, more humor, less sentimentalism, less trite
ness, in a single page of James or Lawrence than
in the whole of Miss Cather's book.
Yet, curiously enough, the author has been
anointed as America's novelist without superior.
Critics generally acclaim her with shouts of joy.
Willa Cather is not America's greatest writer. It
is entirely doubtful if any woman ever could be.
Just who is our greatest writer, contemporary that
is, no one has the right to say. Conclude, however,
that Willa Cather has done her finest work: per
haps The Professor's House, or Death Comes for
the Archbishop. One must not forget her excel
lent short stories. And conclude, further, that, ob
viously enough, Willa Cather has lost her once solid
grip of the pen.
During the past several months the Cosmopolitan
ran the new novel of A. J. Cronin: Stars Look
Doivn. It is now out in book form, and has been
added to the New Book Club. If you ever read
Hatter's Castle, you will know what delight awaits
you in Mr. Cronin's latest book. I read it in the
magazine, and all the while I thought of Phyllis
Bentley's A Modern Tragedy. In short, the locale
of the story is the manufacturing country of Eng
land ; and a good portion of the book concerns itself
with labor problems.
Hika readers interested in psychology should not
miss reading William Seabrook's Asylum. It is a
well written exposition of a man's experience in an
insane asylum. It is not a technical book, and can
easily be enjoyed by any reader.

One of the best tests you can give a book is to
read it aloud. If it runs along smoothly, you may
look for a better than average work. And if we all
were obliged to stand hard and fast by this rule,
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we would cast Ellen Glasgow's Vein of Iron aside
after reading a very few pages. It's stuffy.
I have just received my copy of T. E. Lawrence's
Seven Pillars of Wisdom. It is a magnificently
prepared volume, filled to overflowing with draw
ings of the most admirable kind. It is a large book,
672 pages in length, and is printed in large read
able type. A brilliant first hand account of the
World War in the Near East, this book would make
a most acceptable gift for Christmas.

THE PLIGHT OF THE CHURCH
IN MODERN RUSSIA
(Continued from page 12)

on such an occasion, and the sight was one I shall
never forget.
It was fifteen kilometers from Rostov, in a low,
level plain, that we came upon a little church. One
glance was sufficient to tell that some sort of service
was being held, and we stopped.
Inside the church was a vast horde of people, and
the atmosphere was loaded with incense. We stood
inconspicuously at the rear, as a priest stood in
front, chanting Greek from a pulpit loaded down
with flowers. A choir sang beautifully, but added a
touch of depression to the service, for their song
was slow and throbbing.
Down the center aisle streamed scores of people,
entirely unaware of our presence. Cripples crawled
hideously but beautifully up to the altar to kiss their
icons and burn candles to their favorite saints. It
was quite touching, but in a way, rather satisfying,
for I left the place pleased to see that seventeen
years of hostility by the State couldn't entirely do
away with religious worship, even if such faith is
manifested only on special occasions.
tt

HAYWIRE DAYS
(Continued from page lb)

Last fall, while roaming around the hangars at
Floyd Bennett Airport in New York I came upon a
beautiful black and gold Bellanca airplane. It was
covered with dust from weeks of idle waiting. Two
cards were hanging from the door handle. One
stated that the airplane was not to be removed unti
the back rent was paid in full. The other was a lien
on the ship slapped on by the manufacturer, an un
happy reminder of installments yet unpaid. Painted
clearly upon the sides of the craft were seven words:
NEW YORK TO ABYSSINIA,
Pilot—Col. Zulian.
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A Contemporary Tragedy
By Hugh Lawrence

R

USHING week was drawing to a close. The
Greek-letter men, who, for the past week, had
been combing the incoming class for suitable
pledges, had narrowed down the field of prospects
to a select few. The strong fraternities were at
tempting to "sew up" the athletic candidates, and
the weak fraternities were hoping for a few good
men among the left-overs.
Throughout the week, Bob had been rushed off
his feet. He had been entertained at luncheons,
dinners, and after-dinner affairs by nine fraterni
ties. He had met all of the B. M. O. C. (Big Men
On Campus), and was thoroughly convinced that
each chapter was "tops" in its own way. This
opinion was the result of many "hot-boxes." These
"hot-boxes" or glorified "pep-talks" were intended
to give the rushee the inside dope about the fra
ternity, and, incidentally, of course, to influence him
to pledge. Bob never did know how to stall off the
actives who were so eager to pledge him. He was
always a bit bewildered, because he already had an
idea that he wanted to join a certain group.
On the last night of rushing, Bob determined
to think the situation over. He would weigh the
merits of all the fraternities he had visited, and then
make up his mind according to his judgment. One,
boasting more men and better facilities than most
of the other houses, was inclined to turn to a snob
bish set. Another, having an ideal bunch of fellows,
was not very well known, either nationally or on
the campus. Still another had a good, sound reputa
tion, but its members were split up into cliques.
And so it went! Bob never could decide on any
one of them. In fact, the only one that he even con
sidered twice was the one that he had been think
ing of since he had entered the university. He de
cided that he wanted to be one of a loyal, united
chapter; yet that chapter must be well thought of
both nationally and locally. He didn't want to take
a fraternity purely for its standing, but for its
comradeship, plus its standing.
He reasoned that the fraternity of his choice filled
all of these requirements. It was recognized all
over the country, as well as on this campus, for its
outstanding fellowship, its sportsmanship, and its
active participation in extra-curricular interests.
The more he thought about it, the more he felt that
that chapter was his logical choice. He knew many
of the brothers from high school, and so would not
have to make all new friends from there. His best
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friend had been talking of nothing but this house
ever since Bob had registered at the university.
Somehow, now that he thought of it, he had always
pictured himself as wearing the insignia of that fra
ternity. That night, before retiring, he knelt down
and thanked God for aiding him in making what he
thought to be a wise decision.
Early the next morning, Bob was called to the
phone. It was an old friend, in fact, his best friend,
John Bailey. John was the chap that had played a
large part in Bob's selection of his fraternity. Could
he come and see Bob that morning? Of course he
could! Bob was all prepared for the pleasure of be
ing "sewed up" or, in other words, receiving his
pledge pin. Promptly at ten o'clock Bob welcomed
Bailey in his study. Seated in opposite chairs, they
talked about things in general until Bailey spoke up
in a different tone of voice:
"Bob, I have known you practically all my life.
I have done the same things that you have and have
had the same friends that you have had. Together,
we have gone through grade school and high school,
each defending the other if it proved necessary.
Now, I know you, perhaps better than anyone out
side of your intimate family. Therefore, upon my
shoulders, has been put the burden of breaking some
bad news to you.
"You perhaps know that it takes a unanimous vote
to take a man into our fraternity. Well, last night,
we had our final meeting of the rushing season. We
decided there just what men we were going to
pledge. Your name was put up seven times to be
voted on. Each time, two men black-balled you.
They were men who had only known you since the
beginning of the year, and they were grossly unjust
in their censure. I am sure that you will realize
that the majority of us wanted you, but that two
men overruled us. The reason that they gave was
a very petty one, but, as it happened in secret meet
ing, I cannot tell you. We are all ashamed, except
those two, even to have discussed it.
"Now, Bob, I don't want this unfortunate occur
rence to affect our friendship in any way. So far,
we have stood together through thick and thin, and
I sincerely hope that we shall continue to do so!"
As the realization of what Bailey had said crept
over Bob, it dazed him. Then, as his friend ex
plained it to him, he understood. Never would he
be able to wear the pin of the fraternity he wanted,
(Continued on page 20)
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EASY WAY TO HANDLE A CHAPERON
'
CHAPERON (A)
LOOKS DAGGERS
AT STUDENT (6)
DANCING WITH GIRL
IN LOW - NECKED
DRESS. STUDENT
DUCKS DAGGERS
WHICH STRIKE BOX
OF POP CORN AND
PIERCE HOLE IN
BOX. POP CORN
LEAKS OUT ON TO
LIGHTED STOVE (C)
AND IS IMMEDIATELY
POPPED. BLUEBIRD
(D) SEES POP CORN
AND THINKS IT IS
SNOW. STARTS TO
FLY SOUTH WHICH
RELEASES TRAPDOOR
(E) AND ALLOWS
LITTLE GIANT
SUPERCHARGED
STRATOSPHERE
BALLOON (?) TO
ESCAPE HOOKING
CHAPERON AND
TAKING HER UP FOR
A BETTER VIEW
OF THE MOON
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HE game with Hobart might prove to be the
turning point in Kenyon's football season.
Whatever the Purple does in its remaining
games well depends on how it comes up after the de
feat by Hobart. When a team loses as Kenyon did
to Hobart, taking a terrific physical pounding, it can
react in two ways, either come up from the beating
and take it out on other teams or become discouraged
and drift through the remainder of the season list
lessly. We believe that Kenyon will chose the former
course and better the .500 percentage that they now
own.
Joe Meyer, who for thirteen years has coached
teams representing Xavier University, has resigned,
and takes with him perhaps, the days of athletic
supremacy at the Cincinnati school. Meyer has had
an interesting career, trying out as a first baseman
with the Cincinnati Reds back in the early twenties,
and being farmed out to Terre Haute for seasoning.
He then gave up baseball as a profession and ac
cepted the football coaching job at Xavier. His teams
there have defeated Haskell, Indiana, Quantico
Marines, Oglethorpe, Centre, and many other
"quality" elevens, and have played almost even with
Washington & Jefferson and Carnegie Tech.
Perhaps the best season Meyer had was in 1927,
when Xavier boasted of the highest-scoring pair of
halfbacks in the country, Matt Allgaier and Eddie
Burns. This pair ran wild every week and really
packed the fans in.
One day Xavier was scheduled to play Lee College,
of which little was known. But the papers played
the game up as a big affair, and perhaps fifteen thou
sand were in the stands as the game started. It was
obvious from the opening kick-off that the game
would be merely a romp for Xavier, but no one
realized just what little opposition Lee College could
offer. They merely went through the motions of
playing football, and when the half ended, stayed on
the field smoking cigarettes. The second half was a
i epetition of the first and the final score was Xavier
133; Lee 0. The Lee boys then pocketed their share
of the gate receipts and were never heard of again.
November, 1935
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To this day no on has been able to find out where
Lee College is, and the story runs that a group of
mountaineers from Kentucky, hearing of the huge
profits in college football, decided to try their hand
at it and scheduled the game with Xavier, calling
themselves Lee College.
Joe Meyer leaves Xavier football in the hands of
Clem Crowe, a Notre Dame product, and rumor has
it that the Xavier athletic policy will be one of de
centralization.
Professional debunkers and amateur cynics have
devoted much time in recent years panning college
football. They have called it a "racket," attempted
to prove that good athletes are not good students,
and exaggerated the number of injuries caused by
football, and then settled back in their easy chairs,
lit their cigars, and generously gave the game five
years to live.
The crowd which saw the recent Ohio State-Notre
Dame battle proves, I believe, that this talk is all the
bunk. We say this fully aware of the fact that thir
teen members of the Scarlet Scourge are on the pay
roll of tree-surgeon Governor Davey (Time, October
3). We say this fully aware of the fact that frac
tured skulls and broken legs have often resulted
from the autumn sport. We say it fully aware of the
fact that many (not all, but many) college football
players of front-page reputation would probably be
working in a coal mine if they couldn't play football.
Somehow, that argument never appealed to me.
Caruso might have had to run a restaurant if he
couldn't sing, and Ethel Barrymore might have been
a seamstress, were she not able to act. But as long
as eighty thousand fans will pay good money to see
two teams in action for an hour, any statement made
by a "knocker" must be classed as a prophecy and
not an actuality.
Something should be done about the Ohio Con
ference, if that organization wishes to prosper. It
is a league that has many good teams on its roster,
but it is top-heavy. At the end of every season when
the records are printed, the Conference always ap19

pears like a list of the House of Hapsburg. How is it
possible to choose a champion?
In recent years the best team in the Conference
has undoubtedly been Xavier; but they have never
played more than two or three conference games.
There are always undefeated teams who have played
a full conference schedule but have concentrated on
the weaker teams. Then there are those teams which
have been defeated but claim the championship.
Any league which has more than eight teams is
ridiculous, for the simple reason that each team has
no opportunity to play every other team in the con
ference. Even the Big Ten, which for years has
played good football, comes into this class. Almost
every year there are two undefeated teams which
haven't met each other.
On the other hand the Buckeye Conference has
had a compact, neat little group consisting of Cin
cinnati, Ohio U., Wesleyan, Miami, Marshall and
Dayton. Each team must meet every other team,
and, as a result, the championship is never shrouded
in vagueness. Why can't our conference follow the
example?
The other day a Kenyon football fan asked me if
it would ever be possible for a Kenyon man to be
named on an Ail-American team. The answer was,
naturally, in the negative. "But," continued the fan
"what if the man in question ran for a touchdown
every time he carried the ball throughout the sea
son?" The answer would still be "no," and for this
reason.
When All-American teams are named, one of the
factors considered is the toughness of the schedule
of the team of each man brought up for considera
tion. That is why an All-American team is an ab
surd creation. Somwhere in little colleges through
out the land are men who can run, pass, block, and
punt as well as men in the Big Ten. But they are
playing with inferior teams against inferior teams.
Every man who gets All-American recognition is of
course a great ball player, but there is "full many a
gem of purest ray serene" who plays "to blush un
seen" before the empty stands of old Siwash and the
greatest recognition he will ever get is a brief item
in the Siwash Daily Bumble-Bee that says he raced
ninety-eight yards for a touchdown.
KENYON INTELLIGENCE TEST—ANSWERS
1—d
7—e;
2—c
8—a;
3—b
9—c;
4—b
10—b;
5—c
11—d;
12—d.
6—a
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A CONTEMPORARY TRAGEDY
(Continued from page 17)

never would he be able to call Bailey a "brother,"
never would he be able to put his foot over the
Fraternity as a brother
threshold of
in the bond! He and Bailey talked a little while
longer. They discussed the desirability of Bob's
pledging another fraternity. Bailey was all for it!
He said that if Bob could get into a good chapter,
he would soon forget the slight that had been put
upon him. Bob, in his condition, was talking auto
matically. He did not realize half the time what he
was saying. After a while, Bailey left him.
Bob still sat in his chair. Why should this have
to happen to him? Why should he have to suffer
for something that he didn't understand? The good
God knew that he would have tried to make an ideal
pledge if he had only been given a chance! He was
just as good as some of the men that the fraternity
was going to pledge! He went on like this, hour
after hour, still somewhat shocked by the sudden
turn of events.
He refused his supper that evening, making out
that he had a headache, which was very true! He
got into bed, but he couldn't sleep. He kept won
dering what his next move would be. John Bailey
wanted him to join another fraternity, to keep in
the swing of things. Not to take a house, accord
ing to John, would queer him forever on the campus.
Whether, at present, he liked it or not, did not mat
ter; he would soon accustom himself to the mem
bers and their activities. And, too, if he didn't like
it, he could always break his pledge!
Bob reasoned. If he did join another fraternity,
he would be taking it purely as a second choice.
He wouldn't pledge it because he wanted to give his
all to improve it; he would not join it because he
liked the actives! He would pledge merely because
the fraternity that he wanted had turned him down.
If he joined it, he would be encroaching on the chap
ter's good will. He would be taking it, perhaps to
break his pledge within a few months. No, he must
not take another fraternity!
He must remain a non-fraternity man. Maybe,
after the first few weeks, the cut that he had re
ceived would heal up, and he could enter the life of
another fraternity. If not, perhaps that fraternal
bond, the group singing, and the comradeship that
the fraternities offered, was a lot of nonsense. He
could do without it! Just give him time!
As he pondered, trying to come to a decision, he
could feel the hurt that he had suffered. He could
see the shining faces of the members of the pledge
class as they would take their oath of loyalty to
the fraternity. No! He must take a fraternity!
Still undecided, all mixed up in his rationalization,
he fell off into a restless slumber
H i K A
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FRONT ROW CENTER
(Continued from page 11)

be wondered at that night after night should find
them having dinner together.
You will have some idea of just how far matters
had progressed when you hear that they even went
to the zoo. And when a young couple goes to the
zoo it is a sure sign that a visit to the City Hall is
not far off.
Peter, these days, found himself turning to the
real estate advertisements in the paper before he
had even glanced at the sports page. Sally, with
out realizing it, gradually shifted over from reading
the fashionable magazines, to those which dealt with
interior decorating, and cooking, and Child Psy
chology. And the two of them, while strolling along
Fifth Avenue, were drawn as though by a magnet
to those shop windows which displayed sets of fur
niture, and carpets, and vacuum cleaners, and lawn
mowers.
One evening while they were having dinner to
gether Peter noticed that Sally had something on
her mind. She spoke only in monosyllables and her
thoughts were obviously anywhere but in that par
ticular Holloway Street restaurant. As they lighted
their cigarettes after the dessert, she took a deep
breath and began.
"Peter? Guess what?" And then, sensibly not
waiting for an answer to this rather stupid ques
tion, "I have a chance to go to Paris! The Home
Dressmaker wants me to sketch the models which
Maison Duclos are showing at the opening of the
season!"
"You're not going—are you?"
"Why, darling! It's a wonderful opportunity!
Thousands of people would give their eyeteeth to
go! It's just the thing I've been waiting for!"
"But how about me? I mean, I thought every
thing was going along nicely, and we got along
pretty well together, and I thought that one of these
days, maybe—"
"But Peter! It's only for a month! You won't
mind that! Think of what it means to me!"
"But—"
"Oh, darling!" cooed the little minx, who knew
very well how to get what she wanted , "Say I
can go!"
"Well—"

It was a sad young couple who separated on the
pier ten days later. There were avowals of undying
affection, and a furtive exchange of photographs,
and more than a casual reference to a visit to St.
Mark's Church in the near future. There was a
blowing of sirens, and the waving of handkerchiefs,
and the puffing of tugs as the great liner eased away
from the dock.
Two hours later a young lady, huddled in her
cabin, was blowing her nose and composing a letter
November, 1935

which began: "Dear, darling Peter—" while, back
in his rooms, a broken-hearted young man was writ
ing another which began: "Darling Sally—"
For the next month Peter received an average of
five letters a week. And then, for ten horrible days,
there was no word at all. Finally there came a post
card scribbled in an awful hurry. "Darling," it
read, "They're so pleased with my stuff that they're
going to keep me here for another month—maybe
longer. I'm so happy—but I do miss you!"
But that first month stretched into two, and the
two into three, and still Peter wrote, if not every
day, at least four times a week. But the replies be
came less and less frequent until they dwindled to
an occasional postcard, with a two page letter about
once a fortnight.
Finally Peter felt he could stand it no longer, and
toyed with the idea of rushing over to Paris him
self, even if it did mean giving up his job. But then
he thought: "No, I'm hanged if I'll go running
after her. I'll write her once more and ask her for
the last time to marry me; and if she doesn't want
to—well, that's her loss."
He spent two days composing this letter, and then
had to wait three weeks for the very unsatisfactory
reply. "Darling," it read, "That's awfully sweet of
you. But I'm having such a grand time, and meet
ing so many nice people, and this is such a wonder
ful opportunity for me that I really couldn't think
of giving it all up—not just now, at any rate."
So Peter said, "Damn!" several times, and tore
up the photograph which was on his desk, as well
as all Sally's letters, and said, "Well, that's that!"
But that wasn't, exactly, that; for he spent the next
two hours on his hands and knees trying to put the
pieces together again.
For the next few weeks Sally continued to have
the time of her life in Paris. At first she hardly
noticed that Peter had stopped writing. But gradu
ally she found herself thinking about him more and
more until one day she asked herself, "Shall I start
writing him again?"
But then she said, "What? Go crawling back
after the way I've treated him? No, I'll wait till
he writes me first."
And then, being a sensible
young lady, she blew her nose and decided to go
around to the Purple Penguin.
All this time Mr. Porson was busily handing out
tickets to seats A-15 and 16, blissfully unaware that
he had to do more than bring two young people to
gether, in order to get them to marry one another.
And then various external forces were set into
motion which were to have a very direct bearing on
this story. One summer day a well known play
wright mailed a package in a Rhode Island village
and said, "Thank God! That's over!" and then
stepped into the local store for a glass of beer.
The next morning an equally distinguished pro21

ducer received the package, glanced through the
play which it contained, and then pushed most of
the buttons on his impressive looking desk.
For the next few weeks there was considerable
excitement in the offices of this producer. Through
the doors there came and went a procession of actors,
actresses, artists, photographers, advertising ex
perts, printers, and designers. So well did all these
people do their work that one October morning New
Yorkers awoke to find that they would be missing
one of the greatest events of their lives if they failed
to see the new show which was opening at the
Colonial.
A young man, hurrying downtown, saw one of
these new posters and said, "That looks pretty good.
I'll have to see it some time. It'll be tough going
without Sally, though. Then he shouted "Hi!" and
dashed into a bus, and buried himself in his news
paper.
Private Dining Room for Parties
Soda Grill and Candy Shop in Connection
Established in 1911

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

SURLAS & FRANCIS

114-116 S. Main St.

Phone 157

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

The Union Central Life
Insurance Company
ROBERT P. FITCH
Special Representative

906 Akron Savings and Loan Bldg.,
AKRON. OHIO

FINEST DRINKS

FINEST FOODS

DAN EMMETT GRILL
Hotel Curtis
Mt. Vernon
Cocktail Hour—5-6 P.M.
ALL DRINKS 25c
Entertainment Every Evening
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A Saturday afternoon, some weeks later, Down
in the ticket office of the Colonial Theatre Mr. Porson was anxiously scanning the faces of his male
customers. From time to time he refened to a
jotting on a slip of paper before him.
"A-15," it read, "Young. Well-bred. Attractive.
Sad-looking."
Mr. Porson glanced at his watch and sighed. Less
than a minute to go before the matinee staited. A
voice broke into his reveries.
"Have you a single in the Orchestra for this after
noon?"
Mr. Porson looked up, and his face broke into a
smile as he saw a tall young man in a grey suit and
a striped tie.
"Perfect!" he thought. And then, aloud, "Er—
sorry, sir. The Orchestra is all sold out. But I have
a very nice seat in the Balcony. Front row center.
Here. A-16."
The young man started. "Er—no, thanks. I—er,
I don't like the Balcony."
"I'm sure," said Mr. Porson, "that you'll find
this seat very—satisfactory."
The young man shot him a startled glance. A
sudden, wild, fantastic hope flashed into his brain.
"Here! Quick! Gimme!" he shouted, and was
off like a shot. Up a long flight of stairs. Past a
startled usher, saying, "No, thanks, I know where
it is." Down the aisle, three steps at a time,
stumbling a trifle in the dark. Then:
"Sally!"
"Oh, PeterT
"Why didn't you tell me you were back?"
"Oh, Peter, I was so ashamed! Treating you
that way!"
"Well, look here! Change seats!"
"Oh, no! Really!"
"Yes! Quick! Come on! Please!"
"Sh-h-h!" said several voices behind them.
Eight o'clock. A little restaurant in Holloway
Street. Beaming at one another over the remains
of a five-course dinner there sat a young couple,
certainly very much in love.
"Peter, do you think we could send the man in the
ticket office an invitation—to our wedding, I mean?"
"Whatever for?"
"Well, I don't know. Only it's sort of funny. 1
mean, he's put us together twice now. I wonder—"
"Oh, nonsense. You've only to look at the chap
to see there isn't a spark of romance in him!"
But at this moment Mr. Porson was selling tickets
for the evening performance.
"I have a very nice seat in the Balcony," he was
telling a sad-looking young man, "Front row center.
Here. A-16."
"Oh, thanks."
And as the young man disappeared inside the
theatre Mr. Person smiled happily to himself.
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Memorabilia
HE College was recently the recipient of several
generous gifts through the munificence and
thoughtfulness of Anna L. Curtis, daughter of the
late Grove D. Curtis, '80.
Two of the donations are twelve copies of the
original sheet music of the "Kenyon Alumni Hymn,"
written in 1907 by C.i M. Roberts, '78, and the full
set of plates necessary for their printing. The plates
are clearly and beautifully cut with a picture of Old
Kenyon for the cover sheet, and a dedication of the
song to the Beta Alpha chapter of Beta Theta Pi.
The song may now be found in "Songs of Kenyon,"
compiled by Alfred K. Taylor, '06. Several of the
copies of the sheet music are now on display in the
library.
The third, and most notable gift, is a handsomely
fitted, portable writing desk, used for many years
by Philander Chase. The desk is about the size of
an ordinary desk blotter and about six inches deep.
All corners are fitted in brass, flush with the surface
of the wood. There are two handles on each end,
likewise set in to present a flat surface, and on the
lid, a brass plate inscribed with, "Philander Chase,
Jr." The desk originally belonged to Bishop Chase's
son. After his son's death, which occurred while
Bishop Chase was in England raising funds for the
establishment of Kenyon, he took the desk and used
it for his own until his death. Many were the miles
of rough roads over which Philander Chase rode on
horseback, carrying the desk behind him.
On opening the lid of the desk, one finds a fabric
envelope to hold papers and notes. A solid surface
at the top of the desk, after the lid has been lifted,
unfolds toward the writer, presenting double the
original surface for ample writing space. The upper
half of this surface also lifts, disclosing a large, open
box-like space and a tray divided into compartments
for pens, pen-holders, ink, pins, clips, stamps, and
other heterogeneous paraphernalia that accumulate
in a desk. So far, the inspection of the desk seems
routine and uneventful. However, one who knows
its secret has only to press the thin wood at the bot
tom of the pen-holder compartment and the board,
separating and apparently supporting the tray
from the open box, springs forward, revealing three
small ivory-knobbed drawers.
The contents of the desk are even more arresting
than the desk itself. The folio built into the lid con
tains a mere twenty-four pages of notes, in Bishop
Chase's own handwriting, for one of his sermons,
Calls of the Gospel." We do not know when, or
perhaps how often, Philander Chase delivered this
formidable and austere address, but since we cannot
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hear it from his own lips, we are indeed fortunate
that it is extant for our perusal.
The tray and large compartment of the desk are
empty, but the three secret drawers are full and
overflowing. The first drawer contains at least
twenty-five tightly rolled newspaper clippings,
dating back to 1810. The majority of the clippings
are religious and sentimental poems. Along with the
poems, however, are several other carefully clipped
articles and a hand-written recipe. The recipe gives
exact instructions for the making of a highly recom
mended Cowslip Wine. One of the carefully pre
served clippings is a list of winning numbers in a
public lottery (lotteries in those days were legal).
Another is a list of market quotations of the com
modities of the day, which are worth listing in part:
beaver, racoon, muskrat, martin, bear, red fox, and
mink pelts, lard @ 7c lb., hams @ 6c lb., Indian
meal, wheat, corn, oats, barley, hops, flax seed @
$1.00 bushel, tallow @ 10c lb., wool @ 31c lb., and
rye whiskey @ 25c gallon.
One of the clippings which is particularly worth
noting appeared as current news item of the day.
We quote in part. "Saturday evening arrived at
Portsmouth his Majesty's ship, 'Cherub,' Capt. T.
T. Tucker, from the Pacific Ocean where she has
been cruising a year and two months; and has
visited the Sandwich, Friendly, and most of the
other islands in those Seas; she captured two Amer
ican prizes at the former islands. We learn by this
opportunity, that the place where Christian, and a
number of the other mutineers of the Bounty re
sorted to, was an uninhabited island, called Pitcairn's
Island, solitarily situated in the middle of the
Pacific Ocean." The article continues to describe
the return of the mutineers to Tahiti where they
took on provisions, secured wives, and then sailed
for some uninhabited island, which proved to be
Pitcairn's Island. The article concludes, after de
scribing the ultimate ends of the various mutineers,
"Out of the whole of the mutineers, there was in
the month of September 1814, only one of them
alive; his name was John Adams; he appeared to be
the father of the whole island." This article, while
historically unimportant, is contemporaneously per
tinent to two recent publications and a film, namely:
"Men Against the Sea," "Mutiny On the Bounty,"
and the newly released M-G-M feature of the same
name. The two books are the co-work of Nordhoff
and Hall, and the movie an adaption of the story.
All of these were directly inspired by the actual oc
currence, as reported in the account, and a book
published shortly afterwards, entitled, "Pitcairn's
Island, or the Mutineers of H.M.S. Bounty," one of
the first copies of which is to be found in the base
ment of the Kenyon College Library.
The other two drawers of the secret set contain
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many- art materials such as, bronze-copper filings,
gold leaf, small paint cakes, camel's hair brushes, a
bone ruler, a pen-knife and case, and mottled sealing
wax containing specks of gold leaf with a tallow
candle for melting it. Also included are some per
sonal items such as, small and delicately braided
strands of hair, and small metal trinkets.
The desk and the contents are in themselves most
interesting, but, as memorabilia of Kenyon, they are
doubly so, and well worth inspection. No place has
been decided upon, as yet, for their permanent ex
hibition, but a place will be found. Until then, the
Librarian welcomes their inspection.
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A Good Time Out Place During Dance Week-end
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Corsages Artistically Arranged

WILLIAMS FLOWER SHOP
Phone 235

Pitkin's Provision Store
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MT. VERNON, OHIO
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Spartan Days
HE

comfortable

well-furnished

dormitories

T which now house the students of Kenyon Col

lege may well seem luxurious to old-grads of even
one generation ago. Spartan indeed must have been
the boys who came to the college in its earliest days,
but not all of them had such an experience as did
Heman Dyer his first night on the hill in Bishop
Chase's time as told by himself in Records of an
Active Life.
"Mrs. Chase had among other onerous duties the
care of furnishing all the rooms for students as they
arrived. My new room had nothing but bare walls,
not an article of bedding, or any furniture of any
kind. I left word for Mrs. Chase that I had taken
possession of my room, and she promised to send
some bedding that evening, but added that she had
no cot or bedstead. Nothing daunted by this, I set
to work and made two saw rests, or, as they were
more commonly called, saw-horses. On these I put
a green oak slab, fresh from the saw mill, and then
waited for my bedding. When evening came, I
found myself without any lamp or candle. For
tunately there was a moon, so I was not quite in
total darkness. I sat down on my slab bedstead and
took a good think over the past, about mother, father,
and other members of the family. There was the
least bit of sadness in my reverie, but it didn't do
me any harm. Sometime after nine o'clock a little
bundle of bedding came, and by the light of the moon
I set to work to make up my bed. But my parcel con
tained nothing but a sheet—and such a sheet! I
tried to spread it out on the slab, but it wouldn't
spread at all. I changed it from end to end; this did
no good. I pulled at it, turned it over, and fussed for
half an hour or so, wondering why they had sewed
two sheets together. All was of no use, and so I
concluded to wait till morning, particularly as the
moon had gone down and I was in total darkness.
As it was warm weather, there was no danger of
freezing. I extemporized a pillow out of a stick of
wood, and folding my coat, laid it on the stick, and
then with the rest of; my clothing on I laid myself
down on the plank to get what rest I could.
Somehow I didn't find "nature's sweet restorer"
very sweet that night. After a little while the side I
was lying on began to ache; I turned over, and soon
the other side ached; and then on my back, and this
ached worse than both sides put together. Before
long, I became a kind of perpetual motion, rolling
back and forth at regular but very short intervals.
One thing made me very thankful, and that was it
was at the very season when the days are longest
and the nights the shortest. I longed for the morn
ing, and didn't think I could ever again wish it was
November, 1935

evening. I hadn't a particle of sympathy with the
man Solomon describes as saying, "Yet a little sleep,
a little slumber, a little folding of the hands to
sleep." I could and would have kicked that man if
he had been about that night. The next morning I
was up with the birds, not singing my carols, but
rubbing my aching sides and back. On examining
my sheet by daylight, I found it was no sheet at all,
but one of those long rolling towels sometimes found
at country taverns, on which the travellers wipe
their hands and faces. No wonder I had such a time
in trying to make it spread out.
During the day, I returned the article to Mrs.
Chase, and soon there came back ample apologies,
and a pair of narrow sheets, with the promise of
other articles as soon as possible. In the course of a
week, I had an apology for a table, one chair, a stove,
a tin wash-basin, a pitcher, and a cup. But for six
weeks I had no other bedstead than my board, or
slab, and this, as it began to season, began also to
twist and warp itself into a beautifully undulating
surface, affording me an almost endless variety of
position and posture. I contented myself with my
wooden pillow and narrow sheets for a long time; I
say narrow, for each one was about a foot and a half
wide—certainly narrower "than that a man could
wrap himself in them." But I was young, ambitious,
and didn't mind such trifles.

U<4C«* "kdtWfs

s

This Month s Hika

INCE Hika was brought into being, last March,
it has been the constant policy of its editors to
improve the magazine in every possible way. In
each number there has been some change made, small
or large, which has, we sincerely believe, enhanced
the value of Hika.
With this present number, however, we have made
very noticeable changes. Though we have kept the
original format, we have rearranged the pages in
such a fashion as to give them more "air," more
life. A new ten-point type has been introduced—10
point Century Linotype—which will allow for more
words on each page and easier reading. Stereotyped
page designs, found in magazines the country over,
have been discarded, and a newer, more modern set
up introduced. A large table of contents has been
added for the convenience of our readers, and our
advertisement columns have been designed more
attractively.
In short, we feel that by making these changes we
will impress upon the minds of our readers that our
every effort is to satisfy and please them, and to
make Hika the most distinguished college publica
tion of its kind.

•

of small groups were frequent. It is a
definite fact that drinking has decidedly
decreased. This fact may be attributed
(Continued from page 1)
to the comparatively impecunious state
pride. No small amount of publicity of the present students and to the change
has been devoted to our "Kenyon School in their type. This has long been a pain
of Equitation," "School of Aeronautics ful subject in public discussion, and is
and Practical Flight Training," our only mentioned as an unavoidable point
swimming pool, and tennis courts, now in a resume of college activities. Ten
under construction.
These facilities years ago the medium of exchange (not
have proved and, no doubt, will prove monetary) was left about openly. Per
a great drawing card to prospective stu sonal property was respected and re
dents. Externally Kenyon is improv mained in place and untouched. If such
ing. Its internal improvement is subject joviality and feeling of fellowship was
brought about by parties, then by all
for debate.
It has been my privilege before I was means they should be encouraged. How
a student, to have visited Kenyon from ever, I feel that these were only con
time to time since 1925 and to have tributing factors to the situation, the
slept and stayed in the dormitories while key-note being that the undergraduates
visiting friends. I, therefore, feel quali were men of diversified personal quali
fied to make a few statements regarding ties.
the change in the type of average
Today, more and more men are re
Kenyon man within the last ten years. ported to be flocking to Kenyon (despite
I believe that the last three years and the unduly small class of '39). It is
few months as an undergraduate have unfortunate that, due to the country's
brought me in as close touch with the slow recovery (?) from our recent eco
prevailing situation as anyone could be. nomic crisis, many men worthy and de
It is always easy to condemn a new sirous of a college education have been
regime and to look back on "the good unable to make it, or have been elimin
old days" as an era of harmony. This ated in competition for a scholarship.
should be avoided. However, as I see It should be a logical conclusion, then,
it, the intra-fraternal and inter-divi that scholarship men should be the
sional relationships in the past decade, "cream of the crop" in personality, ath
on the whole, were extremely amicable. letic ability, and good fellowship, as well
Of course, there are exceptions, but the as in scholarship. Let us see. Today
men and divisions on the Hill, as a whole,
in spite of the petty politics which is on the Hill, inter-divisional relations
bound to arise, were mutually friendly. have become stilted. General association
Ten years ago men stayed on the Hill between divisions is dying. Intra-fra
for week-ends. Inter-divisional parties ternal and intra-divisional associations

CORRESPONDENCE

In the December

HIKA
• In the December issue we are publishing
an article by Frank Alton Wade, Kenyon

are only comparatively harmonious. In
judicious borrowing and vandalism are
prevalent. This would indicate a lack of
morale, which in turn would indicate a
dearth of agreeable associations. Are
the right type of men being admitted
to Kenyon, or can anyone with an ' A"
average from his local high school and
the acquaintance of the local rector get
a scholarship? It is a rather harsh ques
tion, I grant, but I promised to be outspoken. It would seem thnt even the
honor grades are not a prerequisite, if
the candidate is a master of old Greek,
band instruments, and the like. With
the numerous scholarships to be given,
I feel that their awarding should be
zealously guarded and carefully chosen.
This in no way alludes to the numer
ous scholarship men who are universally
liked and respected on the Hill, and who
conscientiously participate in campus
activities. It is a plea of one who is re
gretfully leaving after four enjoyable
years to those who are fortunate enough
to remain, to try and remedy the situa
tion as it exists, to the extent of their
ability. It is a plea to the faculty to
exert their influence and power m seeing
that the students of Kenyon remain
worthy of Kenyon's name and surround
ings.
I welcome any comment or sugges
tion through Hika.
Sincerely yours,
ANON, '36,
Gambier, Ohio.

Advertisers
make possible
the Publication

of

HIKA

graduate and geologist on the recent Byrd
expedition; a detective story by the late
Dr. Franklin Smythe; a sketch by Hans
Vanness Allen; a contribution of Miss Emiline Chase; an article on Drama at Kenyon
by John Alberts.

We ask You to
Please
Patronize them

Plan to buy extra copies
of this special Christmas Number
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ACTIVITIES
The New Book Club wishes to announce that the follow
ing volumes are ready for circulation:
The Stars Look Down, by A. J. Cronin
Men and Gods in Mongolia, by Haslund
Rachmaninoff's Recollections
Cast Down the Laurel, by Arnold Gingrich
Roman Spring, by Mrs. Chanler
Life With Father, by Clarence Day
Vein of Iron, by Ellen Glasgow
The Enormous Room, by E. E. Cummings
James Sho7~e's Daughter, by Stephen Vincent Benet
Don Fernando, by W. Somerset Maugham
The Nu Pi Kappa Literary Society has formulated the
following schedule for the current year. Reports will be made
by both student and faculty members of the organization.
Nov. 17.
Dec. 8.
Jan. 12.
Feb. 9.
Feb. 23.
Mch. 8.
Mch. 22.
Apr. 5.
Apr. 26.
May 10.
May 24.
May 31.

Drama—Noel Coward
Poetry—Robert Frost, Auden & Spender
Fiction—D. H. Lawrence
Banquet
Fiction—Thomas Wolfe
Drama—Current Theatre
Fiction—James Joyce
Poetry—To be selected
Fiction—W. Somerset Maugham
Fiction—Joseph Conrad.
Fiction—Sinclair Lewis
Banquet—Election of officers for 1936-37.

KENYON FOOTBALL SCHEDULE FOR THIS SEASON
September
October
October
October
November
November
November

27—Denison at Granville
12—Rochester at Rochester, N.Y.
19—Hiram at Gambier (Homecoming)
26—-Hobart at Geneva
1—Otterbein at Westerville
9—>Mt. Union at Gambier
16—Oberlin at Gambier

CINEMA
MANSFIELD, OHIO
Ohio Theatre
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Dec.
Dec.

3.
7.
10.
14.
17.
21.
28.
1.
8.

' The Big Broadcast"—4 days
"Gay Deception"—3 days
"I Live My Life"—4 days
"Special Agent"—3 days.
"Mutiny on the Bounty"—4 days.
"Way Down East"—3 days
"Frisco Kid"—3 days
"A Night at the Opera"—4 days
"In Old Kentucky"

MOUNT VERNON
Vine Theatre
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.
Dec.

"Gay Deception"
"This is the Life"
"Case of the Lucky Legs"
10-11-12. "Mutiny on the Bounty"
13-14. "Rendezvous"
15-10. "It's in the Air"
"Throwback"
17-18. "Thanks a Million"
19-20. "Metropolitan"
21. "Music is Magic"
22-23. "Doctor Socrates"
"Moonlight on the Prairie"
24-25-26-27. "In Old Kentucky"
28. "Rainmakers"
29-30. "Stormy"
"Personal Maid's Secret"
1-2. "Riff Raff"
3-4. "Three Kids and a Queen"
5. "Diamond Jim."
6-7. "His Night Out"
"Ivory Handled Gun"
8-9. "A Night at the Opera"
7.
8-9.

Memorial Theatre
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.
Nov.

10-12.
13& 14.
15& 16.
17& 18.
18 & 20.

Nov.

22 & 23.

Nov.

24-26.

Nov.

27 & 28.

Nov.

29 & 30.

Dec.

1-3.

Dec.

4 & 5.

"Make a Million"

Dec.

6& 7.

"Justice on the Range"

Dec.

8 & 9.

Dec.

10.

"The Virginian"
Edith Lorand Orchestra (on the stage)

21.

"Feather in Her Hat"
"Honeymoon Limited"
"Super Speed"
"Clairvoyant"
"Headline Woman"
"Eide Norena" (Metropolitan Opera Co.)
On stage
"Silent Valley"
"Harmony Lane"
"Dr. Jekyl & Mr. Hyde"
"Fighting Shadows"
"She Married Her Boss"

Compliments of

The Kelser-Dowds Company
W holesale Groceries
MT. VERNON OHIO
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LIQUORS—BEER—WINES
LUNCHES
GEO. WISNER, Prop.

In Wisner Hotel

Compliments of

BEENEY'S SPORTS SHOP
110 S. Main St.
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ELKS GRILL

MT. VERNON
Courtesy Cards issued to Kenyon men.
Ask at Elks Club about the cards.
Not a Public Place
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TO ALL UNDERGRADUATES
and HIKA well-wishers
Your attention is called to the following letter which has been sent to all parents
of men now in college. It will be greatly appreciated if you, yourself, would
supplement this in your next letter to your family.

To The Parents of Kenyon Men:
We feel sure that you are anxious to keep in touch with Kenyon, your son's
college, in every way possible. We know, too, that you would like to
see the college, its surroundings, and become acquainted with the atmosphere
in which your son is living for four years.
The best way to do this is to receive and read each month's issue of Hika,
Kenyon's literary magazine, which will celebrate its first anniversary
next March. Hika reflects the true spirit of Kenyon. It is in no
sense simply a humor magazine. It contains views of the college buildings,
write-ups about the students, the faculty, the college. There are columns
devoted to world affairs from a collegiate angle, reviews of books which
might prove of interest to the student and graduate, and editorials on
questions of current interest. Besides these, stories and plays and
cartoons are published from time to time. We know that you will be proud
of Hika. a magazine which your son is, perhaps, helping to create.
All the articles are written by Kenyon men, all the art work done by
them, all the advertising procured by them.
You will find below a subscription blank. Kindly fill it out and send it
with your cheque for $2.00 to Hika, Gambier, Ohio. You will thereby
receive Hika for the remainder of the collegiate year (November, December,
February, March, April, May and June), and you will learn why Kenyon is
so beloved to all its students and alumni.
Respectfully yours,
November, 1935
Hika
Gambier, Ohio

THE EDITORS

You may enter my subscription to the HIKA for one
Price $2.00
collegiate year .
Name
Street
Town and State

Pasteurized Milk
Creamery Butter
Ice Cream
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•

Dressed Poultry

•

Jewell Ice Cream & Milk Co.
MT. VERNON, OHIO
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SOUTHWORTH
EXECUTIVE STATIONERY

SHI
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Specially designed for fraternity stationery
and personal use.
Carried in stock by

KENYON COUUEGE SHOP

A Collegian Store
Complete with an "up to the last minute

selection of

Manufactured by

ARROW Shirts, Shorts, Neckties, Handkerchiefs, and the
latest pattern in Interwoven Socks

The Dowds-Rudin Company
Mt. Vernon, Ohio

West Springfield,
Massachusetts
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