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Pure Oil Service Station
IT PAYS TO WEAR GARMENTS
OF NATIONALLY KNOWN MAKE
Shop

Knox Countys

Store

24 Hour Service
Phone 175

Cor. Ohio Ave. and Main St.

Steadily Pleasing Kenyon Men

JAMMERON'S
For Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
in Gambier

For Your
ARROW-ESSLEY
ELDER SHIRTS
Arrow Ties
Arrow Shirts and Shorts

Interwoven Sox and fruit of the Loom Pajamas

THE COLLEGE SHOP
Every Need for the College Man
Quality Products Only
SAVE IN MT. VERNON
Your account solicited and appreciated

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

Mt. Vernon, Ohio

Pitkin's Provision Store
"Everything to Eat"

The People's Bank of Gambier
Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation

BAUER'S
Excellent for Complete Line

QUALITY IN MT. VERNON

of Foods and Beverages for

DOC FIXIT'S

Restaurants, Hotels, Colleges

207 W. High St.
Radiator Repairing and Welding

and Clubs

Quality Gets Business

John Zuccaro Fruit Co.

Service Holds It

We Specialize in Both

Wholesale Fruit and Produce

THE WILLIAM BAUER CO.
Corner Gay and Ohio St.

Phone 573

CLEVELAND

CHICAGO

-

CORRESPONDENCE
A

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

The Editor of Hika
Kenyon College,
Gambier, Ohio.
Dear Sir:
I am not a subscriber to Hika. To be
very frank with you, I object to college
publications edited by students. I believe
they do not know what they are talking
about most of the time, and the fact that
their words are printed lends to them a
false authority that they do not deserve.
Do not mistake me. I believe that all
such undertakings by students are
heartily commendable—as efforts.
I
merely express my personal regrets that
immature and sometimes idiotic state
ments made by ungrown men should bear
the weight of experience and true knowl
edge when it is only the overbearing con
fidence of the youthful writer that
prompts them.
I do not believe that the youth of today
is the spirit of tomorrow, because the
outlook of a college graduate is changed,
perhaps even reversed, in a few short
months after his commencement. Life is
too different from what he expects and
the shock of disillusionment cools youth
ful fires admirably. He invariably be
lieves the world is his apple to eat and
the discovery that the world is even more
ready to devour him is shattering. He is
always a different man out in the world
from the seething idealist of the campus.
I have been interested in your maga
zine because it seemed less presumptive
than most I have known. I am interested
enough to urge you to maintain that
policy, if I may call it a policy and not
an accident.
Very sincerely,
The author of this letter asked that it
not be printed. However, the nature of it
makes that too much to be asked. We
withhold the name instead.
Dear Sirs:
I understand that Kenyon expects a
fine football squad this Fall. From that
record made by your team last year and
from your expectations for this season I
believe there must be a revival of the old
spirit at Kenyon. Glad to hear it, and I
wish you all the luck in the world this
season.
This matter of Kenyon's football team
brings up in my mind a point that de
serves mentioning, especially to men as
interested in your college as" I know you
are.
Kenyon does not get the publicity it
should, either locally or nationally. I do
not refer to the advertising campaign
that every college conducts through pam
phlets and booklets. I mean newspaper
publicity.
As you probably know, every college
of any importance maintains a publicity
bureau, or some organization wbose
specific purpose it is to maintain a con
tinual stream of news notes and interest-
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ing copy about goings on around the cam
pus into the offices of every surrounding
newspaper. Such an organization is not
immediately effective. Its success re
quires perseverance and a good deal of
work, but eventually, when newspapers
find that they may rely on your copy
when they have space to fill, you will find
your publicity taking hold.
There are thousands of people in
terested in Kenyon and many more
should ke. It is quite possible to force
their interest.
This year your football team offers an
excellent opportunity for a beginning.
Why don't you do something about it?
Cordially yours,
ARTHUR L. VAN,
Chicago, Illinois.
Dear Sirs:
My son has been graduated from Ken
yon these seven years, and although I
have seen far too little of him in that
time, since he is employed on the Pacific
coast, I have kept my interest in Kenyon
alive.
My son was deeply interested in poli
tics, and while at Kenyon his chief regret
was the lack of interest shown by his
classmates and friends in his one pet sub
ject. I still have several long letters from
him, written during those college days, in
which he spends whole pages in discuss
ing national problems and troubles with
me, who knew so little about them. He
was apparently lonesome in his deep in
terest.
In recent issues of Hika I have noticed
several articles on national probl ems.
Perhaps the students are turning more
to subjects of that nature. If they are, I
am very happy. There is something
broadening for a man who follows them.
Perhaps my son graduated eight years
too soon.
Yours truly,
MRS. L. M. CAMPBELL.

In November HIKA
THE MAD MONK OF
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a weird tale of adventure among
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there he blessing.

By DAVID W. JASPER

A letter from a resident of Gambier,
who refused to divulge his name, caused
considerable comment in the June issue
of HIKA. It represented an attitude, we
believe, that those connected with Kenyon, particularly the students, like to see.
We have hxmted out this remarkable
citizen and know who he is. However we
are not permitted to tell. The best we can
do is to print another of his letters.
Gentlemen:
I am still a resident of Gambier, and
although your editor has found me out,
heaven knows how, I prefer to remain
just that—a resident of Gambier.
I refuse to write down another detail
because I should prefer not to be found
out ag'ain. Details would give me away.
All I can do is thank your editor for
printing my June letter and commend his
diligence in searching me out.
Very sincerely,

Dear Sirs:
I am a Kenyon man in spite of the fact
that I have no diploma. You see, I only
had a chance to make a beginning.
Couldn't even complete my first year be
cause of financial
difficulties. Charles D.
Wright's article brought back memories
enough to fill a book, and I was not at
Kenyon a year! Things were not much
different in 1903 than in '96.
So far as I know, I left only one mark
at Kenyon College. Not having been
back since the day I left, all changes that
must have been made are unknown to me.
My mark, I think, was permanent. I
scratched my initials in a pillar of Rosse
Hall.
Although I cannot remember
which pillar it was, I am sure they are
there today.
With your receipt for my subscription
to Hika please let me know how my in
itials are withstanding the elements.
Sincerely,
F. COLWELL, '03.
St. Louis, Mo.
To the Sophomore Class:
As a Freshman I think the sophomores
are a pack of rats. I could take on any
six of you at the same time, but you
would sick more of your stooges on me, so
what's the use? Mr. Shaffer says this is
the best Freshman class in years, I don't
care if he does say the same thing to
every Freshman class. It still is.
I had to sing a song for you bums in
your line-up. Well, there were a flock of
your sheep standing around me or some
body else would have done the singing.
All that silly stuff sure does gripe me.
Anyway, I get a chance in the cane rush.
The following are the guys I am going to
get:
1. Olin, the head rat.
2. That half-pint Dan Dunn
3. A fuzzy-headed guy with glasses
who carries books like he went to Har
vard. I don't know his name but I know
who he is.
Watch and see if I don't.
A FROSH.
This note is left in all its native sim
plicity and primeval charm, much of
which would have been lost had we moved
commas and rearranged words. Surely
its delicate intent cannot fail to pierce
deep into sophomores' souls, bless them.
—The Editors.

1

Assembly Election
The bell of Old Kenyon rang
banging, clanging;
The students slouched carelessly
forth.
At seven o'clock by the chapel clock
The assembly took place.
The feet of the students went
clumping, humping
Ascending the stairs to the

hall.
A solid din ensued therein,
As insults and jibes grew apace.
The president faced them
calling, bawling,
And rapping his gavel for order,
And after a hit, the votes were split,
So a rival's name was submitted.
The factions sat there
leering, sneering,
Presenting the men of their
choice.
The smoky jets of cigarettes
Arose to the ceiling above.
Two hours it lasted with
cheering, jeering,
And students began to grow restless,
When up from the mass rose a student so crass
As to mention the show at the Vine.
The organized few were
selecting, electing
Men chosen that same afternoon.
A good many cursed as the few came in first,
And the "railroad machine" was permitted.
Most of the students were
shouting, spouting
"The election is quite unfair!"
The rest, they surmised, were organized
And bore them no earthly love.
The election completed, they went
fumbling, stumbling,
Descending the stairs once again.
One faction embittered, the other men tittered,
Still they crowded the show at the Vine.
—Robert W. Paskins.
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Two thirds of the college voted in the Presidential
straw vote conducted by Hika. After discarding
eight ballots made by Abraham Lincoln, Lew Ayres,
Joe Louis, and others of whose eligibility there was
some doubt, the count of ballots taken indicates a
little better than two to one majority in favor of
Governor Landon. As counted, the total vote was 117
for Landon, 51 for Roosevelt, 15 for Norman
Thomas, and 1 for Browder, Communist party can
didate. Had the ballots provided space for third
party votes there would probably have been more.
Evidently only those third party voters whose en
thusiasm bolstered their initiative sufficiently went
so far as to make space for their choices.
However, in actual votes that will count in the
November election, that is, those votes of those who
are of age and intend to vote, Landon leads over
Roosevelt by only seven votes. This may mean either
of two things: the younger students in favor of Lan
don outnumber the older, while Roosevelt's sup
porters are mainly the older students, or a large per
centage of those who favor Landon who are of vot
ing age do not intend to vote. The great majority of
Landon's votes did come from the Freshman and
Sophomore classes. Landon led in all classes, the
Freshman vote being 50 for Landon, 13 for Roose
velt, the Sophomore vote—22 for Landon to 10 for
Roosevelt, the Junior vote—18 for Landon to 12 for
Roosevelt, the Senior vote—17 for Landon to 13 for
Roosevelt. There were 58 students of voting age
who cast ballots in this straw vote. 32 of those
favored Landon, 26 favored Roosevelt, which left an
actual majority for Landon of only six votes. But
six of Landon's supporters of voting age do not in
tend to vote in November; seven of Roosvelt's do not.
Therefore, the actual count in favor of Landon is
seven votes.
Ten Socialists were former Republicans, five were
former Democrats. Republican newspapers today
are saying that most of our Socialists and Com
munists come from Democratic ranks.
As might be expected, in very nearly all cases, ex
cept where the third party entered, Republicans
came from Republican families, Democrats from
Democratic families. There are only, however, 14
October, 1936

"dyed in the wool" Republicans and 7 "died in the
wool" Democrats in college. 13 voters who were
against Roosevelt in 1932 are for him now; 7 who
were for him in 1932 are against him now.
The vote by divisions was as follows:

North Leonard
Middle Leonard
South Leonard
East Wing
Middle Kenyon
West Wing
South Hanna
Middle Hanna
North Hanna
Bexley

Republican
17
9
13
16
25
7
9
3
8
5

Democrat
2
2
7
4
11
8
7
3
2
4

Our hotbed of Socialism seems to be Middle Ken
yon, with 11 votes for Norman Thomas. Middle
Leonard is not quite so hot with only four. There
were scattered Socialist votes in all divisions. One
Communist vote came from Gambier.
The results of the Kenyon straw vote do not com
pare at all with the analysis of the national popular
vote as made from the results of the nation-wide
ballot in the Institute of Popular Opinion poll. The
major party vote nationally gives Roosevelt 49.5 per
cent of the total votes to 44.6 per cent for Landon.
Here at Kenyon Landon draws 63.5 per cent of the
total vote to Roosevelt's 27.6 per cent. Norman
Thomas draws 1.1 per cent of the national votes.
Here, Thomas draws 8.1 per cent, which, compared
with one estimate of Socialist sentiment throughout
the colleges and universities of the country, is lower
than average. The estimated Socialist vote through
the colleges and universities of the country is esti
mated at around ten per cent, probably higher. The
Institute of Public Opinions poll indicates that the
majority of Roosevelt's supporters are among the
younger voters between the ages of 21 and 44. The
elders favor Landon. Comparing this with the re
sults of the Kenyon poll, there are three possible
reasons for Landon's majority here; the parents of
the greater number of students are over 44 years of
5

age, Kenyon students come from fairly wealthy
families, or they are inherently Republican. That is,
of course, assuming that they have not made up their
own minds, which is, unfortunately, very probable
in most cases.
By national reckoning, younger voters should be
for Roosevelt by 59 to 41 per cent.

Kenyon
Intelligence Test
1. The name of the gravel road around the campus
is:

The Furtive Soul

a. Kenyon Ave.

Never before had I seen anything like it, the Fur
tive Soul.
The chapel service had already started, the music
begun. The Religious Souls already bellowed piously
in their pews.
The Furtive Soul stood hesitantly at the door, de
bating nervously whether to retreat or be horribly
dissected before God and the minister by the peering
eyes of the congregation. His cowardly ego fled from
him in the very hour of his need. A pallor struggled
up to his face but was overtaken at his collar by a
hot, panting blush.
He rallied half-heartedly and made as though to
open the door. Even as his hand moved, his feet re
treated ; a palsy of revulsion shook him, and the
blush gave way before an advancing sickly hue. The
Furtive Soul cursed himself, reassured himself, ral
lied himself,—and sat down on the steps. Could his
God help him now? If he could, why did he not come
charging to the fore and execute another triumph
over fear and the devil. A growing atheism shook
him.
As I watched, unseen, I conceived a pity for this
poor fellow. An urge to comfort him thrust me for
ward. The battle raging within the heart of this
wretch excited me. Could the retiring righteousness
of the fellow come to life and smother this flame be
fore it consumed him? The flutterings of the Furtive
Soul became more spasmodic as the minutes passed;
a glassy film dulled his eye. His last resort evidently
was to work himself into a stony trance, and in this
state force himself more easily into martyrdom
through his dulled sensibilities.
Even in this condition his spirit revolted. For
again his move to enter the now droning chapel was
checked by that insidious fear. Never would he be
subjected to the scrutiny of righteous churchmen
and old women. Never would he march down that
aisle, stared at, self-conscious,—late.
Panic seized him and would have dashed him
against the door. He kicked Panic from him, and in
so doing deri\ed a new confidence. I could see
Courage inflating him with her great lungs. His
vest stretched with manly fortitude. He struck a
Napoleonic pose, stepped forward, pulled on the
deer,—and found it locked.
You see, he was at Kenyon.

b. College Blvd.
c. Lord Gambier Memorial Parkway.
d. Chase Drive.
e.

(nameless)

f. The Glory Road.
2. One of the following is not a Freshman:
a. "Crowbar" Crobaugh
b. "Naughty" Storey
c. "Water" Mellen
d. "Harry" Legg
e. "Plugged" Nichols.
3. The present most outstanding necessity on the
Hill is:
a. A fieldhouse.
b. A nickname for Dr. Thornton.
c. More Freshmen.
d. Iron grillwork on the bookstore door.
e. A good Sunday night meal.
4. The Latin passage on the left gatepost at the
entrance to the College Park reads:
a. E Pluribus Unum.
b. Multum In Parvo.
c. Inter Sylvas Academi Quaerere Verum.
d. Collegium Est Bunkum.
e. Keepus Out.
5. The "Stacks" are:
a. Piles of rubbish behind the powerhouse.
b. The residue of a bull session.
c. Part of the library.
d. The College Endowment Fund.
e. Student accounts in the Gambier bank.
(Answers on page 10)
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Broadened By Travel
By Stuart W. Rose and Joseph P. Devine, Jr.

B

EFORE we had been on the Ilsenstein five
minutes, we concluded that she wasn't much
of a ship, as ships go. Short and narrow she
was, with rusty plates, and a superstructure that
cried for paint. Her whole appearance bespoke age
and decreptitude. A subsequent expedition into the
bowels of the ancient craft bore our previous opinion
out on that score. However, an ocean voyage -every
summer is not forthcoming to two hardened thugs
such as us, and we were quite willing to trust any
old bumboat that might remain afloat.
In the midst of the most gigantic Alpha Delt fare
well we had ever seen, the ship finally cast off,
shortly after 3 P.M. What a demonstration! Many
an arm was undoubtedly strained by frantic wavers
goodbye, and handkerchiefs were rent to ribbons
like flags in a high wind. We remained on deck for
a considerable length of time, watching the Statue
of Liberty and the spires of Manhattan decrease in
size and grow misty in the distance. Then we re
paired to our cabins for an inventory of our impres
sions and sensations. After drinking a solemn toast
to our departure from America, we roiled into bed
for a solid night's sleep. The day had been a full one.
The less said about that eastward crossing, the
better. The weather was rotten for the duration of
the voyage, the crew was in a half-mutinous, drunken
condition most of the time, and the only occasion
on which we got an inkling that there was a bedroom
steward was when he searched us out on the last day
to make sure he got a tip. Not that we did not have
a fine, indeed, extraordinary time. The passenger
list more than made up for the lesser discomforts.
That is always the acid test of a happy crossing:
the pleasant memories of people you travelled with.
And a small boat, like ours, helped tremendously in
bringing everybody together. Some of the shipboard
personalities were naturals as far as deserving nick
names go. Rose invented the following appropriates:
Toots O'Lear, the Professor, Alice Blue Goon, the
Ghost, Dracula, Grandma (the Hex), Kaffee
Sprague, and the Green Hat. Devine produced the
Daisy Chain, the Gas House Gang, the President of
the Boor's Club, Aunt Lib, Peck's Bad (?) Girl,
Champ, the Old Hag, Squirrelhead, Doc Savage, and
the Harpy. Of course, the invariable intrigues went
on right under everyone's nose, and the usual hard
feelings resulted, but these were forgiven and forOctober, 1936

gotten by everyone except such inveterate gossips as
the Old Hag and the Harpy. Perhaps it was just as
well that the voyage ended when it did.
As soon as we landed in Antwerp, our troubles
started. Rising at six P.M., after a two-hour sleep to
take the sting out of our previous night's merry
making, we packed and were hustled through the
Belgian customs. Devine had some thirty packs ot
cigarettes (they allow you to take in one duty-free)
distributed about his person, and though the system
was uncomfortable, it succeeded in keeping prying
Belgian eyes from the cigarettes. We took a taxi to
the American Express Co., surveying Antwerp with
jaundiced eyes on the way, and strained our
physiques carrying our luggage up a steep, narrow
flight of stairs to the office. Almost all of our friends
and other shipmates were there ahead of us, all with
the idea of getting railroad tickets and itineraries
across the continent. We saw that we were in for a
good, long wait, though we had no idea for how
long it was going to be. We were, meanwhile, har-
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assed. A crowd of militant school teachers, middleaged women all, can completely forget that they are,
supposedly, civilized human beings. That mob of
gentle old souls was putting any football team to
shame with their tactics.
Eventually we were waited on, procured our
tickets from Antwerp to Bulken, Norway, and beat
a hasty retreat, jostling as many school teachers as
possible on the way out. We spent three hours in
that place, fifteen minutes of which had been ab
sorbed in our transactions.
Not for long did we tarry in Antwerp. As soon as
possible, we were on a train bound for Brussels.
What a train! It was an electric, and between
Antwerp and Brussels, sustained a speed of seventy
to eighty miles per hour. The road-bed was devil
ishly uneven (most of them are, over there), and we
divided our time between trying to maintain our
balance and not succeeding.
In Brussels we had a two hour wait between trains,
which we employed in a cursory examination of the
district around the station. Not much impressed, we
returned and got on a train which was just about to
leave for Cologne. It was on this train that one of
the saddest incidents of the trip took place. Devine
had repacked his cigarettes in his luggage at the
Amexco, but as we neared the German frontier, he
took them out again, preparatory to hiding them in
side his shirt. Upon observing this not too subtle
move, one of our two traveling companions broke his
appreciated silence. Devine was informed that the
only thing to do was to "tell all" and declare the
works. Our friend vowed Hitler's henchmen would
not only make a thorough search of our luggage, but
also of our persons. Rose's limited experience with
the customs convinced him that the old windbag was
a scarehead of the first water, if not an out and out
liar. He did try to convince Devine in a series of stage
whispers, which failed to shut the old man up or stop
Devine (afraid the calamity howler would report
him to the customs) from worrying. The latter de—
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cided that, instead of packing them around his body,
he would put twenty-seven packs under the seat and
declare the remaining three. As soon as the old
buzzard left the compartment for a moment, Devine
hastily began sliding packages under the seat, so far
under that it would require nothing short of an
umbrella to retrieve them. Having done this we both
settled back with sighs of relief, and awaited develop
ments. Fifteen minutes later the train jolted to a
stop, and a small, nasty-looking Belgian conductor
raced officiously into the compartment and began
screaming at us in his native tongue, not a word of
which we understood. Eventually we got the gist of
his jabberwock; we were to evacuate "immediatement." No time to rescue the precious Camels.
Heartsick and disgusted, we resisted the temptation
to destroy him, and struggled into the next car,
whence we watched our old car brutally cut off and
shunted away. Nor were we more reconciled to our
fate when we got to the border and the German
officials did not even deign to open our luggage!
Because of this disaster, coupled with our extreme
fatigue, we were not in the most pleasant frame of
mind when we reached Cologne. Between trains, we
sat in a cafe across the street from the station, sip
ping beer and staring morosely at the ugly, shaved
Prussian heads around us, even half wishing we had
stayed at home.
We had the devil's own time getting a berth in a
sleeping car that night. In the first place, we didn't
understand that we had to buy our sleeper tickets on
the train and not in the station, and all the German
ingenuity in the world could not get that fact across j
to us until an exceedingly ingenious young man
thought of enlisting the services of a man who spoke
English. When we finally got on the train, we found
it very crowded indeed, but at last someone procured
a sleeping compartment for us. It wasn't at all bad,
and though we had less than six hours sleep, we
awoke in Hamburg the next morning greatly re
freshed.
We may as well say here that we found continental
trains on the whole vastly inferior to American
trains in almost every way. The road beds are miser
able, uneven affairs that heckle one constantly with
the fear that the train is going to jump the track.
Nearly all the coaches are made of wood, and never
did we find anything that remotely resembled airconditioning. The windows are to be left open (un
less you prefer to suffocate), and railroad noises,
cinders, smoke and other varieties of gas are all in
the game—your little problem. Free water (on Ger
man trains, at least) does not exist; you buy it from
the dining car, and thank heaven for it. Fresh water
in Europe, by the way, is a much maligned com
modity, and you are considered the Prince of Boors
if you ask for it instead of beer or wine. The waiter
(Continued on page 12)
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George Petty: Artist

A

MAN who apparently
done in silence. Neither of
never cared for draw
them says much until it is fin
ing or painting or art
ished. With the formative
iv •
is making a success of it. He
stage completed and the draw
&
wanted vaguely to be a black
ing ready for the brush the'
smith.
atmosphere relaxes. Petty
even sings. Sometimes the
The second floor of a co
folks downstairs come up and
lonial home on Coyle Avenue
•
stand around. He gets a lot
in Chicago has been made into
of fun out of his family.
a studio where a radio plays
Down inside he likes to think
instrumental music and bluish
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of the day, and daughter
easier.
Marjorie, with golden hair,
Black neckties are his only
with black hair, with platinum
peculiarity of dress. He doesn't look like an artist
hair, has appeared in Esquire, in cigarette adver
at all. An artist never does. Although a thoughtful
tisements, and heaven knows where else. During
man, his attitude is always that of alertness. Sitting
working hours the studio is forbidden to all but
alone and thinking, or just talking on the telephone,
members of the family, whom Petty calls "pals."
he distractedly draws small boxes in perspective,
The family itself is "the gang," the immediate hench
sometimes various parts of feminine anatomy, and,
men being Mrs. Petty, who runs things downstairs,
more sinisterly, a three-quarters view of a revolver.
George, junior, who plays the saxophone, and the
It is hard to draw a three-quarters view of a re
dog, Bozo, who doesn't do very much at all.
volver.
Work in the studio is systematic. Before a new
piece of work is begun the shambles caused by the
previous one must be removed, things set in their
places. Petty doesn't like to work in a mess. Mar
jorie, who is a natural curly brunette and a dead
ringer for her mother, helps move things around.
The lovely women who entrance us in magazines
are not begun with any definite plan in mind. While
Petty has some idea for the style of dress or gown
she will wear, he fiddles around on paper for some
time before he gets a satisfactory pose for the young
lady. Marjorie is very helpful with suggestions at
this stage, obliging with as many attractive contor
tions that girls can assume as are necessary until
her father has selected a pose. Petty, in charac
teristic black necktie, walks with an athletic, youth
ful stride about the room observing Marjorie. That
doddering old fogie with specs who sometimes ap
pears with his young ladies isn't his conception of
himself at all. The old gentleman only serves as a
foil for the charms of beauty.
The formative work of outline and proportion is
October, 1936
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Sometimes people imagine artists as a little wildeyed, with long, delicate, white fingers, and the look
of a genius about them. Petty plays basketball twice
a week in season and he and Mrs. Petty are down
right football fans. He insists that he would never
have drawn a line had there not been money in it
and had no ambitions whatsoever except a liking
for blacksmithing. Only the death of his father
brought him sharply up against the necessity of
doing something for a living. Of Abbeville, Lou
isiana, where he was born, he remembers little, for
- soon the family moved to Chicago and George
started to grammar school. He hated it. He be
lieves he would still hate it. There was no one par
ticular phase of getting an education that galled
him, it was just the whole business.
Then his father died and he was up against it.
Kids will do almost anything for money. George
sighed and began selling art courses to his friends.
He was twelve years old then. Shortly he sold a
hand-made diploma for five dollars. It looked like
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boom times, but not for long. In time he went to
work in an engraving house with a number of other
boys. It was his first real job. Wages were five
dollars a week; the headman got forty and did the
same amount of work. At the end of the second
week it was too much. They got together and de
cided that five dollars a week was rat's pay, not
enough. In a body, with dour and forbidding miens
they approached the head man, demanded ten dollars
a week or his face would be punched. The head man
thoughtfully fingered his features and estimated
their value approximately. They were, he decided,
worth the money. But George understood that there
was a far better way to earn a living than that.
Commercial art was what he was meant for. He reg
istered in the Chicago Art Institute as a student.
Soon life became easier. He had successes and
was able to travel extensively in Europe a few
years before the War. Gravitating to Paris, as most
successful art students do at some time or other, he
entered the Julian Academy. It was here that, un
consciously, a French influence crept into his style.
When he married, Mrs. Petty had a heck of a time.
Her husband was always drawing her hands and
feet and neck, the most difficult parts of the body
for an artist to master. She didn't mind very much,
but it became tiresome after a while, for he prac
ticed on her an entire year almost exclusively.
Artists have got to have some sort of tempera
ment. Not the temperament of other people who do
not care particularly about little things. An artist,
to be neatly typical, must become nervous when
something irritates his super-sensibilities. If he
can not be nervous he must have some eccentric
principle, some odd rule, to follow out to the letter so
he can be typical. Petty does not think he is an
artist so he only went about half way just to barely
meet the definition of an artist's artistic tempera
ment. In the Petty household there are no pictures
by George B. Petty. There are not even a few un
finished pictures. If a piece of work goes sour in
the making it is destroyed. Petty is afraid of be
coming like a radio bug who has hundreds of parts
but no complete set. He believes it is better to have
none than to be continually making improvements
on old stuff.
His work now is chiefly cartoons and advertising,
a mundane employment of talent. That is, it would
be mundane, subversive, if Petty thought he was a
great man and artist, but as it is, his work is merely
a good occupation. Underneath it all he is playing
Zeigfeld, glorifying the American girl, as it were,
and most of us wish she were representative of the
average, Kenyon being a men's college. She is done
in watercolor, the actual painting requiring about
a day and a half. Occasionally, to contrast and bal
ance with simplicity the richness of her coloring, the
simple red brush outline of her background is allowed
10

to remain. The result is spectacular, but very
simple. That is constantly his aim, simplicity. He
strives for it especially in her clothes, which are in
fluenced by movie fashions but are never a cold steal
of any garment Petty has seen. A dress of his carries
no frills or gadgets in order that "Miss America"
alone may be the center of interest.
Men who become noted for the beautiful women
they draw get roped into all sorts of things nowa
days—beauty contests, where they are judges, maga
zine articles, where they are viewed objectively—
anything. But an artist seldom has deep outside
interests. He thinks too much about his work. And
here is Petty's basis for his claim that he is no
artist; he rushes away from his work to monkey
with furniture, early American furniture, which he
collects for his colonial home and his cabin in the
north woods. On a Sunday afternoon, in preference
to a hammock and a book, or puttering around in
the garden, he builds furniture, tables and chairs
without nails or screws, just wooden pegs.
—David W. Jasper.
Doctor Ashford told his Spanish class a joke once.
It was a nasty day outside and all of the boys were
feeling pretty down on things, namely, Spanish.
"Why," asked the Doctor, "is a professor grading
a blue-book so much like a dog eating a frankfurter ?"
No one knew. Dull glances were profuse.
"Because," said Doctor Ashford triumphantly,
"they are both getting back their own mangled sub
stance."
No one laughed. Doctor Ashford did a rainbow
right in front of everybody. There was silence.
"Did you say 'doll'?" someone asked.
"What was that again?" asked another.
Ah, it was shameful. Somehow the Doctor has
never felt equal to telling another.
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Bob is a good wrestler, but that takes up too much
working time. Besides, there are not many tough
wrestlers in college and competition is scarce. In
Dayton, where he went to high school, a long time
ago, it seems to him, he could wrestle at will. Here,
people are comparative sissies. Even Rudolph Kutler refuses to wrestle.
At Kenyon he is a crusader in the cause of the
waiter, who, he believes, gets a raw deal. The waiters
are a group of Cinderellas who get what is left when
the crowd is through. That rouses him, because the
last two chicken dinners were horribly depleted when
he got to them. There was almost none left. But
October, 1936

As a sort of relaxation from the rigors of biology
and work, he admires paintings, watercolors. He
knows quite a bit about them too. Once he used
to paint, but that takes too much time now. Insead, he just admires and collects. Over his desk
hang two watercolors, done by a mighty fine girl,
he says. The one on the left is of a vase with several
smaller vases standing around; the one on the right
is of flowers, which were beautifully recognizable,
but whose name we could not recall. Both were
well done, so evidently sentiment alone did not
prompt the selection.
For three years he played football—at guard, end,
11

several positions. But this year he is carrying twentyone hours of work, so that football intereferes.
Always tactful, he explained to Coach Lambert that
his work interfered with football, not that football
interfered with work. In three years he has come
close enough to Phi Beta Kappa to feel that he just
missed something.
The Freshman Class bothers him. It has not
learned to be strictly Kenyon even yet. He is afraid
it might not. There was a time when a person
knew every new freshman within two weeks. Now
nobody knows anybody, which is confusing and re
grettable. He thinks the college is becoming more
like a university where students are educated in
masses.
Bob will graduate in February. It has taken him
only three and a half years. He expects to enter
Cincinnati University's medical school.
"They say they will take me," he says.
That is the way he talks.

BROADENED BY TRAVEL
(Continued from page 8)

invariably recoils, his face a study in horrible dis
belief. "What, just plain water?" he asks tragically,
and as he goes off in despair to fill this strange order,
his head wags in a knowing and significant manner.
We had a three hour wait in Hamburg. It was
early in the morning, and the workingmen were just
having their initial schnapps for the day. Our break
fast was procured in the third class restaurant. We
feel that it is propitious at this time, to confess what
twenty-four carat fools we were about the trans
portation situation until we reached Norway. Even
had we wanted to, or had money enough, we wouldn't
have travelled first class. People just don't travel
first class. It was our full intention to travel third
class all the time, but when we found that no Schlafwagens were available to third class passengers, we
were scared out and booked second class all the way
to Norway. Of course, sleeping on hard wooden
benches is no pleasure, even when one is used to the
stern pallets of Kenyon, but we considered ourselves
cheated when we discovered that first class is twice
as expensive as second, and second twice as ex
pensive as third.
We rode through Germany until early afternoon,
sleeping most of the time. About three o'clock we
stopped at Sassnitz, the last German outpost, on the
Baltic Sea. Our train was loaded on a ferryboat, and
we began the five hour crossing to Tralleborg,
Sweden.
In due time, the ferry deposited us at Tralleborg,
and after much confusion and inefficient handling of
coaches, the train was reassembled early in the eve
ning and pulled out of the station. We were not too
sadly grieved to be out of Oncle Adolf's country.
12

By a mere chance, we bought our sleeper tickets
just in time to avoid spending the night out in the
aisle somewhere. Two women were forced to do just
that, because of the quaint old European custom of
selling the passengers railroad tickets, but forcing
them to buy sleeping car tickets on the train. In
other words, "You can ride our trains, but if you
aren't able to find an unoccupied berth when you get
on, that is your funeral." The women were very in
dignant, and were even threatening to throw some- j
one out of his compartment and move in themselves.
We were very sympathetic, and offered to do everything but move out for them. We were so sleepy that
George Shaffer himself could not have persuaded us
to give up our berths.
Early the next morning we were awakened by a
very courteous Norwegian customs official. He asked
for our passports and we summoned energy enough
to fish them out of our clothes, but when he started
firing other questions at us we mumbled and rolled
over. This no doubt annoyed him, but apparently he
himself was too tired to be bothered with formalities,
for the next time we regained consciousness it was
four hours later. The train was just entering Oslo.
The end of our long trek was in sight. That evening we would be in Bulken, three hours east of Ber
gen, where Rose's brother, Ted, lived, complete with
wife, children, nurse, and house. As we started
climbing up into the mountains out of Oslo our trip
took on a new light and with it came a mental re
laxation that had eluded us so far. From the moment
we had docked at Antwerp we had been subconsciously aware of an underlying feeling of disdain
beneath the hypocritical veneer of friendliness of the
unwashed Belgians. Even during our first brief trip
through Germany, we were conscious of an air of
tenseness and militarism. However, the minute that
we started travel
ling through Nor
way, we felt an air
of friendliness, of
hospitality. The
Norwegians are
essentially kindred
souls.
I
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Skjaeggedalsfoss Waterfall,
Hardanger, Norway.

The trip from
Oslo to Bulken
was made across
the famous OsloBergen railroad,
which is the only
railroad running
from east to west
across the country.
It is an engineer1
ing feat and a
scenic marvel, the
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product of years of untold labor. Running parallel
with the borders and in the center of the country are
the tops of the mountain ranges which form, liter
ally, the backbone of the country. At the top of the
range on the railway lies Finse, impressive in its cold
grandeur, but uninviting. About half way down to
wards the west coast is Myrdal. It was there that
we had the greatest scenic thrill of our lives. The
terrain drops a sheer two thousand feet to the floor
of the Flaam valley below.
Bulken is a small village sandwiched in between
the foot of a mountain and the edge of a lake. Six
miles away at the other end of the lake is Voss, the
largest town between Oslo and Bergen, having a
population of some twenty thousand. Our first job
upon arriving was to get in some pure and un
adulterated loafing. We were physically defeated.
No sooner had our resting campaign showed signs
of taking hold than we were off with the Roses for
the ten mile walk around the lake to Voss to pur
chase the week's groceries. Voss is an attractive,
small town, but according to the reports that we got,
is much too large a metropolis for the home-loving
Norwegians and out-door fiends like our host and
hostess. While shopping we went into the hardware
store owned and run by Knute Rockne's father.
Rockne himself was born above the store.
Most of our time was spent in walking expeditions.
One afternoon we walked seven miles back through
the mountains to have our rapidly swelling feet sized
for some hand-made shoes, contracted for and built
by a Jacob Evanger. Another afternoon was spent
in going over Rauschmule, the local mountain, from
the top of which we could look down at the Rose's
front yard across the narrow end of the lake.
We witnessed, or heard, a native wedding. All the
men and women were dressed in their finest national
costume. We had passed the procession and were on
our way when suddenly there was a loud report.
Rose's brother murmured, "Poor fellow." Scarcely
had he said this than there came another detonation.
"My God, he missed him." groaned Devine. Im
mediately there was a third blast. "Good Lord,
they've got triple barreled shot guns in Norway,"
yelled Rose. Someone patiently explained that there
were three sticks of dynamite set off before the cere
mony.
The wedding reception, we were told, is a four or
five day bender. Guests and relatives come from
miles around and all stay at the home of the bride to
help drink up the barrels of heimebryg that the
bride's father has batched up for the occasion. The
uglier the bride is and the harder the time the family
has had in marrying her off, the bigger the bender.
The guests make no pretence of sleeping anywhere
for any length of time, but merely lie where they fall,
then revive and eat more. During all the horse-play,
October, 1936
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Glittertind Mountain in the Jotunheim (Home of the Giants)
Mountain Region, Norway. It is the second highest
peak in Norway.

the bridegroom is kept away from the bride by the
men of the party. This really makes little or no dif
ference as there is no honeymoon and ten years is
the average length of an engagement. Some men
have had to apologize to their friends for a hasty
marriage following an engagement of only two
years. Engagements are a set thing and never
broken. As a rule they usually last until the girl be
comes pregnant, and then amid much rejoicing a
date is set for the wedding. Unhappy and in dis
repute is the girl who proves sterile during the en
gagement.
Altogether too soon did we have to leave Norway.
On our departure from Bulken, we retraced our
steps to Oslo to find there the most attractive city
that we had yet encountered. Our regrets were many
that we had not been smart enough to include several
days in Oslo on our itinerary before reserving our
plane tickets. However, that is one place to which
we can look forward to returning for a more detailed
inspection than one night afforded us. As early as
we could make it, we rolled into huge soft beds in the
hotel that had been recommended to us.
Promptly at six in the morning, we were
awakened by a great battering at the door, as per
our request. We leaped out of bed and dressed hur
riedly, knowing that if we missed our "fly" we would
be just 100 kroner poorer, with not a thing to show
for it. After eating a scanty breakfast we paid our
hotel bill (we were amazed at how inexpensive it
was), chartered a cab and went roaring madly
through the streets of Oslo, eventually winding up at
the quay of the Norske Luftfartkelsnap. A villain
ous-looking old fellow carried our luggage a few
yards to the waiting tender. We considered 50 ore
(about 15 cents) an excellent tip for this service, but
the old robber evidently had a standard charge for
his work, because he resolutely stood his ground and
held out for one krone, which we gave him.
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On the tender, we presented our tickets and
watched our luggage being weighed. It was con
siderably overweight, and our friends seemed quite
unhappy about It. Indeed, they were undecided
whether to take it or not. They finally gave in, how
ever, and after we had paid the overweight charge,
which amounted to about five dollars, our bags were
labelled and tossed into the stern. A short while
later the boat cast off, and we headed out into the
harbor toward the plane, which was tied up to a
small wharf about three miles away.
The "fly" was a Junkers tri-motor, a type of trans
port plane quite common in Europe, fitted with floats
instead of wheels. The rudder bore the black swas
tika of Germany. When the luggage had been stowed
into the belly of the ship, a gangway was raised and
the passengers crowded abroad. The plane was
jammed full, and a small auxiliary seat (which fell
to Devine) had to be pressed into service.
One by one the three motors went into action. The
Junkers was not at all soundproof; the roar was
rather deafening. After a suitable period of warm
ing up, we taxied out into clear water, and roared
down the inlet. At the point just before the take-off,
when the floats were planing over the surface of the
water at terrific speed, the sensation to the pas
senger was comparable to that of driving a speed
ing car over numerous tiny ruts or furrows. It was
a rapid, shuddering vibration, but a very shallow
one.
Three hours later we sighted the Danish coastline;
we were nearing Copenhagen. We flew over the city,
and the pilot set us down perfectly in a small inlet,
taxiing over to a wharf, where we disembarked.
After the Danish Customs had finished with us, we
boarded a company-owned bus, which took us to the
office in downtown Copenhagen. On this ride, which
amounted to a sightseeing trip, actually, we had the
occasion to see many interesting sights in the way of
people and scenery. What amazed us most of all,
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Finse on the famous Oslo-Bergen Railway.
background is seen the Hardanger Glacier.
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perhaps, was the vast number of bicycles, more than
we had ever seen in any European or American city.
Everywhere we saw bicycles by the hundreds, but
there were also more automobiles than one might
expect. Along the sidewalks were special bicycle
tracks about six feet wide, raised above the street
level but below the sidewalks. Copenhagen had every
appearance of being a thriving, live city. We knew
we would like it.
We stayed there three days, spending very little
time in our hotel. Most of our hours were employed
in walking aimlessly through the shopping district,
keeping our eyes and ears open as we enjoyed the
sights. Rose finally succumbed and made a tour of
the canals, which, it is said, is really the best way to
see the town. We saw one movie, an American talkie
with Danish subtitles. Our roars of mirth at the
lines caused several of the audience to eye us cur
iously. (Most European movie audiences are very
self-contained). One night we visited the Tivoli, a
big amusement park in the center of town. The
roller coaster was a tame affair, which we soon gave
up as a bad job, but ah, the gambling! More and
bigger and better gambling devices, from the sim
plest to the most elaborate, all running wide-open,
each with a waiting list of wild-eyed Danes, their
money in their hands. Gambling is one of the na
tional crazes, if not the national craze. They all take
an active part in it. One of the most interesting con
cessions in the park was a booth that had row upon
row of shining new crockery stacked along the back.
The customers received eight wooden balls for fifty
ore, and were allowed to use their discretion as to
disposal of the balls. That place always had a crowd
in front of it. There was no reward for crockery
broken, except the possible satisfaction to a savage
disposition.
As much as we liked Copenhagen, the place palled
on us for lack of companions to help us enjoy it. We
pulled stakes and headed southward, this time
travelling third class, however, on a train bound for
Hamburg, which we reached that night after an
other ferry crossing. We spent the night there to
break our journey and left the next day on a trip
into the interior, which we expected to end at
Munich.
Three hours by train from Hamburg is Hildesheim, a pleasant, interesting, strongly pro-Hitler
town. Everywhere the Nazi salute is the standard
greeting. We were "heiled" at every turn. But as
we went farther south, we escaped more and more
from the unpleasant Prussian influence, shaved, blue
heads and bull necks. Rose did annoy Devine some
what by constantly being thrilled by the "pictures
que" architecture, and by gasping and panting with
delight over each narrow, crooked street. That night
(Continued on page 16)
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iterary Soundings
By Robert W. Paskins

THE LAST PURITAN, by George Santayana,
Charles Scribner's Sons, $2.75, 002 pages.
Sixteen years ago, George Santayana and Mario
Van de Weyer dined together in Santayana's apart
ment in the Faubourg Saint Germain in Paris.-Their
conversation, or rather their musing aloud, easily
bridged the gap that the difference in their ages
would have created (Mario being much the younger
of the two), and ran to reminiscences of their lives
together at Harvard; Santayana, professor of phil
osophy; Mario, student. They spoke of their lives
during the War, and, as was natural, their relation
ship with Oliver Alden.
From this and other conversations was conceived
the idea of The Last Puritan, the life of Oliver
Alden.
George Santayana, born in Spain, a Catholic and
a Latin, sought through his genius to recount the
life of a dissatisfied, highly disbelieving Nordic, and
has made The Last Puritan more than a mirror
reflecting the experiences and vicissitudes of one
man's life. It is a probing of the soul of man to
discover the purpose and meaning of life, a loom
upon which stretches the very warp and woof of
life with its shams exposed.
Oliver Alden was descended from very educated
and wealthy New England parents. Outwardly, he
led a normal life. He attended a public school and,
later, Williams College. Prosaically enough, he
broke his leg in the Williams-Harvard football game.
Oliver Alden seemed, indeed, a very usual sort of
man. He was wealthy, and so he did a good deal
of travelling. When the War broke out, he enlisted
in the United States Army and went to France. He
was killed, very ordinarily and simply. It was a
life any one of us might have lived and died.
But somehow or other, all through this story there
are two Oliver Aldens. One is resigned to life on
earth, bending to the will of natural forces; one is
ever groping, delving, into the why of his existence,
fighting to correlate himself with society. As San
tayana said, "He convinced himself on Puritan
grounds that it was wrong to be a Puritan
and remained a Puritan notwithstanding." What
Alden did was to convince himself that it was wrong
to be a Puritan in the age in which he was living,
October, 1936

for because of his being a Puritan he stood alone in
a drab and unhappy life.
Conceive, if you can, the terribleness of being a
Puritan, halted in every enjoyment by some binding
sense that does not permit a normal loss of con
science or morality. A great part of life is that free
dom of action unbound by conscience. Conceive of a
conscience that never relaxes, that constantly holds.
The commonplaces, the pleasures found in mar
riage, in having children and a home, in following
some vocation, and performing the usual actions of
man, evoked only a feeling of futility and spiritual
fatigue in Alden. In that state of mind he died. He
was willing to die. The fact that he was still young
nurtured no regret in him. Let others more fitted
carry on a society of which he was no part. He felt
himself to be of another world, and so he quit this
one gladly, fully believing that years were not the
criterion of the completeness of life.
The life of Alden as told by Santayana holds some
bit of every man in it. Every reader recognizes some
small corner of himself in the figure of Oliver Alden.
He represents the magnification of moral forces that
uphold us, some greatly, some less. The terrible
ness of his imprisonment within his soul, fettered by
the belief that he was a part of no earthly society,
bound by his strange morality, cannot but affect the
reader.
Fifteen years after their conversation in Fau
bourg Saint Germain, George Santayana and Mario
Van de Weyer met again, this time at the Pincio in
Rome. Meanwhile The Last Puritan had been com
pleted and Mario had been sent a rough draft of the
work. At that meeting Santayana expressed his
true purpose in writing the book. Mario accused
him of making all his characters speak in the philo
sophical style of Santayana himself. The author
explained that he had, in writing the book, "recast,
re-lived, and entirely transformed the characters in
order to present them with a clairvoyance that
caused them to express what they were virtually
feeling; recast his characters words for them." Thus
only could we draw an honest portrait of the over
burdened moral nature and the severe subjective
critical faculty that was the tragedy of The Last
Puritan.
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BROADENED BY TRAVEL
(Continued from page lit)

we spent in writing letters and oiling our walking
shoes.
The next afternoon we packed Rose's rucksack
with the things we would need on our walking trip,
and after forwarding our luggage to Gottingen, we
bade farewell to Hildesheim and set out with light
hearts to walk the fifteen miles to Bockenem, our
objective for the day. That took about five hours of
fairly steady walking through fertile wheat fields
and villages. We were amazed at the frequency of
the small villages along the road. It seemed as though
there was one every mile or so. We had started with
every indication of fair weather, but after two hours
the sky clouded up and a heavy rain began to fall.
This was nothing new to us after Norway. Out came
the old raincoats and we sloshed along just as cheer
fully as before.
We were passing through hilly, wooded country,
when we suddenly blundered into German troop
maneuvers. There were two regiments of soldiers,
separated by several miles of dense brush and trees.
Each body of troops had planes out trying to spot
the other, and the planes communicated with their
ground crews by radio. The soldiers wore green
uniforms and helmets. Operating in the bushes as
they were, we couldn't see how they would be visible
to anyone in the air, for even we, on the ground, had
not seen them till we were right in the midst of
them.
Just before dark we arrived at Bockenem, and
sought out the town's one hotel. Bockenem wasn't
much of a place. Let it suffice to say that we were
kept awake most of the night by huge lice, which
galloped back and forth across the beds in columns
of four, their feet making a hideous tumult.
On the following morning we took to the road
again, intending to reach Goslar by midafternoon.
The first of the journey was wonderful, something to
be remembered. All morning we tramped through
woods and along country lanes, fresh and green,
over grassy, rolling country. Then the terrain
flattened out, our trees disappeared and we were
forced to follow cobblestone highways, hard as steel
and sharp as glass. Goslar is twenty-one miles from
Bockenem, a seven hour walk ordinarily. But the
walking shoes Devine had bought in Norway were
not broken in yet and his feet became badly blistered.
The last five miles took over two and a half hours, so
slowly did Devine hobble along. The next morning
found his feet in no better condition, so it was de
cided that Rose should walk the remaining twentythree miles to Osterode and take a train from there
to Gottingen, while Devine was to go straight to
Gottingen by train. The road to Osterode lay through
the Harz mountains, so Devine missed the best part
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of the walk, the sissy.
Rose started out at about nine in the morning
from Goslar. It was a beautiful, clear, warm morn
ing and the route out of town lay through the resi- j
dential district. From Goslar through Zellerfeld to
Claustahl the way was steadily up-hill. Fortunately,
a path soon deviated from the main highway on the
outskirts of the town. The path was covered with
pine needles, fallen from the tall trees overhead
which were soft and comforting to the feet.
Soon his path descended to cross the road, only to
ascend steadily along the opposite side. Slowly the
road faded from view, to appear occasionally far
below through a cut in the pines. A great many of
the woods in Germany are of beeches, but the Harzreise are covered with pines. The odor is fragrantly
but gently forced upon one by the fresh mountain
breezes, and the sense of solitude and superior ser
enity lulls the walker into an even glide, far dif
ferent from the pounding of tired feet on uninviting
cobblestones. From time to time the path crossed
the road, which monotonously wound its way back
and forth. The path was wide enough for two Roses
(which means that you could have driven a motor
cycle and side-car through with ease) and at every
place where a path branched off or entered, the
way was marked by a small wooden sign on a tree.
Toward noon the path emerged from the foliage to
burst at the summit upon the road which had
diverged far back from the course of the path.
An hour or so later a weary fat boy dragged into
the local Rathaus at Zellerfeld to be revived in short
order by soup, meat, and beer, all of the highest
culinary merit.
The other half of the walk down to Osterode was
not quite so pleasing a jaunt as the morning one.
The road lay through comparatively open country,
with the exception of about eight more miles of path
through the forest. After arriving in Osterode at
four o'clock, Rose had to wait for three hours to get
a train to Gottingen, which necessitated two changes
and a half an hour's wait. The three hour session in
Osterode proved interesting inasmuch as it was
spent with a carpenter and two bar maids in a third
class waiting room. That was the acid test of Rose's
book German. With a few words, accompanied by
much arm waving and diagramming, a lot of terri
tory was covered. In fact, they discussed everything
from Roosevelt to the comparative pulchritude
of
M
American and German girls. Rose, who has been an
iconoclast all his life, became a brass-throated, hypo
critical diplomat in no time at all.
Meanwhile, Devine had arrived at Gottingen,
claimed the luggage, and taken a room at a hotel.
He then sat down to wait for Rose. The poor fel
low arrived several hours later, footsore and weary,
but proud over having walked fifty-nine miles in two
(Continued on page 18)
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Right on the back of the Prince
Albert tin it says: "Prince Albert
is prepared under the process dis
covered in making experiments to
produce the most delightful and
wholesome tobacco." We think you'll
agree once you try Prince Albert

and discover the extra smoking
joy it brings. Prince Albert is
"crimp cut," with the "bite" re
moved, made of choice tobaccos.
Make Prince Albert your tobacco!
P.A. is swell "makin's" for rollyour-own cigarettes too.

t

D B 0
D

A

£

I

)

PRINCE ALBERT GUARANTEES SATISFACTION
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't find it
the mellowest, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at any time with
in a month from this date, and we will refund full purchase price,
plus postage. (Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N. C.

PRINCE ALBERT
October, 1936
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pipefuls of
fragrant tobacco in every
2-oz. tin of Prince Albert
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The Manufacturing Printers Co.
Phone 720

18 N. Main St.
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Get a First-Class Haircut at
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CARL'S HAMBURGERS
Across from the Vine Theatre

•
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Italian Spaghetti—Steaks and Chops
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Baker's Drug Store
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SAVE IN MT. VERNON
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Mt. Vernon Business College
will do your typing inexpensively
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(Continued from page 16)
and a half days. We then set out to see what Gottingen had to offer, and spent the entire next day
walking around the town, wasting much time at the
Mercedes-Benz Auto salesroom. We held to our pro
gram of circulating among the people, talking with
them when possible. We had struck up an acquaint
ance with several English-speaking Germans, and
might well have remained there a few days more,
but Devine had reasons to believe that some of his
shipboard friends were in Munich, and was anxious
to get there. So we left Gottingen the following day,
arriving in Munich that evening.
Munich was an experience we had both been look
ing forward to for a long time, and we were not dis
appointed. It is a big place, with all the "high spots"
common to large cities. The wealth of German art
and music is said to be concentrated there, and the
Bavarians that inhabit it are the most pleasant folk
imaginable.
At last! For once Rose got all the beer he wanted.
Devine learned how second fiddle is played. We rode
bicycles till our legs were ready to drop off, ate
weiners by the dozen (we still like American hot
dogs better), tramped through miles and miles of
toy shops and camera stores, and saw so many sun
rises before going to bed that we tired of them. In
other words, we had the time of our respective lives.
A shipmate of ours, Miss Margaret Taylor, was
staying at the Hotel Leinfelder, so we immediately
took a room there. Unfortunately, she had to leave
the next day, so our reminiscences and comparison
of notes had to be abbreviated.
Several days after Miss Taylor left Munich, an
other friend of ours, a Miss Elizabeth Wentworth,
arrived; a day later came Mr. and Mrs. Southwick,
and daughters Mally and Barbara. It began to look
as though Munich had even greater possibilities than
we had suspected. We did a moderately good job of
hitting all the high spots, though there were some we
neglected, for legitimate reasons. We set out, with
all good intentions, for the famous Hofbrau Haus,
but reneged at the last minute when several drunks
were forcibly ejected from it, along with the wreck
age of a few chairs and tables just as we were about
to enter the front door. It sounded murderous in
side. Nor did we get around to the Regina Palast.
But the Cafe Luitpold, the Spatenbrau Bierhallen,
the Lowenbrau Bierhallen, the Rathaus, the Weinhaus Maxburg, the Casino Ganymede, and the Cafe
Atlantic were all favorite hangouts of ours.
After three days, the Southwicks were unable to
stand our Leinfelder Hotel any longer and moved
out. Unfortunately, we lacked their moral courage
and remained behind. As long as we are on the sub
ject of that excellent hotel, we may as well make a
H I K A for

good job of it. If you want a quiet, restful hotel,
DON'T go to the Leinfelder. (Every morning at
seven the hotel employees congregate in the court
and build crates and discuss current affairs at the
tops of their voices). If you like respectful, helpful
attendants, excellent food and impeccable service,
DON'T go to the Leinfelder. If you like to see the
concierge reasonably sober at least three nights a
week, DON'T go to the Leinfelder. We know whereof
we speak on each and every one of these scores. The
management charged Devine ten marks because a
knife he was holding happened to slip out of his hand
and cut a mattress.
These small inconveniences, however, in no way
dampened our spirits with all of Munich to frolic in.
Every day there was something new and different to
do. One whole day was wasted in trying to persuade
a model airplane to fly in a gratifying manner across
the Konigsplatz, a concrete square covering nine
thousand square yards surrounded by memorial
buildings. No cars or bicycles are allowed there.
Our bicycling expeditions were adventures. We
always found a ready henchman in Mally Southwick
when it came to bicycles. The three of us pedalled
over most of Munich, out to the zoo, through the
Englischer Gartens. We rode down countless one
way streets the wrong way and were pursued and
reprimanded by countless indignant policemen. We
visited the Deutsches Museum, which contains nine
miles of exhibits, the whole story in industry,
science, geology, and transportation, all in skilfull,
detailed models. We managed to race through two
miles of it, marvelling, before closing time. We
vowed to return and see the rest of it but never had
time. Rose was determined to learn to like operas,
and saw two of them before we left: Tristan and
Isolde, and The Flying Dutchman. After due con
sideration, he decided that the music and stage ef
fects were excellent, the singing horrible. There was
a big blonde singer, says Rose, who had a fine voice
but who was so fat she got to wheezing and panting
with the effort, and ruined the whole show. He was
disappointed, bitterly.
Toward the end of our sojourn in Munich, we be
gan casting anxious eyes at the calendar. Our sailind date was dangerously close and we realized that
if we were to have any time at all in London, we
would have to leave Munich. Full of happy memories,
we entrained for Brussels.
Next to our walking, this train ride was the most
gruelling experience of the whole trip. We had
bought our railroad tickets in Copenhagen, with the
idea of breaking the Munich-Brussels run with a
Rhine steamer trip from Mainz to Cologne, but
caught short on time as we were, it was necessary
that we get to Brussels as soon as possible. Travel-
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lumni Department
This month the alumni editors of Hika present
the class of 1927. By printing what we can find
about them, what they are doing, where they are, we
hope to strengthen and renew old acquaintances.
Unfortunately, the entire class has not replied to
our letters, so next month additional space will be
devoted to those men of the class of 1927 whom we
have missed.
R. C. Costello, M.D. Those of you who remember
him as president of the student assembly, will be in
terested to know that he is a practicing physician in
East Liverpool, Ohio, is married and has one child.
He received his M.D. degree at the University of
Pennsylvania in 1931 and since then has been con
nected with the Mercy Hospital in Pittsburgh and
the Lakeside Hospital in Cleveland. Perhaps you
recall that besides being active socially, he played
both varsity football and basketball.
J. M. Harter of 33 North High Street, Columbus,
Ohio, is married and has one child, and for the past
eight or nine years he has been an attorney at law.
Recalling old classmates, he wonders if the seniors of
1927 can visualize John (Speed) Gregg, formerly of
Waverly, now of Portsmouth, as a police prosecutor?
While in school, this alumnus of A K E was active
with the Collegian and played quite a bit of tennis.
Although having returned to the Hill seldom in the
past, he hopes to make it often now.
C. D. Marsh. This alumnus of B © n lives in
Cleveland where he has been a lawyer for the last
six years. Having been very active during his years
at Kenyon, he feels the urge to return each year.
Some of his outside interests included business man
ager of Reveille, athletic and associate editor of Col
legian, and member of the senior council. He is un
married.
Fob McCann, Main and Second streets, Coshocton,
Ohio, is connected with the Distribution of Pure Oil
Products in Coshocton and Holmes counties. He
has been working with Pure Oil for ten years, is
married and has a small son and daughter. Although
living comparatively close to the Hill, he has not been
able to take the time to return as often as he wishes.
We observe that while in school he played football
under Head Coach Wiper, and majored in Math, and
Science.
J. A. Miller, 26 Broadway, New York City, has
been with the Standard Oil Company of New Jersey
for three years. He now lives in New York with his
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bride of this spring. Although he recalls many anec
dotes about his classmates, he feels that they should
perhaps be left unpublished. The editors regret
this.
Robert M. Thomas, Cleveland, Ohio, who is in the
real estate business, has his offices in the Marshall
Building. He is married and has no children.
Robert W. Tyson, 891 Douglas Avenue, Elgin, Illi
nois has been the owner of a personal finance com
pany for eleven years. Married and with three chil
dren, he has had occasion to return to Gambier only
once in eleven years. Reminiscing on his college days
he says, "was a member of the 'traveling contingent'
which covered most of the state inch by inch on
week-ends and whenever else opportunity per
mitted."

BROADENED BY TRAVEL
(Continued from page 19)

ling third class, we were forced to make the best of
it as far as sleeping arrangements were concerned,
which means we stretched out on the benches and
tried to sleep. During the first part of the night we
had the compartment to ourselves, but at about one
A.M. several old ladies entered, obliging us to sit up
straight. As we had found out before, most people
who ride third class consider weekly baths a rather
useless patrician formality, and these fine ladies
were no exception to the rule. Moreover, they
stoutly resisted our not-too-veiled attempts to open a
window, so we sat there and endured.
The train arrived in Brussels the next morning,
and deposited us in a tired, dirty, unshaven con
dition on the platform. Devine had contracted a
sniffling cold somewhere along the line. We found
Brussels the same drab, uninteresting town as be
fore, so wasting no time in sightseeing, we hurried
to the American Express Company to get our airline
tickets to London.
The flight across the channel was merely a re
petition of the Oslo-Copenhagen jaunt. The trimotored Junkers took off at noon and landed at
Croyden Airport an hour and a half later. We had
some trouble with the Customs over our German
cameras; the officials politely but firmly insisted that
we put up a hundred per cent bond on each camera,
which would be refunded to us when we left England
(Continued on page 22)
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—provided we had not meanwhile sold or lost the
cameras. As soon as this business had been trans
acted, a bus took us to the downtown office of Sabena
Airlines, where we collected our luggage. Thence we
took a cab to the Regent Palace Hotel.
In all we had about three days in London, and
found ourselves wishing for more time (and money)
before we had been there more than two hours. The
innate courtesy of the English people has not been
exaggerated a bit; they were, next to the Nor
wegians, the most obliging souls we encountered. A
newspaper vendor on Piccadilly was a little bit too
anxious to sell his news, and we eventually became
annoyed at his constant bawling. Rose turned to
him with a scowl.
"Quiet!" he bellowed, crushingly.
"Yes, Sir!" immediately replied the man, and de
parted for other customers.
Of course the English are stubborn and illogical
in many ways, apparently merely for the sake of
being different. Every other European nation uses
the decimal system in its money; there are two de
nominations, no more, no less, and the foreigner can
grasp the situation in no time at all. England, how
ever, has upwards of eight, as far as we could make
out. We never did learn them completely.
However, we found that the British had a very
high opinion of the Americans. Good will between
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the two nations seemed to be rampant, so to speak,
which is as it should be. The Britishers consider
themselves superior to us in matters of dress, tastes
in food and liquor, general culture, and language.
But this is only a case of "sophomoritis." It was not
many years ago that England was the despair of
"cultured" continental nations, such as France and
Spain. The typical John Bull was a large, loud
mouthed, beef-eating person, a figurative "bull in a
china shop." Eventually though, he outgrew this
stage, and as brand new sophomores almost in
variably do, cast about for a freshman nation to look
down upon. Naturally enough, America was im
mediately selected, and has held that position adhuc.
We ran into an amusing example of this attitude
in the Dunhill pipe establishment. We had been
delegated to buy pipes for some friends of ours, and
after we had stood around in the salesroom for
several minutes, a very smug attendant in a green
smock approached us. He asked condescendingly if
we desired to look at some pipes. We replied that we
had entered his palatial emporium with that idea in
mind, whereupon, he drew on a lovely pair of grey
felt gloves and stepped over to the cases, returning
with several pipes carefully arranged on a velvetlined, silver platter. Reverently he set them down
before us.
"Would you be interested in any tobacco or
pouches?" he asked, in a falsetto voice.
"Why, no," answered Devine. "We have them in
the States. And very superior ones, I might add."
The salesman tossed his head and smiled pityingly.
"Well," he countered, "I'm glad to hear that you
have something superior in the States."
Were we crushed? Not by a jugful. We immediatly counter-attacked, through his most vulner
able sector, namely his precious Dunhills. We
caused him to wince and shudder by handling the
pipes by the bowls. We made numerous disparaging
remarks about the quality and appearance of the
Dunhill pipe, talking to one another and excluding
him from the conversation. We sneered and snickered deprecatingly at each new pipe he showed us
and sent him hurrying back to procure more pipes
for us to reject. In short, by the time we were
finished with him, he was a perspiring, bewildered
young man, with a hunted look about the eyes.
He was plainly relieved when we had finally made
our choices. Looking almost happy, he wrapped up
two pipes and handed them to us. We thanked him
kindly, took the package, and then Devine loosed the
last bolt.
"Now," he said, "I would like to buy a pipe" (The
salesman's mouth opened, but no sound issued forth.)
"a good pipe, a pipe for my own use. Can you direct
me to the Comoy establishment?"
Our friend sagged perceptibly, and all but col-

CINEMA
Vine Theatre
Oct. 4- 5. "MY MAN GODFREY"
Oct. 6- 7. "Give Me Your Heart"
Oct.
8. "Hollywood Boulevard"
Oct. 9-10. "Last of the Mohicans"
Oct. 11-13. "SWING TIME"
Oct. 14-15. "Back to Nature"
Oct. 16-17. "China Clipper"
Oct. 18-21. "GREAT ZIEGFELD"
Oct.
22. "Case of the Velvet Claws"
Oct. 25-28. "DIMPLES"
Oct.
29. "Lady Be Careful."
Oct. 30-31. "Ambassador Bill" and "Two In A Crowd"
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STARS of HOLLYWOOD
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SCHINE'S VINE THEATRE
in 1936-37
SAVE IN MT. VERNON
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Barcord's Shoe Repairing
7 W. HIGH ST.

QUALITY IN MT. VERNON

Draper's Barber Shop
First-Class Service
7 E. Gambier St.

CARMELCR1SP
Popcorn — Home-Made Candy and Hot Nuts
14 S. Main St.

(Continued on page 2U)

October, 1936
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For The BEST BEER and SANDWICHES

ELKS GRILL

MT. VERNON
Courtesy Cards issued to Kenyon men.
Ask at Elks Club about the cards.
Not a Public Place
QUALITY IN MT. VERNON

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

Compliments of

Tlie Kelser-Dowds Company
Wholesale Groceries
MT. VERNON OHIO

Gas up and have your car washed and repaired
at

SHAFFER'S
Foot of the Hill, near the Commons
SAVE IN MT. VERNON

SOUTHWORTH
TYPEWRITER PAPER
_

—-r—

iSTv;

A grade and weight
of paper for every
need.

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

KENYON COLLEGE SHOP
Manufactured by

West Springfield,
Massachusetts
24

BROADENED BY TRAVEL
(Continued from, page 23)

lapsed. With a super-human effort, he pulled himself
to pieces, and attempted a comeback.
"Of course," he mumbled feebly, "we have cheaper
pipes, and if—er, you are interested . . ." We cut
him short, and insisted that he didn't understand.
We told him that Dunhills were sadly overrated
pipes, and that Comoy Grand Slams were far better
for a much lower price. He admitted defeat here,
and tottering and heartsick with the injustice of it
all, gave us instructions for getting to a store where,
he assured us, Grand Slams were on sale. We felt
rather sorry for him, because he really had been an
excellent sport in the face of the ribbing we gave
him. Most Englishmen are good sports under all
conditions.
Only a few hours after we arrived in London, it
seemed, it was time for us to take a boat train for
Southampton. Our travels were very nearly over.
The only observation worth noting between Lon
don and Southampton is that third class on English
trains is much more luxurious than on the conti
nental trains, but the road beds are much bumpier
and more uneven than in Belgium. One by one, we
met old friends in this train, many of whom we
hadn't seen since we left the Ilsenstein. After a three
hour ride we got to Southampton, boarded a tender,
and were ferried out to the Westernland, which was
anchored far out in the harbor. We sailed that after
noon.
The westward crossing was a repetition of the
Ilsenstein voyage except that it took only seven days
instead of twelve. We did not have nearly as good a
time because many of our friends had sailed on other
ships. It is usually the eastward crossing that is the
real sport; the passengers are full of high spirits,
and looking forward to a glorious time in foreign
countries. Coming back they are usually a little
tired and fed up.
The Westernland was a much larger ship than the
Ilsenstein and in better condition, though it still
showed the senile decay characteristic of the boats
of the Arnold Bernstein line. She carried about four
times as many passengers as the Ilsenstein.
We were not entirely friendless, however. Mrs.
Thomas and daughters, Jane and Barbara, as well
as Miss Gibson and Miss Bacon, all from the Ilsen
stein, played no small part in keeping us from
jumping overboard through sheer boredom. Rose
spent a great deal of his time annoying other pas
sengers by piping on a wretched, accursed flute he
had purchased in Germany (aided and abetted by
Madi Bacon), while Devine developed a strange in
terest in meteorology, and spent hours brooding in
the bow.
H i K A for

STONE'S GRILL
Fine Food . . Beer and Liquor
Myers Supply Company
"Everything for the party''

Our beer is drawn through the Sahm system
(no coils) from keg to you.
Fox canned beer to take out.
$2.35 a ease.

10c a can;

Wine and mixed drinks to take out.
A good line of fine Wines and Beer

We specialize in mixed drinks.
Ask us to mix your favorite drink.
Stone's famous fish

howls and skyscrapers.

132 SOUTH MAIN STREET

Pasteurized Milk
JCreamery Butter
Ice Cream
A

Selected Eggs
Dressed Poultry

Jewell Ice Cream & Milk
MT. VERNON, OHIO
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Made by LIGGETT & MYERS TOBACCO COMPANY—and you can depend on a Liggett & Myers product

