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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

  

Po are

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
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low prices and a

square deal if you

buy your furniture

at

appel'  
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LEO F. WALTER.
Funeral janes
and ph Service

MAIN STREET—AT WASHINGTON
Phone FUlton 5181

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
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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 évery morning.

THE DAIRY PRODUCTS. CoO.
219 EAST FIFTH STREET

HEmlock 1275 HEmlock 1275
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GITMAN BROS.
WHOLESALE

FRUITS AND PRODUCE

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

¢

 >

 

; 9
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  

The Beringer
Printing Company

For Better

PRINTING

1244 East Third Street

Fourth Floor

FUlton 1751
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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 RedWing 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
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The Dayton
Stencil Werks 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

Fnot always the

friends you like,
fos Nor those that

wal flatter you. The
iF } best friends are

f-} 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.

   

 

MiamiSavings&Joan (0.
AT THE CHIMES”

25 South Main Street - Dayton, Ohio.

Westbrock
Funeral Home

1713 South Wayne Ave.
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“Ambulance Service by Appointment”
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Louis Rausch

KEnmore 3411

The Sfpsate
Bread and Fancy Cakes

Harry Schmitz

1211 Xenia Avenue
 

A. C. Giambrone

WHOLESALE
FRUITS

ADams 1002

112 COMMERCIAL STREET
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John T, Barlow Co,
WHOLESALE

DRY GOODS
@ NOTIONS

Third and Sears Streets

DAYTON, OHIO  

‘Gie
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” “Service Always”
Assets a =“age Reserve Fund

$4,811,437.36 $214,557.26
 

 

“Save by Mail”’—We solicit your inquiry

O. F. DAVISSON, President ELLIS J. FINKE, Secretary

21 EAST THIRD STREET — DAYTON, CHIC
 

 

 

 
 

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
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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, INC.
HART,SCHAFFNER&MARX |

CLOTHES exclusively

135 N. Main Street   HartSc;Sepatiner
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For Cup
QualityBernhard Bros. Blends

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   
   
     

   

Ask for 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’SPASTEURIZED   

    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
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ICEly Printing

Company
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Joe Spatz
BAKERY

EAGLE AND MADRIVER

STREETS
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Ask the U. of D. Boys,

They know!
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BUTTER, EGGS & POULTRY

Quality Store—29 S. Jefferson St.
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PHONE
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Val. Hegman
Dealer in and Manufacturer of

Trunks

Bags

Suit Cases
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TRUNKS & SAMPLE WORK
A SPECIALTY

Repairing of All Kinds
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When in need of new Glasses or
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old glasses, visit

AMPrinceC:
117 South Ludlow -OPTICIANS  
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SODA
In all Assorted Flavors and the Very Best
Just phone whatyou want and we will deliver to you

 

 

TRY OUR CEREAL BEVERAGES
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AND

“Dark Cream”
VERY REFRESHING
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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

Thatin my going I have done no wrong,
Think of my joy, 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, tf 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,
When through companionship, their aims agree.

IT

POST

When I had looked into the eyes of Hope,
When in themI 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, hideousin 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

OR some three years my battle cry has been
a loud and long proclamation against modern

jazz. I 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 I 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 beautiful melody and was

composed by one who had new ideas as well as a
sense of showmanship. With my chest out I wasa
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, | 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 havea 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. But 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
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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.

‘hen 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.
‘Yo 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 1s ever clinging,
“Love ts 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 printe1s 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.

[ 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 Ike 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.”

I]

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.”
III

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:

“T 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 whomacity 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 havea 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 beena 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.”

IV
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

6s OOD-BYE, Jim, drive carefully through
(5 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,” |
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
eyes 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 I 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. I'll tell you that story if you care to

hear it.” He waited for no answer. Indeed, |

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 J 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
Which 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
Io 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 ina 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
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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. She 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

would be. A solid has to be shovelled. A liquid
will flow. Coal has to be mined and hoisted up

from the ground. Petroleum is so anxious to get
out that it will blow off the rigging when its rock

prison is tapped.

What, then, would be the ideal fuel if we could

have just what we wanted? It would be composed

only of hydrogen and carbon. It should give on

complete combustion only water and carbonic di-
oxide, innocuous final products, already in the air.

It should contain no ash; leave no solid residue to

foul the cylinder. It should contain just as much
hydrogen and as little carbon as possible. It should
be a liquid at ordinary temperatures but be easily
converted to a gas for combustion. It must not rot

on keeping or freeze on cooling. It should not con-
tain water because that reduces the heating power.
Preferably it should look nice and clear like water

and not stain things. It must not have a disgust-
ing odor like carbon disulfide, though we will not
insist upon absolute odorlessness or a pleasant per-

fume.

Now all of these requirements are found in gaso-
line and in that only. The compounds of carbon
and hydrogen are constructed like a chain. Each
link is composed of one carbon atom connected

with two hydrogen atoms. ‘The first of the series
and the simplest possible is methane, CH4, but that
is a gas. So is the next, but when we get along to
the fifth and sixth members of the methane series

we get to the liquids of the gasoline group.
Just What Is Gasolene?—Gasolene is not a sin-

gle and uniform substance. You who use it know

that it varies in quality, especially in volatility. It

is simply the lightest part of petroleum, the part
that comes over at the lowest temperature when

the distillation of petroleum begins. Next comes
kerosene, and then the heavy lubricating oils, and
later vaseline and paratfn, while asphalt is left be-

hind in the still. Formerly, when there was no de-
mand for gasolene, as much of it was run into the
next fraction, the kerosene, as it would stand with-

out blowing up in the lamps. Each state had to
have an oil inspector whose duty it was to see that

no kerosene was sold that had an ignition point be-

low the safety point of the lamps. ‘There is now
no difficulty on that score because the temptation is

all the other way, to run the heavier kerosene frac-

tions into the gasolene until it becomes too heavy

to burn (and the motor knocks). In the early days

the gasolene, being injurious to the illuminating oil

and not being much wanted anywhere, was allowed

to run from the refineries into the streams, where

it sometimes took fire. When the introduction of
the automobile created a demand for gasolene the
refineries awoke to the fact that they had been

wasting one of the most valuable parts of the petro-
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Then they began to save and sell their

lighter distillates which under ordinary conditions

leum.

amounted to about 11 per cent. of the crude oil.

But with the multiplication of motors this did

not suffice. It became necessary to break up the

heavy oils into light oils, which meant breaking up
the big molecules into little molecules. Nobody
knows exactly how petroleum was formed in the

first place, nor even what it was made out of. But
presumably it was made from masses of vegetable

matter subjected to heat and pressure. If, then, we
could reproduce those conditions we could manu-
facture petroleum in the manner which we desired.

This was accomplished by W. W. Burton, presi-
dent of the Standard Oil Company of Indiana, who
worked out a scheme of distillation under pres-
sure which cracked up the heavy oils into lighter
fractions. Today the Standard Oil Company of In-
diana has 800 pressure stills which can produce
2,000,000 gallons of gasolene a day. This makes
possible the running of 2,000,000 motor cars. In

recognition of this achievement the American
Chemical Society bestowed upon Mr. Burton the
medal that bears the name of Perkin, the discoverer

of the first coal-tar dye. The profits of this process
are so great that the stock in the Standard of Indi-
ana bought for $100 in 1911 would be worth $37,200

ten years later. Crude oil is now made to give on
the average 28.5 per cent. of gasolene by cracking
and this amounts to 54.4 per cent. of the value of
its products.

Another new source of motor fuel is the saving

of the gasolene vapors that are contained in natural

gas. These used to be lost but are now condensed

by cooling and provide about 8 per cent. of our

present supply.
What the invention of the steam engine did for

the world we can read about in any modern his-
tory. What the invention of the gasolene engine
has done we can see for ourselves if we only look

about us. Watt in his modesty would never have
guessed the untold furore, money-getting and throat-
cutting his invention would cause.

Courage
A Sonnet

By BARRY DWYER

My soul felt encore of familiar grief
And filled with anguished bitterness, I prayed.
The silent truth had once more gone unsaid,;
Beltef once more abashed by dtsbeltef.
Was ever mortal’s firm resolve as brief
As mine? Or eyes so utterly dismayed
At the firm weakness deftly interlaid
With crumbled strength, like mould’ring leaf on leaf?

I groaned and said, “Give me some brand,
No matter if the edge be dull or sure
I'll bear it in Thy sight and fight the fight.”
Then, suddenly, I felt a sweet, sure hand
Had raised my head, and there bravely obscure,
I saw a wooden cross against the night.
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“Gang aft-a-gley”
By EDWIN H. SAUER

ARGE didn’t know that I had been play-
M ing the market. Consequently, she didn’t

know that I had lost heavily, and was in
debt ten thousand dollars to Maurice Stein, oper-

ator of a Wall Street firm which specialized in
large loans. Nor did she know that with the time
for payment of the debt but two weeks away, that

I had no funds with which to meet it. And that
Stein grants no extensions but seizes all personal
property available, to the extent of the loan, if
the loan is not paid on the date due.

I had been afraid to tell Marge that I had been
gambling. She hada fear of the market, of its dis-
astrous crashes, and of all brokers, who seemed

more dangerous to her than the most notorious
thieves. From that you can see my position, and

how much more serious it became with my con-

stant, enormous losses.

I was in the depths of despair. There seemed no
chance of securing the ten thousand in time. Bank
after bank repeating the same tale of “hard times,”
refused me a loan. All my insurance policies were

in Marge’s name, and the smaller loan companies,

my last resort, would not give out money in excess
of five thousand dollars, for which they demanded

more collateral than I could offer. There seemed
nothing further to do, until Marge, unconsciously,
suggested a way out.

When we married, her father, a retired mer-

chant, gave Marge a ruby valued at fourteen thou-
sand dollars. It had been imported from the Ori-
ent at great expense, but Marge’s father having a

fondness for luxurious jewelry, decided that a more

apt wedding gift for his daughter was unobtain-

able. Because of its great value, Marge wore it

seldom, limiting its appearance to twice a year;
her birthday, and our wedding annivarsary.
Now as it happened, our wedding anniversary

occurred in the midst of my trouble. Marge wore
the ring as I took her out to dinner, and upon see-

ing it, | determined to make use of it in settling
the debt. This is what I planned:
Unknown to Marge, I would take the ring from

the jewel box in which she kept it hidden in her
dresser drawer. I’d take it to Stein; tell him its

value, and ask him to hold it for me as payment of
the loan until I was able to secure the cash: and in
case I could not do that, the ring became his. If

he accepted it (and knowing Stein I realzed that he
would), I’d take careful notice of where he placed

it, revisit his office during the night about a week
later and steal the ring. Discovering its absence,
he would call me, and feeling responsible for its
loss, would cancel the debt. I would have the ring;

the debt would be taken care of; everything would
be right.

1 had no difficulty getting the ring. I knew
where it was hidden; I possessed a key to the box,

and slipped it out of the house while Marge was
down-town shopping. That she would not miss it,
I felt certain, since she would have no occasion to

wear it for another three months, when her birth-

day arrived.

Stein accepted it, as I knew he would, and agreed,
moreover to take the burden of responsibility for
its safe keeping upon himself; which was most es-
sential to me. The beauty of the thing fascinated
him, and greedy as he was, I knew that he was
thrilled at the possibility of its becoming his own.
He placed it in a wall safe, shielded by an elab-

orate, and very gaudy landscape painting, as much

out of place in his office as the ruby would be on

the hand of his fat, complacent wife. Because of
its smallness, 1 saw that the safe would not be dif-

ficult to force open. Everything pointed to the
success of my plan.

I decided to wait a week before returning for the
ring. During that time I made the most careful
preparations. I bought several strong tools which
{ thought I would need, got an old suit and cap
with which to disguise myself, and visited the
building in which Stein was located. I determined
from the rear the location of his office, so that I
might enter form the fire-escape. Every detail had
been taken care of; 1 was ready.

I had no trouble getting into his office. I drove
downtown, parked my car in a garage, and walked

to the building. Since I had studied it so care-
fully, the fire-escape was easy to ascend, and, en-
tering through a window, I was in Stein’s office. |
made my way to hs consulting room, where our
business had been transacted, and in which the
safe was located. I found the picture, took it down,
and there was the safe before me.

1 touched its handle,—imagine my surprise when
the door opened,—the safe had been left unlocked!
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Another difficulty in my path had been removed!
Success was certain.

I found the jewel box easily enough, and opening
it, the ruby lay before my eyes, sparkling as never
before, in the glow of my flashlight. I closed the
box, closed the safe, and made my exit. Ten min-
utes later, | was on my way home.
The next day I expected Stein’s call but was not

deeply puzzled when it did not come. More than

likely he was attempting to locate the ring with-

out wishing to let me know of its disappearance.
But when, after three days, I had not heard from
him, I became alarmed, and decided to pay him a
visit, camouflaging the real purpose of my call by
pretending that I had come to tell him I was col-
lecting the cash and would have it for him before
the date due. He received me courteously, and I
told my lie: that I would soon reclaim the ruby.

“It’s a funny thing about that ruby,” he said,
when I had finished (and I felt that my hour had
come). “You know when you left it with me I
was so attracted by its beauty that I felt I must
have one like it. I was afraid you’d get the money
together and come after it, so I took it down to a
jewelers and had one made exactly like it, for my-
self. Paste, of course. When it was finished, I

went down after it, but left the genuine ring there
because | thought it would be better protected in
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the jeweler’s safe. Now the iunny thing is that
three nights ago, someone broke into my office and
stole the paste ring but touched nothing else in my
safe. Think how they’ve been fooled! They have
a ring of paste worth about a hundred dollars. Your
ring is safe. I’ll have it here when you come for it
and pay me my money.”
For a long while I said nothing. Then I rose

quickly, and left the office.

As I write this I am ona train headed west.

When I returned home that evening I told Marge
the entire story. She has gone to live with her
father. It’s best that way. It'll be hard without
her; l’ll probably never see her again, and I don’t
deserve to, but she and I have always been so close
and I can’t help hating the thought of going on
without her. Next week I’ll be on a liner bound
for China.

There’s a fly on the window beside me. He’s
been trying to climb to the top of it for the last

half hour, but can go only so far until the motion

of the train forces him downward. Each time he
seems more determined, and each time he seems
better prepared, yet each time he’s thrown further
down. Who was the poet, or writer that said
something about the best schemes of men and
beasts always going wrong? I’d like to read more
of him. I can understand how he must have felt.

  



 

How to Write Magazine Articles
In Six Easy Lessons

By DON SHARKEY (Magazine Writer)

the halls, and various other places about the

school and ask me, “How in the world do

you do it?”
“Do what?” I invariably ask, although by this

time I should know what is coming.
“Why, write an article for the Exponent every

month,” is the reply. “I’ve tried several times, and
I can’t think of anything to write about, or else I
can’t find the words to express myself. Then |
look at you and think, ‘There’s a student who
doesn’t get such good grades and who certainly

doesn’t look very bright, and yet he has an article
in every month. Now if HE can get away with it,
I shouldn’t have any trouble at all.’ I don’t mean

any offense, you understand, but I’d just like to

know how you do it.”
Now I’mafairly obliging sort of fellow, but I

simply cannot be answering such questions all the

time. It’s getting me into all sorts of trouble. 1

am continually going late to my classes, and I am

always getting put out of the library for talking

while others are trying to sleep or read the joke
page of the “Literary Digest.” It would not be
quite so bad if the student who asked me the ques-

tion would get put out too, but he always sits there
with a blank look on his face as though I were talk-

ing to myself. Besides, I am never quite sure my-

self as to just how I do write an article, and that

certainly does not raise the questioner’s already low

opinion of my mental capacity.
In order to put a stop to all such troublesome and

embarrassing questions I have taken the time to
formulate six easy lessons by which everyone may
learn to write articles for this magazine, and I am

offering them to you absolutely free of charge. Of
course if anyone feels that he has really benefitted
by the lessons and wants to slip me a couple of dol-
lars, why I won’t hurt his feelings by refusing to
accept. After all, one must consider the feelings of

others.
Lesson No. 1: Selecting the topic. This is very

important. Before you can write anything you

must have something to write about. Do I make

myself clear? ;

The first step is to secure from the editor or from

GS ise bats, often stop me on the campus, in the faculty advisor a list of suggested topics. You

will not be able to use any of these, but one of them

might suggest another topic. For instance, you see

the suggested topic, “Are College Athletics Over-
emphasized?” You take the word “athletics.”
Naturally before you can have athletics you must
have athletes. All right. Now when you think of
athletes what immediately comes to your mind?
Why “athlete’s foot” of course. It is always well
to have the word “alarming” in your title. It at-
tracts attention. Put all these things together and
you have a title something like this, “The Alarming
Increase of Athlete’s Foot Among Centipedes Since
Prohibition.” The centipedes and prohibition part
of it are purely original with you. Instead of cen-

tipedes you might just as well have said bedbugs,

Hindus, vegetarians, Democrats, or street-cleaners.

Instead of prohibition you might have said the in-
dustrial revolution, the Golden Age of Pericles, the
stock market crash, or November 27, 1931. Sim-

ple? Simple.
This list of topics is good for another thing. It

is on a long sheet of paper, and the reverse side
can be used for writing your article in pencil be-
for you type it. If you intend to take up writing

as a profession, you might just as well learn to be

economical right now.
Lesson No, 2: Preparation. Suppose you select

the topic mentioned in the preceding lesson. You
must constantly have it on your mind. No matter
where you go or what you do, you must be think-

ing of what you are going to write. Go to libraries

and find all the material possible on centipedes and

athlete’s foot. Get the statements of several doc-
tors. If you were writing about street-cleaners or

vegetarians it would be well to interview several of
them, but this would hardly be possible in the case

of centipedes.
Lesson No. 3: Commencing the article. After

several weeks of research and intensive thinking
you are ready to commence writing. Lock yourself
in a quiet room. The first day you won’t need any
paper or pencil because you won't write anything.
It might be well to put a piece of paper on the
desk before you and to hold a pencil in your hand
so that you will feel that you are at least trying to
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do something. There is no need of my telling you
what to do next. You will do it without having to

be told. You will sit and stare at the paper for a
long time trying to think of a good opening sen-
tence. In spite of all those weeks of remote prep-
aration you will find that you cannot quite get
started. You will get up and pace the floor. For
this reason it might be a good idea to have a long
room so that you won’t have to turn around so

often. You will sit down and stare at the paper

again. You will play with the pencil. The reason
for having yourself locked in the room is that you
would feel pretty silly if someone should suddenly

walk in and find you standing on the top of the

desk balancing the pencil on the end of your nose.
The second day you may actually get the first

sentence written. In that case it is time to quit

for the day.
By the end of the fifth or sixth day you should

have the article written. It will still be rather
rough and unfinished, but you can touch it up the
next day.

Lesson No. 4: Completing the article. You will
suddenly realize that the article is supposed to be

handed in the next day. You will read over what

you have already written and come to the conclu-

sion that it is pretty lousy and that the topic isn’t
so hot anyway. When this time comes, sit down
and write an entire new article in less than an hour.
Lesson No. 5: ‘Typing and correcting. When

you type the article change it completely so that
hardly a sentence remains as it was originally writ-

ten. After typing it you will find all sorts of mis-
takes. Since you will not have time to type it over,
you will just have to take a pencil and mark up
the paper to such an extent that the editor will

csarcely be able to decipher it. He will not mind

this, however, because he hasn’t much else to do.

And he loves puzzles. There is nothing he likes
better than sitting home all evening trying to figure
out a paper with words crossed out, other words
squeezed in, and with signs indicating that the
third paragraph on Page 3 should really be the sec-
ond on Page 1.

Well, there you are. That is the way I write my
articles. If you follow my instructions very closely
you should be able to have a contribution printed
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every month. It’s really very simple. Anyone can

do it. Perhaps I shouldn’t have told my secret.
Now | might have too much competition. Oh,
well, that’s the way I am. Generous to a fault.

Writing the article isnt’ the half of it, though.
After it has appeared in print, you will find that
everything which you intended to be humorous
will be taken seriously and everything which you
meant from the bottom of your heart will be taken
as a huge joke. It is for this reason that 1 am in-

cluding a sixth lesson which I consider the most

important of all.

Lesson No.6: Whena person tells you that your

paragraph on prohibition, a paragraph which you
considered very powerful and full of unanswerable
logic, is the funniest thing he ever read, you must
choose one of the following courses:

(a) Hit him over the head with a baseball bat.
(b) Smile and walk on.
(c) Walk on without smiling.
(d) Hit him over the head with a table leg.

(e) Say “Nice weather we’re having.”
(f) Hit him over the head with a blackjack.

I recommend especially courses a, d or f.

You must be prepared for many such jolts to

your pride. Once this year I wrote an article
which I considered extremely humorous. ‘There
wasn’t much sense to it, but then there doesn’t

have to be much sense to a humorous article. A
few days after the magazine appeared a fellow
classmate said to me, “That was the lousiest arti-
cle I ever read. I couldn’t get any meaning out of
it. What was the idea of the thing anyway?” This
time I chose course e. I just didn’t have the
strength to do anything else. I suddenly concluded

that the article wasn’t so funny after all, and I be-

gan to wonder how I ever laughed at it. After-
wards whenever anyone mentioned the article I

would be filled with a sense of shame and would

try with all he means at my disposal to divert the

conversation into other channels.
Perhaps I should have made that last lesson the

first, so you could have learned what is in store for

anyone who gets an article printed before you read
the other five lessons. Well, anyway, now you

know how it’s done. Go ahead and write an article
if you want to. But don’t say I didn’t warn you.



 

“Itchy-teet”
By MASON C. BENNER

HEN the first earthy tangs of spring hang
V \ heavily in the air, then I get what I like

to term “itchy-feet.” The old wanderlust
settles down on me with the same feeling, although
with a wholly different effect from the nostalgia
which bitterly persecutes a provincial away from

home against his will.
The desire is there, but my ambition has not yet

been aroused. Foreign travel is too far and too
foreign. However, there is so much to see right
here in the States that Continental tours can afford
to linger in the background of my imagination yet
awhile.

The chances of my making any trip now are just
as impossible as yours and yours and yours. Still,
I have “itchy-feet.” I have found that when I
have a strong desire for something which is at the

moment unattainable, then the best alleviation is to

find a temporary substitute. My panacea for “itchy-
feet” is reminiscence. I like to recall places I have
visited which are different from the smug compla-
cence of my everyday life. A picture of odd occur-

rences and strange scenes flashes across my mem-

ory like the images on the silver sheet of a cinema.

I remember one rather tedious but eccentric jour-

ney that another chap and I made from Enid, Ok-

lahoma, to Wichita, Kanses. On the trip down
from Kansas City to Wichita it had rained so hard
that the roads had become impassable. ‘The ordi-
narily small streams between Wichita and Enid
were out of their banks and had washed away
bridges and submerged the highgway.

After three days of boring idleness at the Hotel
Lassen in Wichita, we decided to store the car

and take a train to Enid. The railroad had become
passable by that time.

Two weeks later we learned that the roads were
also navigable. We decided to try hitch-hiking

back to Wichita after the car. This was a matter
of less than one hundred miles. We set out from

Enid early one cloudless summer morning, only to

find that we were more successful at hiking than

we were at hitching. It was a weary tramp of fif-

teen miles to Pond Creek before we gota lift.
In response to our desperately motioning thumbs,

an old touring car halted long enouggh for us to

jump on to the running-board. The farmer in the
tonneau informed us that he was only going five

miles further, and since a large dog occupied the

rear seat, we remained hanging to the outside of
the car. I was clinging for dear life, hoping the
wind wouldn’t tear my glasses off my face. They
were beating a lively tattoo on the bridge of my

nose. Just then something grabbed the middle of

my abdomen. Although my heavy sweater pre-
vented much pain, the surprise caused me to lose

my grip and I went tumbling head over heels in

the soft gravel. I picked myself up gingerly and

found that I was still in one piece. The farmer
stopped to assure me that it was only his dog be-

ing playful, but my companion agreed that even

hiking would be preferable to that sort of hitching.
I don’t think that I could ever learn to enjoy that

sort of play.

Undaunted, we went back to thumb wagging,

hoping for better luck. At last our efforts were re-
warded. Naturally we were.a bit wary when we

climbed into an ancient Ford coach, but there were

no more canines in evidence, and the Oklahoma

rustic reassured us with his hearty geeting. ‘Then
we found another peculiar situation. The rear seat

was loaded with potatoes, chickens, and sundry

produce, so that the two of us had to occupya sin-

gle front seat. In the bargain, we had to hold a

large cage of canary birds on our laps. This was

somewhat discouraging but we were tired and the
farmer assured us that he was going all the way

to Wichita.
That was the most novel ride I have ever

endured. Also, the driver was the most amiable
and loquacious individual I have ever encountered.
He informed us that this was one of his gala holi-

days. Twice each year he made a “pilgrimage” to
Wichita, and it was indeed an event which he

looked forward to with great anticipation. I can

assure you that he made the most of it.

Every person we passed he waved at vocifer-

ously, tossing forth a lusty “Howdy.” Every ten
miles or so, he stopped to get gas, oil, air, and water,

regardless of the sufficiency of these commodities.
He always lingered to chat awhile with the filling

station attendant, and for this we were thankful,

because it afforded us an opportunity to awaken
our slumbering pedal extremities.
We continued without any appreciable change of

routine except that the horn eventually refused to
give forth another squawk. This seemed to annoy
him greatly, but gave us immense relief.
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Finally we reached Wichita. The farmer bade
us a kindly farewell and seemed sorry that we could
not make the return trip on the morrow. We did
not inform him that, although it had taken him

from 10:00 a. m. until 6:00 p. m. to drive about
eighty miles, we intended to drive back that night
in half the time.

We secured our car and, after a refreshing dinner,

stated the return trip. This proved very unevent-

ful for about an hour. Suddenly, there loomed up

in glare of the head lamps what appeared to be a

tree branch lying across the road. Since it was

not of sufficient thickness to do any material dam-
age, I didn’t try to avoid it. No sooner had I
passed over it than we heard a slap-slapping sound
as if the tire had gone flat. I stopped disgustedly,
preparing to change a casing, but to our surprise
there was a big snake now somewhat dilapidated,
wrapped about the left rear wheel. We soon dis-
entangled the carcass and travelled on.

After driving for several miles, we came upon a

big sedan almost hopelessly mired in a shallow

ditch that ran along the side of the road. Fortun-
ately, we carried a long chain for just such emerg-
encies. Our car was light, but we soon had the

mired vehicle up on the road again. It was with
reluctance that jwe refused a monetary reward

from the very thankful elderly couple who occu-
pied the other car. Such is the sad result of an

early Boy Scout training.
After this we sped on for about an hour. Then,

upon rounding a particularly sharp curve, we were
horror stricken at the sight of a small coupe com-
pletely overturned with ali four wheels pointing
skyward. We hurriedly stopped and were just in

time to help disengage a rather dazed but unhurt

young lady from the interior of the wrecked car.

This being a well travelled road, several motorists

soon gathered at the scene of the accident. ‘The

crowd managed to get the car back on its wheels

again and someone took the young lady on to the

next town. :

Again we got under way, hoping for no further

delays as it was growing late and we had been on
the road for nearly fourteen hours. Our hopes
were realized this time. by midnight we were
safely in our rooms at Linid. After a good hot
bath, we were able to drop off into a profound slum-
ber without the aid of any lullabies.

To you this may not seem much of an adventure,
but, until I can fly the Pacific, hunt elephants, or
bomb orphanages in China, this will remain one of

my most eventful days. At least you will have to

admit it was quite a full day’s program. Perhaps

you would not even consider it enjoyable, but to

me it is a pleasant relief form the hum-drum and

such reminiscences are my way of scratching those
“itchy-feet.”
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Silent Men of Mind
By EDWARD R. SHOUP

things, and not by those who merely talk
about them. Many are those today who un-

wittingly comprise the overwhelming army of men,
who are content to voice their opinions without

taking the pains or even attempting to carry them

out. Were it not for the few silent, thinking and
acting men who must carry out what others preach,

this world would be sadly neglected. The devel-
opment of a nation depends on action. Vociferous
orators seldom accomplish anything directly; their

ideas, however reasonable and promising, depend,

for their execution, upon the men who_ think

and do.

“4 \NHE world is blessed most by men who do

When I speak of acting men, [ do not refer to

the bustling hustlng type who are fairly bubbling
over with vitality and vigorous efforts. In this
case I speak of a reserved type of acting men; those

whom people are more apt to ignore until it is too

late. Sometimes, long years have passed after a

man’s death before the world begins to awaken to

the fact that the man was a genius. ‘Time has a
way of testing thoughts, of preserving those that
are worthy, and of discarding those that are un-

worthy. Nobody has been able to explain this; but
the fact remains that, somehow, great works be-
come famed long after the other products of their

time have been forgotten. Shakespeare, a strik-
ing example of this, was to his contemporaries mere-

ly an actor and playwright like any one of a score

of others; but, with the passing of years, he has be-

come the most wonderful figure in the literature of

the world.

The self-expression of men of this category is,
like that of other types of men, a translation of

those impressions made through education, per-
sonal contacts, literature, religion, social institu-

tions, as well as through daily observations. Every
fragment of knowledge that a person secures is

stored up in his mind for future use. Some of these
accumulations are never again expressed, for cer-
tain impressions react on the person’s mind more

than others. Acting men have a highly developed
sense of self-expression. They have so cultivated

their minds, so that they are more susceptible to

those impressions of things in which they are most

interested, and, therefore, have greater facilities for

expressing those particular impressions.

The achieving individual is a man of deliberate
thinking. te does not draw hasty conclusions.
Instead, he carefully weighs his thoughts, and fin-

ally, after passing judgment on them, applies them

to the thing at hand. A capable physician, when
diagnosing a case, must be a deliberate thinker;
for, any haste on his part might provoke very un-

necessary complications.

Silence is another of the qualities of this ideal

personage. Ile holds himself aloof from the noisy

inanities of the world. He is entirely engrossed in

his work and everything else is of little worth. Per-
haps, silent, thinking and acting men do not be-

lieve in vocal expression. I prefer to believe that

they have not time to waste themselves unnecs-

sarily, when they can better consecrate themselves

to their work. Some men are naturally of a silent
disposition, while others learn to be silent. Those
that acquire it usually do so because of the condi-

tions under which they work, or through force of
habit.

Thomas A. Edison was an excellent example of
the silent, thinking and acting man. With his pa-
tience, ingenuity and fertility of resource he ac-

complished almost incredible wonders. Edison ab-
horred the word discoverer, as applied to himself.
“Discovery is not invention,” he once said. “A dis-
covery is more or less in the nature of an accident,

while an invention is purely deductive. In my own

case, but few, and those the least important, of my

inventions, owed anything to accident.” In these

few words he reveals the secret of his success—he

was a deliberate thinker. Were it not for this out-
standing feature, Edison, the man who made in-

vention, as it were, a business, would have been

less a success. Without it he could not have in-
vented so many devices which have now become
necessities. Most of them have been originated af-
ter long and patient labor, and are the result of al-
most endless thinking directed toward attaining
some well-defined object. Edison was also a man

of few words. He accomplished his best work
when alone and for this reason he used to shut
himself up in his laboratory where he could not be
disturbed.
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A more recent and more proximate figure of the
silent, thinking and acting type is Charles F. Ket-
tering of Dayton, Ohio. As president of the Gen-
eral Motors Research Corporation he is a very
outstanding figure. However, only in more recent
years has the public become aware of his presence.

‘Today his activities in devising the Delco starter
and ignition system, the Delco lighting unit and in-
numerabel other inventions, in the same and dif-

ferent lines, are widely known. Moreover, he has

written many magazine articles on modern equip-

ment, business, research and invention, future de-

velopments, and, in a very recent article, has given
a possible solution to our present business slump.
He ha salso been in great demand as the principal
speaker at business meetings and conventions. As
a contrast to these widespread activities, Kettering
is, socially, a very quiet man. He, at least, knows

the value of silence.

Thus have I partially shown the characteristics

of a truly beneficial type of man; one who is look-

ing more to the future and less to the present; one

who is striving to accomplish things, the while he

thinks his silent thoughts.

Song of a Dying Man
By EDWIN H. SAUER

There’s a wild call in the wind today,
A savage, loud, triumphant word;;
And the same call 1s vested in
The singing of a bird.

There’s a beckoning in the vaulted clouds;
A cry in the roar of the stormy sea,
A cry that is sad and softly weird
As it comes in to me.

There were maddening shouts through the calm last night,
And in the gold of the sunset sky,
“And who to answer all these?” you ask.
Eternity and I.
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Pillars of Industry
By HENRY GEMKE

mark it as a treatise on the accomplish-
ments of great business leaders and execu-

tives, it is intended as a tribute to a far different

class of people. Owing to our current economic
conditions we shall have to turn back a few years
to that time when America reveled in her boundless
prosperity, in order to get a suitable setting for
this discussion.
The great men that books, magazines and news-

papers hold up to us as pillars of industry are in-
deed indispensable and deserving of our recogni-

tion, but the man who is equally indispensable and
so little recognized is the ordinary “Mr. Buying
Public.” In paying this tribute to “Mr. Buyer” it
is my purpose to show the important support given

to industry by that class of American people whose

expenditures are controlled by the influence of emo-
tional advertising and high pressure salesmanship,

as compared with the thinking, conservative and
progressive class.
The buying public is the great instrument which

many of our executives take in hand to accomplish
the marvelous feats for which we give them all
credit. The manufacturing facilities and financial
capacity which we marvel at, are only two impor-

tant parts of our industry. The third, a selling de-
partment, is equally necessary. It is through this
department that “Mr. Buyer’s” pocketbook is sac-

rificed to the success of many big industries. To
prove this connection, we need only to page through
our many magazines, glance to the side of our high-
ways and streets lined up with billboards, or notice
the elaborate displays of the downtown stores.
As an example I shall cite the automobile, a prod-

uct which will appear on all three of the media
mentioned above, presenting gleaming new models
to arouse the desire of every observer. Turning
back to the large industries that lie behind these ad-
vertisements, we note that their growth was com-

paratively small up until about 1921. This was not
because of mechanical inefficiency nor financial lim-

itations, but because their product was confined to
a class of capitalists and high wage earners, who
alone could afford to pay the terms of sale. The
application of the installment plan to automobile
buying brings us back again to “Mr. Buyer” look-
ing over the advertisements of the new models. He
is seriously complexed by the superlative qualities
and performance claimed by each; he is coaxed by

A LTHOUGH the title of this article seems to the low prices as quoted F. O. B., and by the invi-
tation of easy terms. ‘The way the new features
are presented makes him think his two-year-old car
is an antique. So “Mr. Buyer” goes shopping for
a new car, the advertisements having thoroughly
convinced him that his old one is worn out. Nei-
ther he nor his family know anything about cars,
so the salesman that can bring out his selling points
best, or perhaps present the best emotional appeal
to the family, will have “Mr. Buyer’s” account for

anew car. The account is generally turned over to

a Finance Company to whom he pays from twenty
to thirty percent interest, and when his payments

are completed he is ready to buy a new car. Thus

the process is repeated, and thus the automobile

companies with the cooperation of the finance and
advertising concerns have almost made “Mr.

Buyer” a tenant instead of a purchaser, by taking
his monthly payments as a form of rent for the

“Transportation Service” which they loan him. By
such means many industries provide an outlet for
the gigantic volume which their marvelous factor-
ies turn out, and for which the executives and en-
gineers receive all credit.

In the purchase of radios, furniture, wash ma-

chines, refrigerators and appliances the ordinary

buyer contributes to business and industry in much

the same manner as he does when he buysa car.

He pays the finance company from twenty to thirty

percent interest charges; he repays the sales de-

partment and advertising agency for placing the

product in his hands, regardless of its utility to

him or his ability to pay for it; he pays the mar-
gin of profit upon which large industries are built.

In the line of consumptive goods, where install-
ment buying is not required, there are other op-
portunities given to “Mr. Buyer” to contribute to
the support of big industries and successful ex-

ecutives. I believe a glance around a modern drug

store will show us many outstanding opportunities.
Here, for example, we find many varieties of tooth-

paste and antiseptics. The large displays in mag-
azines and newspapers have made our buying pub-

lic conscious of “the danger line,” pink tooth brush

and Halitosis, and have thoroughly convinced them

that the preparations sold under their brand names

are the only practical means of avoiding these un-
pleasant reminders. (It is highly important, how-

ever, to keep the buyer ignorant of the fact that

simple household products can effectively replace
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the use of a costly branded article.) They have
taught him to pay at least fifty cents for a product
the actual cost of which seldom exceeds five cents,

the balance being a contribution to the producer’s
margin and a fee for advertisers to print fascinat-
ing displays or to give pleasing radio programs.
No matter what his ailment may be, the drug store
has a preparation put up in an attractive bottle that

is sure to give relief to the buyer. Though the con-
tents be valueless as a remedy, the bottle is worth

a dollar to “Mr. Buyer,” because he thinks there is
in it at least a chance for relief. The suggestive
seller also finds “Mr. Buyer” a welcome outlet for
many products which must be sold regardless of
their usefulness to the particular customer.
Although the conservative as well as the spend-

ing public are made the victims of widesperad sales
margins attached to our vast lines of branded mer-

chandise, and also share a place on the “sucker

roll” of the unethical advertiser, I believe the ready
spenders support most sales activities. A great

portion of our buying public is made up of such
people. They cannot maintain a savings account
because they are unable to withstand the lure of
advertisements and the influence of high pressure
salesmanship. Thus they live from hand to mouth,
the installment agencies become their banks, and in
times of financial stringencies they are the victims
of loan sharks. They are seldom able to advance
financially or socially, the profits of their labors be-
ing reaped by those with whom they deal.
The tribute that I pay to them as “Pillars of In-

dustry,” is because of the necessary place they fill
in making large scale production possible. By their

hearty response to the appeals of the sales depart-
ments, they are instrumental in building up large
industries for the conservative individual, who
reaps a profit on the investments he holds in them.
Conservative people buy only what they need, and
defer their wants until they are able to pay cash.
‘They are primarily concerned with investments to
meet future emergencies, and thoroughly test the

value and utility of the product before purchasing.

Such people are well able to progress socially and

attain financial independence. But if “Mr. Buyer,”

who spends readily, did not exist, we would have

no one to make the various industries the profitable
enterprises that they are, and conservative people
would have no place to invest their money. Pro-
duction of many of our living commodities would

be seriously curtailed and advertising would no
doubt become a more costly and ineffective under-
taking, thus considerably raising the commodity

prices for our conservative type. Our banks, too,
would have only a limited field of investments
wherein to place the superfluous inflow of deposits.
The spending American public is influential in

raising our standards of living as well as the in-
vestments of the conservative people. Now, when
by way of economic conditions, the spending abil-
ity of these Pillars of Industry is crippled, we are
subjected to a depression in which these former
generous spenders suffer most. Today many of our
conservative people are spending in equal propor-
tion to what they did three years ago, but without
the general patronage of “Mr. Buyer,” it is evident
that an important cog is lacking in the machinery
of industry.
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Jonson and I See Hamlet
By JOHN R. CONNELLY

(AurHor’s Nore: “A Visit to Shakespeare's Lon-

don” by William C. Carlin in the last issue of the

EXPONENT prompted the writing of this dialogue.

Mr. Carlin furnished the setting in which my imag-

ination has wandered, so I would suggest that you

familiarize yourself with Shakespeare's London be-

fore reading this imaginary conversation.)
Ff

66H YOW that we had lunch, Ben, how would

Neo like to spend some enjoyable hours at

the Globe? Hamlet is being produced to-

day isn’t it?” i

“There’s nothing I’d rather do, Jack, than hea

those soliloquies. Then too, ‘My Beloved Master’

asked me to come to this performance to see his

new actors. There are three of them, I believe,

and thy are all taking important roles.”

“Tt’s an hour before starting time. Shall we go

to the Club first or would you rather go directly to

the theater?”
“I’d like to go to the Globe now, if it’s all the

same to you. There will probably be a great deal

of talk about the latest political movements and I’d

like to get some first-hand information. Then,

too, I want to see the mood of the audience before

the opening of the play. Will has. been worried

about reaction lately.”

“Come along then. It’s just a short walk.”

“There’s Will now. Don’t bother him, though,

because he’s worried about those new actors. At

first he thought that he would have to cancel this

performance, but luckily he secured the services of

two noted men and one of the company returned

after a month’s illness, so this play will undoubt-

edly be well acted.”

“Ben, it looks like there is going to be a capa-

city house for this performance, doesn’t it? It’s a

good thing we did come early.—Say! Did you say

there would be much talk about the latest politi-

cal movements? It looks like they are doing most

of the talking with their fists. I’ve heard of these

riots in the pit but this is the first one that I have

witnessed.”

“When they start so early in their rioting you

may expect them to break out any time during the

performance and begin anew. That’s what hap-

pened the last time I saw ‘Macbeth.’”

“You mean that they start a riot during the per-

formance?”
“Surely.”
“What do they do about it?”
“Oh—they just stop long enough to quell the

disturbance and then begin again. It’s nothing out
of the ordinary in this city.”

“Well, that will be an experience for me if it
occurs today. At home you often see individual
fist fights but never rioting. Interrupting a play

is unheard of.”
“That is not all you will see here. If the ‘ground-

lings’ are not thrilled they take their spite out on
the actors. Last week a comedy was played here
and just because there were only three beatings in
the second act the ‘groundlings’ caused such a

furore that the play was stopped for at least twenty
minutes. Then too, Macbeth had to be revised so

that there would be two more bloody murders in

order to satisfy the audience. Jack, our friend
Will would be able to write much better plays if it
were not for the fact that they must be financial
successes as well as dramatic successes. ‘Art for
art’ sake’ is a pretty saying, but it takes pounds
and shillings to produce a play at the Globe and
that is what Will must keep in mind when he is
writing his plays. It’s regretable but we all have
some encumbrance.”
“Some of my friends at Oxford told me the same

thing. However, I regard his plays as master-
pieces no matter who they are written for. They

tell me—”
“Well, it’s curtain time now. Strange to say, the

crowd has quieted down to hear what the guards

have to say.”
“Everything seems to be running smoothly,

doesn’t it? Will can sleep easier tonight than he
did last night. He was really worried about those
new actors but they are taking their parts admir-
ably, aren’t they?”
“Yes! I’m enjoying it immensely.”
“I wonder who those gamblers come in here to

play cards? You would think that they had no
other place to go. It’s the same crowd all the time
and they always gather in that same corner. The
Globe is really an institution. You can consider it
a restaurant, ale house, smokery and gambling den
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besides being a theater. All classes of people are
represented, too. Down below us there are men

and boys of the streets; in the galleries you can find
a considerable number of none too respectable wo-

men, while in the boxes you find the gentlemen

from the Inns of Court. All things considered, it

is one of the most important places in London. Do
you realize that the weekly attendance at this the-
ater is equal to one-third the total population of the
entire city of London?”
“That speaks well for the plays of our friend.

Do you think that they come here to get informa-
tion and hear the actors, as some of the more in-

telligent audiences at the courts on the continent?”

“No, Jack, they come here to be amused by the
story itself. The majority of them have no cultural
background at all. That is why they like so much
physical activity and emotional excess. They real-
ly do not appreciate the cultural effect of the
plays—See! There is an example of it. Did you
hear how boisterously they applauded when the
ghost of Hamlet’s father appears and commands
Hamlet to slay the new king. Any kind of a play,
just so it’s bloody! Wait until they hear that the
girl that Hamlet had loved has committed suicide.”
“What’s the commotion over there?”
“Apparently a pickpocket has been caught. The

play will be ignored until they get that fellow out
of here. That is the third one in two weeks that
has been apprehended and there are many more go-

ing about their work unnoticed. Be on the look-
out for one!”

“This duel certainly commands the attention of
everyone, even the ‘groundlings.’ ”
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“Yes, this is what they all like.”
“They are not keeping it a secret, are they?”
“No. Whenever there is some scene that they

like especially they believe in letting the actors

know about it.”

“TI wish that vendor would get out of the way. I
can’t see the Queen drinking the poison while he is
standing up there selling his wares. Four deaths
in a short time; that certainly pleases the ‘ground-
lings.’ ”

“Ben, I don’t know when I enjoyed a play as
much as I did this one. Of course it was bloody
and appealing to the ‘groundlings’ but there cer-

tainly was a wonderful plot to the play and it was
well acted. Even our friend, Will, acted better

than usual.”
“Yes, Jack, this performance was better than

most.” re
“One more question, Ben: Most of the present

day tragedies are bloody but why do you think this
particular tragedy is so popular at the present
time?”

“I have been wondering about that myself. The
only reason for it’s popularity, that I can think of,
is the fact that there is a ghost in it. You know
these people believe in ghosts and for them there
seems to be some fascination in these ghost plays.”
“Well, whatever it is, our friend Will deserves

a great deal of credit for his ingenuity.”
“He certainly does.—Well, Jack, I must be go-

ing. Shall we have lunch together tomorrow?”
“Surely, Ben, I'll see you at the Club at noon.

Good Day!”
“Good Day, Jack!”



 

The Dole System
By LLOYD WALKEY

great deal of agitation for a system of dole

similar to the one which England has been

using for a number of years. ‘The labor problem

in England has been very prominent for the last

few years, so much so, that the English Govern-
ment has established the dole system to quiet the

demands of her working men. This system worked
reasonably well up to the present time. However,
since the Fall of 1929, when the present depression
was first noticed in the United States and through-
out the world, the English Government has found
that the dole system is like a case of tuberculosis.

It is one of the causes which have drained her re-
sources until today she finds herself in a danger-
ously weakened condition.

Before the present economic crisis one never

heard about such things in this country as a dole

system or unemployment insurance. Men gave no
thought to any such idea. They were too busily

engaged in their every-day work and luxuries. They
thought that paradise was at hand. However, since
the country has been plunged into an economic set-
back, one has heard a great deal of discussion about

the dole system. Men who have lost their means

of income want the Government to give them sup-

port. Yet, when they were working full time and

were making enough to buy luxuries of the present
day, they refused to save enough for a time like the

present, or cared very little to make sure that leg-

islation was passed to take care of such a need.

They bought things instead, not only with money
which they had already earned, but with money

that they had planned on earning in the future. In

other words, they bought merchandise with money
that they had never earned, or they bought on cred-

it. This economic question is the same one that
some of the men who had dealings in the stock
market were accused of. Now that these men have

found their incomes cut off, they must find some

way to keep their families and themselves alive.
Being unable to find work, they look to the Gov-
ernment for support by means of the dole.

The dole system of taking care of the unfortun-
ates of a nation is detrimental to the general good
of that nation as a whole. A country which em-

ploys such a method of charity will eventually have

financial trouble of such a nature as to cause the

entire structure of the monetary system to be over-

a. this period of depression there has been a thrown. A good monetary system is necessary in

the structure of sound governmental practice.
Therefore, with the downfall of the monetary sys-

tem, comes the ruination of good government, and

with the downfall of good government comes civil

war, death, and general chaos.

Although the system may have its good qualities,

which may take care of an immediate need, it is
bound to bring on a climax which will be far worse

than the evil which it had been intended to correct.
The dole system is a system which, in the end,

does not benefit either those dependent upon it or
those who have to support it. It throws all the
burden of taxation upon the people of a certain
class. These people find that the burdens of taxa-

tion are steadily increased and continue to increase

until a point is reached when they are unable to

meet the obligation. The persons who have to

pay these are gradually made poorer. They might
even reach a state of being where they find it neces-
sary to depend upon the dole.
The dole lowers the morality of a nation. It

teaches the danger of dependency and it fosters the
spirit of idleness. Work is one of the necessary re-

quirements to success. A man must work in order
to earn money with which to buy the articles
needed by his family. When he earns his own
money by the effort of his own exertion, he be-
comes independent. This spirit of independence is
the power or force behind the progress of a nation.

With the money that a man earns, he can take

pride in buying the necessary things in life. He

may even be able to buy some of the luxuries of
life. In this way his morale is raised and he be-
comes a good citizen. On the other hand, there are

those men who refuse to work, no matter what

kind of a job one offers them and those men who
work only long enough to raise enough money to

live for a short time. If a dole was instituted,

these men would live until their dying days by
means of its support and any offspring which they

might bring into the world would no doubt follow
the example set by the parent. In time this would
create a pauper class, thus dragging the nation
down to a constant condition of civil turmoil. If

the world ever reaches the perfect condition when
it will be possible for a man to earn his living with-
out working, then and only then will the dole sys-

tem be practical.
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EDITOR’S SOAP BOX

All things, in time, come to an end, and Lent,

praise be, is no exception. Those of the Faith,
know the value of penance and self-denial. If the

whole world would know and practice these in-
estimable aids to self-control, there would be no

one to read psychologists who urge the yielding to
every “urge.” Alas, for a vulgar satirist!
But let us put off our robes of sorrow and don

those of rejoicing to greet our gloriously risen Lord.
Until the world knows Him for King there shall
be contentious, strifes, hates, greeds, lusts, wars,

and ambitions and all the burdens we have made
our own, coveting them in the name of human
nature.

* * *

With the closing of Lent, another period is rap-
idly approachinga finale. This is the school year.
Perhaps I shall be blamed by some for anticipat-
ing; I plead excuse on the grounds that what I
have to say will not bear delay. It concerns col-

lege publications and those who write for them.

There are those who wrote and those who did

not. Those who wrote, did they gain anything by

their efforts? Did those who failed to write neg-

lect an opportunity of obtaining the most from

their collegiate training? To answer this ques-
tion we must consider the publication, its worth or

lack of worth.
Has a college publication any value? Does it

accomplish any purpose? Or is it a field for the
half thinker, the show off, the pseudo intellectual,
the seeker after publicity? It is not a place for
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these, though there be those, students and others,
who consider the field of writing to be the special

habitat of the type of character listed above. They
consider those who attempt writing as either radi-
cal in view, of no view at all, or of too many views.

Let me repeat, the college magazine is no place for
the publicity seeker and the rest of his category.
It is no place for the half thinker, for he would be
edited out of literary existence. It is no place for

the show off, for he shows and is gone, never to be

heard from again. The intellectual, so called in
disparagement as one who would appear to be what
he is not, disdains to mingle the life-blood of his

pen with that of the hoi polloi, and so dies un-
written, which is a good thing. The publicity
seeker (this is the most common accusation) does
not last. He may, if fortune favors him, write
once or twice. But the novelty fails, and with it

his Public. It is a common fact that those who
seek fame with little effort (and the publicity
seeker is of this class) do not linger where the
sweat of the brow is the lubricant of the brain. A

college magazine is a place where a man must
work, sometimes monotonously. Then, too, the

meed of praise is too limited for one who makes
it his pabulum.

Does anyone read a college magazine? Grant-
ing that it is read, does it stimulate thought? Does

it engender that art, now so neglected since one

man’s convictions have become as good as an-
others, healthy controversy? By healthy controv-
ersy I mean controversy on subjects which are



 

valuable and at the same time controversial. I
think it does. The editor is the recipient of many
manuscripts concerning problems under discussion
by the student body. To prove that these articles
show the fruit of thought, consider the new policy
with regard to freshman initiation inaugurated at
the University this year. This improvement was
begun by an article printed in the EXPONENT
last year.

However, there are two common evils in writ-

ing for a college publication. One is the poverty of
medium, the necessity of grinding words, which af-
flicts most collegians. Most have not developed a
clarity of style; few, in fact, have any style at all.
The second evil is a tendency to viewiness, a lack

of particular knowledge, which also hampers the
majority.
But these apparent evils appear less vicious when

we consider the purpose of a collegiate magazine.

First of all, it does not attempt to compete with the
professional magazines, i. e., magazines published
for gain. Nor do its writers consider themselves to
be experts in the sciences, arts, in politics or eco-
nomics. Therefore, it can be criticized as such no

more than its contributors can be held as men of
repute in the arts or sciences. If competition with
other magazines were its purpose, there would be

no need for a college magazine. ‘The college mag-

azine is in a position to the standard publication as
is the University to the Academy for research and
experiment in Newman’s “Idea of a University.”

“\WVhat,” you ask, “IS the purpose of a college
magazine?”
To my mind it is this. To aid and encourage

the student to think; for, writing aids him by clari-
fying his thought, and publishing his writing en-
courages him. Secondly: To give him a labora-
tory for the perfection of a medium for his thought.

If we consider these to be the reasons for a col-
lege publication, we must admit that it is an ex-
tremely valuable contribution to the educational

facilities of a school. And to return to those who
wrote and those who did not, we must certainly

consider those who did not, as blind or indifferent.

If blind, they are to be pitied; if indifferent, they
are classifying themselves not too highly. As for

those who wrote, whether their names appeared in
print or not, they were fortunate.

From a Hilltop
By BARRY DWYER

We hung or feet above the stars,
We smiled to know
Our birthdays would be numbered
When lights had ceased to glow.
Below the city slumbered
Beneath the stars.
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The Apostolic School of Urakami
The following, letter from Urakami was recent-

ly received by the President of the University of
Dayton. It is signed by the five students of the

Apostolic School of Urakami who are being pre-

pared for religious life and the priesthood through

the generosity of the donors to the Japanese Schol-
arship Fund established at the University of Day-
ton. This Fund was inaugurated many years ago
by Rev. August Frische, S$. M., who is now located
at McBride High School, St. Louis, Mo., and who
is still interested in securing funds to educate Jap-
anese boys for the religious life and the priesthood.

Contributions will be gratefully received and will
be added to the five Scholarships already estab-

lished at the University of Dayton.

Urakami, November 30, 1931.

Dear Benefactor:

It seems to me that it was only yesterday that

we saluted the dawn of the year 1931, but in a few

days it will already disappear in the abyss of eter-

nity. How quickly time passes away.

May the year 1932 be a happy and prosperous
one for you. Dear Sir, when I hear how kind you
are to me and what you are doing to help me along
in my education, I feel it my duty to express to you
my most heartfelt thanks. You are so far away
from me that I will never have a chance to meet
you, but in spirit I am often with you and every
evening when | am kneeling at the altar of Our
Holy Mother, at an hour when you are perhaps

working for me, I say my beads for your intention.

I ask the Blessed Virgin to bestow upon you and

your dear ones all the graces you are in need of

during the coming year.

The year 1931 was a good one for our school. In

April last five of our graduates entered the novi-
tiate of our Society and twenty-one newcomers
were admitted into the preparatory class.

On June 14th our school was honored with the

visit of His Lordship, Msgr. Mooney, the Apostolic

Delegate to Japan. His Lordship spent two hours

at our school and seemed to be much pleased to be

with us. On November 5th we went to the picture

show to see the film of the Twenty-six Martyrs of
Japan. The picture was so touching that we were
all moved to tears. Did we not live for a short

time the sorrowful but glorious history of our

heroic ancestors in our Holy Faith? Among the

martyrs were even children. One of them was
tempted to return to his mother. He wrote her so
nice a letter that we all cried when reading it. We

Japanese Catholics are proud of our saint heroes.

I, too, am preparing to become a zealous and fer-

vent missionary and with your kind help I shall be
able to work with success at the conversion of my
countrymen. Please help me to convert many by

your prayers.
Yours gratefully,

Thomas Nakamura,
Joseph Tagawa,
Ignace Noguchi,

Peter Koide,

Andrew Hayibata.
* X *

THE SIXTH JAPANESE SCHOLARSHIP

Amount previously reported. . <2...6... asceye$1,206.08
Recent Contributions

Rev. August Frische, McBride High School, St.
Te ee aeek 120.30

MeO G tamer. bavyiok Gita... Gn, 5.00

Amounton hand: Bebruary. 1, 1932. 22 2 $1,331.38
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