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Don't make a mistake in the name,
only one

F. G, MEYER

JEWELER
32 S. Ludlow St. Arcade

Agent for

Gruen Watches

A full line of Watches, Clocks,
Diamonds, Silverware
and Ivory Goods

FINE WATCH REPAIRING
Phone ADams 7611

Buckeye
Barbers Supply Co.

Is the place to buy Razors, Strops,
Hair Tonic, Toilet Water, Perfumes,
Pocket Knives, Shears, Hair Brushes,
Combs, Etc.

CLARENCE S. WIGGIM

No. 214 East Third Street
Opp. Public Library

She and You—

will find immense
stocks to choose
from, consistently

low prices and a
square deal if you

buy your furniture
at

appel

<

LEO F. WALTER.

Funeral
and /[ pP?

MAIN STREET—AT WASHINGTON
Phone FUlton 5181

e

Government Inspected Meats—Made in Dayton

FOCKE’S
Quality Meats

FIFTH STREET BRANCH
1004-1006 East Fifth St, DAYTON, OHIO

Oscar F. Focke, Manager

Hotel and Restaurant Supply Packing House East Springfield St.
PHONE—FUlton 2138

Perfect Health —

You can have it by drinking more Milk—Nature’s Perfect
Food. Drink at least one quart a day.

One of our wagons is in your neighborhood every morning.

THE DAIRY PRODUCTS CO.

219 EAST FIFTH STREET

HEmlock 1275 HEmlock 1275

GITMAN BROS.

WHOLESALE
FRUITS AND PRODUCE

27-29-31-33 South St. Clair St. DAYTON, OHIO

i

<

b
Young’s
Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing
Work Called for and Delivered

Let us knock the spots out of your clothes

FUlton 1481 1231 South Brown Street




HIMES BROS. MILK
Always Uniform— Always Safe

1537 GERMANTOWN STREET
ADams 8188

We appreciate your patronage

f

The Beringer
Printing Company

For Better
PRINTING

1244 East Third Street
Fourth Floor

FUlton 1751

Patronize Our Advertisers

L]

RED WING

ICE CREAM

PREFERRED FOR ITS QUALITY

Served Exclusively at the University of Dayton
Cafeteria.

Let our experts prepare something different and unique
for your parties and dinners.

The Red Wing Corporation

748 S. MAIN ST. DAYTON, OHIO

<&

The Witte Tegenkamp Co.

Dealers in

PRAYER BOOKS, RELIGIOUS ARTICLES, PICTURES

Importers of Vestments, Laces, Banners, Chalices,
Octensoria, Etc. Candles, Sanctuary Oil, Incense,
Charcoal, Tapers, Etc. Mission Supplies.

113 S. Ludlow Street DAYTON, OHIO

o

The Dayton
Stencil Works Co.

Steel Stamps—Rubber Stamps
Seals—Badges—Engravings
Stencils

113 E. SECOND ST,
Phone ADams 1432 Dayton, O.

The Right Kind of
Friends

HE right kind
of friends are
not always the
friends you like,
nor those that
flatter you. ‘The
F1 best friends are
i those that are
loyal, dependable
and honest. It is the constant
aim of this institution to make all
of its employees worthy and de-
sirable friends to its patrons.

Miami Savings &[oan (p.

VAT THE CHIMES"”

25 South Main Street - Dayton, Ohio.

Westbrock
Funeral Home

1713 South Wayne Ave.

PHONES
1361-—M Adison—-3311

“Ambulance Service by Appointment”



For Good
e GIELE | [ Printing
PRLADMGn || e
pm]vmks Prompt

& PUBLISHERS

Service
FIFTH FLOORL

Call
124 F Third St. FUlton 1841
Dﬂgtil;.OMO

Harry Schmitz Louis Rausch

KEnmore 3411

Tho SR ey

Bread and Fancy Cakes

1211 Xenia Avenue

A. C. Giambrone

WHOLESALE
FRUITS

ADams 1002

112 COMMERCIAL STREET

T HE

John T. Barlow Go,

WHOLESALE

DRY GOODS
@ NOTIONS

Third and Sears Streets
DAYTON, OHIO

@e
HENRY BURKHARDT
PACKING CO.

PORK AND BEEF PACKERS
AND SAUSAGE MFGRS.

Packing House and Office
235 S. Irwin Street DAYTON, OHIO

Government Inspection Est. No. 520

The HOMESTEAD
LOAN & SAVINGS ASS’N

“Safety First”
Assets
$4,811,437.36

“Service Always”
Reserve Fund
$214,557.26

DIVIDENDS ON
SAVINGS

“Save by Mail”—We solicit your inquiry
O. F. DAVISSON, President ELLIS J. FINKE, Secretary

21 EAST THIRD STREET — DAYTON, OHIO

ALOIS MAYER
FRANK C. SCHULZE

P. A. ENGLER
CHARLES BERECZ

The Dayton Monument Co.

Office: 1101 Brown Street (Cor. Frank St.)
Works: Alberta Street at Penn. Railroad

Office Phone: FUlton 1362

DAYTON, OHIC

Patronize Our Advertisers

J. E. SAUM & SONS

-138-140 EAST SECOND STREET

Wholesale Mfg. Confectioners

Distributors for Puritan Chocolates
J. Hungerford Smith Co. Fountain Syrups

PHONE—FUlton 5697

Coca-Cola Syrup
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WALKERS, nc

HART,SCHAFFNER&MARX
CLOTHES exclusively

135 N. Main Street

i <

Bernhard Bros. Blends %5

ROASTERS OF HIGH-GRADE COFFEES
Jobbers of Teas and Spices
You cannot afford to pass us by when in the market

ASK YOUR GROCER
BERNHARD BROS.—Pine and Marshall Sts., Dayton, Ohio

sk fr SUCHER’S

“VICTORY BRAND”

Hams, Bacon, Lard,
Dressed Beef, Pork, Veal, Mutton, Sausages,
Cooked Meats, Etc.

All our products are U. S. Gov. inspected.

The Chas. Sucher Packing Co.

N. Western Ave. and Dakota St., Dayton, O.
HEmlock 1261

GIFFORD’S

PASTEURIZED

WEET CLOVER

CREAMERY BUTTER

CHARLES F. DICKMAN

Contractor and Builder

Residence 529 Hickory Street

Repairs Attended to Promptly. Phone FUlton 6561

Compliments

of

SHERMAN WHITE &
COMPANY

Laundry and

Hospital
Supplies

SOAP, SODA, STARCH,
BLUEING, PADDING

Various kinds of
Cotton and Wood Materials, Etc.

Established Forty Years Ago

The FANSHER
Bros. Company

113 West Court Street
DAYTON, OHIO

This Magazine is
Our Product

e
J.C.Ely Printing

Company

205-207-209 S. JEFFERSON ST.




Joe Spatz
BAKERY

EAGLE AND MADRIVER
STREETS

Telephone FUlton 4832

Ask the U. of D. Boys,
They know!

The Joe. 0. Frank Go.

BUTTER, EGGS & POULTRY

Quality Store—29 S. Jefferson St.
Phone ADams 3091

PHONE
KEnmore 4178—Plant, Xenia Pike

Val. Hegman

Dealer in and Manufacturer of

Trunks
Bags
Suit Cases
Harness

TRUNKS & SAMPLE WORK
A SPECIALTY

Repairing of All Kinds
ADams 5652

136 EAST THIRD STREET

<

When in need of new Glasses or
repairs are necessary on the
old glasses, visit

LM A ce Co:

117 South Ludlow OPTICIANS

Hollencamp's

SODA

In all Assorted Flavors and the Very Best
Just phone what yos want and we will deliver to you

TRY OUR CEREAL BEVERAGES

“Golden Glow?”

=— AND

“Dark Cream?”
VERY REFRESHING

The Hollencamp Products Co.

TELEPHONE FUlton 3422
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Two Sonnets
FOR THE WINDS OF MARCH—

By EDWIN H. SAUER

I
ANTE

When I am gone (and I will go ere long),
Grieve not, O friend,; do not restrain an act
For thought of me, but conscious of the fact

That in my going I have done no wrong,

Think of my 10y, think of the carefree song
I now can sing, knowing I do not lack
As formerly, the hours which attract

Two friends alone who wander from the throng.

Forget me, even, if I interfere
With any want of yours. Remember this
I am contented feeling you are free,
And hampered not by loyalty, and fear
Of wounding me. Friends find their safest bliss,
W hen through companionship, their aims agree.

II
POST

When I had looked into the eyes of Hope,

When in them I had read, ““Live not in fear.

The one, when you have gone, remaining here,
Holds as a torch, your love the best to grope
With helplessness,” I, measuring my scope

Of weariness, cried out that all might hear;

“These words are false,” then, saw them disappear,
And felt that with their adverse I must cope.

O cruel eyes! Now trembling with fright,
I dare not doubt your message as before,
Nor lift my voice to protest in my pride.
Cold hours of absence, hideous in love’s sight,
And strong as winds that beat against my door,
Attack love’s faith, when once that faith is tried.
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Jazz-American Folk Music

By JOHN LINDSEY

a loud and long proclamation against modern

I \OR some three years my battle cry has been

jazz. 1 stuck to the old argument that it

was only a passing fancy (a very foolish argument)
and predicted a speedy return for something made
of sterner stuff. One of my aces was that we would
soon tire of all this jumpy, jerky, syncopated and
row-de-dow type of music because it was only an
artificial stimulant. It perked us up for the time
being, but for something lasting and mighty in ef-
fect to sooth the old nerves, we would have to go
to the soft, easy-flowing, slurred type of sentimen-
tal music, which, to my belief possessed something
of technical quality.

But all these arguments were only the words of
my childish desire to “display a love of the beauti-
ful in music.” I had taken a few lessons in music
and had myself figured as a rapidly rising genius.
Thus, I had to take this stand to be fair to my con-
temporaries. Never for one minute did I realize
that this popular music was the music of our time—
the music people like—and the music I whistled
when alone. In public my lips were ever pursed to
emit the beautiful strains of the “Sextette from
Lucia” which 1 was more familiar with than at-
tracted to. And I could not bring myself to admit
that I became familiar with the tune through hav-
ing been exposed to it for a whole summer while
working in a small town theatre.

Then when “Stardust” became popular and re-
mained so, I again brought my arguments to the
air; for this is really a beautifu! melody and was

composed by one who had new ideas as well as a
sense of showmanship. With my chest out I was a
moving example of one of these “I-told-you-so”
fellows.

Then suddenly came the realization that “Star-
dust” was just as much jazz as any of the other
popular songs. Immediately the pins went flying
out from under my argument and I began to have
some spare sympathy for popular tunes. Then,
with the advent of other new tunes, I found myself
liking (or rather admitting that I did like) jazz
music. And with this attraction to ‘the new note
came a desire to discover the inevitable “WHY.”

First, we must have a little history of jazz. There
are many stories connected with, and telling about,
the coming of jazz. But no more ground is gained
in placing the origin of the music than there is in
finding the originator of the term. Likewise there
has been considerable difficulty in defining “jazz.”

Chambers’ Encyclopedia says: “Jazz, dance mu-
sic, generally syncopated, played by a band eccen-
trically composed. The jazz drummer, a sort of
one-man band, provides the characteristic feature
of jazz which is noise...the origin of the word is
uncertain. The term has also been applied to noisy
proceedings, to loud writings and to eccentric and
discordant coloring.”

Going to Joseph Gorham, who is sometimes
spoken of as the “Daddy of Jazz,” we find that he
speaks of it as meaning to “mess 'em up and slap it
on thick.” (It seems to me that his definition is
quite appropriately “jazzy”). We have many other
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definitions which all leave us with the same mean-

ing,—not so much what jazz is but how the peo-
ple like it.

As for the origin of jazz it was generally agreed
that the negro is responsible. The first defenders
of jazz spoke very highly of negro music and mu-
sicians, saying that their rhythm and tonal quali-
ties were marvelous. They preached the doctrine
that the savages of Africa had a finer musical ear
than the educated whites; for, in savage music was
heard quarter and eighth tones, variations hardly
recognizable. Again they said that their rhythm
possessed a cross-current that could be produced
by none other than genius.

And for once, the masters of the old school
agreed with these theories; not concerning their
genius, but their tonal qualities and their cross-
cutting of rhythm. DBut instead of the negroes hav-
ing infinite tonal variations and a new and difficult
rhythm, the scholars merely explained that the
savages were out of tune and out of time (which
argument really sounds the more intelligent).

Nevertheless, we see that the advent of jazz
caused more agitation and aggravation than enjoy-
ment. And little wonder! When we look back to
the years when jazz was in its primitive stages, we
may have a hearty sigh of relief that we are at least
a few years removed from that time.

Because the first version of jazz was in truth no
version at all (that requires deep concentration),
the underlying motive of the first jazz-band was to
play loud and fast. If the band possessed a library
of one number, it was revelling in luxury, for this
was an unnecessary extravagance. Yet, such a
number was good for the season. In an evening
the leader (if one was handy) would permit each of
the musicians to present his own version of a tune
in the “hot,” “sock” style of the day. Whatever
entered his mind came out the business end of his
horn. Occasionally, for an ensemble effect, the
whole band would join in on a chorus. At such a
time every man blew and kicked and pounded with
all his might and main, and no two of them were
supposed to hit the same note,—at least not at the
same time. Faint echoings of this primitive din
may still be discerned in our modern negro dance
bands.

We must take time out here to erect a statue for
Paul Whiteman, for it is through a very brilliant
idea of his that we today have a popular number
played two consecutive times in the same manner.
Whether or not he is the hippopotamus of scintil-
lating syncopation, his bulky frame should be
hoisted onto some kind of a pedestal where all
America can admire it. At least he should be on
the good-luck charm of all publishers, for he cer-
tainly pulled them out of a terrible rut. So let us

Page eight

spend fifteen seconds in reverent silence for dear
old Paul,—the man who did a great deal to bring
about the sophistication of jazz.

However difficult it may be to determine the or-
igin of jazz, we find it a simple matter to deter-
mine the reason for the origin. The blame may be
placed squarely on the shoulders of the conserva-
tives, the hide-bound, intolerant scholars, artists,
critics and other highbrows who have insisted that
music is a matter of rules, regulations and formu-
lae, and who refused to recognize any opinions, re-
sponses or reactions but their own. Any reference
to a musical composition, made by a person with-
out a musical education was regarded as “bad
taste.” Thus the “uneducated” asssumed that con-
ventional music was over their heads and “guessed
that jazz was good enough for them.”

Thus jazz has found millions of disciples, be-
cause it offers an escape from the conventional. It
has a greater attraction, because it offers the line of
least resistance; for, jazz rhythms are based upon
the universal human instinct to keep time. By this
instinct, physical labors are lightened; else why
do we have folk-songs, harvest-songs and many
others of a like class from earliest civilization down
to the present? A specific example of this is the
“Volga Boat Song;” a generalization is the music
which has come to go hand in hand with the morn-
ing daily dozen.

Then too, we have come to be a race of jazz-
hounds, because modern tunes are simple and eas-
ily remembered after one or two hearings. After
all, popular music is nothing more than familiar
music, and when recognition is made easy, the ap-
peal is the stronger. In listening to a popular tune
we always know “what is coming next” and we per-
form that all-important ritual of stamping the foot
on the exact beat with deadly accuracy, causing
that same feeling of triumph that overtakes us
when we have boarded a street-car after a four-
block chase.

Unquestionably, the new popular music is charac-
teristic of modern America in its restless energy,
its deliberate distortions and caricatures, its insist-
ence on the obvious, and its occasional vulgarity.
Taken as a whole, however, it is no worse than we
are, and surely no worse than it sounds. Along with
Sigmund Spaeth we will admit that Tin Pan Alley
has had a lot of rubbish dumped on it from time to
time. Right now it is all cluttered up with wise-
cracks, sallies of subtle salaciousness and plain dirt.
But underneath this whole mess of lyrical garbage
runs a solid vein of honest and golden sentimental-
ity, which comes out in the compositions of every
song-writer sooner or later.

So why not accept jazz as jazz and quit worry-
ing about its degrading effect on the country? We




need not think that we are the sole perpetrators of
the stuff. For in the last movement of Beethoven’s
“Ninth Symphony” we find a passage some thirty
or forty measures long, which contains every essen-
tial element of modern jazz except the use of the
saxaphone. And we would be open to ridicule if
we accepted the blame for syncopation, for that is
nearly as old as music.

But, if you are too proud or patriotic to accept
jazz without some argument to the contrary, you
can shake your head in a duly mournful manner
and admit that it is the modern folk-music of Amer-
ica. It shows all the characteristics and traits of
primitive folk-music, albeit, in a complex and dis-
torted form. It has essentially a monotony of
rhythm, a simplicity of melody, a distinctive tonal

coloring, and, most important of all, the spirit of
improvisation. And all these traits are to be found
in naive folk-music the world over.

In any event we should be cheerful about the
whole matter. We can either be thankful that this
is 1932 and not 1920 (when jazz was wild), or we
may look to the future when our popular music will
be out of date, and jazzmania, as some are wont to
call it, will be passé.

To do the smart and fair thing, however, we
should accept the responsibility for jazz, and term
it, if we will, folk-music. This should all be done
without a repulsive shudder or a contradictory ar-
gument. Better still, we should let it slip by in
musical history unnotized, content that it is our
folk-music and not our art music.

Une Chanson Pour Consolation

By EDWIN H. SAUER

Somewhere tonight strong men are singing
Dirges o’er the coffin of a friend
Somewhere tonight frail women weeping,
Tears beyond death’s portal, send.

Thus I sing, thus too I weep,
Here alone, chastised by truth,
By all my aims, by fires I keep
Aglow in these few years of youth.

But not for death of man my songs arise,

And not for death of pleasure or of fame,
But only for your new-born love’s demise,
And for the grief you've added to my name.

Somewhere tonight strong men are singing,
Hiding while they sing, a deeper pain;

And thus this thought to me is ever clinging,
“Love s not dead, and may return again.”
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“Ike”

Au Appreciation of a Man

By ART FOCKE

utes ago it was Saturday night, and a few

minutes hence it will be Sunday morning,
but just now it is that indescribable hour when time
falters in its flight—more marked at this period of
the week because it comes between the madness of
the week-end’s pleasure and the quiet of the Sab-
bath. The revelers have found their way to bed,
and the reverent have not yet bestirred themselves
for early Mass.

It is no longer Saturday night in the editorial
room of the Times. A copy boy has extracted the
last message from the machines, and laid a slim,
yellow slip of paper on the news editor’s desk; it
reads, “Goodnight—AP—a37—2:02 a. m.” Thus
Saturday is gone, and Sunday will not come until
the presses begin to roll.

The news editor sweeps the scrap of paper to
the littered floor with a weary sigh, and the five
men remaining in the big room gather at the mas-
ter city desk, under its cluster of lamps, like a group
of small boys afraid of the dark. They have been
under a strain for 18 hours, and their nerves have
begun to fray; but they have the joy of a task well
done, and they are spiritually sympathetic—lack of
sleep is an intoxicant which looses their tongues,
and the conversation is intimate and human.

For long minutes their voices make the only
sound in the big room—below them printets and
stereotypers are putting the paper to bed, working
feverishly against the ever-present threat of the in-
exorable clock that speeds toward press-time.

Suddenly the quiet is broken and the conversa-
tion is drowned as the door of the composing room
stairs opens and up the well comes the clatter of
linotypes, coloring the shouts of harrassed make-
up men and the rolling of iron-wheeled form trucks
across a concrete floor. The door closes, and silence
again is king.

A newcomer stands with one huge palm against
the door by which he entered. Thus supported, he
regards the group at the desk. Slouched, he scowls
at them, but shortly the scowl turns to a grin; the
tolerant grin of an adult watching a group of chil-
dren at play. He grins for a long minute, while
they return his gaze.

IT is neither Saturday nor Sunday. A few min-
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He is silent, and they remain so because you al-
ways wait for lke to speak the first word. They
see his brawny forearms, black with ink and grease;
his heavy body (he might have been a fighter in his
day, but he must be forty now) loosely clothed, his
huge head surmounted by his curly, black hair, his
rather coarse features and his prominent Semitic
nose; they see a printer, life-long enemy of the edi-
torial room, inveterate mis-speller of their favorite
words, derider of their tardiness—and they return
his grin.

Then his lips part and move in an easy, tolerant
drawl: “Well, I'm a son-of-a-gun—the idle poor.”
(None of the five choosing to make a defense, he
shakes his head sadly and resumes the grin). But
suddenly he straightens, and when he speaks again
his voice is like the bellow of a bull.

“We're about ready to put these comic pages to
bed now—if any of you editors made any more mis-
takes 'n usual you wanna correct ’em now. (He
glares.) Well, ya ready to go?”

The news editor’s “We're satisfied, send her in”
is almost drowned in the echo of Ike’s voice, which
peals like thunder through the empty room. He
fires a parting shot as he turns to leave: “An’ I
ain’t makin’ over no pages tonight—not for the Old
Man hisself.”

The door opens and closes, and the room is as
before. No, a change has taken place—it is as if
the Angelus has pealed forth upon a quiet spring
evening, bringing a message of good will; the
silence is as that which reigns while the last peal
is fading, leaving the night better for the song
which closed the day.

Someone says, “Good old Ike.” Around the cir-
cle, each drops his word of approbation. “Boy,
there’s a great character,” and “a story for some-
body to write.”

11

But none of the Times staff has ever written the
story of Ike. He is a part of the week-end lull, that
precious moment which only those who share it
can ever appreciate; and he is just as hard to de-
scribe. He is far too different from ordinary men
to be put into ordinary words. He is a Pythias with



a hundred Damons, a Galahad in an armor of gruff-
ness, mounted on a horse of boyish wit—uncouth,
unlearned—but respected and cherished, because he
tilts with understanding as a lance.

Not all of Ike's qualities stand out to the casual
observer. He is universally liked, but only a few
men in every five-year cycle of Times reporters get
to know him. But whether they are intimate, or
merely acquainted, with Ike, all are agreed, “A
gentleman and a scholar.”

II1

Few printers are ever liked in the editorial room.
What makes you, to a group of cynical reporters
whose praise is not lightly won, what makes you, a
rough-necked, swash-buckling, cursing, play-boyish
son of Israel, what makes you a gentleman to these
hard-boiled chaps who dig up so much evil in their
daily work that they see dross in the shiniest gold?

Ah, I know. Those who appreciate you see in
your rough kindness a love for your fellow-men
which would rival that of Ben Adhem’s. For that,
like Abou’s, your name will surely be written high
on the list of those whom love of God has blest.

They like your good-natured humor. They like
you because you are always happy. You are the
only man I know who ever got any fun out of the
war. You described it like this, to me:

“I went down to enlist, an’ the guy says, ‘What
can ya do?” Nothin’, I says, an’ he says, ‘We got a
whole company of college professors here, and we
need one dumb guy to do the work. You're it.” An’
boy, I done it.”

These college professors must have liked you, Ike.
Once I saw you in conversation with a visitor who
was a college president, and another time, with a
stranger who, I learned later, was a famous engin-
eer. You receive postcards from strange places
now and then, and you must have been just as
popular with the the Engineers as you are with
Times staff.

You receive mail occasionally from former Times
employees who have “gone up” to big jobs on great
newspapers. They like you, because when I meet
them, and they talk of the Times, they say: “How’s
Ike? Give him my regards.” And I know that is
because you have helped them, somewhere along
the ladder—perhaps a bit of advice about their
modes of living; perhaps a bit of reportorial lore
that you picked up somewhere (I know you have
“made” many a cub reporter with whom a city edi-

tor was too busy to bother). And I know they
would rather hear you say casually, “Yep, he's one
of m’ boys,” than be known as a protege of Hor-
ace Greeley.

You are invaluable when time is short. You loaf
on the job, it seems, whenever the fancy takes you,
but somehow you have the whole disgruntled crew
working with might and main, despite their grumb-
ling, when a little more than the usual effort is
necessary. You will never be foreman of the
Times’ composing room, because you are too clever
as a master of all the jobs in the place—but you
will remain while foremen come and go, and each
will find you his right-hand man.

You have a brilliant mind. If it were educated,
you might have been a great man. But I know that
the kid brother whose education you provided with
the sweat of your brow is bringing you more hap-
piness than your own fame might have brought,
now that he is a successful young lawyer. You,
too, might have been a brilliant lawyer. You once
led a campaign for a higher wage for your fellows,
and the Old Man in grudging admiration bestowed
upon you the title of “Devil’s Objector.” And I
once saw you defend a law of your own with the
best possible argument. You had given a beggar a
dime, and your companion berated you for encour-
aging mendicancy, remarking that the beggar prob-
ably was trying to collect enough money for a
drink. You merely replied, “There’s times when a
man needs a drink.”

v

But, Ike, you are not a gentleman, I compare you
with Newman’s portrait of a gentleman, and I see
little resemblance in the finished products. You
are not in the portrait, and none would recognize it
as yours.

Many times I have heard you described as a
“diamond in the rough,” and the description was
as inaccurate as it is trite. You do not sparkle.
And you have but few of the refinements Newman
portrays in his gentleman.

But I have learned at last the secret of the ad-
miration you win. Like Newman’s gentleman, you
“never inflict pain.” And like Arthur’s knights,
you “do no evil, speak no wrong—."”

No, you are not in the portrait of a gentleman—
you are the canvas, without which the portrait could
not be painted—you are a man, the sine qua non of
a gentleman.
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The Storm

By ROBERT WHARTON

“GOOD-BYE, Jim, drive carefully through

the woods, a storm is brewing in the
east,” smiled my mother, hiding, as I
well knew, fears for my safety under her smile.

“Have no fears, Mother, my five-year-old Ford
will torment the roads for some time yet,” I re-
assured her. “But I certainly wish that I had
stopped with but one piece of that mince pie,” I
ruefully added as I stepped into my old battered
car and started my unsteady way down the road to
the city some thirty miles away.

As I jolted along the bumpy road, I reminiscently
thought of the time I had spent along this very
dusty road and in these very woods that stretched
for miles on both sides. Indeed, this road was
merely a wagon track through the forest.

Then, suddenly my mind was brought back to
the present. The air had grown heavy and tense.
The sky had become overcast and the storm was
almost upon me. The trees on both sides rocked
to and fro gently in the quiet that precedes a storm.
They rocked more and more in the ever-increasing
wind until they were pitching violently, bringing
to me a strong sense of loneliness almost akin to
fear. Jagged forks of lightning struck all around
and the heavy peals of thunder seemed to rever-
berate back and forth in my car. Finally, full, heavy
drops of rain struck the windshield seeming to
bring that impending sense of evil and that watch-
fulness that everyone feels at the sudden approach
of a storm. The rain increased so that I drove
with difficulty. The lightning seemed to increase
with the rain, and I confess that I flinched at each
flash that struck near-by.

The storm had gained volume and was soon vio-
lently raging. I fervently wished that I was safe
at home. Suddenly, a short distance in front of
my car, through the pelting, all-enveloping rain, a
vicious streak of lightning struck. To my startled
cyes a large tree moved, hovered hesitantly, then
majestically, with invincible speed struck the
ground with a crash a few feet in front of my car.
Automatically my almost paralyzed arms and legs
twisted the car to the side and slammed on the
brakes. We struck the tree with one front wheel,
the rest slipped on the wet road and the car was
violently upset. I was thrown from the car and
was stunned when my head struck a rock. I lay
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gasping, on my aching back with the rain beating
down on my unprotected face.

I painfully gained my feet and with ringing and
achng head I surveyed the wreck of my faithful
car with the aid of the lightning flashes. I moved
despondently to the side of the road and into the
woods to get away from the rain. The trees bend-
ing back and forth, seemed to talk and beckon to
each other. The whole woods was filled with
whispers of long-dead folk. Was that a line of
men creeping there? Was that not a horrible
figure with staring eyes and gaping mouth advanc-
ing towards me? Oh! My aching head!

I shook off these childish fancies. Staggering,
holding my paining head, I trotted as fast as I
could, my disturbed mind imaging all sorts of
figures keeping time in the trees beside me.
Were those footsteps following me? With a back-
ward look I ran until I was almost exhausted, bat-
tered by brush and trees, I was ready to give up
when I saw a small dark cabin. Thanking provi-
dence, I pushed and pounded on the stubborn door.
Finally, almost sobbing in my distress 1 dashed
against the door which gave suddenly. I sprawled
on the floor and then gained my feet and shut the
door on the raging wind and rain.

I felt in my pockets. Thank heaven, a dry match!
I struck it and gazed directly in the open eyes of
an old man hunched up over a chair with both
hands clasped over a cane which was lodged on the
floor between his feet. In the brief flash of light
his white robe stood out in ghostly fashion.

My overwrought senses stunned by this last
shock, failed me and I lost consciousness. When I
came to I saw the old man hunched over his cane,
sitting before a crackling wood fire, mumbling to
himself.

“Yes, yes, young man,” said he, “your nerves
are overwrought much as my nerves were one day
long ago. T’ll tell you that story if you care to
hear it.” He waited for no answer. Indeed, I
could not have answered through my dry throat.
(Since that time I have wondered how he knew I
had come to, since I was behind him, and he never
moved!)

“Many hundreds of years ago I was a young
man such as you. I lived much as you are liv-
ing—uselessly, giving nothing, expecting every-



thing. I was lazy and above all greedy. I was the
treasurer of a band of twelve men who were led
by a wonderful Man of great ability. I thought
He meant to start a revolution against Rome,
which was at that time, flourishing. I saw myself
as treasurer of all Rome and its immense treasure.
But as the days wore on I realized I had been mis-
taken. Thousands of followers came ready to fight
but this Man instead of leading them in rebellion
did nothing but teach them.

“So disappointed fool that I was I went to the
priests and scribes and offered to lead them
to this Man that they wished to exterminate.
In my greed I asked for money; they gave me but
thirty pieces of silver. In that bargain I sold my-
self, my honor, my conscience, my very soul!

“They seized this Man, the Son of God, and fast-

ened Him on a cross where He died. Realizing the
enormity of my crime I hanged myself, but through
the will of God I could not die. I have lived ever
since trying to atone for my horrible sin. I have
lived a life of sorrow and have repented my im-
measurable deed. Oh that I might be forgiven!”

With these words the old man threw his head
back and looked upwards. Then I must have fal-
len asleep for I remembered no more.

In the morning I gaspingly raised myself from the
hard floor and moved my stiff limbs toward the
door when I suddenly remembered the old man. I
looked where he had sat last night and I grew
weak in amazement. Hunched up on a chair, bony
hands clasped over the head of a cane, empty sock-
ets gazing upwards, there was seated a grinning
skeleton !

On Easter Morn

By EDWIN H. SAUER

O risen Lord, thy praise we sing,
Who, didst Thy Body, living bring

From tomb of earth, where laid they You,
When blackened sky had turned to blue;
When Thou wert placed in Mary’s arm
W hich shielded You from further harm,
WhenThou hadst drained the cup which we
Had filled with sin, nor could we see
Your suffering and grief, O Lord,

But Thou art risen as the Word.

For said You not, to them, “Destroy

My Temple, and I shall, in joy,

Restore it in but three days’ time.”

My soul is sick with endless rhyme,
With sinful strife, with glory won,

With tasks that never can be done,
O risen Lord ’...but give it grace
T'o stand before thy Sacred Face.
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Gasoline Engineering
A History

By WM. HOWARD AGENBROAD

HE work of the world is done by sun power.

Whether it be done by the muscular labour

of horses or human beings, by the burning of
wood, coal, or oil, or by the swift and silent elec-
tric current, the energy comes directly or indirect-
ly from the solar reservoir. But the sun does not
shine every day and it cannot shine on all sides of
the earth at once and it favors different zones at
different times of the year.

So man in order to avoid the darkness of night
and the cold of winter invented a way of using the
sunshine of the past for present needs. According
to the Greeks fire was a gift of that foresighted
Titan, Prometheus, who stole fire from heaven and
brought it down to man in a hollow reed. For this
crime he was chained to the Caucasus and from his
torn liver flowed a stream of black petroleum. The
Greek mythologists differ as to whether Prome-
theus was ever released from his chains or not, and
we cannot count Shelley as an authority, but the
streams of petroleum have continued to flow in the
Caucasus to this day. The Zoroastrians came to
worship the Fountain of Everlasting Fire, rightly
regarding it as somehow a gift from the sun,
though how, they could not tell, any more than
can the modern geologists just how the energy of
the solor rays came to be embodied in the blazing
oil. Marco Polo, who passed through Baku on his
way to Far Cathay, says that a hundred ships
might be filled at a time from the lake of oil, and
he notes, quite correctly, that it is not good to eat
but good to burn and to cure the sore backs of
camels.

To-day this same Caucasian oil, which was to the
Persians the object of adoration and to the Greeks
the subject of a grotesque story, is to the modern
world a source of power and the desire of all na-
tions. It is the only liquid asset of the Bolsheviki
and their efforts to bargain it off to the highest bid-
der broke up the Genoa Conference and are hold-
ing up The Hague. From 1898 to 1901 a ten-mile
square of the Baku district supplied nearly half the
world’s output of oil and it is still the greatest
source of the Old World.

First Uses of American Oil—But the United
States has been favored above all other nations in
the endowment of oil, and it was here that it first

Page fourteen

became an important factor in civilization. It was
from the earliest time used in Pennsylvania, as
Marco Polo saw it used five hundred years before
in the Caucasus, to cure the sore backs of beasts of
burden. The Indians spread their blankets on the
creeks that carried a film of oil and wrung them
out. The product was sold to the Whites as “Sen-
eca Oil” for man and beast at $2 a gallon. A lit-
tle more than a century ago a well was being drilled
for brine in Kentucky when there burst out in-
stead of salt water a stream of black oil that liter-
ally set the river on fire. T'he Kentuckian ascribed
it to a different supernatural source from the Zoro-
astrians and called it “The Devil’s Tar.” Nowa-
days values are reversed and the driller who strikes
brine instead of oil is disappointed.

In 1859 Drake of Titusville, Pennsylvania, put
down a well and thereafter sold Rock Oil at the
rate of thirty barrels a day. The value of the new
fuel was now beginning to be perceived, and after
the war the great oil boom set in and millions were
gained and lost on paper while petroleum and its
products found their varied uses. The great for-
tunes that are peculiar to our time had their origin
in petroleum and it would be impossible to over-
estimate their influence in all fields of modern life.

Why petroleum is an unprecedented wealth pro-
ducer and how it can be so readily monopolized by
individuals or governments can be easily seen by
reference to its geology and chemistry. In the first
place petroleum comes in pockets and is therefore
readily pocketable. It forms pools under pressure,
pushed up from below by water and held down
from above by a dome of impervious rock. The
first man who drills through the rock gets the oil,
not only the oil under his own claim but much of
what seeps in from his neighbor’s claims. Hence
the race to get down the first well in a new field.
But great haste means great waste. It is estimated
that half the oil is lost through lack of system in
drilling. Much of it runs off or is burned up be-
fore the well is brought under control. More of it
is left in the ground through the competitive drill-
ing. At the other end of the process, the consump-
tion, at least half of the product is wasted, either
through burning the oil to make steam when it
might be used in internal combustion engines, or



by the careless use of the gasoline in automobiles.
On the other hand the intermediate part of the
process, the refining and transporting, being under
unified management and chemical control is car-
ried on with comparative efficiency and economy.
Yet we hear little complaint over the irreparable
loss of some three-fourths of the world’s supply in
the drilling and the using while there is furious and
incessant denunciation of those who carry on the
distribution and distillation because they have
made so much money out of it. We do not seem
to care how much wealth is wasted but we care
dreadfully if somebody gets more than we do.

Mineral oil therefore lends itself naturally to
monopoly because it is found in but few places in
the world and there concentrated in small space; it
is also irreplaceable and indispensable. But why
has petroleum such a close connection with wealth?
Here the chemist can give the answer. Wealth is
produced by the expenditure of energy, human,
animal, or inanimate. The unprecedented accumu-
lation of wealth within the last hundred and fifty
years is due to the utilization of external inanimate
energy, chiefly the heat of combustion of fossil fuel
in the steam and gasoline engine. In America the
greatest use has been made of such sources and
therefore this country is the richest in the world.
If measured in the ancient way in terms of man-
power we would each of us on the average have a
train of twenty able-bodied slaves waiting on us
day and night.

This increment of energy, that has given to all
of us comfort and convenence beyond the power
of potentates in former times, comes mostly from
two simple and similar chemical reactions, the uni-
on of hydrogen and of carbon with oxygen, or in
common language, burning. The first reaction, the
uniting of hydrogen with the oxygen to form wa-
ter gives more heat than any other combination of
elements. Hydrogen would, therefore, be the best
possible fuel for two reasons. In the first place it is
too expensive. It is not found free in nature, ex-
cept in natural gas, and this is rare and running
out. To get the hydrogen out of water would re-
quire as much expenditure of energy as we should
get out of it by burning it back again to water.
Secondly, hydrogen is a gas and therefore not con-
venient to carry around. It would not be conveni-
ent to have a big gas bag hitched to your car like
a captive balloon. It is true hydrogen can be liqui-
fied but it does stay so and it is then exceedingly
cold.

Carbon is tolerably abundant in many countries
in the form of coal. But carbon has less than one-
fourth the heating power per pound that hydrogen
has. Carbon, being a solid, is handier to use than
a gas like hydrogen, but not so handy as a liquid
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