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COLLEGIATE COLUMNISTS

Someone defined a columnist as “a man who is
paid for doing what he ought to be hanged for.”

Of course the author of that definition was ac-
quainted, fortunately, with the professional colum-
nists whose syndicated articles appear in our dailies,
or only with the Broadway columnist whose
“Flash!” awakens vacuous minds out of desuetude
into brain-stirring awakening to that boudoir-buster
of domestic privacy, the stethescope heart-listener,
Walter Winchell.

We have, we humbly confess, since the City-of-
Dayton police successfully suppressed Fleming’s
Ohio Examiner, degenerated into reading idiotic, im-
becilic, and moronic imitations of the dirt-disher,
Walter Winchell, that appear in collegiate scandal
sheets weekly—or bi-monthly. It would be a “blessed
event”—to use columnistic language—were some of
them suppressed to conceal the self-evident truth
that attendance at college can do naught for the
youth suffering from endocrine glandular disturb-
ances who droolingly dribble the . . . that nau-
seate you in weekly and bi-monthly columns of
some of our wood-pulp publications.

To say that some of these columns are puerile
might be misleading. Some of them are worse!
They are puellar, emanating—Flash! “By way of
the high ‘C's’.”

Pardon us for using Winchellian lingo. We have
been affected by those vacuous vaporings of cacoph-
onous collegiate columnists. For a while we thought
it was the nk. We had it analyzed, however, and

learned that it was not the ink, but the content, that
gave off that stale, musty odor that dulled our men-
tal faculties.

1736—JAMES WATT—1936

Any great invention, leaving in its wake a pro-
found change in the order of things, is hardly the
sole property of one man. May we not say that it
is the culmination of the work of a number of minds
seeking the solution of the same problem? Still it
is true that the pertinacity of some minds is so
great, singular, and unique, that to them is given
the palm of bringing a thought to fruition.

In this sense we single out James Watt as a man
who wielded a profound influence on his times and
gave great momentum to the striving of man to-
ward material civilization. After two hundred years
we see more clearly the effect of his work.

There are those who might find fault with prog-
ress, as inaugurated by James Watt, because it
renders the problem of distribution and control
more complex and difficult. Be this as it may, it
will invite a consideration of higher ideals which
should motivate man in all his progress from the
material to the spiritual.

The Department of Mechanical Engineering is
living up to its high standards in taking note of the
two-hundredth anniversary of the birth of James
Watt. The students of the department have col-
lected their findings in three articles of the Janu-
ary, 1936, issue of The Exponent Magazine—A. H.
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The Age of James Watt

“If a man were to propose to carry us

regularly to Edinburgh in seven days,

should we not vote him to Bedlam?”

Thus spoke an English Lord in 1671.

Bedlam, be it known, was a London
hospital for lunatics.

BEFORE the time of Watt’s invention of a
practical steam machine, it would have been
the height of folly to suggest that it might some
day be possible to travel at a speed exceeding the
steady trot of a horse. So deeply rooted was the
belief that man would never use other means than
horses for transportation, that Sir Henry Herbert,
a member of the House of Commons, was led to
make the following statement before that body in
1671: “If a man were to propose to carry us regu-
larly to Edinburgh in coaches in seven days, and
bring us back in seven more, should we not vote
him to Bedlam? Or if another were to assert he
would sail to the East Indies in six months, should
we not punish him for practicing on our credulity ?”
What would this honorable gentleman say if he
were allowed to board a train in London today and
be whisked over the familiar countryside of his
childhood—to Edinburgh in seven hours? He would
be amazed at such a speed, and perhaps, after he
had recovered his composure, would have been
filled with pride to know that a fellow-country man,
James Watt, was responsible for this modern won-
der of our age, the steam engine.

Perhaps Sir Henry Herbert was justified in his
statement, for at that time mechanical progress was
so set that any further advancement in that field
seemed very remote indeed. This may be further
brought out by a quotation from that eminent mag-
azine, The Quarterly Review, in 1825: “The gross
exaggeration of the locomotive steam engine, or to
speak more plainly, the steam carriage, may delude
for a time, but must end in the mortification of those
concerned. It is certainly some consolation to
those, who are to be whirled at a rate of 18 or 20
miles per hour by means of a high-pressure engine,
to be told that they are in no danger of being sea-
sick while they are on shore, that they are not to
be scalded to death, nor-drowned by the bursting
of the boiler, and that they need not mind being
shot by scattered fragments, or dashed in pieces by

Page four

the flying off or breaking of a wheel, but with all
these assurances we would as soon expect the peo-
ple of Woolwich to suffer themselves to be fired
off by one of Congreve’s ricochet rockets, as trust
themselves to the mercy of such a machine going
at such a rate. We will back old Father Thames
against the Woolwich railway for any sum.”

From the foregoing dogmatic assertion, it can be
seen that even 150 years later there was still very
little confidence in the steam engine. At that time
the opinion of the Quarterly Review was shared by
numerous other publishers, and practically all of
the people in the surrounding territory.

No doubt the Honorable Sir Henry Herbert was
perfectly satisfied with the conditions existing in
“Merrie England” at that time. Like the rest of
us, he resisted change and trusted in the age-old
saying, “what is good enough for my father is good
enough for me.”

If we would for a moment look about us and ob-
serve the wonders that are ours to use, we would
realize the importance of the gifts of Watt and other
great men who spent their entire lives developing
conveniences for us.

How many of us give thought to these priceless
heritages of the past? Certainly very few of us
would be willing to live without them. Our coun-
try would be a barren place, indeed, to most of us
without gayly-lighted cities, sleek roadsters of the
highways, swift modern trains, and countless other
products of our nations’ factories. Yet all these
needed steam power, directly or indirectly, to make
them possible.

Steam power gives us electricity for our lights,
sends steamers across broad seas, propels our trains
along shining rails of steel, gives our factories their
life blood, and lends a useful hand in almost every
walk of life today.

But what did those folks of Old England have,
which they preferred to these modern luxuries? It
is a certainty that they had but little in the way of
our accepted conveniences, to help them in their
daily tasks. For a while our modern miracles would
perhaps seem overwhelming and confusing to their
slower moving tempo. But then the old, old process
would repeat itself, and they would be as unwilling
to return to their former ways as we would be to



return to the living conditions of 1670 and exist as
our forefathers did.

Let us live for a few moments in the England of
the period before James Watt’s influence began to
gain momentum and bring great changes on our
globe. For comparison, we will take the period dur-
ing which Sir Henry Herbert made his famous re-
mark to the House of Commons as to the absurd-
ity of those men who dreamed such fantastic cre-
ations as the steam engine.

In London we would find the streets unfit for
any sort of travel, whatsoever, on its many rainy
days. Frequently the heavy coaches would become
bogged, and men with sturdy backs and willing
hands would be hailed to do elephantine tasks of
pushing the coaches out of the mire. We could
hunt all day and not find a sign of a sanitary sys-
tem to carry off the water and refuse of the streets.
At night we would find the narrow, winding streets
a perfect maze to one unfamiliar, and no reassuring
lights, to guide us down dark hillsides. These dingy,
unattractive shops certainly would beckon us in.
Searching hills and valleys of the surrounding coun-
tryside, we would trudge over almost impossible
roads and fail to get a glimpse of even the sem-
blance of a railroad.

Then comes the desire to go beyond the far hori-
zon, a trip to be remembered a lifetime. And well

it might be, for there were no comforts there. The
horse-drawn coach was the only way of traveling,
which meant a slow, uncertain journey lasting many
days. It was not uncommon to be stopped and
asked to pay a toll for the use of the “highway.”
Everywhere one traveled it was necessary to pay
this toll. There were over 1,100 of these roads
throughout England. With such difficulties we no
longer wonder why the early English people re-
mained at home.

Very few of us would be willing to trade our pres-
ent environment, with its luxuries, for the life of an
Englishman of the late seventeenth century. Yet
with such surroundings, we would have agreed with
Sir Henry Herbert that such dreams were fantastic,
just as we now laugh off many ideas as wild, im-
possible, or impractical.

A man with the ability of a genius, and possess-
ing foresight, far beyond his fellowmen, was needed
to jump this great gap of stagnation which caused
his countrymen to sit back and accept those condi-
tions with hardly a struggle for freedom. There-
fore, we owe a deep debt of gratitude to James Watt
who did not eccept those conditions as final and
proceeded to do something about them. He de-
feated almost unsurmountable problems and gave
us a practical power that revolutionized world his-
tory. It is, therefore, fitting that we honor him on
the 200th anniversary of his birth.

The Boy and the Teakettle

James Watt, as a boy, was ridiculed

for being dull. His relatives became

disgusted with him, at the age of 17,

when he passed the time watching the

lid of a steaming kettle bob up and
down.

I HE people of the world should well be thank-
ful that two hundred years ago, January 19,
1736, James Watt was born. During the span of
James Watt’s life, his great mind and adaptable
hands were at work formulating our present-day
methods of transportation and steam-power gener-
ation.

His parents imparted to him the fruits of their
knowledge and experience. Financial reversals, in-
curred by unsuccessful speculation, prevented them

from sending him to school. His father gave him
the knowledge of machines, mathematics, and tools,
so that by the time he was eight years old the em-
ployees marveled at the ability of the boy to han-
dle tools in his father’s workshop.

It is related that a friend of the family, one day
while visiting, chided Watt’s father for not sending
him to school lest James would grow up to be a
dunce. But Mr. Watt answered: “If you would
notice what he is about, you would not say as
you say.”

James Watt was sitting on the floor, working a
geometry problem. He was later sent to the
Greenoch grammar school where he acquired the
rudiments of the classics. His schoolmates jeered
and ridiculed him for being so dull and spiritless.
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This condition was due, no doubt, to his poor
health, for he was delicate, and also due to his dis-
like for Latin and Greek.

When Watt was seventeen, he went to Glasgow
to live with his aunt for a year. It was while he
was there with his aunt that the teakettle episode
took place. By the hour he would sit and watch the
lid bob up and down on a steaming kettle. Being
away from his family side with his relatives, he ex-
pounded his ideas to them, but they became dis-
gusted with his prattle and sent him back to his
parents.

Being mechanically inclined, he made his way to
London where he learned the business of philosoph-
ical instrument making. Again due to his poor
health, he was forced to return to Scotland. At this
time he again went to Glasgow where he was em-
ployed by the University of Glasgow as an instru-
ment repairman. Due to his association with men
of learning, he acquired much that was later mani-
fested in his crowning achievement, the further de-
velopment of the steam engine. While he was
there he saw a steam engine for the first time. It
was an engine invented by Newcomen, that was
given him for repair. During the time he was re-
pairing it, he noticed the defects in it, and imme-
diately attempted to make Newcomens’ engine prac-
ticable.

Newcomen'’s engine consisted of an upright cylin-
der and a piston. The cylinder was closed at the
lower end. Steam was forced into the cylinder and
was condensed. The steam condensing in the cyl-
inder created a vacuum, and the atmospheric pres-
sure caused the piston to go down. The condensate
was removed, and the inertia of the flywheel caused

the piston to be raised and the cyclic operation was
repeated.

After ten years of research and study, in connec-
tion with the properties of steam, Watt discovered
two primary improvements on this engine: first,
that if the cylinder were kept at the temperature of
the incoming steam much of the energy of the
steam lost in heating the cylinder could be used in
doing work; second, the steam in expanding could
do more work than in contracting.

Watt experimented many months before he struck
upon a method of incorporating his improvements
into the engine. He finally made a separate con-
denser for his engine, and introduced the steam in
the lower end of the cylinder. Before Watt’s time
the steam engine was exclusively a steam pump,
slow-working, cumbrous and excessively wasteful
of fuel. His first alteration made it quick in action,
powerful, and efficient,

During his life he formed two business partner-
ships to obtain funds so that he might further his
work. The final one, with Matthew Boulton, lasted
even after his death, between the sons of the two
men. Many contrivances commonly in use today
were developed by Watt after the formation of this
last partnership.

James Watt died August 25, 1819. However, he
had the satisfaction of seeing the results of his un-
tiring labors in the invention of the steamboat and
the locomotive.

Truly a man who achieved success after sur-
mounting such obstacles as Watt did, is a genius
who deserves, not only the minor honors bestowed
upon him by the royal societies of Edinburgh,
London, and the University of Glasgow, but the re-
spect of the entire world.

The Development of the Steam Engine

Perhaps few of us realize how tmpor-
tant 1s the invention of the steam en-
gine. Without it many of the modern
developments that we observe in daily
life could not have been realized.

LET us step out of the present, and take an

imaginary trip through the years, following
the development of Watt’s steam engine as we pro-
ceed. We find ourselves in the coal fields of Corn-
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wall, England, about the year 1805. As we walk
about we notice a small steam engine, crude and
awkward in appearance, slowly pumping water
from the mine. This crude contraption was but the
first step in the development of our modern steam
engine. Perhaps we can visualize this engine, re-
sembling in many respects the pumps we see in
small oil areas, with its rocking beam, slowly and
diligently drawing the water from the mine.



While looking at this engine, we hear behind us
a shrill whistle.
towards us one of the first locomotives, with its
cogwheels running on tooth-like rails. This loco-
motive is the application of Watt’s steam engine
on land.

The engine is a comical-looking affair, as com-
pared to our modern-up-to-date steam locomotives.
It is capable of traveling at the astounding speed
of five miles per hour, with a net load of ten tons.
We climb aboard the engine, which takes us to the
wharf where the coal is loaded onto boats.

Among the boats that are lying along the shore,
we see one that is without sails. Instead, it has a
set of paddles projecting from its sides, and these
paddles are operated by a steam engine. This is
Finch’s application of Watt’s steam engine to the
propulsion of water vessels. ‘This boat was oper-
ated for a short time and then abandoned because
of its low speed and carrying capacity.

Glancing through the newspapers that contained
news from America, we learn that Fulton placed a
steam engine into his ship, “I'he Clermont,” which
proved to be the first successful commercial appli-
cation of the steam engine to marine practice.

Now we see the application of the steam engine
to every form of industry and transportation. In-
dustries, using the steam engine spring up as if by
magic: grist-mills, pumping stations, winches, and
other power-driven apparatus. We see many im-
provements in the steam engine. One of the most
important of the early improvements was that of
the opening of the Stockton and Darlington rail-
road.

We attend the opening of the first steam-operated
railroad. We climb into one of the eight buggy-like
carriages which compose the train, settle back into
and wait for the train to take us on our first ride.
As we leave Stockton and travel towards Darling-
ton, we are greeted everywhere with shouts and
cheers from the people assembled along the road
side. On our arrival at Darlington we are met with
wild acclamations for the first steam railroad is a
success.

Leaving this latest conquest of the steam engine
we depart for the docks and prepare for our steam-
ship journey to America. This trip was uneventful
as our old friend the engine was working very cap-
ably.

Upon our arrival in America we see that here, too,
the steam engine has been adapted to many uses.
Gazing about us we see it operating winches un-

Glancing around we see coming

loading the boat, furnishing water for constant use,
supplying the motive power to produce electricity
and power, and making itself generally useful.
Roaming around the country and studying the im-
provements made on the engine during the next
century, we are amazed to note the important place
our steam engine has taken in the industrial system.

Now, let us consider ourselves in our own era,
that of the twentieth century, and consider many
everyday uses that we make of the steam engine.
First, and foremost, let us view the use of elec-
tricity. We get up in the morning, turn on the
electric light, dress, eat, and depart for our day’s
work. We get on the street car and proceed to the
factory. After checking in at the time clock, we go
on to the operation of the machine. Upon the com-
pletion of the day’s work, we again return home on
the street car, dine, and then spend the rest of the
evening reading or listening to the radio. On reflec-
tion we can find very few times during the day that
we have not drawn upon the use of electricity. Let
us also bear in mind that, in the main, our elec-
tricity was obtained by the use of steam power.

Returning to the factory the following day, we
continue our observations. Here is a man using an
air gun to drive home screws and bolts. Next to
him is a punch-press operator who is using com-
pressed air to clear his machine of waste materials.
Opposite him, a man is using a riveting machine.
All have used compressed air—and this air was fur-
nished by the use of the steam engine.

As we leave the factory and walk down the street,
we notice the street is being torn up by a steam
roller. Farther down the street we see a steam
shovel excavating the cellar for a building. These
machines have incorporated in their design the
direct use of the steam engine for producing the
necessary power. The assembled apparatus in-
cludes the fuel supply, the boiler, the engine, and
the necessary ingenious devices for furnishing the
desired movements.

As we end our journey we realize more and more
the value of Watt’s improvement on the steam en-
gine. Without them we would most probably lack
a large number of the conveniences which we now
enjoy. Many inventions may be made as time goes
on, but Watt’s invention of the steam engine stands
foremost in the field of steam-power generation.
Therefore, at the bi-centennial of the commemora-
tion of the birth of James Watt, it is fitting to pay
homage to this master-mechanic and inventive
genius.
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Falling in Love

A noble attempt to classify the less

deadly of the human species turns out

to be more than mere cataloguing. Sen-

timent upsets the objective view that

should have been taken, with the re-

sult that a few heartaches are the con-
sequence.

IT is high time that someone looked into this

matter of falling in love. Every person -be-
tween sixteen and sixty is affected by this disease
at least once, and usually more frequently.

I decided to help out other females by finding
out why men fall in love and what types of the
female species appeal to them. You realize that
it was a good idea, and an altruistic one, because
I intended to do the experimenting myself.

The first thing I did was to make out a chart,
listing the appearance of the intended male, his
likes and dislikes, the kind of a girl to whom he
should respond, and a little column to contain re-
ports of whether the results were affirmative or
negative. You'll get the idea as the sad tale sobs
its story.

My first prospect was a dark-eyed violinist whose
heart was filled with music. For him I combed my
hair in soft waves and practiced the piano three
hours a day. I talked Beethoven, Schubert, and
Bach, while we listened to radio concerts. I gazed
dreamily into the fire and recited Shelley as a Cho-
pin nocturne trembled on the air. Any psychologist
would have said that violinist should have fallen in
love. Did he? Of course! He fell for the co-ed
center on the basketball team who had a voice like
a goat and who loved the music of ten pins falling
in a bowling alley!

Despite this failure, I was still not convinced
that my scheme wouldn’t work. After all, it was
in the interests of a good cause, and I was a clever
girl. The further you read in this story, the more
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e By Lola S. Morgan

convinced of that last statement you will become.

My second intended victim was a red-haired foot-
ball player who made up in muscle what he lacked
in brain. He could sleep beautifully through every
class discussion, and his shoulders were wonderful
to behold. For him I wore my hair in fuzzy ring-
lets, lost ten pounds, and learned to lisp. I mas-
tered the intricacies of football, and could recite the
names of all the gridiron stars of the past five years.
I echoed his every opinion and told him he was
“marvelous.” Did he fall? Of course! He fell for
a slick-haired little girl who insisted that he bring
his grades up, and made him promise to study Latin
next year! Can you beat that?

I was a little discouraged but decided to make one
last effort. My poor column held only negative
checks.

Well, my third choice looked the easiest. He
was definitely a type, tall, dark-haired, serious, and
intelligent. Upon him I expected to expend great
effort and reap results. I let my hair grow two
inches and swept it back from my forehead. I
stopped wearing lipstick and began carrying books.
In fact, I looked like an ambulating library most of
the time. When I finally got him to the “date”
stage I was ready to discuss cosmology, biology,
Plato, botany, and Hitler. He should have fallen
hard. Did he? Of course! He took a head-long
dive for a little monkey who thought Socrates was
a new kind of shoe polish.

My friends, you can see I did my best. There’s
just no telling why men fall in love. You can’t
“type” the animals.

As for me, well, you can see that I should fall
for an ntellectual!

Was that a tall blond across the street? So long!
I've got a weakness for walking on that side. I’ll
see you later and maybe I'll have a check mark in
the affirmative column. Here’s hoping he’s sus-
ceptible!



Man's Waterloo: Whiskers!|

Dan reviewed life from the Crea-
tion—or at any rate from the Fall of
Man. He discovered one evil that has
persisted throughout the ages to the
present day. A ray of sunshine, how-
ever, looms on the horizon.

MAN has indeed come a long way in the
process of civilization. From the fur-
covered cave-man to the well-groomed male of the
present day is really a mammoth leap, a leap which
has covered a period of thousands, and perhaps
millions of years, and which has engendered inven-
tions and accomplishments of millions of minds.
The initial edition of homo sapiens began by con-
quering his wild environment, animate and other-
wise, and continued to surpass all obstacles in his
groping for the acme of satisfaction. His difficul-
ties have been many and his failures comparatively
few, but from time immemorial there has remained
one impediment in man’s path in the quest of ulti-
mate comfort. He has repulsed it time and again
with crude and ingenious weapons, but it has al-
ways returned obstinate, persistent, unconquerable.
Thus do we introduce man’s Waterloo—whiskers!
Hair has always been a horrible appendage to
the human being. Perhaps it is because the egotis-
tical male wishes to eradicate all evidence of pos-
sible ancestry in the anthropoidal species that he
removes the physiognomical cilia—beard to you.
Perhaps it is because it gets in his soup—or his
Wurzburger beer. Better yet, it is probably because
he wished to conform to the conventions and the
sanctions of society, especially the feminine group.
At any rate, the fact remains that chin hair is a
common enemy of man, and the many clever meth-
ods which man has devised to combat this evil—
and their evolution—is, to say the least, an inter-
esting study.

OG, the cave man, came out of his cave at dawn
some ten thousand years ago, frothing at the mouth
and waving a long piece of chipped flint.

“Elmira!” he managed to choke, in all-consuming
rage, who in the %&**&& has been skinning dino-
saurs with my razor? Junior! Junior! Come out

e By Dan Hobbs

from behind that rock and explain these nicks in
my best blade?”

SOLOMON, in all his early morning glory—
clad in purple pajamas—drags wearily from his
bedroom.

“Oh, what a head!” he moans. “Wifey,” he
groans wearily, “trot out my shaving scissors. It’s
a shame I can’t use a razor like the Gentiles, but
that's what comes from being a member of the
Chosen People.”

BIG CHIEF RUNNING NOSE shook the tepee
with his booming demand, several hundred years
ago, with “Minnehaha! what happened to those
tweezers of mine? You know I have a board of
directors’ meeting this morning.”

Soon grunts and groans emanate from the skin
hut, the significance of a deplorable survival of me-
dieval torture projected into a comparatively mod-
ern century by the social disease of human respect.

TRULY sad pictures, but correct in every detail,
except for the fact that old Solomon was not limited
to one spouse, and therefore, having a reserve of
sharp scissors—one for each wife—was far more
fortunate than this fellow-countrymen.

How do we know these pictures are true repre-
sentations of the past? Because remnants of these
odd practices persist even to the present day. Poly-
nesians still use two pieces of flint, or pieces of
shells or shark’s teeth ground to a fine edge, and
many men of Judea still adhere to the Levitical
code prohibiting the use of razors, thus necessitat-
ing “shaving scissors.”

Now let us proceed to the present day.

Man’s affliction still tags along. Mr. Everyman
travels to his work every morning in his new
streamlined vehicle, conducts his business by tele-
phone, perhaps flies to a distant city on a business
trip in a huge man-made bird, returns home in the
evening, listens to the radio, and so—to bed.

But there is a catch to everything. He must get
up in the morning, and in what a condition! In
dread he approaches the mirror, with a tiny spark
of hope that the impossible has occurred. But no!
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his nemesis still pursues, dooming him to disap-
pointment and even to despair. The inevitable has
again happened! His face is once more decorated
with dark, ugly-looking stubble. The razor kit
opens and the daily blood-letting process again
takes place. Indeed, two things are inexorably cer-
tain in this life: whiskers and death; and it is dif-
ficult to ascertain which embodies the greater
agony.

However, a light has appeared far in the distance,
casting a microscopic glimmer over the dark,
gloomy picture. Man is slowly emerging from his
exile. He begins to harbor the thought in his breast
that perhaps his great-great-great-great-grandson
may be relieved of the stubble menace.

In every man, from the hobo, who makes the most
of a broken Federal non-refillable bottle, to the up-
to-date shaver who owns a multifarious array of

shaving machines, there exists the eternal hope of
the Promised Land—that of eternally smooth jowls!
Straight razors have given way to safety razors,
due mainly to the anti-blood campaign of a certain
Mr. Gillette. Even greater innovations are now be-
ing made public, included in which is a dry shaver
—electrically operated — which eliminates razors,
blades, shaving cream, lather, and lotion—as well
as whiskers—at one sweeping stroke! And now we
are trying to think of a way to eliminate the one
sweeping stroke!

Therefore, all true men should rally to the cause!
The time is ripe for a revolution!

Rise and throw off the oppression! Tear the whip
from the hand of the cruel slave-driver and march
on to the land of the free! Down with whiskers!
Down with razors!

Just a minute, while I drop into this drug store.
I need a new pack of razor blades!

Winter Morning

By Lola S. Morgan

It is morning, my beloved,

Day has put the stars to bed;

With a blanket made of cloud-wool
She has covered each bright head.
Now across the waiting heavens
Dawn, with swift light-footed tread,
And her fire-hair brightly streaming,
Comes in blue and gold and red.

It is morning, my beloved,

We wake from dreams of night

To a sky of shining wonder

And a silent world of white.

We stand quiet and enraptured
While the winter morn grows bright,
Till our hearts are wrapped in beauty
And our souls reflect God’s light.
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The Press that is

The writer asserts that the only “yel-
low peril” is the perilous “yellow
press” of the country. After reading
this article you will hesitate to believe
what you read in the daily papers.

ONCE or twice in a decade appears a book
which, regardless of pure literary value,
bears a message so vital, so significant, so pertinent,
so revealing that it modifies our entire thought, in-
terpretation of events, and evaluation of casual fac-
tors in the history-making process of the contem-
porary world. Such a work is George Seldes’
Freedom of the Press, which 1 briefly reviewed some-
time ago in the Library Leaves column of the
U. D. News.

Running the gamut of American criticism, from
the radical periodicals to those abominably trite
comments issued by librarians, it has absorbed
reams of “poo-poohing,” a few rhapsodic blurbs,
and very few thoughtful discussions. I don’t be-
lieve that Mr. Seldes’ brain-child constitutes a mas-
terpiece in either style or format. Jumbled arrange-
ment, marked prejudices, sensationalism, faulty
weighing of important and not so important mater-
ial—all are evidenced; but the essential point which
the author succeeds in proving is essential enough
to radically upset the intelligent person’s view on
the passing human drama.

Tersely put, this revelation strikes a death blow
at the validity of the information-sources about the
doings of our fellow-men, foreign and local; and if
it is a death blow at the sources, it is also the
funeral of the information. Journalism, as a tele-
scope focused on the world, comes out with blurred
and distorted lenses; and the significance of the re-
sultant false impressions dawns on a person when
he realizes just how great a percentage of our judg-
ments, our evaluations, our sympathies are erected
on a newspaper foundation, just how many of our
policies we dictate on things that are not things
but les.

Of course, no man with a gram of sense has ever
believed that a printed sheet off a rotary press guar-
antees truth, but he has seldom been cynical enough
to believe that certain printed sheets off specific

Not Free

e By M. ]J. Hillenbrand

rotary presses practically do guarantee falsity. Most
people have digested their daily paper with a grain
of salt, but who ever thought that a packed salt-
shaker wouldn’t be enough?

And now comes Mr. Seldes to prove that the radical
periodicals like 7he Nation, The New Republic, have
been right all along, that our journalism is corrupt
and corrupting, the pawn of vested interests, the de-
fence of a decadent order, the prostitution of an
ideal—and perhaps the worst enemy of such civil-
ization as we have left. He shows that popular
opinion, which theoretically at least is supposed to
rule a democracy—which theoretically we are sup-
posed to have—has been molded, distorted, and de-
ceived so badly that a comparatively few men at
the helm—a plutocracy—practically exercise all the
power that they might, under the most autocratic
form of government. If the claim appears a mere
bugaboo, a mountain made of a molehill, it looms
in true proportion when we examine some of the
more important aspects of man’s collective life in
their relation to a free press that is not free.

Space limits the examination to a brief statement
of definite facts about these aspects, and I shall be-
gin with the most perplexing problem existing to-
day, yesterday, and tomorrow, in the zone of inter-
national affairs, and their obfuscation.

Few Americans understand, even dimly, the ways
of Europe, and few of the few are newspaper men.
Even if most of the few were, the vast network of
consorship strung out by Stalin, Mussolini, Hitler,
and smaller-fry dictators chokes any derogatory
truths; and if an isolated truth does escape strang-
ling, the correspondent doesn’t— economically.
With permits abrogated, the unwary revealer gets
the “bum’s rush” for what the Russian rushers
rather ironically call “attempted intellectual sabo-
tage.” With the rush goes the chance to obtain
more facts, so why bother to write facts, when they
only make trouble. After all, getting a new decor-
ation from Mussolini is much more congenial than
tearing up established associations for some slip
about fascist terrorism in Calabria that no one will
appreciate anyway.

Mr. Seldes cites several foreign correspondents
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who have stuck to their guns, facing mob violence,
continual threat of expulsion, and imprisonment, to
sneak out occasional glimmers of reality—and these
several equal just about all. As a diluted liberal of
the hoary nineteenth century tradition, the author
naturally pours some sympathetic oil on sovietism.
Mr. Walter Duranty of the New York Times be-
comes the acme of reporting, and this is a wobbling
wopper. Mr. Duranty may write what he pleases,
as the title of his latest book flamboyantly an-
nounces, but what pleases him doesn’t please every
observer in Russia. Take for instance the catas-
trophic famine during 1932-1933 in the Ukraine re-
gion, which Duranty still writes of as doubtful. Mr.
Chamberlin of The Monitor writes that it is not
only not doubtful in existence, but also as to why
it existed—the result of a systematic attempt by the
Moscow beaurocracy to starve a recalcitrant pea-
santry into a love for collective farming. Something
wrong somewhere, and comparing the two versions
I am inclined to doubt Mr. Duranty that it is
doubtful.

Except for this natural weakness toward any-
thing which brags about progressiveness and lib-
erty, the barnstorming Mr. Seldes knows European
politics and intrigue as well as any non-European
can. With many years of experience behind him,
he senses the futility of American insight into a
system that daily develops new methods for cor-
roding such insight.

Here journalism is not so much the criminal as
the victim. But when the Associated Press uses
controlled agencies like the French “Havas” as
foreign-news sources; when the New York Times—
with the best general coverage in this country—
maintains such a manifestly pro-fascisti man as Ar-
naldo Courtesi for Italian representative; when
numerous American papers gobble up the free 2,000
word cable allowance of Mussolini-propaganda
dished out to all takers, and print it as news—then
room for internal improvement is far from micro-
scopic.

The fact remains that deliberately or undeliber-
ately, planned or unplanned, foreign news is seldom
anything but rationalized fable; and realization of
the fabulousness makes only more complex our ori-
entation problem in a world of chaos. Judging
from the diplomatic maneuverings of our present
“overseas” men, they lack any understanding of
what is happening under their noses. How about
the poor “stay-at homes” who cannot even get a
smellable whiff? The pessimist certainly won’t
starve on this international mess of perversion and
ignorance.

On the more immediate issue of peace and war,
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we can smear a pitch-black blotch across the record
of our press. Although Mr. Hearst has transformed
jingoism into a racket for bloated circulation, al-
most every printed sheet, excluding the communist
Daily Worker and some Catholic publications, is
implicitly a menace to peace. Advocacy of a bigger
army and navy, more guns, ships, planes, is noth-
ing but simple donation of government money to
the all-powerful munition firm. The Nye senatorial
investigation conclusively proved that so-called
pluggers for increased armaments are confusing—
or uniting—the legitimate defensive needs of the
country with the financial needs or wants of the
DuPonts, the Schwabs, the big shipyards.

Yet the world’s greatest superficialist and self-
appointed pundit, Mr. Arthur Brisbane—Hearst’s
echo—continues to plead for more planes, more
planes, and still more planes, and the echo resounds
across the country. The whole irrational program
of buying peace by putting a chip on your shoulder
draws general endorsement and pleading editorials,
and if the figure is mixed, it is not one-half so mixed
as the reasoning of the endorsers. And how could
there be anything but endorsers in a state like Dela-
ware where the entire news system constitutes a
tentacle of the DuPont octupus.

The yellow press shoved, pushed, and kicked us
into the disgraceful Spanish-American war, where
Teddy Roosevelt led a charge, caught the war fever,
and ran a high temperature the rest of his life. The
press helped inveigle us into the Great War by
printing all the lying propaganda, by being pro-ally
in a supposedly neutral country, by laughing down
such sincere workers for peace as Jane Addams,
Eugene Debs, and even the misguided Henry Ford,
who with his idealistic “peace ship” has long been
the butt of ridicule by people who can’t compre-
hend the distinction between method and principle.
The press slandered, defamed, viciously and bru-
tally attacked the elder LaFollette and that very
small band of senators who voted “no” on the war
declaration, destroying the prestige and future pos-
sibilities of a statesman whom history will classify
among the greatest of that political tangle known
as Congress.

The press created a Japanese scare out of. vapor,
made most of America believe in the “yellow peril”