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PREFACE 

One of the distinctive features of the School of Journalism of the 
University of Missouri is its publications. A small city daily newspaper, 
a weekly magazine supplement, and a country weekly afford opportunity 
for students to obtain practical experience, to put into actual use, the 
fundamental principles, ethics, and theories which they learn in lecture 
and writing courses. 

These publications are not campus journals. The Columbia Mis
sourian is an evening daily circulating throughout the city and county 
and having subscribers outside the state. It carries telegraph news, has 
staff correspondents in rural districts, sends out reporters to cover 
sessions of the State Legislature and other important meetings and news 
events in the state, and covers the local news of Columbia including news 
of Missouri University and the two colleges located in the city. 

The Missourian Magazine is a weekly supplement which runs each 
Saturday as a special section of The Columbia Missourian. It is of 
tabloid size and contains features, special departments, and many 
illustrations. These two publications are published in the printing plant 
at Jay H. Neff Hall, home of the School of Journalism. News pictures 
and cartoons produced by student photographers and artists are made 
into halftones and line etchings in the School's photo-engraving labora
tory, and used in these publications. 

The Columbia Herald-Statesman, is a privately owned country 
weekly newspaper, which is written, edited, and made up nine months 
of the year by students of rural journalism enrolled in the Missouri 
School of Journalism. 

The writings of students in Reporting, Feature Writing, Editorial 
Writing, Newspaper and Magazine Departments, Literary and Dra
matic Reviewing, the Agricultural Press, Country Newspaper, Agri
cultural News, and other courses furnish laboratory material for student 
copy readers who do the editing and the headline writing and prepare 
the stories for actual publication. 

Most of the stories included in this anthology have been published 
in School of Journalism publications. A few are reprinted from outside 
newspapers and magazines. They illustrate the variety and type of work 
done by Missouri students in journalism. It would be impossible to 
reprint all the published writings of the more than three hundred young 
men and women enrolled in journalism during the 1926-27 school year. 
The committee has selected news, editorials, features, articles and re
views that were outstanding in subject matter, content, and style of 
writing. News is evanescent; what is fresh and attractive information 
today may not interest the public tomorrow. The stories herein pub-



lished are ones that because of circumstances, surroundings, locality, or 
personality were considered particularly well handled and well written 
for stories in their respective fields. 

We hope this will be the forerunner of an annual published collection 
of stories written by students in journalism at the University of Missouri, 
an anthology which will prove an incentive and inspiration to students 
and which will give the general public a clearer idea of the work being 
done in this school. 

For permission to reprint stories other than those orginally published 
in The Columbia Missourian, The Missourian Magazine and The Colum
bia Herald-Statesman, we are indebted to the courtesy of the editors of: 
Scribner's Magazine, Holland's Magazine, The Missouri Ruralist, The 
St. Louis Post-Dispatch, The Kansas City Star, The Jewish Record 
(San Antonio), The Forge. 

SARA LAWRENCE LocKwooo 
June 15, 1927. 



I. Editorials 





VVRITTEN BY STU DENTS IN JOURNALISM 

A Friendlier Japan 
By HARREL E. LEE 

{'The Columbia Missourian} 

9 

The Japanese have not forgotten the United States Immigration Act 
of 1924, which excluded them from this country, but they no longer talk 
of going to war as the result of the discrimination. They prefer rather 
to unite with the United States in a study of each other's problems in 
order that some mutual understanding may be reached. 

Baron Shidehara, Japan's foreign minister, commented upon Ameri
ca's growing understanding of Japan in an address before the Imperial 
Diet early this year. "In our turn, for the correct estimation of the 
question, we should also fully appreciate the national institutions and 
conditions which characterize the United States," the Japanese minister 
said. 

Japan is struggling valiantly to keep peace with both Asia and the 
West, but her only hope of meeting the needs of her increased popula
tion is through industrial expansion. She will use peaceful means to ex
pand her industries as long as that is possible. A thorough understand
ing in America of the peculiar problems which Japan faces will do much 
to prevent a war between these two great powers of the Pacific. 

Ambassador Massey 
By FRED B. JESKE 

['The Columbia Missourian} 

Canada has followed the finest diplomatic traditions of the mother 
country in the appointment of Vincent Massey as first dominion min
ister to the United States. She has paid the Unite<l States the com
pliment of sending to Washington one of her most able statesmen
an envoy of broad scholarship, rich experience and marked personal 
charm. 

On the other hand, we are informed Canada was flattered when 
former Ambassador William Phillips, one of the outstanding United 
States diplomatic "career" men, was appointed first American minister 
to Ottawa. 

The exchange of such high-type ministers is an excellent indication 
of the relations in which these two neighbors find themselves-relations 
which for a century have been a shining example to the world. 

Canada's new envoy is able to represent not only the country's prac
tical interests, but her cultural aspirations as well. Born in luxury, 
any number of paths were open to him, but he adopted the ascetic life 
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of a persevering student. Educated at the University of Toronto, then 
at Oxford, later actively engaged in educational work at Toronto, a sol
dier in the \Vorld War, business man and now statesman-these are 
some of his experiences. 

With all the American democratic ways of her people, yet retaining 
something of the royal manner with her new independence, Canada could 
not have found among her own people a better representative of her 
own mind or a better interpreter for the Empire. 

Credit at the Crossroads 

By ELMER E. TAYLOR 

['The Columbia Herald-Statesman] 

"After the first day of next month, this firm will do business only on 
a cash basis." 

How often we see announcements like this in the advertising columns 
of our metropolitan and small-town newspapers these days! 

There is a reason. Merchants who have built up what they thought 
were successful businesses on a credit basis are often finding, after a 
number of years, that the bulk of their assets lie in ledgers filled with 
hundreds of accounts, large and small, a great part of which they know 
can never be collected. Prices are raised to cover the losses from bad 
accounts, and then the trade is seen to be deflected to other institutions 
that have been doing business on a cash basis with a smaller, but cer
tain, margin of profit. The first merchant is obliged to adopt the "cash
and-carry" system himself and count the debts on his books and the 
years he has spent in building up his business as almost total losses, or 
see his trade gradually dwindle away until nothing is left. 

Many men high in the business world are coming to the conclusion 
that credit is at the crossroads in this country. Early in the history of 
America it was almost the universal custom to do business with cash 
only. Then the advantages of credit came to be realized, and the busi
nesses of the country set about developing an elaborate system whereby 
one might spend the money now that he expected to have later. Like 
many economic movements, this one of the use of extensive credit in 
business went too far. At some time it will be necessary for the business of 
the country to retrace its steps to that point beyond which the use of 
credit is too extended for the best good of all concerned. It may be that 
this inevitable reaction is now beginning to take place. 
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Edison and Journalism 
By WILLIAM WRIGHT BRYAN 

[The C olumbia Missourianil 

11 

Thomas A. Edison, genius of electrical invention, whose eightieth 

birthday is today, is well known to the American people. So recognized 

is he as the leader of his field that a great electrical corporation has 

within the last week used many columns of costly advertising space in 

newspapers all over the country to pay tribute to "his faith unconquer

able, his passion for work irresistible, his accomplishment not sur

passed in the annals of invention." 
But Edison, contributor to the progress of journalism, is not so 

widely recognized. 
It is of interest to journalists that this famous inventor as a boy pub

lished a weekly newspaper, the Grand Trunk Herald, in Port Huron, 

Mich.; and it is of importance to the entire newspaper world that he has 

-done more than any other person to improve and make useful Samuel F. 

B. Morse's invention, the electric telegraph. 

Morse's invention, with Edison's improvements, has revolution

ized journalism. The Morse apparatus made it possible to transmit 

news in seconds and minutes instead of in days and weeks. Edison's du

plex, quadruplex and sextuple transmission wires and his automatic 

printer have made it possible to send thousands of words where only 

hundreds could be sent before. And so modern journalism covers the 

world, instantly and thoroughly. 
Therefore the profession of journalism congratulates Edison on the 

eightieth anniversary of his birth and wishes him more years of happi

ness and service. 

Joie Ray, Professional 
By ToM MAHONEY 

[The Columbia Missourian] 

We note with sadness the decision of Joie Ray, the greatest of 

American distance runners, to follow the course of certain famous grid

iron stars, East and West. Ray has decided that, as an amateur, he has 

been making money long enough for other people. Now he is going to 

make some money for himself. 
Grid stars turn professional with more or less regularity, but the 

cinder path has always been regarded as the last refuge from sordidness, 

the holy of holies of amateur sport. Only fifty years ago, the first man 

l..o run a hundred yards in ten seconds was found guilty of professionalism. 
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His achievements were erased from the records in great horror. 
His marks and even his name' sank into oblivion. 

Ray will of course experience none of the ignominy that attended 
the fall from glory of the unfortunate sprinter of the seventies. He is too 
popular and public opinion is now more tolerant of athletes' monetary 
frailties. 

To say that Ray has been the greatest middle-distance in the his
tory of American track sports is not at all overstating the case. Besides 
a remarkable judgment of pace and extraordinary speed and endurance, 
Ray has always possessed an intangible colorful quality which has made 
him a favorite with track devotees wherever he ran. His warming-up 
appearance has invariably been the signal for a noisy welcome. 

These qualities have carried him through ten years of the most 
strenuous competition. One of his greatest feats was his winning a mile 
run from Norman Taber in 1915 a few weeks after Taber had estab
lished a world mark in the event. The name of Ray appears in track 
records almost as frequently as Weissmuller figures in the annals of 
sw1mmmg. 

How much of his fame ~ill be lost by the adoption of a professional 
career remains to be seen. It is safe to predict, however, that he will add 
little glory to his name when he strides only for silver. 

Marriage and Understanding 
By LESTER J. SACK 

[The Jewish Record-San Antonio] 

"If marriage is a lottery, I certainly drew a prize, for my wife has 
been a perfect companion and a wonderful mother." 

The foregoing statement, recently overheard on the streets in a 
conversation between two old men, is somewhat in contrast to the 
accounts of marital turmoil one reads in the current press in connection 
with the Chaplin-Grey and the Browning-Heenan divorce suits. 

Common understanding and mutual likes and ideals are held to be 
the fundamental essentials of a successful marriage. Were these essentials 
considered more seriously before the matrimonial pact is entered into, 
it is felt that the time of our courts and the space of our newspapers 
would be less taken up with the difficulties arising from poorly-matched 
umons. 

In connection with the two sensational suits that are now pending, 
it will be observed that both Chaplin and Browning chose mates whose 
ages were hardly comparable with their own. Were proximity of age 
to be respected along with the mutual tastes, it is almost certain that 
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domestic relations throughout the nation would be more calm, and 

we would have more examples of ideal companionship as couples grew 

old together. 
Cases of happy marriages between people of extreme opposite 

characteristics may be cited, it is true. But even in these marriages, the 

husband and wife have always had at least one mutual trait-toleration 

for the other's views. For marriage is a fifty-fifty proposition, and 

unless a concurrence of taste is evident, the participants must be un

selfish and tolerant. 

On Being Neighborly 
By LYMAN CLARK 

[The Missouri Ruralist] 

Why do we have the neighborhood gathering? Is it because there 

is no substitute for human association? The radio and the telephone are 

all right, but they don't satisfy the universal desire for social contact. 

If you don't believe your neighbors mean much to you, just go away 

where you are not known and stay for a few days. See how lonesome 

you get. 
In Missouri, the little one-room district schoolhouse accommodates 

neighborhood gatherings this winter just as it has for two generations 

past. Motor cars and radios have come but they haven't made much 

difference. Miss Teacher advertises a box supper. Boys bring their 

girls and bid against each other in good natured rivalry for the privilege 

of eating with them, and another set of books is added to the school 

library. 
In Greece one word tells the story of banquets. Xenos means guest 

friend. To Grecians, a guest friend is more sacred than any other in the 

world. They have dined together. To dine is to permit companionship 

and confidence. And in rural Missouri the box supper, the pie supper, 

and the basket dinner are idealistic media for human companionship. 

They are our "Xenos." 

P atriotism---and Pens ions 
By NATHAN EINHORN 

{The Columbia Missourianll 

On March 6 the official pension figures were issued in France. They 

include all those former soldiers of that country who incurred perma

nent injuries during the World War. 
Of the 700,000 names there were 404,606 with at least an arm or a 
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leg amputated. Nearly 250,000 had acquired consumption or lung trou
ble of some kind. Those partly or wholly blinded numbered 27,281, 
and veterans with severe ear deformations totaled 17,730. About 10,-
000 men have faces which are hopelessly distorted. There are, also, 
14,502 persons listed as insan'e as a result of trench experiences. Roman
tic, glorious war-from these figures-appears to have become a quite 
gruesome proposition in our own age. 

On March 6-the same day these lists were made public-M. 
Georges Leygues, minister of marine in France, spoke at a banquet given 
by the Society for the Encouragement of Naval Expansion. He said: 
"France's geographic position, her maritime importance and the role 
which she plays in the world impose on her the obligation of having a 
powerful fleet ..... Furthermore France must have a navy and a mer
chant marine commensurate with her international mission, a balance in 
naval forces being one of the essential elements of peace .... Our fleet is 
a credit to our arsenals and private building yards. It is composed of 
units which foreign powers themselves recognize as of the finest quality . 
. . . . It will carry our colors in to all seas. With it, France will henceforth 
be present everywhere." 

Let us recognize this as unadulterated chauvinism. But the French 
are not the only people who will have to resist feverish campaigns for "a 
strong defense." Belgium, Russia, Italy and the United States have also 
their own loud-mouthed patriots. The old denunciations of peace 
efforts-"Man is a fighting animal and war is therefore inevitable," 
and as M. Leygues suggested, "A strong navy is the best assurance 
of peace" -are being used once more. 

When this sort of war psychology gains a foothold, man's rational 
faculties-never possessed of much temerity or strength-get ready for 
another period of hibernation. 

Centuries ago, men in France fought the church's subjection of 
their minds. They felt themselves choked by loyalties imposed upon 
them through age-old spiritual rigmarole. Voltaire came with his 
mockery, and pious stupidities were laughed into a shamed oblivion. 

But with the weakening of loyalty to the church, there has been a 
mushroom flourishing of narrow nationalism. M. Leygues' sentiments 
are good evidences of such theories. Citizens are now told to fight for na
tional honor and for their country's "business interests"; they are asked 
to love the Moloch of territorial boundaries. Such loyalties are com
plemented by the belief that cannon are better defense of peace than the 
human understanding. Then world wars put 700,000 on pens10n. 

Another messiah, another Voltaire is needed. 
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Religion 
By LOUISE WARREN JOHNSON 

[The Columbia Missourian) 

15 

Man is fundamentally religious. He may despise his heritage and 
sell his birthright for a mess of pottage, but the aspirations of his deeper 
nature continue to reach out God ward. 

There have been religions innumerable. The process by which 
human beings have come to discover God, in His aspect of a loving 
Father, has been a long one but today when we say a man is religious 
or irreligious we involuntariiy consider him as rejecting or accepting 
this belief. · 

The horror and brutality of the World War let loose a wave of doubt 
that almost destroyed faith. This wave is receding and, according to 
the predictions of great thinker=-s, we are upon the verge of one of the 
greatest spiritual revivals the world has ever known. 

Science, which has attacked the tenets of religion, because it could 
not subject religion to ordinary laboratory tests, has encountered, in 
its own realm, unsolvable problems. The atom has been resolved into the 
electron. Surgery fails to reveal a thought inside the brain, or to locate 
the seat of such attributes as courage or fear; joy or sorrow. 

The motivating force in man is beyond scientists, and so is the mo
tivating force of the universe. 

What is electricity? Nobody knows, but everyone can give exam
ples of its power. What is religion? A force so strong, so vital that, by 
its aid, obstacles, apparently insurmountable, can be overcome; fear 
can be eliminated and the evil nature of man changed to a God-like 
semblance. 

What is religion? The most necessary, the most powerful, the most 
indestructible force in the universe. 

Shall We Spare the Rod? 
By MILLARD L. CoPE 

[The Columbia Herald-Statesman] 

In the hurry of American life what has happened to old fashioned 
whippings? Is Johnny better or worse than he used to be? Are parents 
more tolerant? Or, are parents more negligent, being unable to take 
time for the spanking? 

What about the old woodshed that used to resound with cries and 
wails, and a snigger a few minutes later? Is it the garage now? Or coal 
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bin? Maybe it's the cellar, or does Dad allow Johnny down in that 
part of the house? 

Is the present generation of parents sparing the rod and spoiling 
the child, or is the child being spared and the rod being forgotten? 

A child psychologist, Prof. C. E. Germane, told mothers in Kansas 
City the other day that the more spankings before the age of 5 or 6 
years the fewer would be required up to 12 and 13 years. What about 
other methods? Woundn't Johnny's pride and joy be hurt a lot more 
if his mother made him wear a bonnet while he played marbles? 

And, Johnny's wearing long pants now, regardless of age! Isn't 
a whipping a little embarrassing for "Mother's little man"? 

Showing China 
By MERRILL E. COMPTON 

(The Columbia Missourian} 

Two of the greatest powers in the world paraded a thousand or more 
troops through the streets of Shanghai to impress the native Chinese 
with the pomp and glory of John Bull and Uncle Sam. The world po
licing forces of the two countries, a British foreign regiment from In
dia and the United States world famous Marine Corps, were used 
wholly without cause and in open disregard of the feeling of this country 
toward our neighbor in the Far East. 

This move may be regarded as an open intrusion upon the part of a 
strong nation over the weak. Further it shows the weakness of the ad
ministration of foreign affairs that causes it to stoop to copy the swag
gering march of the British. Two days after the march of the British 
regiment, Vice Admiral Clarence S. Williams was prompted to imitate 
the British parade in a more cautious fashion. 

This move is a direct slur upon the Chinese people. It might fairly 
be regarded as an intrusion of their rights and liberties within their own 
country. Our right to protect our citizenship within a foreign country is 
certainly limited to defensive acts, not to a display of arms and an open 
declaration of attack. 

The great mass in this country is friendly toward struggling groups 
in China. In this critical period, when a mighty force in the Far East 
is stirring few would want us to make any move that would cause ill 
feeling between the nations. Rather than acting upon the spur of the mo
ment, dictatorially displaying power and military strength, we should be 
cementing friendships with our neighbor of the Pacific. 
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Ten Years Today 
By NA THAN EINHORN 

[Th, Columbia Missourian] 

The following editorial won the Homer Croy Prize for the best article written by a 
student in the Missouri School of Journalism and published during the school year of 
1926-27. 

It is ten years today that the United States cast its lot with the 
Allies against Germany and the Central Powers in the most destructive 
struggle in all history. The tremendous "war to end war" has left 
a trail of bitterness, uncertainty and unrest. Most of the world is debt
ridden. There is sensed a more intense nationalism than ever before. 
What are conditions now? 

The Treaty of Versailles has been repeatedly attacked. Historians 
have come to see that the war-guilt is not unequivocally Germany's. The 
latter country considers itself wronged. Lands which were joined 
together because of linguistic kinship now find that such an arrange
ment is not satisfactory unless economic affiliations can be attained. 

The debt problem remains irritably unsolved. The Mellon-Beranger 
agreement between this country and France has not been ratified at Par
is, nor does it seem that it ever will be. Here, opinion seems divided on 
the question. There can be no doubt that this nation, which emerged 
from the bloodshed as the financial leader of the world, has come to be 
feared and disEked by the other powers. 

Germany is beginning to complain against the great burden imposed 
upon its people and industries by the Dawes plan. 

In Nicaragua, Haiti, the Dominican Republic, El Salador and such 
small nations, we have been accused of the rankest sort of imperialism. 
From Mexico comes the old charge of "dollar diplomacy." 

China is a huge, seething vat from which things of universal signifi
cance may be precipitated. The Kuomintang, led by young students, 
is pushing on to Peking and to control of the great seaports long held 
by merchants of the Occident. 

Great Britian may lose her vast property in China, but is also deeply 
concerned with her position in India, where the natives are watching the 
struggle of the Cantonese Nationalists with keen interest. There can 
be no doubt but that the ·west has "lost face" in the eyes of the Orientals 
as a result of the World \iVar. 

In the Balkans there is still the ancient story of intriguing. Jugosla
via is aligned against Albania and Italy. Russia is resentful because 
Bessarabia has been awarded to Rumania. France watches Musso-
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lini closely, while the gentleman last-named is looking enviously at 
the French colonies in Africa for his "surplus population." 

Scientists are predicting a war of chemicals as the next step. The 
fight will not take place in trenches thousand of miles away, but will 
obligingly come to one's own doorstep. There will be no noncombatants. 
The old and the young will be affected by the poisonous gas which will 
sweep down from the skies. For this reason France has put through 
her Parliament a plan which is to organize her men and women, her 
wealth and the goods of her citizens so that in time of national peril they 
will all be instantly mobilized. That country has at last attained to so
cialism for purposes of war, a most ironical situation. 

After ten years the struggle to end war seems to have failed· of its 

purpose. There is a feeling of nervousness, of national sensitivity 
which is undoubtedly dangerous to the welfare of the world. Alliances 
have been formed secretly so that a small disagreement may once more 
become a universal conflagration. 

However, there are more hopeful signs. There is the honest effort 
being made for disarmament by President Coolidge. There is the 
memory of Locarno. And there is the League of Nations with its work 
in the codification of international law, with its endeavors to arrange a 
better understanding between the various countries, with its work for 
arms limitation, and its progress toward the solution of such problems 
as those of world health, labor and white slavery. 

Though private citizens have helped in such tasks, the United 
States has taken no leading official part. As Henry Van Dyke, for.mer 
minister to the Netherlands has said: "We have treated world af
fairs from the standpoint of parochial politics. We have insisted on our 
dues and dodged our duties." 

Scientific inventions have drawn the countries of the earth closer to 
one another. A policy of splendid isolation has therefore become only 
a pompous lie. The one way leading from the stupidity of such cata
clysms as that of 1914 seems to be a league-such as the one now in ex
istence-possessed of greatly enhanced prestige, whose decisions will 
be accepted by altercating parties. And this prestige cannot help 
but come about when the United States will realize its own obliga
tions and, determining to take upon itself full responsibility as a great 

power, enters such a world federation. 
American economic interes ts are world-wide. If we are to remain at 

peace, our social and political activities must be world-wide, too. 
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The Fundamental Religion 
By NATHAN EINHORN 

[The Columbia Missourianil 

19 

One used to ask men about their religious beliefs, one generally 
being answered with either the name of an organized sect or with a word 
uttered most suavely, "agnostic." The latter term was followed, usu
ally, with _a vigorous denunciation of pulpit doctrinaire and other
worldliness. 

Since the end of the nineteenth century, the leading American cler
gymen, however, have changed their point of emphasis. Beliefs which 
remained unbending for long years lost their hallowed sanctity and came 
to be questioned from the church rostrum. Religion now was seen, not 
as a concatenation of holy dicta, but as a function of life. 

And with the acceptance of this conception, the ministry more keen
ly than ever has realized the great sociological possibilities of their ~r
ganizations. The relation of God and man still furnishes material for 
many sermons, but there is an evergrowing propensity to speak of man's 
relations with man instead. 

Religion, then, is now seen as that most natural desire to be "at 
home" in what seems to be, at times, this most unfriendly of worlds. 
Such a feeling brings on the companion desire-that of making others 
lose the hopeless feeling of nostalgia for the unknown "other place." 
In the most real sense, he who would make life most fruitful for himself 
and for those whom his life touches is the religious man. 

Nothing since the posting of the Saxon friar's ninety-five theses 
upon the Wittenberg church door has so filled the churches with the 
fresh, strong breath of life, as the new secularization of religion. 

Underneath the silken stoles of Protestant bishops, the scarlet 
robes of Catholic cardinals, the white garments over the faces of Mo
hammedans fronting Mecca at sundown, the roof above the embalmed 
body of the arch-materialist Lenin, there will be found one fundamental 
religious desire: the betterment of man's condition here-and now. 

The Mexican Situation 
By HENRY LEPIDUS 

[The Columbia Missourianil 

Considering that one action in relation to the Mexican situation will 
serve as a precedent in the matter of the United States' rights in pro
tecting the legitimate interests of our citizens in other countries, who 
have invested many millions of dollars, the problem becomes still more 
serious. 
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Americans have invested much money in Mexico and they have be

come the owners of corporation stock to the strength of some million 

citizens. 
Because it is a country of extreme wealth and poverty Mexico 

has welcomed foreign investments for they provide opportunities for 

the labor of the country and serve as examples for their own moneyed 

people. A heavy taxation on these properties has also added consider

able revenue. But now the government, instead of recognizing the 

old agreement whereby the United States reserved its rights with re

spect to its own nationals, declares that the people of Mexico have the 

title to the mineral and other deposits and that only Mexican people and 

Mexican corporations have the right to the oil concessions. A clause 

is included which gives a foreigner the power to secure the rights pro

vided he renounces the privilege to appeal to his government through 

diplomatic channels. 
This move has been interpreted by foreign corporations as amount

ing to confiscation. Mexico has a wealth of resources which has hardly 

been scratched. So while withdrawal of the recognition of the Calles 

government might have a bad effect on some lines, the records of previous 

affairs of similar nature do not justify any fear of trade being entirely 

cut off-in fact both imports and exports with Mexico have been in

creased with the exception of the export slump during the economic 

boycott. 
The Mexican support of the Nationalist, anti-Yankee revolt spread

ing from Nicaragua to other Central American countries is making 

the situation grave. Informed persons even fear that such may serve 

as the breaking point in United States-Mexico relations. 

Vacation in the East 
By NATHAN EINHORN 

[The Columbia Missourian} 

Senator Borah has decided to remain in Washington over the sum

mer months. This is nothing but a frank declaration on the part of the 

chairman of the foreign relations committee that he does not com

pletely trust the men whose daily chore is the handling of the State 

Department's affairs. Such a stand has followed in the wake of a wide

spread belief that the Nation is not being told the facts about our offi

cial dealings with other powers. 
The communications to the press made by members of Secretary 

Kellogg's staff and by the venerable secretary himself, the speeches 

roundly uttered by the naval chief, Mr. Wilbur, and even the Trenton 
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address delivered by President Coolidge, have helped give rise to this 
feeling. The chameleon-like attitude, or attitudes, of the administra
tion toward other countries and the cloudy information concerning such 

positions which has been furnished the newspapers has had its inevi
table end in a general suspicion of the executive department's wisdom. 

Like the president, Senator Borah has gathered unto himself a 
"spokesman." It is hoped that the output of the new one will be as great 
as that of its predecessors. It is also to be hoped that the State Depart
ment will act and speak more slowly, less domineeringly and, perhaps 
more veraciously now that it is faced with the prospective wrath of a 
"spokesman" who will not hesitate to inform the country of his very 
decided opinions about its errors. 

We' II Be Glad to Pay Our Share 
By FRED JESKE 

[The Columbia Herald-Statesman} 

Senate leaders predict the defeat of Gov. Baker's tax bill providing 
for the creation of an additional fund from a 10-per-cent tax on tobacco 
sales and amusements. Such action will be regretted by all interested 
in the welfare of the public schools and higher educational institutions 
of the state. The fate of the bill will be determined within a few days 
when the measure comes before the State Senate for consideration. 
The House has passed the bill. 

For several years these institutions have suffered for want of suffi
cient appropriations. Unless more aid is given to the rural schools of 
the state, many will be forced to close several months early next year. 
The cost of education has increased far more rapidly in recent years 
than has available revenue. Higher educational institutions also have 
suffered. 

The only solution to the problem is more revenue. This the Baker 
bill will give, furnishing about $7,000,000 additional biannually. This 
in addition to the constitutional requirement of one-third of the general 
revenue, will do much for the schools. Furthermore, it will mean a 
definite income for the educational institutions, thus preventing political 
jockeying with such appropriations. 

One of the arguments of the opponents of the bill is that it would 
place an unjust burden on the tobacco and amusement industries. 
The burden will not be upon the industries, but upon the buyers or 
patrons, who will have to pay the tax. But would not such a burden 
be justified in the face of needed revenue? A tax on luxuries, which 
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these are, will not work as much hardship as would one on the necessities 

of life. 
Another argument against the bill is that such taxes would place 

the burden on the city dweller. The patron of the small-town show or 

the farmer who drives to the city to attend the theater would pay the 

tax just the same as would the city patron. The user of tobacco in the 

country would bear his share of the burden just as the city laborer or the 

smoker of expensive cigars. 
Such arguments as advanced against the measure are grossly mis

leading. A serious problem is before the Legislature and it must be met. 

The Baker bill is the most satisfactory measure up for consideration. 



II. Feature Stories 
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A Modern Jack Climbs the Beanstalk 
By MARJORIE MORTON 

['The Missourian Magazine]! 

25 

"Miss Jesse, the giant had his eyes open all the time he was asleep." 
"Yes, and Miss Jesse, Jack looked clear over there at the bean

stalk, and he climbed up, over here. He ought to have climbed up over 
there where the beanstalk was, oughtn't he, Miss Jesse?" 

"The giant fell down before Jack began to chop off his head, too," 
piped another voice. 

Little feet tapped restlessly against the chairs, and little hands 
waggled in the air. The first and second grade children in the University 
Elementary School were criticizing the "acting-out" of Jack and the 
Beanstalk by members of their class. 

"I thought the cow was good," offered one little fellow. "She 
mooed so good." 

Miss Mary F. Jesse, the instructor, had read them the story, and 
they were dramatizing it according to their idea of what should be said 
and done. The children's version ran something like this: 

Jack's Mother, to Jack: We'll have to sell the cow. We have to 
have some money, or we will starve to death. 

Jack: Well, all right, we'll sell her. I hate to, though." 
Mother: Yes, I hate to, too. She gives such nice milk. 
Jack: Well, I guess we better sell her. 
The cow, represented by a little boy, was loath to be sold, it ap

peared, and gave her master quite a chase before she was caught. A 
prospective buyer appeared on the scene, and Jack approached him thus: 

Jack: I gotta sell our cow. You wanta buy her? 
Buyer (cautiously): Well, how much you want? 
Jack: Oh, about 30 dollars, I guess. 
But the buyer, having no money either, gave Jack some magic 

beans, and these were the source of the wonderful beanstalk which led 
Jack in to adventure. 

"Fee, fi, fo, furn! 
I smell the blood of an Englishmun. 
Be he alive, or be he dead, 
I'll grind his bones to make my bread!" 

Ugh! One's back felt chilly as he listened-the voice was so fero-
cious and bloodthirsty. 

Then this terrible giant called for his golden hen. 
"Lay, lay, lay," said he. 
And there was the golden egg. 
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He called for his golden harp, and said, "Play, play, play." 
And straightaway one heard the beautiful strains. 
But- there was no golden hen. And there was no golden harp. 

There was no golden egg. And there were no beautiful strains of music. 
They were all in the imaginations of the audience. Who shall say that 
they were not real? 

After the play was over and the children had returned to their 
classroom-the play having been held out of doors-the first grade 
pupils were asked to draw their conception of the story. Although 
there were many hlue beanstalks, purple skies, and lovely red castles set 
upon the clouds in position of great peril, the drawings showed that the 
children had a clear mental picture of what they had just seen acted. 

"We believe that this dramatization of stories develops the child's 
imagination, his ability to observe and his power of self-expression," said 
Miss Jesse in explanation of this method of teaching. "It also teaches the 
children to make criticisms in a friendly manner. They are not allowed 
to criticize by name, in dramatization, or any other subjects. They 
merely call attention to a fault, and not to the person guilty of it." 

"Auntie" McPherson Is IOO Years Old 
By LILLIAN WRIGHT 

['fhe Columbia Missourian] 

One day in late August, 1826, when a shimmering gray haze that 
told of coming autumn hung over the country-side, and the wind 
sweeping across the Scottish moors was heavy with the scent of purple 
heather, there was born near the village of Tamintoul in the southeast 
highlands of Scotland, a girl. 

She was named Mary McLachlin. Aug. 26, 1926, here in Columbia, 
she will celebrate her 100th birthday. Thursday will have rounded out a 
century of years for her. 

Mary McLachlin was born in Banffshire, Scotland, in the parish 
of Kirk Michael, and Tamintoul, her native village, is the highest one 
in the mountains of the country. It is an old, old town with intimate 
associations of the struggles of a dim past, for the highland villages of 
Scotland are rich in legend and tradition. 

Mrs. McPherson does not reveal her great age either in manner or 
appearance. Her hearing is good and her hands are steady and still 
useful, for she has just finished knitting a scarf for Prof. W. R. B. 
Robertson of the University faculty, who was born in the same shire 
in Scotland as Mrs. McPherson. She dresses herself daily, and walks 
about the house without her cane. 
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All Scots have an intense admiration for the rivers of Scotland, as 
Sir \iValter Scott points out in "Rob Roy," and each of them has some 
river which appeals peculiarly and individually to his heart, either 
through memory or association, and finds on its banks all the poetry 
and romance which distinguishes the more famous streams. 

The River Spey skirts the northern boundary of Banffshire, and the 
River Avon flows diagonally across the shire in its rapid rush to the 
sea. These rivers hold an unforgettable place in the memory of Mary 
McLachlin as the scene of many joyous days in her youth. 

The village of Tamintoul nestles at the edge of bounding hills which 
rise in the north to the heights of the Cairingorma Mountains and on 
the south to the Grampian range. It is lovely countryside in the heart 
of an agricultural country, surrounded by the seats and homes of noble 
families with brilliant records in the history of Scotland. 

Her father, a farmer and the smithy of the village, a character 
of importance in a community a hundred years ago, and with more 
than the ordinary education of the Highlands youth of that day, taught 
his children, eight in number of whom Mary was the youngest, the 
songs of Scotland and the history of the Scottish clans-the Gordons, 
the Campbells, the Bruces, the \iVallaces-all names on Scotland's roll 
of fame and legend. 

No point in Scotland is more than forty miles from the sea, so Mary 
knew the sea as well as the lakes, the glens, and the moors, all objects 
grand in themselves. 

Scotland with its historic associations, its landscapes and river
scapes of entrancing beauty, gives her children a rich background; and 
filled with romantic memories of scenes enacted around his native · 
village, John McLachlin steeped his children's minds with the wealth 
and wonder of their environment. 

McLachlin was a descendant of the Highland Gaels and Gaelic was 
his native tongue. Mary was six years old before she was taught the 
English language. 

The Highlander is represented by the poets as possessing high cour
age, loyalty, and every manly virtue; and Mary's father of Gaelic 
descent went gallantly about his task as smithy, farmer and teacher of 
his eight children, a hundred years ago. 

He taught them to love their poet, Burns, who made every chord of 
northern life vibrate, whose songs are the watchwords of the Scottish 
race. 

He taught them to know Scott, who revealed the true Scotland to 
the world and created an interest in Scotland and Scottish interests with 
his "\Vaverly Novels." He taught them to know Scott's verse, "The 
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Lay of the Last Minstrel," with its chivalric spirit and its vivid richness 
of coloring, its pathos and grace. They knew "Marmion," strongest 
and boldest of his poems, and "The Lady of the Lake," in some respects 
the most pleasing of Scott's poetic works. 

Loch Katrine, the scene of this story, was less than a day's journey 
from Mary McLachlin's home. He told them Scotland's historical past 
and her inherited traditions. And by way of entertainment he played 
for them of evenings, on his fiddle, as a violin was called in the Highlands 
country. 

Mary McLachlin had four brothers and three sisters, all older than 
she, and when she was 6 years old they took her with them to the village 
school, where a man teacher named Frazer, who had only one eye (but 
for a' that could see behind his back!) taught her to read, and her first 
steps in acquiring the English language. 

In summer, Mary would go with her brothers to herd her father's 
cattle on Strath Spey where the white clover grew so luxuriantly, the 
fragrance of which comes back to her today after a century of years 
has passed. 

The full-fallen night often caught the children far away toward the 
hills and filled them with fear of "the witches abroad after dark." 
Eagerly they turned back toward the low white cottage with its thatched 
roof of clay and straw and its nail-studded door which stood open to show 
a friendly square of candle-light to the children hastening home to its 
safety. 

Children amused themselves a hundred yea.rs ago with many of 
the same games the little ones of today delight in. "Blind Man's Buff" 
was a great favorite, and "Hop Scotch" and "Tag" were played by 
them as they are today. 

The youth of that day had much music, even as today, but it was 
the gay, or more often pathetic, folk songs of the Highland Scotch. 
There were no notes for the children to learn, they were taught by their 
fathers and mothers to sing and to dance. 

Evenings and holidays in many a cottage the fiddles scraped merrily 
while the Scotch lads and lassies sang and danced the "Highland Fling" 
and the "Sword Dance," which generations of Scots had danced before 
them. 

And many a prank did the McLachlin children play on their par
ents for which they were sent supperless to bed in their soft chaff beds 
which rested ' in square boxes. The beds in the homes of the farmers of 
Scotland a century ago were called box beds and were made with a solid 
bottom of boards on which was laid clean straw. A tick filled with the 
softest and finest chaff from the oats and barley rested on the layers of 
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straw and made a bed so restful, the children had to be pulled out bodily 
of mornings to awaken them. 

The Scotch children worked as well as they played and the McLach
lin children were taught to knit and weave and spin the "Wincey" which 
made their clothes. John McLachlin taught his 6-year-old daughter to 
knit by taking two feathers from the barn-yard and guiding her small 
hands with his as she stood between his knees, "a wee, sweet, sonsie 
lassie." 

Once a week the post came in, brought by a carrier from the neigh
boring town of Aberdeen in the adjoining shire. McLachlin took the 
Aberdeen Herald and farmers from all around came to the smithy to 
hear it read. A hundred years ago one weekly paper came to the home 
of McLachlin; today, five daily papers, making a total of thirty-odd 
papers a week are delivered at the McLachlin residence in Columbia. 

When Mary was young, a letter cost 50 cents postage in Scotland; 
today, a letter travels many thousands of miles for 2 cents. 

When she was about 15 years old, Mary McLachlin went to Blairs 
College on the River Dee, in Aberdeenshire. She remained there several 
years, later returning to her father's home in Banffshire. 

A number of years passed; and Mary married John McPherson, son 
of a nearby farmer. For fifty years she and her husband lived quietly 
within five miles of Mrs. McPherson's girlhood home, then Mr. Mc
Pherson died. 

For a year or two "Auntie" McPherson continued to live in her old 
home in Scotland, finally deciding to come to America and make her 
home with her nephew, Luke McLachlin. 

Although 75 years old, Mrs. McPherson made the trip alone, passing 
through New York City unaided, to St. Louis, where her nephew met her. 
The last twenty-five years have been spent in his home. 

As the afternoon sunlight slanted across the porch where "Auntie" 
sat, it silvered the white hair which shone beneath her black lace cap, 
it touched to warm life the small face, not greatly lined by time, and 
lighted the eyes, still very blue and merry, which smiled at one when her 
greatniece accused her of having been "a canny Scot and a bit of a 
witch" all her life. 

Surrounded by her nieces and greatnieces, Mrs. McPherson sat calm 
and serene, in the evening sunlight, quiet with that exceeding stillness 
which comes to all with great age. "A canny Scot and a bit of a witch" 
she must be to have lived a hundred years. 
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Christmas tn Many Lands 
By]. WILLIAM HENDERSON 

['The Missourian Magazine] 

On the eve of the visit of "Los Tres Santos Reyes" all the little 
boys and girls in San Juan- at least all of the boys and girls who have 
been able to be good for their bundles of freshly cut grass by their bed
sides-write a short letter asking for the presents they want, and speedily 
fall asleep so that the morrow, with all of its wonderful gifts, may hasten 
to arrive. 

Strange, isn't it? Nothing like the Christmas we are so used to in 
this country. 'Who ever heard of "Los Tres Santos Reyes" bringing pres
ents to little American children. And who can "Los Tres Santos Reyes" 
be? The answer to these puzzling questions could be supplied in the wink 
of an eye by a Spanish or South American boy or girl, according to 
Louis Leo Nin, a student in the University of Missouri from San Juan, 
Porto Rico. 

"Los Tres Santos Reyes" is the Spanish way of saying "The Three 
Wise Men," or "kings," as a literal translation would have it. The old 
Spanish tradition says that Melchor, Gaspar, and Balthasar, the three 
wise men who came to Bethlehem to bring gifts to the infant Jesus, 
soon after his birth, return every year to bring gifts of toys and candies 
to all the children who have been exceedingly good. This is their Santa 
Claus. 

According to Nin, the tradition is closely linked up with three stars 
in the sky. During the greater part of the year these stars do not come 
into view until about ten o'clock at night. It is not until early in September 
that the stars come out in the heavens early enough for the children to 
see them. The grown people tell them that the stars are the three wise 
men coming with presents. After the stars make their first appearance 
they mount higher and higher in the sky every succeeding evening. 
It is a very realistic approach of the gift-bearing wise men. 

On Jan. 4, the children are sent out into the country to procure the 
finest bundle of grass they can find. This is to be used as food for the 
camels of the wise men. 

"I can well remember," says Nin, "how my father used to leave a 
little of the grass on the floor so that he could point out to me in the 
morning how the camels had eaten most of the grass and had knocked the 
rest on the floor while eating." 

What more proof would a child need of the visit of the wise men? 
The grass was gone and in its place were presents, and in the days that 
followed the stars would slowly recede toward the west until they dis-
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appeared, not to return until the next year. Surely the three wise men 
brought the presents. 

But for the grown people New Year's Day is the time for exchange of 
presents. "New Year's Day is a day of feasting and merrymaking 
throughout Porto Rico," says Nin. And as for Christmas Day itself, 
midnight mass in the churches is the most important thing. It is an 
impressive ceremony and ends a two weeks' religious festival. 

"After mass all the poeple have a big procession through town before 
returning to their homes for a dinner of the best foods that can be ob
tained. 

During the Christmas season all of the houses are decorated in 
much the same manner as are the houses in the United States. People 
keep open-house for all their friends, and even strangers are invited into 
partake of excellent wines, saved for use at this time of the year, cakes 
and all kinds of pastry. There are serenades and dances and everyone is 
gay with the spirit of Christmas. Even so, the Christmas proper is 
more of a day of religious observances than it is in the United States, 
says Nin. 

In South America Christmas is celebrated in much the same manner, 
according to Juan Elera a student from Lima, Peru, and Henry Urteaga, 
who is from San Nicolas, Argentina. 

"We, too, have the tradition of the Three Wise Men," said Urteaga. 
"But, unlike other countries, they visit Peru on Jan. 6. It is on this day 
that the children receive their presents. But for the grown-ups there 
are no presents, and to them Jan. 6, is only a day on which to make the 
boys and girls happy." 

Christmas is celebrated much the same as other holidays. The 
church is the center of everything. On Christmas eve there is always 
a resplendent ceremony, decorations are used, and lights are everywhere. 
It is Christmas in the old-fashioned Catholic way. 

"However, after the mass is over," says Urteaga, "all of the young 
people stay up for a night of fun. To me the Halloween pranks played 
by the boys in the United States are a great deal like those played by the 
boys in Argentina after the Christmas Eve mass." 

But in Russia good little boys and girls ask another "Santa Claus" for 
presents. "Old Dedushca Moros"-grandfather of the ice-so-called 
because of his white hair and long snowy beard, comes at Christmas 
time to fill the shoes that have been left at the doors of the children's 
rooms," says Basil D. Philippoff whose home is in the busy commercial 
city of Nizhni-Novgorod on the Volga River. 

Christmas is one of the two biggest celebrations of the year in 
Russia, according to Philippoff, the other being Easter. It is a time 
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of pleasure and rejoicing, when for two days, Dec. 25 and 26, all business 
stops and the people think of giving presents and eating a big chicken 
dinner. 

"The Greek Orthodox churches are decorated with green foliage for 
the mass held at midnignt Christmas eve. People always go to Christmas 
mass," says Philippoff. 

"In Peru," said Juan Elera, in speaking of Christmas in his country, 
"the day of Dec. 25, is a religious day. There are many services, the 
most important being the mass held at 3 o'clock in the morning. The 
churches are radiant in their splendor, being specially decorated for 
the services in honor of the Jesus-Boy. No one ever sleeps on this night, 
and even for the children there is entertainment. In the town squares 
there will be a Christmas tree with presents at its foot. Stories will be 
told and many songs will be sung, and the boys and girls will get their 
presents and go dancing through the crowds. 

"In the homes of the middle and lower class there will be many 
decorations. They will have parties every night from Dec. 24 until 
Jan. 6, going from one house to another, eating, drinking, and making 
merry. But the rich people will celebrate Christmas much as they would 
any other holiday. Attendance at church, worship of the Christ-Child, 
and a few presents for the children constitute their Christmas. 

"Sky-rockets are a great favorite with the older boys. During the 
entire Christmas season they can be seen breaking over the city with 
a flood of light. In all the •schools there are parties and Christmas trees, 
and many of the clubs and organizations have trees for the poor children. 
The peasants observe the day by attending mass and having some special 
food at their noon-day meal. Their children go about the neighborhood 
singing carols under the windows. This is found only in the country
side however. It is rarely done in towns and cities. The second day of 
the Christmas holidays is for parties, and it begins the masquerade sea
son, which lasts many days." 

"Our Christmas is a great deal like that in England," says Isak 
LeGrange of Paarl, South Africa, "except for the fact that it comes in 
mid-summer. All the people living inland who can do so go down to the 
coast resorts for the holidays, for it is there that the celebrations, 
if they can be called celebrations, are held. The morning church service 
is the greatest feature of Christmas. In most of the churches it lasts for 
several hours. 

"During the rest of the day dinners are given in the homes for the 
families and guests. The day is marked by its air of hospitality. Strang
ers, as well as friends, are always welcome to drop in for a bite to eat and 
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something to drink. There is always plenty of coffee and pastries. Since 
it is summer time there, the people spend a great:part of thedayin the open. 

"There are always presents for the children, but the older people 
seldom give gifts to each other. Usually there will be a Christmas tree 
and a party in the Sunday Schools for the boys and girls. 

"However, the most distinctive thing about Christmas is the plum 
puddings," said LeGrange. "Taken as a whole the celebration is a 
much quieter one and more closely allied with the church than it is in the 
United States." 

Because Christ was one of the five great prophets, his birthday is a 
holiday and is honored by the Persians, according to Abbas Khan. How
ever they do not go to church, exchange gifts, have parties, or Christmas 
trees. 

"But in Persia there are about 20,000 Christians and they celebrate 
Yuletide season in true American fashion with presents, trees, Santa 
Claus, and turkey dinners," says Khan. 

"The day that corresponds most nearly to the American Christmas 
in Persia is the first day of spring, which is the Persians' New Year. 
Then the atmosphere is full of the holiday spirit and gifts are exchanged." 

"In Japan there is no Christmas except for the Christians," said 
Goro Ida, whose home is in Kayto. "But in these homes and in the 
mission schools, 1one is almost sure to see Santa Claus with a bag full of 
gifts for the bo, ·s and girls. 

"The big hotels that cater to the foreign trade have Christmas 
banquets and en~ertainment, even giving presents to the guests. Last 
year I went to a Christmas party at the Hotel Miyako in Kayto," said 
Ida, "and there I had turkey to eat and after the dinner I received a 
gift." According to Ida, turkeys are scarce in the land of the Rising 
Sun, and only the people able to pay a handsome price can afford one 
for Christmas dinner. Because they often serve turkey, the hotel dinners 
are popular among the Japanese. In fact, the one that Ida attended was 
patronized almost entirely by Japanese. 

In China the holiday celebration that is most comparable to our 
Christmas is New Year's Day. At this time temples are decorated with 
fir trees and all the houses are bedecked with garlands of flowers and 
paper streamers. Cards are exchanged and presents are given to friends 
and relatives. 
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Columbia's Youngest Old Man 
By GEORGE KUNKEL 

[The Missourian Magazine} 

George \V. Lowery, better known to Columbia as "Dad," is nearly 
80 years old, yet he is the youngest "old" man in town, according to his 
fellow workmen at the Columbia Telephone Company. 

"Dad" has worked for the telephone company, except for a few 
years, since 1900. The late J. A. Hudson then owned the company and 
one crew of linemen was employed. During his service of twenty-odd 
years "Dad" has seen many such crews come and go. There are now six 
crews, under the supervision of A. L. La Force, and "Dad" is a member 
of one of them. He works alongside men who are not one-third his age 
and does his work with equal vigor. Mr. La Force, who was foreman of 
the crew when Mr. Lowery started work says, "He seems to enjoy 
working and never gets enough. In fact," Mr. La Force added, "he is one 
of the best workers on the crews today." Mr. La Force, E. D. Betz, 
Miss Ida Potter, Miss Mary Willis and Mr. Lowery are the only persons 
now working for the company who were there in 1900. 

George W.-yes, his middle name is Washington-is a practical 
joker, but he is as quick to take a joke as he is to play qrne, according to 
Mr. Betz. "Dad", explained Mr. Betz, "is the pet t,f the company, 
but he is not a pet of the delicate variety-far from it. H-~ is able to hold 
his own with any of the younger men in the scuffies which take place 
before and after work." 

"Yes, and that old man can kick, too," put in one of the younger 
men. 

"Stronger than two men and a boy," added another. 
Soon after moving to Columbia "Dad" became a wood hauler for 

the University. The old administration building was then standing and 
was heated by wood stoves. "Tht:re were about five hundred students 
here then," Dad relates, "and they were very fond of me because I 
brought them hickory nuts from the woods. One of their favorite tricks 
was to pull an old cannon, which stood in front of the Administration 
Building, into the University pond. The caretakers were unable to get 
the cannon out and I got five dollars for each time I removed it. I 
realized that I had made a good investment in the hickory nut business 
after about the third time I pulled it out," he added, with the only grin 
of its kind in Columbia. 

Mr. Lowery was born in Wilmington, Del., Sept. 17, 1850. He 
moved to Maryland when he was 15 years old, then to Kentucky and to 
Missouri in 1869. He married Alphie Simpson, a Missouri girl, in 1871. 



VVRITTEN BY STUDENTS IN JOURNALISM 35 

Mrs. Lowery died last January. He has four children living: Mrs. J. D. 
Arthur of Hannibal; Mrs. J. W. Tetter of Deer Park; Mrs. J. W. Davis 
of Columbia; and Henry Lowery of New London. Andrew, another son, 
was killed in an accident about seven years ago. "Dad" has thirteen 
grandchildren. He lives with Mrs. Davis. 

"Dad" goes to bed at 10 o'clock, and gets up at 4 o'clock. His work 
does not begin until 8 o'clock. He spends his time at night and in the 
early morning reading. He reads several newspapers and "most every 
book he can get his hands on," according t'o Mrs. Davis. "Dad" wears 
glasses most of the time when he reads but they are not fitted glasses and 
he sometimes reads without them. He doesn't like the movies, he says. 

"Cowboys" and "Indians" Enjoy Surprise 
Barbecue 
By ToM FERRY 

[The Columbia Missourian]I 

Smoke, dense and black, flames that leaped high in the air, crack
lings and sputterings of dry timbers, and a sizzling and hissing of burn
ing meat attracted the attention of five or six little boys who, on last 
Saturday afternoon were playing "cowboy" and "Indian" in the vicinity 
of E. H. Guitar's packing house, four miles north of Columbia. 

About 3:30 o'clock Saturday afternoon the packing house caught 
fire from an over-heated flue and, burned. 

The children, of course, enjoyed the fire immensely. Oh, that smell, 
that delicious smell! Eleven hundred country cured hams were almost 
literally gone up in smoke, or, as one boy put it, "they were cookin' 
away." The burning structure, fanned by a light breeze, could be seen 
to crumble in spells and jerks, the greasy hams feeding the flames and 
coaxing them on from rafter to rafter. As each rafter weakened and 
cracked in the fire's fury, a score or more of fine, big "callies" fell to the 
floor and were covered with falling debris. 

After the fire had raged for some moments, there came a stroke of 
fortune for the admiring youngsters. A large ham that had been hanging 
from a rafter at the end of the building made, what seemed to be, a dash 
for liberty, for, as the rafter broke the ham seemed animated for a 
moment; it spun through the air and came to rest only a few inches within 
the danger zone of the fire. 

"Gee don't they smell good?" "Gosh, I could eat a whole one." 
These and other exclamations, accompanied by watering mouths, 
called forth united action from the cowboys and Indians. Long sticks, 
handled as deftly as the spits used by expert barbecuers, soon propelled 
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the prize "porker" within reach. The first reach, however, was an 
unfortunate one. One of the cowboys, over anxious, perhaps, caught 
hold too soon. "Oh, oh, ouch, oooh! I'm burned, I'm burned." His words 
were not nearly so plain as the printed page shows them. Trembling lips 
and greasy fingers muffied his speech. As was natural, he applied nature's 
immediate remedy to his burnt fingers; he stuck them in his mouth. 
The taste of the grease and small particles of the pork soon caused a 
smile to take the place of tears on his face. 

The discovery made by the little "cowboy" soon reached the ears of 
ham lovers and very soon there were a score of children gathered around, 
poking and rummaging in the ruins of the packing house. More hams 
were dug out of the smoking mass and more children suffered burned 
fingers along with charred pork. 

E. J/7. Stephens on Being Seventy-eight 
By FRANCES DUNLAP 

[The Missourian Magazine] 

No, I don't feel old. You know, people treat me as if I were a 
broken-down old man. When I get out a couple of women get on one 
side of me and a couple of men on the other to help mt. along. But I'm 
not broken down." 

E. W. Stephens, Columbia's oldest native-born citizen, leaned back 
comfortably in his big cretonne-covered chair and discussed his birthday. 
He was 78 years old yesterday, and last night he and Mrs. Stephens left 
for Chicago with 400 Stephens College girls, ten cars of them on an excur
s10n. 

"I tell you," said Mr. Stephens, "no period of life is as delightful 
as old age. People are wonderful to me. I get the best piece of chicken 
everywhere and sit at the head of the table. I never felt better or had a 
better appetite in my life. I've quit worrying, and I'm having a good 
time." 

And indeed a several hours' interview with this veteran newspaper 
man and publisher impresses definitely upon one's mind that Mr. Ste
phens is not a "broken-down" old man. The ready laughter, the unfailing 
wit and humor, and the charm of personality that have distinguished him 
in his long career of service are still active. His hair is gray now, but 
his face is almost unwrinkled, and his carriage is erect as a young man's. 

No, E . W. Stephens is not an old man in spite of the 78 years that 
claim him. He has retired from taking an active part in the publishing 
business, but he is not idle. The newspapers and books that surround 
him in his apartment are ample evidence of the way in which he spends 
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a great deal of his time. And the shelves of scrapbooks further show how 
he has spent his leisure hours for many years. There are about forty of 
these precious books, containing literary pieces Mr. Stephens has clipped, 
personal mementos- from some of his own compilations on Boone Coun
ty history down to a childishly-scrawled letter from his youngest grand
daughter- and above all, memories of years long past. For E. W. Ste
phens likes to remember. Perhaps that's one of the reasons he has re
tained his marvelous power of recollection. 

On no subject is he more willing to be reminiscent than on his ex
periences in the newspaper world in those early years of the seventies and 
eighties. 

"l\1y father put me in the newspaper business for two reasons," he 
began. "First, he believed that a newspaper man could have more in
fluence than any other one citizen in the community. And second, he 
thought it was a job for a lazy man. He was right in both propositions"
but there was a twinkle in Mr. Stephens' blue-grey eyes that belied the 
seriousness of his tone. "Another job that he thought was a good one for a 
lazy man was that of a druggist. He thought it was a good place to make 
money. Then he didn't want me to be a farmer, or a merchant, or a stock 
dealer, or a trader, because they all require energy and ability. He didn't 
want me to be a lawyer and have to be fighting other people's battles. 
He didn't want me to be a doctor and have to be among the sick. A 
school teacher didn't make much money and was not long at one job. 
So my father picked out my profession. 

"In 1868, when I was 19, he put me in with Col. W. F. Switzler as 
assistant editor of the Statesman. And then I got interested in local his
tory and wrote a history of Boone County-that was my first work. I 
visited pioneers for material; and now after all these years I'm getting 
interested in history again. 

"Well, there was another paper in Columbia called the Boone Coun
ty Journal. In 1870 I bought a half interest in it from C. P. Anderson 
and became editor. Political excitement was at fever heat. There were 
two elements, the Union and the Southern. The Boone County Journal 
was Southern, and the Statesman was Union. Well, with Southern 
fervor I wrote a red-hot editorial. Switzler thought the guns were aimed 
at him, and he roasted me for ten years. But I owe more to him than 
to anything else." 

In 1871 Mr. Stephens changed the name of the Journal to the 
Columbia Missouri Herald. He was also instrumental in changing acer
tain young woman's name that year, for he mentions his marriage as one 
of the two most important events of 1871 for him. In 1872 he bought the 
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interest of his partner and became sole proprietor of the Herald, editing 
it for almost twenty years. 

He continued his reminiscence in a low, chatty voice, "I was in all 
the politics of that time. It involved me in a lot of strife. At the end of 
twenty years I decided that a town of only 4000 or 5000 was not sufficient 
for the business I wanted to do, so I added a job department. I published 
law books-law reports from other states, too. It was necessary for me to 
have an editor for the Herald. 

"There was a young fellow running a paper at Boonville who I 
thought had possibilities. I brought him here in 1889 and put him in as 
editor of the Herald-I did some of the editing and all the business. 
That man was Walter Williams. I thought he was capable for the job, 
and he turned out all right. He was just a boy. I've always believed in 
training young people." 

Mr. Stephens worked with Mr. Williams until 1905, when he sold 
the Herald to the latter and quit the newspaper business. Why? Well-

"Newspaper business is the business of a young person with power 
of locomotion," he remarked in explanation. "The enthusiasm of youth is 
necessary. No newspaper man can make a success just sitting at his desk. 
He must know people. He must be an all-round man. It requires 
versatility, aptitude, and energy to be the editor of a country newspaper. 
He must be much more versatile than a city editor." 

Mr. Stephens' work was by no means confined to newspapers and 
printing. 

"Newspaper life leads into all phases of activity. I was made 
president of the Northern and Southern Baptist convention. This 
grew out of the contact I was thrown into with the public because of 
being an editor." 

Mr. Stephens was chairman of a commission to build the state 
capitol. 

Having touched on the principal stages in his newspaper career, 
he now retraced the steps to discuss with more detail his early days in 
newspaperdom. 

"In 1872 I started the Herald with five printers-they are all dead 
but one, I think." (In fact, Mr. Stephens has outlived practically all of 
his associates.) "The paper was first issued above a meathouse about 
half-way up the side of Eighth Street going toward the courthouse. 
About 1875 we moved to where Peck's Drug Store now is. Then in 1885 
we moved to the corner of Eighth and Walnut across from the courthouse 
and in 1892 we built the building where the Stephens Publishing Com
pany is now housed. The old office burned down that year while the 
new one was being built." 
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The equipment in the Herald office in 1872 Mr. Stephens described 

in a few words. In fact, considering its nature one can understand why 
it does not require much elaboration. 

"When I bought the paper in 1872, there was one old hand press, 
run by a negro. He turned the wheel, and another man fed the press. I 
believe the press was called a drum cylinder one. There was also a little 
job press. With these and the help of five printers I published the Herald 
every Thursday." 

The former editor of the paper smiled, crinkling his eyes as he is 
wont to do, at the remembrance. "That was a great day-Thursday," he 
said. "All the world slowed up to get the paper. I always relaxed on 
Friday, and you know I still feel like resting that day." 

About 1890 Mr. Stephens saw the first typesetting machine ever 
made. In 1891 he had a Paige machine brought to the National Editorial 
Association convention in St. Paul. It set and distributed type, but 
proved not practical. 

News-gathering in the seventies and eighties differed somewhat from 
the methods used today, as the following example shows. 

"In 1881," according to Mr. Stephens, "I put the first telephone in 
Columbia. I connected the wire from the University platform to my 
residence-a distance of two miles. I sat there and reported lectures 
from the University for the Herald, and it was perfectly practical. A man 
has to be more than an editorial writer. He has to have a nose for news." 

Mr. Stephens claims the distinction of having originated in the 
seventies the idea of country correspondence. 

"The newspapers in those days were made up largely of editorials 
and foreign news. There was ·,ery Ii ttle local news. I wrote the first 
local personals and the first country correspondence that I ever saw 
anywhere; for in the old days you had to die or get married to get your 
name in the paper, while most everything was political news. I sent out 
lists of directions to my country correspondents for the Herald. I 
thought a paper ought to publish all the news." 

To accomplish this, Mr. Stephens was kept exceedingly busy during 
the years that he was sole editor of the Herald. 

"I was local editor-had to meet the train, cover the courthouse, 
and interview the farmers on the street for real estate news. I had to 
write up the stories and edit them besides soliciting ads and collecting 
money. Why, I used to work from 7 o'clock in the morning until 9 
o'clock at night. Then at night I looked through other newspapers." 
It seems e_yident that the elder Mr. Stephens was certainly in error in 
choosing the newspaper profession as a "job for a lazy man." 

The distinctive features of the daily Herald were the editorials, the 
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local news and the country correspondence. The editorials, like those in 
other papers of the time were strongly political. 

"That was the trouble with the old-time newspapers. They were 
all politics. We were just out of the Civil War, and every editor thought 
he had to be the mouthpiece for some man. I was like the rest. I made 
enemies too. The fellows I helped forgot it; the fellows I opposed didn't. 
I was glad that the old files were burned in 1892, for all the bitter things 
I had said were destroyed." 

The Herald boasted of its advertising from St. Louis in the days 
when advertising in other papers was only local. Every year Mr. 
Stephens spent a month in St. Louis soliciting $1000 worth of advertising. 

"That is equivalent to $10,000 now, and it gave me experience 
worth more than money." Mr. Stephens became emphatic, using the 
index finger of his right hand for the purpose as he is prone to do. "I 
went to the University for four years. But for whatever success I may 
have achieved I owe more to my experience as a solicitor of advertising 
than to all the knowledge I ever got in school. I learned human nature. 
I learned how to succeed." 

In 1881 Marcellus Dimmitt became advertising manager of the 
Herald. Mr. Stephens praised his work and that of Walter Williams, 
and with the generosity that characterizes him, said, "If I have attained 
any success in the printing business it has been due to the kind of men I 
have had around me." 

Most of the labor in the Herald office was done by men who learned 
the trade there. Men from the city disappointed him, Mr. Stephens 
affirms. Printers were paid from $8 to $10 a week. The foreman received 
$12 a week. Printers were taken as apprentices and their wages increased 
after the first year. In 1886 the Herald started the employment of girl 
printers in Columbia. 

"I went all over the East trying to get a proof reader. Finally 
somebody asked me why I didn't get a bright girl from my home town 
and teach her the work. The time came when we had from 7 5 to 100 
girls employed. 

"In 1872 the circulation of the Herald was between 1500 and 2000. 
I don't believe it ever reached 3000, but went somewhere between 2000 
and 3000. The Herald claimed the biggest circulation of any of the 
country weeklies in the state. None was more prosperous or had a more 
uniform circulation than it did. How enthusiastic I was running a paper 
in those days! When Walter Williams and I ran the Herald it was called 
'America's Model Weekly.' 

"The price of subscription was generally $1.50. I kept an agent in 
the field all the time getting subscribers. As to the price of paper, it 
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was 11 cents a pound when I first started, and it finally went to 3 cents." 

The Herald was 29 inches by 44 inches, Mr. Stephens remembers 

distinctly. It was a four-page paper at first but was later increased to 

eight pages, nine columns wide. Locals were set in small pica and other 

news in brevier. It was changed to long primer and brevier in 1879. 

The Columbia Missouri Herald has passed into history. But it 

lingers still in the minds of many Columbians and most of all in the 

memory of E. W. Stephens; for bound up with its country correspon

dence, its local news, its flaming editorials, its city advertising, is some

thing he describes as a "very delightful career." 

Edward Price Bell, Artist in Public Affairs 
By RICHARD B. FOWLER 

[The Missourian Magazine] 

An artist in public affairs is Edward Price Bell, the London cor

respondent for the Chicago Daily News. As a foreign correspondent he is 

internationally known, but as a creator of highly significant short 

stories, his reputation is somewhat confined to readers of the Strand 

Magazine in England before 1914. 
He is slightly under medium size with hair about the color of his 

dark gray suit. His gray eyes are watchfully alive as he expresses himself 

on this subject that has been of such vital significance to his life. The 

feelings that are an artist's are so much a part of him, so necessary, 

somehow, and so delicate that his body vibrates and his concentration is 

like a knife edge as he goes from point to point endeavoring to express 

each one exactly as he feels it. Withal his artist's feelings are given 

direction by his mind of an international correspondent. 
Mr. Bell suggests his attitude toward art when he says, "Learning 

to write is not like learning to skate. Learning to skate is a mere mat

ter of dexterity. Learning to write is the problem of ennobling your 

personality with the consequent development of your philosophy of 

your stored up impressions until the piece of art is fully molded within 

yourself. Then you are ready to bring it out for the public to see." 

He tells of the development within himself that began when he was 

a little boy in Indiana. In those days there came in contact with his 

father's farm certain people who impressed themselves upon him so 

deeply and individually that they grew and grew on him with the years. 

After he had gone to work at thirteen on a newspaper in Terre Haute, 

there were other personalities impressed upon him. He was keenly alive 

to the people around him, but he had no thought of writing fiction. 

The slow development of these characters in his mind went on without 
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any conscious effort or knowledge on his own part. Not until he was 
thirty-eight and a London correspondent had one of these personalities 
ripened so fully that it was ready to come out, in fact had to come out. 
Then Mr. Bell wrote his first story or, as he calls it, a tabloid novel. He 
wrote it as he wrote all his stories with one exception. He took a character 
who was already vividly alive to him and projected him into certain 
situations. For this character and the impression that the character 
had made on his own life, Mr. Bell wrote the story. He had no thought of 
"wheedling checks out of editors" or of producing what the editors 
wanted. 

This first story he submitted to Greenhough Smith, editor of the 
Strand Magazine. Mr. Smith accepted the story as he did sixteen of the 
eighteen that Mr. Bell wrote. Mr. Bell says, "Because I didn't write 
anything until I was ready to write, I didn't have a single flop or produce 
anything that I was later ashamed of." 

As an example of what Mr. Bell's stories meant to him there is the 
instance connected with "Bige Hoak." He says, "Bige Hoak was an old 
man who lived back in the hills behind my father's farm. He didn't 
work much, but he was always doing things for my father and the 
children. And he was always stealing things: a little corn, a pig, a 
couple of chickens, almost anything he could lay his hands on. In the 
story my father one day got to counting up what Bige had been stealing 
and discovered that it totaled a surprising amount. The more he thought 
about it the madder he got and the more he fumed. Finally, he got on his 
horse to go to town and have old Bige arrested. On his way, he kept 
thinking about the kindnesses that Bige had done and how good he had 
been in some ways, until he turned around and came home. 

"Meanwhile, one of the children, having heard the father fuming, 
went to warn Bige. When the old fellow heard about it, it broke his 
heart. He realized that my father considered his pilfering as stealing. 

"But the point is that in the story old Bige had to die. The conclusion 
of the story was written from the first line; it was inevitable. There can 
be only one inevitable conclusion to a piece of art. When I read proof 
of the story, everything was as I had written it. But, when the story 
came out in the magazine, two sentences were changed and Bige Hoak 
was still alive." 

Mr. Bell's voice moved with deep feeling as he told this. He con
tinued, 'I was completely bowled over. That story was part of my life 
as old Bige had grown to be a part of my life, and there it was- -ruined! 
I went to see Greenhough Smith and asked him what could ever have 
made him do a thing like that. He said, 'If I'd let old Bige die, there'd 
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have been forty thousand people down at my office tomorrow morning 
ready to mob me.' " 

This incident might illustrate not only what Mr. Bell's work means 
to him, but what it meant to the reading public of Great Britain. 

As to the reason that he wrote eighteen stories and then nothing else 
he says, "Just after I had written my eighteenth story, the war came on. 
In my work as correspondent I was so in the thick of it and so impressed 
with all the horror and tragedy and destruction of it that the desire 
to write was crushed out of me. I had not the slightest urge. Phillip 
Gibbs tells me that it affected him the same way, but the desire returned 
to him after several years. But with me, now, it is as much the aftermath 
of the war as the war itself. The world and civilization are in too great 
peril for a close observer of affairs to relax himself to an art life. There 
are so few men really alive to the situation that it makes the compulsion 
that much greater. And I have two boys of age for military service. Of 
course, I might force myself to write fiction, but stories have never come 
to me that way. I can't imagine anyone doing worth-while work unless he 
is deeply moved to write." 

Speaking of a writer's life, Mr. Bell says, "He has the happiest life 
of all, but it is a painful happiness. He puts one hundred cents worth of 
gold into every dollar's worth of achievement. His rewards are: a 
superior insight into life, extraordinary understanding of human nature 
and a great sympathy for mankind. When the artist deals with a 
criminal, he sees the man with all his frail ties, hopes dashed to the ground 
and views distorted by circumstances." By that Mr. Bell does not mean 
sentimentality but a true understanding that comes with an artist's deep 
insight into life. He concludes. "The artist goes down into the roots of 
things and his life is comparable to the life of no other kind of individual." 

Exploring in the Land of Toys 
By DOROTHY SWEET 

[The Missourian Magazineil 

When lights are needed earlier in the evening, and the bright streets 
reflect the glow of the Christmas red and green over a bustling throng 
of smiling shoppers, even the cynic realizes that the happiest time of the 
year-Christmas-has come. Tinsel and gaily colored baubles among 
the branches of holly and mistletoe hold a fascination for all in their 
significance of the spirit of Christmas. 

Windows of gifts, windows of wreathes, and windows of sweet
meats-how they all attract. But the windows which contain the great
est magnetism are those filled with toys. Wide-eyed little boys gaze 
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rapturously at the delights within, and speechless little girls place 
longing mittened hands upon the cold, unrelenting glass surfaces. 

Such automobiles, such gay blocks, such dolls of all sorts-those 
dressed in calico and sunbonnets, those dressed in silk and feathers, 
baby dolls, mammy dolls, cowboy dolls, twin dolls, all there awaiting the 
ecstasy of some blissful little mother on Christmas morning. And the 
windows are but a sample of the rare treasures to be found within the 
shops. 

There one sees children "ohing" and "ahing" over the latest crea
tions for their amusement, and darting here and there to show each other 
newly discovered examples of childish wealth. All bear smiles of an
ticipation, with some frowns of concentration at the effort necessary 
to make any elimination on the list of Santa's letter. Patient clerks 
watch attentively that small hands do no damage, and indulgent mothers 
listen attentively to bold suggestions. 

Here is something new in the form of a small porcelain-topped table 
on which are pictured a few Mother Goose characters and the alphabet. 

There are doll beds, doll chairs, doll stoves, doll carriages, and doll 
dressers. There are sleds and pianos of all kinds. Any boy could find 
a miniature car that would please him in such a varying collection. 
There is a sprinkling car, whose tank holds at least half a gallon, and 
that really sprinkles when the faucet is turned. There are fire trucks 
from whose ladders the rescue of any doll lady could be effected, and a 
large delivery truck with realistic sides of heavy woven wire and steer
ing wheel that really guides the car. There is even an auto loop-the-loop 
such as may be found in fairs. 

Tractors that will move over the ground and ships that will skim 
through the water are placed in the same show case with small cooking 
ranges and sets of tin and china dishes. Cooking utensils, that are com
plete to toy teakettles and angel-food cake pans, are next a doll's bath
tub. Nearby is a ditch digging machine that works like the huge mon
sters from which it is modeled. 

Far-seeing mothers may begin the housewifely training of their 
small daughters when they include the washtub with wringer attached, 
neighboring washboard, and extension drying-rack with its clothespins 
among her presents this year. Son's turn for carpentering may be en
couraged in the purchase of a well proportioned work-bench of natural 
stained wood with its vise. 

For the delight of the smaller tots are brightly-painted, carved, 
wooden animals which are capable of being wheeled after their young 
leaders. All sorts of kiddie cars are to be found. Among the larger toys 
are diminutive pool tables, indoor teeter-totters, and wagons of all types 
and sizes. 
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In addition to the long popular little red chair are wicker chairs, 
arm chairs, and upholstered chairs in which the young heir may rest or 
sit while he writes on one of the new tables whose top may be reversed 
and made into a blackboard. 

Spring-wound trains seem to be usurping the popularity of electric 
trains, though these latter are now electrically lighted and of the most 
modern design. Circus toys have come into their own as have the 
performing clowns of the Toby Tyler toy family. 

It is acknowledged that the child will be the easiest to buy for this 
year and there will be Ii ttle chance of displeasing him for never has there 
been such an array of toys, both amusing and instructive, and never has 
there been such a varying of price. 

Fannie Hurst Talks of Writing and Fame 
By RICHARD B. FOWLER 

['The Missourian Magazine) 

Fannie Hurst, dressed in a simple black and white costume and look
ing a bare thirty, casually took a chair on the mezzanine floor of the 
Boone Tavern. She had just finished making a talk at Jay H. Neff Hall, 
shaking hands with several hundred persons, prescribing some dozens 
of formulas for ambitious writers, and putting her name on at least twen
ty different copies of her own works. Meanwhile, she had missed a 
train. At the hotel she had run the gauntlet of advice on the best and 
quickest remaining way to get out of Columbia. And now she sat down 
as unruffied and her red bracelets jangled as calmly as if she had done 
nothing all morning but stare at a volume of "Mannequin," thinking 
about the fifty thousand dollar prize and the movie rights and book 
royal ties in addition to it. 

"Oh, yes, this is the regular thing away from home. I'm used to it," 
shes aid, and smiled a little flippantly at the corners of her mouth. In fact, 
her moods all morning had alternated between the flippant, the kind, and 
the serious. As she had walked in to her speech, she had said, "All ready 
for the operation. Goodby appendix." An hour and a half later, after 
she had made her way outside through a jamming crowd, she was told 
that a lame man upstairs would like to meet her. "Oh, yes," she said 
smiling softly and went up the stairs again. 

And now, when she was asked about the qualities lacking in the 
general run of our American short stories, her brown eyes were thoughtful 
and serious as she quickly decided on an answer. Her phrases come 
quickly and readily as inseparable parts of the thoughts that accompany 
them. 
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"On the train coming down here from St. Louis," she said, "there 
were two salesmen talking about selling ploughshares. The whole thing 
was to make the sale and have the article meet certain specifications. 
When I sa t in my hotel last night reading the resume of yesterday's 
speeches in the Missourian, it seemed to me that most of them would 
have been valuable to the ploughshare salesmen. They were all about 
how to sell, how to put it over on the editors, or just what the specifica
tions are for a good salable story. There is too much mechanics and 
kow-towing to form among the writers. Of course, most writers can't 
get along without a good situation and plenty of plot; they are necessary 
to get over the idea, the impression,- the character, or whatever it is that 
happens to be the life, the soul of the story. The soul of the story is the 
load and the other things are the wagon that is necessary to carry it. 
The trouble with most writers is that they have a wagon, all the mechan
ics and situation and plot, but they haven't any load to carry." 

It is for this reason Miss Hurst says that she doesn't put much faith 
in courses for teaching short story. Because it is much more important 
for the writer to feel something that he wants to get into words than it is 
for him to have the mechanics for expressing it, a short story course 
can give him little help. As a further illustration Miss Hurst points out 
that Sherwood Anderson writes a story with very little except the thing 
that she calls the 'soul' of the story. She says, "He exalts the most 
incidental, the most trivial occurrence, impression, or emotion until it is 
powerful, revealing, vital. He starts with a nerve cell and creates a 
great, throbbing piece of life. What he has is the thing that most writers 
lack, he has the soul of the story. Of form and mechanics, compilations 
and situations he has almost none. He is unique. He can move the load 
without the wagon." 

Miss Hurst says that she has not arrived yet; she is still trying to 
improve. She believes that a writer must be trying always to learn more 
and more about life. "To me," she says, "a great literary mind is 
the Wells mind. It is like a search light," she drew imaginary circles 
with her hand, "it rr.oves around and around penetrating into the deep 
recesses of darkness; of history, literature, science, Hindoo philosophy 
everything. If this knowledge is spread out so that it is a little super
ficial, it will not always be so. He never ceases penetrating and penetrat
ing." 

At the mention of her .own work Miss Hurst shrugged her shoulders 
and smiled by way of intimating, perhaps, her expressed ideals are to be 
standards for her work in the future. 

She says that the effort and heartbreaking ordeal of writing a story 
grow steadily worse. "As you become established," she continued, "you 
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have not only the problem of achieving something better, of constantly 
improving, but you have to hold the ground that you have already 
gained." 

Since Miss Hurst was in a college town, she readily mentioned H. L. 
Mencken, the great leader of student philosophy. She says, he is inter
esting, amusing, and I like him personally, but too many people take 
him literally. He naturally spreads a lot of hokum in his self-appointed 
task of debunking the Universe! He has, however, brought out an 
awareness of American life more than anybody else." She classified 
Mencken as if she had been called upon to do the same thing a good 
many times before. 

Called to a luncheon to which she was already late and which was 
only one of the several things that had to be done before train time, she 
calmly picked up her coat and leather bag and went on her way as 
deliberately as if she had nothing on hand but a picture show date at 
seven. 

Miss Hurst's mother says of her, "Fannie's blessing is her constitu
tion. She is always able to work." 

Girl Hauls Wheat to Earn School Expenses 
By MARJORIE MORTON 

[The Missourian Magazine} 

Nearly everyone has heard of Maud Muller who raked hay all on a 
summer's day, but not so many have heard of Miss Marian Frances 
Turner, who hauled wheat through a summer's "vacation" to pay her 
way through college. 

Miss Turner came to Missouri from Kimberly, Idaho, and what she 
did out in Idaho would sound like hard work to almost any full-grown 
man in Missouri. 

"It really began with berries when father had some strawberry 
land which he had sold turned back to him," she explained. "He didn't 
know where to get anyone to take care of it for him. I told him I'd 
take care of it if he would pay me. We agreed to go halves. I hired about 
25 pickers, kept them busy, and took charge of the selling, crating, and 
transportation of the berries. In addition, I had to keep the plants 
watered." 

Finding it difficult and expensive to buy crates, Miss Turner bought 
the material and she and her young brother made the crates themselves. 
The berries were sold to wholesale houses in Twin Falls, and she hauled 
them to market. 

"I made about $200 off of the strawberries," she said. "After the 
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strawberries were gone, I took charge of the raspberry pickers for my 
father on the same basis as I had handled the strawberry proposition. 
I used 30 pickers. When the raspberries were sold; I was better off by 
$250. My next job was to corrugate and cultivate 70 acres of beans, 
70 acres of potatoes, and 17 acres of onions. The onions all froze, by the 
way." 

Miss Turner explained the irrigation system. 

"Canals carry water from the river into laterals, and from the 
laterals the water is turned into the irrigation ditches or corrugations 
on the different ranches. Each lateral serves about 25 ranches. Ditch 
riders regulate the amount of water that each rancher gets, and it is paid 
for at so much an inch. 

"When the threshing started, I first hauled for father. Then a man 
who had agreed to haul wheat for the other ranchers, needed extra 
help, and I hauled for him occasionally. When the ranchers found out 
that I was hauling, they hired me to haul for them, and I was busy the 
rest of the threshing season." 

Miss Turner had her tire troubles while she was hauling. "On a hot 
day in August-one of the hottest, I think-I had to change a back tire 
on my truck when I was hauling a big load of wheat. I got the old tire off, 
and the new one nearly on, before another truck drove up, and I got 
any help." 

When she hauled all day, Miss Turner earned from $15 to $20 for 
the day's work. The length of the haul regulated the amount of her 
wage. She usually made eight or nine trips a day. 

"There was always a race between the truck drivers to see who 
could get to the thresher first, because the first to arrive could make more 
hauls than the others. The last truck to arrive had to wait sometimes an 
hour before they could load. I left home at 5 :45 every morning, and 
usually got the first and the last load. I had to stand in the back of the 
truck when the grain was being loaded, and scoop the grain down 
to,ward the front of the truck; when the wind was toward me, the chaff 
would get into my eyes, up my nose and down my back until I could 
hardly stand it. Fortunately this did not always happen. 

"It only rained once while I was hauling. That time, we had to 
stop for the day, but I went back the next day and took two girls along 
for company. Th-= men thought it was too wet to haul, and all but one 
left. Two loads of bundles were ready to be thrown into the thresher, 
but the crew had left, and there was no one to run the thresher. We 
decided we would do it; we three girls and the one man ran the thresher 
and pitched bundles, and I was the only hauler who had a load of wheat 
that morning." 
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In her spare time between jobs, Miss Turner milked three cows, 
fed eight horses, and worked in the bank for her father. 

The ranchers for whom she hauled last summer have engaged her 
for next year. If she can get away for two weeks, she expects to indulge 
in a vacation next summer, and will visit the World's Fair in Portland, 
Oregon, paying her own expenses. 

Incidentally, it was not necessary for Miss Turner to finance her 
schooling. She preferred to do so. Her father, W. H. Turner, is a banker 
in Kimberly. He is a graduate of Missouri University, and Mrs. Turner 
was also a student here. 

After hearing Miss Turner tell about her summer's experience, 
one is hardly surprised to learn that she expects to take up a rather 
uncommon profession for a woman. 

Hobbies of Officials Vary from Hunting 
to Astronomy 
By J. GILBERT HILL 

[The Missourian Magazine] 

Boone County officials do not have hobbies- at least they will not 
admit that they have-but inquiry shows that they are interested 
in religious journals, medical journals, agricultural journals, hunting, 
essays, golf, fine horses, farming, fancy work, fiction, crossword puzzles, 
pitch, croquet, bridge, newspapers, philosophical poetry, music, edu
cational teaching methods, art, and astronomy. 

\V. v\'. Woods, county assessor, Roy Creed, sheriff, and George 
S. Starrett, prosecuting attorney, could think of nothing that they were 
interested in particularly. All showed a preference for newspapers as 
reading material. 

Mr. Creed and Dr. F. C. Suggett, county health officer, were very 
emphatic in their dislike of hunting and taking care of a garden. Several, 
including Judge H. A. Collier and M. G. Proctor, county collector, have 
so many interests that it is difficult to pin one on them as a hobby. 

A. W. Pasley, county recorder, says that his evenings are usually 
taken up with the reading of religious journals and the Bible. He is a 
preacher, and his county office is more or less a new thing in his life, so 
his former vocation has become his avocation in a way. 

Dr. Suggett says that much of his outside time, when he has any, 
is taken up with studying medical journals and in reading the news
papers. It is noticeable that he follows many county weeklies very closely 
in his work. 
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T. A. Ewing says that he has been so busy since he became county 
agent about three months ago that he has not had time to develop a 
hobby. But he admits that he has always been interested primarily 
in agriculture and spends any time he has in reading agricultural journals 
and periodicals. He mentioned the American Magazine once in his 
conversation also, so that too must be a favorite of his. 

M. T. Andrews, recently appointed justice of the peace of Columbia 
township, says that most of his interest outside his office is with the 
farm and the farmer. He, too, spends much of his time reading agri
cultural journals. 

Joe T. Harris, circuit clerk, really has a hobby. His one weakness 
seems to be fine horses. He is proud that before his election as circuit 
clerk he was one of the best-known exhibitors of fine horses in the 
United States. He still points with pride to pictures of horses with 
which his office walls are adorned, and he can talk for hours about horses. 

Thad B. Hickman, county clerk, is a farmer, but he says that before 
his election his one real pleasure was hunting. Since he has been in office 
he has developed other hobbies, one being "to give the people of the 
county the best service I can," as he puts it. "I think that is my hobby 
now." He has become pretty much of a lawyer in so far as the profession 
relates to his office. 

M. G. Proctor says that he has no hobby, but he likes to read the 
newspapers, play pitch and croquet, and of course "when the ladies 
are around I like to play bridge." He says that his work with books all 
day prevents him from using his eyes much with outside reading, except 
the newspapers. 

Judge H. A. Collier has a hobby for almost every season. In the fall 
he is a football fan, but he likes to read fiction, history, essays and 
philosophy. He says that he likes to read magazines and takes a great 
many, but recently has found his taste running more and more to history 
and essays. He likes to play golf, when he has time. 

Miss Roberta Winn, county treasurer, is still a crossword fan. She 
likes to read, but not when there is a crossword puzzle around, for then 
she sharpens up her pencil, reaches for the dictionary and is not satis
fied until all the vertical and horizontal words are put into the little 
squares and made to fit. 

Charles E. Northcutt, county superintendent, finds in one phase of 
his school work a hobby-the doing of things that will promote com
munity spirit, such as club work among children, or Parent-Teacher 
Associations. He is very much interested in athletics, having played 
basketball and baseball in his college days. 

Mrs. E. D. Baskett, county visiting teacher, says that her hobbies 
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are reading and music, if she has any. She says that she does not enjoy 
much of the fiction that is written at the present time, however. 

Miss Anna Beazley, deputy county clerk, finds much of her outside 
pleasure in reading and fancy work. She always seems to have a piece 
of work hidden around some place. Miss Margaret Boggs disclaims 
any such thing as a hobby, saying she enjoys too many things to have a 
hobby. 

H. E. Brown, county highway engineer, spends much of his time 
reading poetry-usually translations of ancient authors, largely of a 
philosophical nature. He is very much interested in history, mathe
matics, and literature. 

But John S. Bicknell, justice of the peace, has an unusual hobby 
for an officer, and that is astronomy. He admits that he likes to read 
detective stories, and play practical jokes, but says that his hobby is 
astronomy. In his characteristic way he said: 

"As a youth my ambition was to be an astronomer, but between my 
hopes and object, there yawned the great gulf of mathematics, which 
was impassable. One night I was going home with a sack of beans and 
gazing at the stars. In those days there were plank sidewalks. One end 
of a plank was loose and I stubbed my toe on it and came to earth
and the beans escaped in all directions. 

"When I arose, the stars all winked at me. The stars were all so 
friendly that when I started any place they all went along too, keeping 
the same distance away, and in my childish mind I wondered how the 
Wise Men could have followed them to the manger." 

Hold Your Horses, Here Comes an Auto 
By RICHARD B. FOWLER 

['The Missourian Magazine] 

James H. Moss and J. L. Stephens recently looked fondly over Mr. 
Moss's new Buick sedan all ready for an easy and casual trip to Cali
fornia. It was so much a matter of course that they could not help re
flecting on other days of the automobile, when a trip to Rocheport was 
more of a mechanical experience, infinitely more exciting-and devastat
ing. 

Mr. Stephens recalled an announcement that appeared in the 
Columbia Herald less than twenty-five years ago. In bold-face type were 
words to the effect that W. B. West and F. A. Sampson had agreed to 
keep their automobiles off the street while the county fair was in progress. 
This assurance was necessary to quiet the fears of persons all over the 
county. They could now drive leisurely to town without being in 
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constant dread of meeting one of those "infernal contraptions" that 
would scare the horses until they backed the wagon into the ditch or 
turned short around and made a wild break in the opposite direction. 
Many were the ravages of those first two automobiles among the horse
driving citizenry of Boone County. 

Mr. West's car was a one cylinder Oldsmobile of the chain-drive 
type that wobbled down the wagon-rutted streets with the constant roar 
of its engine emphasized by intermittent explosions. It left a cloud of 
blue smoke drifting off behind it. Mr. Sampson's car was a Cadillac 
of a similar type and, in addition, it was painted a flaming red. 

Close after these two came Mr. Moss's car, the first Ford in Colum
bia. It was a four cylinder, shaft-driven car, fairly modern mechanically. 

It is the rueful reflection of Mr. Moss that the operation of an 
automobile at that time was more of an experience than a pleasure. In 
fact, every horse that he met on the road was an individual experience
and everything on the road was horses. When he and J. L. Stephens 
were riding together, they always carried a sack with them. Whenever 
they met a horse, one of them held the sack over the animal's head while 
the other drove the car past. 

Mr. Stephens recalls an event about that time as an emphatic 
example of a horse's fright. Mrs. J. L. Stephens and Mrs. Hugh Stephens 
of Jefferson City were driving leisurely along by Rollins Field where, a 
few years later, automobiles lined up in an unbroken chain at every 
football game. But that day there was probably no other mechanically 
driven device within a mile of them. Coming from the other direction 
they saw J. Ed. Crumbaugh driving one of James Guitar's horses. 
The horse saw them or rather the one cylinder Oldsmobile that they 
were driving. vVhen they were still a hundred yards or more away, 
the horse jumped once and fell dead from fright. 

Mr. Stephens recalls another incident that throws light on the 
travails of the early motorist. He with several friends was driving to 
Mexico one sunshiny morning in mid-summer. It was just the day to 
inspire them to "let it out" to fifteen miles an hour; and, in addition to 
that, they were going to Ringling Brothers' Circus. The holiday spirit 
pervaded all. 

There were others who were also taking a holiday. Among these 
was a family of many members who were moseying into town, probably 
to do some trading and see the new five-story building that had been 
put up in the last year. Their team of mules trudged along doggedly. 
On the seat of the wagon sat a long gaunt man wearing a blue shirt and 
overalls. Beside him sat a woman in checked gingham. In the wagon 
bed behind them was their flock, ranging in age from about 20 years down 
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to 6. One sat on a crate of eggs and the others on the straw in the bottom 

of the wagon. Contentment and anticipation must have pervaded them 

as it did the motorists. But unfortunately the respective paths were 

destined to cross, and peace and tranquility were short-lived. Suddenly 

from around the bend in the road, loomed up the roaring, banging 

automobile. 
The mules spraddled and backed in a moderate amount of fright, 

but it was nothing as compared to that of the occupants of the wagon. 

The reins were thrown in the air, and a chorus of screams burst forth; 

and the man, woman, and children rolled out over the wheels to run for 

the open fields. "But," says Mr. Stephens, "they were caught in the 

barbed wire fences and held until we were able to bring them, one at a 

time, back to the wagon." 
Mr. Moss when he thinks back on his first Ford, remembers that in 

those days an owner of an automobile was strictly forbidden to take it 

inside of a cemetery. He also recalls an incident that is especially illumi

nating as to the early attitude of the public. A very estimable Boone 

County gentleman calmly but firmly informed him that he was going 

home after his shot-gun and if the car passed his house again, he was 

going to shoot Moss and everyone else in it. 
Mr. Moss says further: "We knew in those days that the arrest of 

an automobile driver was the equivalent of a conviction. He was lucky 

if he was not first fined and then beaten up by the outraged public. 

Whenever I smashed a buggy, and I've smashed several, I always 

bought it on the spot. Before long I had a collection of five or six buggies 

and considered myself lucky to get off so cheaply." 
Mr. Moss's Ford later entered into a prophetic occupation. It was 

sold to a Boone County farmer, who tried to plough with it. The Ford

son Tractor was on the horizon. 
It was a few years after these earlier beginnings that E.W. Stephens, 

in making a plea to the residents of the Harg neighborhood for good 

roads prophesied, "If you have a hard surface road running through here, 

I'll guarantee that most of you will live to see the time when one hundred 
automobiles will pass your farms each day." 

A sound prediction! 



54 UNIVERS ITY OF MISSOURI B U LLETIN 

Keegan Tells of Scottish Lairds 
By lLLMA MEYER 

!The Missourian Magazine]) 

Of the many unusual characters in Columbia, one of the most in
teresting is the Scotchman, James Keegan, manager of the University 
creamery. His fourteen years of America has not eradicated his 
Scotch burr, nor changed his grammatically correct English into Ameri
can slang. Neither have his sixty-one years of life taken the ruddy color 
from his pleasant face, nor altered the shade of the mustache and eye
brows which indicate why an American calls his Scotch friend "Sandy." 

"Why did I come to America? So my boy could have a better 
chance in life than I did. I never went further in school than the 'Sixth 
Standard,' about our 8th grade here." 

In Scotland, however, that amount of schooling included the reading 
of Caesar, Cicero and Virgil, and gave Mr. Keegan a speaking knowledge 
of French. The Scotchman's aims for his boy have been accomplished 
as his son, William Keegan, was graduated from the University of 
Missouri in 1920, and is now dairy specialist in the extension depart
ment of the University of South Carolina. 

For eight years, Keegan has been handling the milk and butter at 
the Dairy Building. He personally supervises the 600 pounds of milk 
which comes in from the University herds each day, and the 900 pounds 
of cream which the University buys each week from near-by farmers, 
and the 400 pounds of butter which the dairy students turn out each 
week. He takes great pride in the up-to-date equipment possessed by 
the dairy department and painstakingly explains the process of butter
making to inquiring visitors. 

When his leisure moments come, he loves to share reminiscences of 
his early life in Scotland. "I was born in Penicuik, Scotland, eight miles 
south of Edinburgh, not far from the place where Harry Lauder was born. 
Across the bay from Penicuik, we could see Swanston, where Robert 
Louis Stevenson frequently used to visit." Keegan's early training 
fitted him for gardening and landscaping. Flowers, especially his 
beautiful dahlias, are still a passion with him, and his chief recreation. 
All of that early work was done on the great landed estates of Scotland 
where the gardener rubbed shoulders with the Scotch nobility, and ac
quired a respect for the laird's kindness, fairness, and chivalry. 

"I was apprenticed for three years at Penicuik House, which be
longs to Sir George Douglass Clerke. (We call it Clark"), he said. "His 
house was a castle as big as Jesse Hall, and had 365 windows in it, when 
I was there, but I heard it burned a few years ago. Sir George owned 
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about 150 farms, and his land lay for nine or ten miles in every direction 
from Penicuik House." 

Although Mr. Keegan has become a fine type of American citizen, 
and an ardent supporter of American institutions, ("I am a great believer 
in -upholding the law," he said,) as he tells of his early life in Scotland, 
one senses the glamor of living on a wonderful estate like that of Pen
icuik. A magnificent place it must have been, its wonderful castle, full 
of art treasures, flanked by its 150 farms; sheep-dotted hills in the back
ground, with fertile valleys between them; tiny villages here and there, 
or perhaps isolated, crofters' cottages; large deer parks at one side, 
beautiful formal gardens to the front of the house, one on every side, 
acres and acres of beautiful lawns. 

Such kindly, humorous, human folk as the Scotch lairds, and ladies, 
were! Nothing of the arrogant, aristocrat type is seen in these real gentle
folk, for whom Keegan has unbounded love and admiration. "I well 
remember Sir George taking his daily walk, always with high collar, 
silk kerchief, and Scotch plaid, speaking a kind word here or making a 
suggestion there. The ladies spent much time in the gardens and about 
the grounds. When Dowager Lady Clerke-who was lady-in-waiting 
to Queen Victoria-would come back from London, her first pleasure 
was to make a round of visits to every farm-house on those 150 farms. 
There she would ask after the health of each baby; and whether Jock 
was learning his lessons; and how much progress in knitting Liz had made 
since Her Grace had been there last. The Dowager's daughter-in-law, 
Lady Amy Clerke, was the finest horsewoman you ever saw. Most of 
the Scotch ladies were fine horsewomen." 

Mr. Keegan glories in the fact that the lairds of Penicuik House 
were patrons of the fine arts. He tells this story of Sir George Clerke's 
grandfather. The old Sir George came upon a young man admiring the 
pair of crouching lions which guarded Penicuik House doorway. The 
lions had been on guard nearly 200 years, and looked some the worse 
for wear and weather. The young man speculated as to whether he 
could repair the damage, undertook the task, and did such a dexterous 
and artistic job, that Sir George became interested at once in the lad's 
ambition. He sent him to Rome to study art under famous painters, 
and supported him there for five years. This lad turned out to be the 
world-famous painter, Alexander Runciman . His career of high promise 
was a short lived one, however, for in trying to repay his kind old patron, 
Runciman undertook to paint the high ceiling of the drawing-room with 
his famous scenes from Ossean at Penicuik House, a job which took 
seven years and left him totally blind. 

"Another tale which Sir George told of his grandfather shows a 



56 UNIVERSITY OF MISSOURI B ULLETIN 

typical act of a Scotch laird," went on Keegan. "Old Sir George, on 
another walk, came across a young boy, evidently a poacher, carefully 
concealing something in the crotch of his arm. The lad did not recognize 
the laird, so was willing to show his stolen thrush's nest full of young 
birds. 'What do you intend to do with them?' asked old Sir George. 
Tm going to split their tongues so they will talk like parrots.' The laird 
thought a minute; then,--'Are you hungry?' In response to which came 
an eager 'Yes.' So the laird took the boy to the kitchen, and, half
starved though he seemed, before he took a bite himself, he filled the 
open-mouths of the baby thrushes with crumbs. That pleased the old 
laird immensely, and he took the lad upstairs where Runciman was 
painting, had Runciman paint the lad and his thrush nest life-size, on a 
canvas that was the pride of the country-side. Needless, to say the 
thrushes' tongues were not split, neither did they learn to talk like 
parrots!" 

When Keegan became journeyman, he went as one of ten gardeners 
to Dunkeld House, residence of the Dowager-Duchess of Athol. Her 
magnificent estate had about a hundred acres of pleasure-grounds. Her 
Grace of Athol was also lady-in-waiting to Queen Victoria. "She was a 
very fine old lady," as Mr. Keegan puts it, "humble in her way, and 
nobody would know she was a duchess till she began to speak.'' His 
first acquaintance with Her Grace came about in this way: "A day or so 
after I arrived at Dunkeld House, while I was setting out some gera
niums, down through the garden came the old Dowager-Duchess, 
accompanied by her friend, Lady Athol McGregor. To show how well 
she knew what was going on, on her estate, which had a staff of some 
thirty or thirty-five including eight servants in the house, besides two 
butlers, two footmen, and two dairy-maids, ten gardeners and other 
miscellaneous help,- Her Grace stopped beside me and said, 'Aren't you 
new here?' I told her I had just come from Penicuik, and she chatted 
a few minutes about her friend, the Dowager-Duchess of Penicuik, 
and asked after the flowers at Penicuik Castle, where they had more 
flower-beds and larger gardens than they had at Dunkeld House." 

Scotland is covered with many of these large estates. The Duke of 
Buccleuch has 28,000 acres. His chief residence is Dalkeith Palace, near 
the town of Dalkeith, where Mrs. J. D . Elliff's father was born. 

"Did we have good times in Scotland? Indeed we did, for the Scotch 
young people are gay folks, and love to dance and sing. I remember 
going to many a dance when I would walk five or six miles to get there, 
and then we would dance from nine until six in the morning." 

"Have I ever been sorry I came to America? No, indeed. I love 
my native Scotland, but I love this country for the opportunities it 
offers to just such men as I." 
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Lolly Pops, Eggs, Gasoline---The Demands 
Vary 

By FRANCES DUNLAP 

[The Missourian Magazine] 

"I want a nickel's worth of gum drops-those red ones." 

"Are you sure that these eggs are fresh?" 

57 

"Now, give me a nice, firm head of cabbage. You see, I'm going to 

have company, and-" 
"I'll take four cakes of laundry soap. And say, that last can of peas 

my wife got here wasn't peas. It was corn." 
Small tots, young married women, experienced housewives, less 

experienced husbands- the grocer deals with them all every day. He fills 

their orders; he answers patiently their numerous inquiries; he listens 

to their complaints. Consequently, he has a wonderful opportunity 

to observe human nature, for the whole world must eat. And at least four 

Columbia grocers agree that on the whole "most people appreciate 

service and good quality, and if you treat them right, they'll treat you 

the same way." Customers may make strange requests; they may 

sometimes be impatient; they may even exasperate with their critical 

inspection. But underneath all their faults, they are still "just folks." 

"We have calls for mouse traps, lemon squeezers, gasoline, and thread," 

said George Ficklin, a Columbia grocer, in describing his experiences 

as a merchant. "\Ve get lots of calls for gasoline from people who wonder 

why we haven't it and who want us to get it for them. He continued 

laughingly, "They would think a little differently if they were to get a 

quart of gasoline mixed in with their groceries." 
"Yes, we grocers have a pretty good opportunity to study human 

nature. People come in the store in such different moods. Maybe they'll 

give an order right off without taking any of your time, or maybe they 

won't be pleased with anything, and you'll have to use salesmanship 

to sell to them. 
"Some come in, and no matter how busy you may be, they say, 

'I'm in a hurry. Wait on me right away.' I know several women who 

habitually wait until about 11 :45 o'clock in the morning and then call 

up and say, 'I just forgot to look at the time, and didn't know it was 

so late. Can I get an order in the next ten or fifteen minutes?' " 

Usually, women are more particular than men in buying groceries, 

Mr. Ficklin believes. 
"A man will buy what he sees and get out. But a woman has to be 

sure of what she is getting." 
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The other day, however, one woman did not get what she thought 
she was buying. 

"We gave her a can labeled peas, as she called for, but when she 
opened it, she found it contained corn. She could not understand how 
such a mistake could ever have been made. It's easy enough for such a 
thing to happen at the factory, where they are canning several kinds of 
vegetables. 

"One lady orders a four or five-pound dressed chicken every Satur
day. No matter how nice the one we send is she always calls and says 
she doesn't want that one. We send her another, and nine times out of 
ten, she keeps the first chicken. She simply wants two to choose from. 
Sometimes people don't realize the trouble they may cause, but on the 
whole they are appreciative of good service." 

Forty-one years ago J. D . Van Horn started in a grocery store. 
After that period of service he says, "With 95 per cent of people, if 
you treat them right, you'll have no trouble." 

Mr. Van Horn has seen many changes in the conduct of grocery 
stores. 

"We don't come in contact with our customers so much any more. 
Farmers used to come to town and stay all day. Now they're here just 
a few minutes. And a lot of our regular customers we never see, for they 
phone their orders. We sometimes have to ask them who they are when 
they come into the store. Yes, the day when the storekeeper had a 
barrel of walnuts out in front of the store, to which his friends helped 
themselves, is gone." 

Another Columbia grocer who has seen the old store pass and the 
new take its place is C. B. Luckie who has been in business for five years. 
For thirty-five years he was a traveling salesman, most of the time 
selling groceries. 

"We sell to more women than men," Mr. Luckie said, referring to 
his present business. "Most of them know what they want. One night 
a woman came in at 7 o'clock, and in less than an hour I sold her $149.80 
worth of groceries. 

"Most women, in buying vegetables and fruits, feel better satisfied 
to pick them out from those shown in the window. They are afraid 
that maybe those back in the store are not quite so good." 

Mr. Luckie was interrupted just then by the entrance into the 
store of four little girls. After some hesitation, one said, "Give me a 
nickel's worth of peanuts and these chocolates mixed." 

"Children do a lot of buying in here," he remarked after the young
sters had gone. "We always give them the best, too." 
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In his thirty-five years of travel Mr. Luckie visited every town in 
California, Kansas, Oklahoma, and Nebraska. 

"Times have surely changed. I drove a buggy then from town to 
town, through all sorts of mud and in all kinds of weather. And then, 
you know, grocers used to buy sugar by the hogshead. Recently a mer
chant here wanted to buy one, but they don't even make hogsheads 
any more." 

Frank T. Martin, another local grocer, has sold groceries for twenty
five years in Columbia. 

"I lived on a farm near Columbia until I was 19 years old. That 
year my father sold corn at 20 cents a bushel, so he decided to move to 
town. Six months later, twenty-five years ago, I started to work for 
W. W. Payne at 50 cents a day- sorting potatoes and grinding apples 
into cider. After a while my wages were raised to 75 cents a day-and 
then $1. Mr. Payne gave me a key to the register too, and I felt pretty 
well satisfied. I worked for him eight years. 

"I believe that people think more about the quality of goods than 
they used to. Now most of then ask for certain brands of stuff. Of 
course, there are a few who come into the store and price everything and 
then buy a cake of soap, or maybe they say they'll go see what some 
other grocer has. 

"Somebody called the other day for alum, and there are elderly 
women from the country who still ask for thread." 

He smiled reminiscently. "Conditions have changed a lot since 
grocery stores sold thread. Why, when I first went into business, you 
could get two pounds of coffee for 15 cents, with a stick of red candy to 
sweeten it thrown in. A twenty-four pound bag of flour cost 45 cents. 
Chickens were bought by the dozen, nice ones bringing $2.50 or $2.75. 
The price of turkeys was 9 or IO cents a pound. Side meat sold at 8 1-2 
cents many a time-now it's 35 or 40. 

"In those days, every Saturday the whole family got up early and 
went to town. They gathered at a grocery store at noon and bought a 
lunch of pickles, crackers, and salmon, which they ate in the back of the 
store. About 6 o'clock in the evening, the family met again at the store 
to go home. The automobile has changed that." 

Mr. Martin laughed, and the twinkle in his eyes showed that he 
was thinking of something amusing. 

"I remember when I was about 9 or IO years old, I rode a mule to 
town one day. Dad gave me a nickel that morning-and a nickel 
was a lot to spend in those days. I kept my nickel nearly all day, but 
toward evening, when I knew I had better be getting home to milk, I 
decided to buy something. 
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"Finally I went into a grocery store, where I saw a lot of fruit. 'Say, 
Uncle Jim, what'll you take for that big orange?' I said, pointing to one. 
'Well, sonny, I'll let you have that for a nickel,' he answered. I bought 
the orange and started home on my mule. When I reached Rollins Hill I 
decided to eat my big orange. I took a big bite. Sour! Well, I had never 
tasted an orange like that before! It was worse than any persimmon. I 
simply could not eat it, so I threw it away. My nickel was wasted, and 
I had had my first experience with grapefruit." 

Looks as if Santa Would Have to Use Auto 
By J. WILLIAM HENDERSON 

[Th, Columbia Missourian] 

Santa Claus might just as well put the old red sled back in itS 
quaint little hand-carved barn and turn Donner and Blitzen and the 
rest of his reindeer team into their winter pasture to nibble away at 
the green shoots of grass that punch their way up through the snow that 
covers Santa Claus Land. For, in all probability he will have to use his 
new motor car this Christmas. 

At least from a review of the last fifteen Christmases it would seem 
that all the odds were against Santa's chances of using his sled. 

Since 1911 only four Christmas snows have made possible the swift 
passage of a sled over the housetops. Of course there have been light 
snow flurries and on several occasions the ground has been coated with a 
thin layer of snow, but, taken as a whole, it looks bad for that sleighing 
trip of Santa's this year. 

Even the weather man seems to think that Christmas will be bright 
and clear this year. But as yet this can be nothing but a guess based on 
the records taken from the past. George Reeder, the director of the 
United States Weather Bureau here says, "While this is still too early 
a date to predict the weather for Christmas, I think that it is at least a 
fifty-fifty chance that there will be no snow. Past records show that 
there have been many more clear, dry Christmases, without the presence 
of snow, than there have been snowy ones." 

In 1911 and again in 1912 there was no snow on Christmas. In 
1913 there were snow flurries on Dec. 25, but the ground was covered 
with a heavy snow that fell on Dec. 22 and 23 . This was one of the four 
times since 1911 that Santa was able to use his familiar little sled. 

In 1914 sledding was out of the question entirely, as was nearly 
every other outside activity. It was a cold Christmas, the average tem
perature from midnight to midnight was only 6 degrees above zero. 
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But there was no snow to be seen, nor had there been any on the days 
shortly preceding Dec. 25. 

However, in 1915, there was an entirely different situation. While 
only light flurries of snow came on Christmas day, there was snow in 
abundance. 11 inches of snow fell on the day before Christmas. So 
Santa hitched up his reindeer, piled in his sack of toys and cracked his 
long whip on Christmas Eve in 1915. 

But good fortune was not to crowd too closely on the heels of good 
fortune for Santa, because the next two Christmas Eves were snowless. 
It was just a case of cranking up the new 1916 model "Iceland Six" 
and making his rounds. 

Luck changed again, for in 1918 there was a good big snow on the 
day before Christmas. In fact there was a snowfall of 5.6 inches. Dec. 
25, of that year, has been recorded on the records of the Weather Bureau 
of Columbia as, "an ideal Christmas day." The sun was out for a little 
over half of the possible hours for sunshine and yet it did not melt off 
but one and one-half inches of the snow that covered the ground. 

Next in turn came Dec. 25, 1919, which was a cloudy day, a dull 
gray day, but there was no snow. It was a typical winter day, with the 
thermometer hanging close to 26 degrees. This is four degrees colder than 
the normal temperature for Dec. 25, which is 30 degrees above zero. 

Sunday, Dec. 25, 1920, was a gloomy day. It was bound to be, 
as soon as one left the cheery fireside, for during the entire 9.4 hours 
when sunshine was possible not a bright ray was turned on Columbia. 
And all day long the snow was flying. At first, in the early morning, 
only light flurries of snow were in the air, but about 9 a. m. the snow 
began to fall faster and faster. It covered the ground with a thin coating 
which melted very slowly. About 4 o'clock in the afternoon the snow 
thinned out to occasional flurries and finally gave up trying to blanket 
the world. 

The next Christmas arrived on the scene and Santa found that he 
wouldn't be able to use his sled because there had not been enough snow. 
On Dec. 17, there had been nearly an inch of snow but this had almost 
melted away by the time Christmas Eve rolled around. It meant the 
motor car or the airplane for sure. 

"An ideal Christmas day with only a few clouds in the sky, and 
roads in fine shape making automobile travel ideal," says the weather 
record of Dec. 25, 1922. This fixed matters once more for Santa Claus. 
Besides it was too warm for Donner, Blitzen, and the rest of the reindeer 
team to do all the hard work. The average temperature was 48 degrees 
above zero, with the thermometer hovering around 65 degrees most of 
the afternoon. And the night before Christmas had been clear and warm. 
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Christmas of 1923 was also snowless. It was crisp and clear, the 
sun being out for nine out of a possible nine and one-half hours of sun
shine. The day before had been "a beautiful day with no snow on the 
ground or falling." 

In 1924, however, there was plenty of snow and ice on the ground. 
Long heavy snows preceding Christmas had packed down until they 
turned to ice and even sunshine all Christmas day failed to melt off very 
much. According to the records in the office of the ~'eather Bureau, 
"Workmen who were removing snow and ice from the roofs of buildings 
reported that the weight of the ice was approximately sixteen pounds 
to the square foot." With all of this snow and ice went falling tempera
tures. The average for Christmas day 1924 was 6 degrees above zero. 
This is the coldest Christmas in the last fifteen years. 

Christmas Day in 1925 found a little snow on the ground, left over 
from light snows on Dec. 21, and 22. There were light flurries of snow 
between 6 o'clock and 8 o'clock in the morning, but practically the 
entire day was clear. Not much chance for Santa to give his reindeer their 
workout. 

So, looking at the past and observing the Christmas weather, the 
signs would point toward a clear day with very little snow, if any at all 
for Christmas of 1926. At least Santa's reindeer stand a four-to-one 
chance of staying at home and munching their grass in the old farm yard, 
while an elfin chauffeur pilots Santa's new "Iceland Eight" to the chim
neys of the world. 

Polly, the Bull Dog, Discusses Laboratory 
Methods 

By MRS. PEARL p A TRICK 

U'The Missourian Magazine} 

(Not entered in the Dramatic Arts Club Contest) 
Scene- Basement of the home of Dr. Mary Guthrie. Usual base

ment furnishings plus a pile of straw, nicely blanketed, and an old, 
dark wooden box covered over the top with chicken wire. 

Characters- Polly, an aged, unexcitable bulldog belonging to Dr. 
Guthrie. Cat, both names unknown . 

Scene-Curtain rises on Polly investigating the box which has just 
been brought in by a man who has hastily departed upon seeing Polly. 

Polly-(peeping through the wire) Sniff! Sniff! 
Cat-(backing into the corner of box, all fuzzed) Schpitt! Weouw! 

Schpitt! 
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Polly-(calmly. Polly is a calm dog) Where'd they get you? 
Cat-(glowering and fluffing furiously) Schpitt! Schpitt! Schpitt! 
Polly-(looking bored) Well, keep your fur on! Where're you from? 
Cat-(still tense and bored as to back) What's that to you? 
Polly (yawning and sitting down on haunches) Nothing at all 

only the last cat told me and I s'posed you would. You hungry? 
Cat-(more calmly) No, thank you. I've been to breakfast with 

the baby pigs. They had nice warm milk in their trough and I managed 
to lap out of the corner they were all crowding away from. 

Polly-(with conviction) Then you are from the country? 
Cat-I am today. 
Polly-Weren't you yesterday? 
Cat-No I just went to the country yesterday. The man found me 

when he went to gather the eggs. 
Polly-How come? 
Cat-Why, I was having an egg for my supper! 
Polly-(nodding her head so hard the lock rattles on her collar) 

I heard Dr. Guthrie say you et eggs. 
Cat-( surprised) Doesn't she? 
Polly-Oh, of course. But you suck 'em! 
Cat-Would it be any better if I used a fork? 
Polly-You wouldn't be here if you'd let eggs alone. 
Cat-(looking about) Well, this looks like a nice basement. Lots 

of dark places and boxes and corners to hunt mice. I think I will like 
it here when they let me out. 

Polly-They won't let you out. 
Cat-Why won't they? 
Polly-They never do-experiment cats. They keep 'em here till 

class day and then takes 'em to the laboratory. 
Cat-(showing interest) Are there mice there? 
Polly-Parts of mice. 
Cat-Parts of mice! How funny! well, I don't usually eat the tail 

myself. Aren't there any whole mice? Live mice? 
Polly-(grimly) They cut 'em up and study the parts and put 'em 

in bottles. 
Cat-(reclining her fur and sitting down in the corner quite com-

fortably) In bottles! What in the world for? 
Polly-For experiments. 
Cat-(showing great interest) What do they want me for? 
Polly-The comparative anatomy class. 
Cat-And what will they compare me to? 
Polly-Humans. 
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Cat-Now who's catty? 
Polly-(academically) Such things are necessary for the good of 

humanity. The structure of the cat is very like that of the human body. 
Science is greatly furthered by the study of cat structure and function
ings. The circulatory and respiratory-

Cat- (yawning sleepily) When do I get out of this box? 
Polly- Maybe the boy will let you out awhile. 
Cat- I just know there must be mice here. 
Polly- Yes, one ran over my bed while I was napping. 
Cat- (In alarm) Do you sleep here? 
Polly- When I want to . 
Cat- (hopefully) You don't want to all the time, do you? 
Polly- (yawns indifferently and finishes up with a snap) 
Cat-(hair all reversed again) Mercy! What teeth! Schpitt! 

(more calmly, after interval) Are there an y other cats down at the 
laboratory? 

Polly-Dead cats. And dogs. And rats. And snakes. 
Cat-Mercy! will I be dead too? 
Polly- Sure. 
Cat- (hopefully) What'll kill me? 
Polly- Gas. 
Cat-Just once? 
Polly- Yes, Why? 
Cat- (thoughtfully) That'll leave eight. 
Polly- Eight what? 
Cat- Eight lives. 
Polly-Well, I wouldn't mention it. 
Cat-Why not, I'd like to know? 
Polly-Not unless you want to be running around without 1t lot of 

your spareless parts. 
Cat-Pray explain. 
Polly-Why, it would be a lot more convenient to keep you alive 

than pickled and if you'd last through nine lives, my goodness, they'd 
never need another cat! And how'd you like going around without your 
windpipe, or the retina of your left eye, or the purr in your throat (they 
are awfully interested to know how you stick up your hair so.) By the 
time you lost five or six parts you might be inconveniencf'.d. 

Cat-(growing bored at this long speech) Well, werl, never mind! 
S'long's I'm here I just as well enjoy myself. Hope we'll have fish for 
dinner. 

Polly-Maybe we will. This is Friday aint it? 
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Prof. Jesse Wrench, A.B. 
By NATHAN EINHORN 

[The Forgeil 
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This story won honorable mention in the contest for the Homer Croy Prize in 
Journalism, 1926-27. 

I remember well the first time I saw him. I wandered toward the 
summit of a hill which overlooks the valley to the east of Columbia. 
It was about seven-thirty on a slate-sky morning. Down the slope, 
lunging forward briskly, there came what seemed to me a walking bat. 
A dark face, the gray of it lost in the gray of the distance, a flapping cape 
seemingly a great membrane which bound the limbs swinging along 
so vigorously: these I saw as he hurried by. He was hatless, and some of 
the hair was trying to escape from the net which held it. And-of 
course-he was in knickers. 

One generally sits in class listening to the lectures of professors, 
confident that they are all alike fundamentally. One never is curious 
enough to seek the reason for this: it is enough-they are all fundamen
tally alike-that's all there is to it. But where the student has been ac
customed to the hearing of a scholar so deeply immersed in his subject 
that only bubbles are seen by his audience of idea-insulated students, or 
of a gentleman whose efforts at an enlivening humor are wan, inept 
things-untimely and unsuited for the class-there is, instead, a long
haired, straggly-moustached, closely-knit fellow pacing back and forth 
while saying some such words as these: "Now this guy, Cola di Rienzi, 
failed to get back the grandeur that was Rome's because he had a swelled 
head, and also because he was a weak man-he couldn't stand the gaff; 
that was all." 

Professor Wrench has the rare quality of adaptability which makes 
for mediocrity, popularity, or the more perfect human being. One day 
a friend and I were standing before a reproduction of a Botticelli canvas 
in the long corridor, third floor Jesse Hall. On his way to class he saw us, 
stopped, spoke genially of the Florentine, for some minutes, and then 
went on his way. And now the other side. Last fall I went to a mass 
meeting. Perhaps I should defend myself by saying that I have also 
been to prize-fights and to city slums. At any rate, there I stood in the 
rear of the crowd, upon the mounds which bear the Columns. Far to 
the other side of the speakers' rostrum was the professor. He was enjoying 
himself heartily, handing up chairs to the notables who were making 
the pep-lectures, and taking them down; he was cheering lustily, singing 
'Old Mizzou" with gusto, his bearded mouth opening and closing en-
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thusiastically with modern Te Deums to the gods who grant football 
Victories on the Day of the Big Game. 

Discussion arises in the classroom about some question of Egypt's 
heritage to us. A student suggests a solution. "But it isn't true!" a 
young girl protest;. "Ah!" and the professorial finger goes to the side 
of the professorial nose, and the eyes half-close with but the merest 
suggestion of the old Silenus who trod the Athenian Agora, "Ah! What 
is truth, anyway?" So disputation stops. Puzzled, people remain silent. 
Sometimes, perhaps, silence is conducive to independent thought
processes. 

Of his labor theories, I know little. Of his social views I know little 
more. This incident, however, may be interesting. Several days after 
the dedication of the Memorial Tower, some workmen were taking apart 
the platform from which the various speakers had uttered their soul 
inspiring words. Courage, the Great Struggle, Ever in the Memories 
of Their Countrymen-phrase-wisps of the freely flowing oratory re
turned to my mind. The whole business of romanticizing what had been 
spoken of with disgust and loathing was distasteful to me. It reminds me 
of smooth, thick castor oil prescribed for the ills of society. 

But I smiled as I saw the familiar thick-set figure of the professor 
who was whacking away at the wood to be removed. See! here is a man 
who believes in the Dignity of Labor, in William James' Moral Equiva
lent for War, I said. He was taking great pleasure in his task. Back and 
then forth he was swinging his arm--rhythmically. There was strength 
in that biceps I assure you. His hair was dancing wildly in the strange 
blue confusion of twilight. For the time, dialectical quirks of Socrates, 
the stern homilies of Cato, were forgotten. Here was red-blooded life; 
here was the lower region of existence; here was democracy: and above 
all, perhaps, here was exercise. 

One other thing I noticed, though. The laborers whom the professor 
was helping had almost stopped working. They grouped together in an 
uncomfortable knot. Every once in a while quite bewildered glances 
would be looped in the direction of the busy one. The truth of the matter 
is that they were embarrassed. This new companion didn't "belong" 
somehow. I suppose that they had never read of the Dignity of Labor. 

As for the professor: He kept on hacking joyously, oblivious of his 
fellow-workmen, indifferent to the students who passed by on their 
ways to dinner, whispering: "Wrench's at it again. 'At ole boy's a 
good feller, Wrench is." He was thinking of Spinoza, Monet, Fourier? or 
of nothing but the sheer animal-like pleasure one gets in banging away at 
some obstacle? 

Of this, I was sure: he was enjoying himself with a thoroughness 



WRITTEN BY STUDENTS IN JOURNALISM 67 

which betokened a contented mind and a good digestion. In the man I 
saw success. He had found a groove, and therein had learned to be 
happy, running along its smoothness. 

His pleasures, then? The guiding of students to correct reference 
books, to an interest in Catherine's Russia or Talleyrand's France, 
occupies his days; of a night he is found speaking before hundreds of 
rooters-the gleam of a Medicean Carnival in their eyes-urging them, 
not to seize the gentle pleasures of love, but to send telgrams of encour
agement to the grid team which is to fight, on the morrow, against the 
terrible Mountaineers of Morgantown. 

They see him in the balcony of the motion picture houses from time 
to time. See him on a hot spring night, sitting in the first row, his coat 
off, his sleeves rolled up, his feet upon the railing while he laughs heartily 
even uproariously, at the antiquated witticisms struggling upward 
from the vaudevillian in travail on the stage. Hear his boisterousness, 
pleasantly loud, as the ubiquitous banana peel "does its stuff." His 
is the mirth of one who has put off the elan which drives others to fame 
or disappointed and colorless cynicism; perhaps he has never been 
troubled with the desire; perhaps he has been healthy all his life. 

One Sunday I again took a walk to the east of town. I can see a 
fairly broad expanse of land in that direction; hence my preference. 
Coming home I passed the simple frame dwelling of the professor. By 
the side of the road-in defiance of the strictures promulgated by the 
Lord's Day Alliance--the man was flying a kite! 

Nor can I forget a morning last spring. At three-thirty I had 
awakened from sleep, had dressed and had gone forth into the East. 
Outside, I listened to the wide silence of the moment before dawn; then 
the sudden burst of sparrow-choirs. The usually taciturn robin walked 
along the pavement to a quavering tune of his own. I vied walls were 
singing hymns in the columnless, arched blue-gray temple as yet empty 
of the sun. I passed far through town, continuing eastward until the 
end of University Avenue. 

The street on which the Wrenches live is unpaved; it is filled with 
smaller and larger rocks. I ts incline is comparatively steep. And there 
he was at this early hour, before the sun had burrowed its head through 
some dull nacreous clouds, starting down the hill on his bicycle, riding 
over and past the jutting stones. It was ticklish and dangerous work, it 
seemed to me. Another light than that of the new morning must have 
shone in his eyes. An adventurer. The Middle West. Four a. m. A pro
fessor. Whew! This neat and tidy world of ours ... 

If one were to visit the office of the history department on some 
afternoon, one might see the professorial dignity absent while a fellow 
in a swivel-chair, busily engaged in rolling a Bull Durham cigarette, 
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was present. Perhaps, for one who belonged to the scholars' guild, the 
feet would be inclined at a rather odd angle; perhaps the feet would 
extend quite cheerfully from the top of a desk to the chair . .. 

They asked him to speak on campus problems. He did, feeling sure, 
I suppose, that such was as pleasant a way of spending a few hours as the 
chaperonage of some fraternity dance. So he told them, most seriously, 
that one date a week was plenty. New York papers printed the story 
under an Associated Press credit line. Comments were made by college 
men there on the advisability as opposed to the inadvisability of such 
limitation. The professor must have had many light moments over the 
fame which had come to him. 

There you have the man. Life to him must be the flicker which 
warms the heart of the gentle Hedonist who has come to differentiate
after Epicurus-between the high and the low delights. But he has also 
seen, undoubtedly, that the real and the "low," though they need not be 
transfigured into ideals by the imagination, may be utilized. To this 
knickered patriach, therefore, come all types. One discusses the chances 
of the basketball five; another brings him a photographed bust of Lenin. 

The professor has gathered about himself a cloak which has been 
termed Eccentricity. Like Bernard Shaw, nevertheless, his eyesight is 
so ordinary, so true, that it is considered abnormal. He follows the law 
of his own mind always; he is one of the few men I have found here who 
are perfectly regular, perfectly consistent. 

I, who have known him only from a distance, envy rather wistfully 
those who have come in closer contact with him. I shall always feel, 
however, indebted for the breath of fresh air which I, in this social 
and intellectual hothouse, owe to the professor. 

Profit by Catering to M. U. Appetites 
By DuKE SttooP 

['The Kansas City Star} 

Columbia, Mo., May 14.-The patronage of Missouri university 
students has made many Columbians wealthy. Likewise a lack of 
such patronage has been known to result in bankruptcy for a number of 
local business men. All of which goes to show that you must "know what 
the students want and how they want it." That is the secret of the 
success Mr. and Mrs. H. R. McAllister have made of their student cafe 
here which now "feeds" two or three thousand Missouri youths daily. 

Seven years ago Mrs. Virginia McAllister was selling home-made 
pies and sandwiches in a "little hole in the wall" in the basement of a 
large apartment building near the Missouri campus. Her husband 
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"Ridge," was working for the city of Columbia at the water and light 
plant. Things weren't going so well with the McAllisters. Mrs. McAllis
ter, better known to thousands of Missouri students as Mrs. "Mac," was 
eager to get into business for herself. She was a young woman, then in 
her twenties, and she not only liked students but she liked to be near 
them. She liked to hear the talk of campus activities, lessons, and big 
football games. 

Thus, feeling that she might come in closer contact with students 
and student life, Mrs. "Mac" decided to rent a small corner in the 
basement of the Sampson apartment and open a store. This she did 
in the fall of 1919. Early each morning she would bake a number of 
pies, several cakes, many sandwiches, most of them fancy kinds, and 
take them all to her store, where she would be ready to serve a light lunch. 

At first her customers were few, only the boys at the Sigma Chi 
Fraternity, around the corner on College avenue, learning of her delicious 
food. But the Sigma Chi boys advertised her and it wasn't long before 
they were bringing their friends down for lunches after the shows and 
before they went to bed at night. Month after month, each day's 
business increased. Mrs. "Mac" now wonders how she did it all. To 
look at her today, one might think she had never seen the inside of a 
kitchen, but that entire first year she did all the work alone. 

"Why I never get tired any more," she says now, "for when I feel 
I am trying to do too much I think about 1919 and 1920, when I got up 
at 5 o'clock in the morning, baked pies and made sandwiches until 8 
and then carried them on my arm to the store. I was afraid to spend 
even 50 cents for a taxi." 

Mrs. McAllister told of several of the boys who helped her at the 
start, buying each day everything that she had to sell. 

"I'll never forget Arthur Collins of Kansas City, John Guy Gibson 
of Albany, Horace Dawson of Kansas City, and Charlie Lowrance of 
Memphis. Night after night that gang would come down from the Sigma 
Chi house and eat and eat and eat. None of them ever got fat as long as 
they were here, but how they did eat! They used to declare I could 
cook even better than their mothers." 

By the time school was out in June of 1920, Mrs. McAllister decided 
that her business could be enlarged. A lease was signed and she put in a 
counter, and a few tables. It was nothing elaborate, but it was clean 
and close to the two campuses here and hundreds of students passed 
the door each day. 

Upon the reopening of school in the fall of 1920 a cook was hired, 
but Mrs. "Mac" still waited on the counter and the tables, carried the 
dishes to the kitchen and served as cashier. Business continued to 



70 UNIVERSITY OF MISSOURI BULLETIN 

increase. Once they had discovered it, patrons returned with some of 
their friends. The year proved a financial success and, when school 
closed in the spring of 1921, Mrs. "Mac" was ready to enlarge her place 
to seat a hundred or more, to serve regular meals and to take over the 
entire ground floor of the building. 

In the fall of 1921 Mr. McAllister came into the picture and into 
the story of the two Columbians who are said to have known more 
Missouri students during the last seven years than any professor or 
night watchman. 

Regular meals and short orders at all hours proved popular, a place 
to get what one wanted, and in a hurry. "Sampsons," as the place is 
called, gave the students that, and from the start of the school year in 
1921 capacity business was done every day. Students were employed 
to wait on tables and negro cooks were used in the kitchen, but Mrs. 
"Mac" made out the bills-of-fare, for she knew how to make the food 
look appetizing and taste as good as it looked. 

Five years they kept the same place. Each year they made money 
and it is said that every year since 1921 their gross receipts have been 
more than double those of the previous year. 

Last summer, while the place was closed, the building was given a 
new front, several partitions were removed, giving more room and new 
fixtures were installed. There is a new terrazza floor, a new soda fountain 
with the back bar of onyx, beryl walnut booths, silk tapestries on the 
walls and lantern lights. They even went so far as to install a "trick" 
lighting system by which different colored lights come and go. 

Tonight, tomorrow night or any night while the University of 
Missouri is in session, you will find Sampson's crowded. Everyone who 
goes there knows that he may have to wait for a booth for only about 200 
can be accommodated at a time. Ninety per cent of Mr. and Mrs. 
"Mac's" patrons they can call by name. When students go there they 
expect two things, to say hello to the proprietors and to eat. 

The McAllisters have no children of their own; they claim all 
Missouri students as theirs. The students of six and seven years ago 
would not think of spending a day in Columbia without stopping in for 
a "hello" with the McAllisters. Each Christmas Mr. and Mrs. "Mac" 
get hundreds of greetings from former Missouri students in every part 
of the United States. 

When students need a little money to tide them over until Dad's 
check arrives, they usually can get it from the McAllisters. Last No
vember Mr. "Mac" made the trip to Norman, Ok., on the football 
rooters' special. Before the train was many miles down the track, some 
of the boys had Mr. "Mac" in a "bull session." One of the students had 
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lost his ticket before the conductor got to him. He was about to be 
put off-until Mr. "Mac" learned about it and paid the conductor. 

"What do students eat?" Mrs. McAllister was asked. 
"Salads, pies, cakes, ice cream and sandwiches," she replied. "Of 

course, many of the boys like meat and potatoes at every meal, but the 
greater part of our business is from the soda fountain and toasted sand
wiches. I think students eat oftener and less than they used to. They 
are healthier, too. I will not serve concoctions I think would not be 
healthful for them." 

"Do men eat as much salad as the girls?" 
"No, not quite, but in another year I think they will. When I 

started, I never served salads to the boys and now they order nearly as 
many as do the girls." According to Mrs. McAllister, boys order salads 
only after their "dates" have done so and they have seen how good they 
look. 

Unless you are a college student you will find it hard to order from the 
Sampson soda fountain. Would you know what a "Pi Phi Dream" was? 
It is listed as costing 25 cents. Then how about a "Sigma Chi Special?" 
That will cost 30 cents. A student waiter who happened by said there 
really wasn't much difference in the two. 

It is difficult to estimate how much the McAllisters have made by 
catering to the tastes of students. 

Several years ago they were offered $20,000 for their $15,000 
business alone. Now they have spent something like $5,000 more for 
improvements and the business has increased noticeably. 

While most of the patronage is from university students, in recent 
years girls from Stephens college, two blocks away, have been dropping 
in in their recess hours. Stephens girls are not allowed out at nights, 
but they are in the majority in the cafe in the afternoons when M. U. 
students are at classes or studying. 

School soon will be out now, and as soon as commencement is over 
the front door of Sampson's will be locked, for Mr. and Mrs. McAllister 
are going on a well-earned vacation. They have purchased a new car and 
plan a trip that will take them to Florida, New York and Canada. 
But, wherever they go, no one will be so glad to have school reopen next 
fall as Mr. and Mrs. "Mac." 
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W. H. Rusk Made Farmers of Disabled 
Soldiers 

By LYMAN CLARK 

['The Missouri Ruralist) 

To the disabled soldiers now farming Missouri soil, he is "Daddy" 
Rusk. To the state at large he is the grand old man of the Missouri 
College of Agriculture who has helped our farmer minded World War 
heroes with their daily problems since Jan. 1, 1923. The man himself 
in designating his identity has never used b•1t six letters, W. H. Rusk. 

Altho the United States Veterans' Bureau discontinued active super
vision of disabled soldiers of the World War last December, the ex
tension service of the Missouri College of Agriculture continues to 
foster a special service to those who are farming in Missouri. Mr. Rusk, 
who supervised disabled soldier project trainee work in Missouri for those 
who chose the farming vocation, from the very beginning, is today 
visiting hundreds of Missouri farmers who only a few years ago were 
nursing some body injury- a souvenir of their war experiences. 

"Al tho a few years has wiped away the taint of war times for most 
Americans," says Mr. Rusk, "there are a few who are to think of it al
most every day. There is an active fellow on a Missouri farm who would 
impress most anyone by his cheerfulness. Yet, when he jumps into his 
Ford to go talk something over with a neighbor, he grips the wheel with 
only one hand. The other one was his contribution toward world peace. 
The other day he wanted to hang a door. He had to call in a neighbor 
for he couldn't hold the door and drive a nail at the same time. He isn't 
forgetting the war. 

"Another has farmed in Missouri for two years, seemingly in a com
paratively normal state of health. But, recently, his lung cells have 
started closing as a result of being gassed. He goes back to the hospital. 
There is little hope for him. Probably the last thing he will think of will 
be war. 

"Another is to have his leg amputated soon. Doctors have tried to 
save it, but efforts have failed. He has gone through so much pain that he 
could actually smile when he told me that they were going to take it off. 
He says, 'I can get along better with a wooden one. Many are the times 
that I have started to the house from the barn with a basket of eggs and 
had it give way with me. Down I go and away go the eggs.' This 
fellow is to remember the World War for a while yet. 

"And these are the fellows the Missouri College of Agriculture is 
trying to help thru its extension service. It is trying to make their job 
easier for them by telling them of the place to get information when they 
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run up against farm problems. They are trying to farm and the exten
sion service is trying to help them farm. Many, many of them are getting 
along fine. 

"One I know is making money on hogs. He tells of how the proceeds 
from the hogs he marketed have paid off $2,000 of the farm debt for the 
last three years. This fellow is not yelping about hard times." 

Mr. Rusk was transferred from extension associate professor in 
animal husbandry four years ago to head of project trainee work in 
Missouri. His only instructions were to do the best he could. In three 
years the instruction spread from a beginning of eighteen veterans to a 
maximum of 706, and from the lone man at its head to 17 field instructors. 

In planning profitable communication with the trainees, Mr. Rusk 
stressed three points to which he has adhered throughout the work, 
namely: teaching the primary principles of technical agriculture; 
impressing the importance of writing to the various departments of the 
college of agriculture for advice; and the keeping of accurate, consistent 
records. 

In the beginning Mr. Rusk visited those eighteen men himself. 
Problems presented to him for solution ranged all the way from ordinary 
farm difficulties to household and family differences. But in the main it 
was found that the problems of these disabled veterans were much the 
same as those of the average Missouri farmer and that they could be 
handled in much the same way. 

As the enrollment grew, field instructors were secured and assigned 
to districts to carry on the work outlined by Mr. Rusk. The service con
tinued under this plan until the United States Veterans' Bureau dis
continued its service last December. 

Now, Mr. Rusk is again visiting the veterans in accordance with the 
policy of the Missouri College of Agriculture to carry on the work. He 
visits veterans in Missouri counties where there is no county agent. 
He still advises them in their personal problems. He answers many of 
their questions. 

With such a "family" of veterans, and still fresh in their minds the 
unselfish service of Mr. Rusk, it is no wonder that they still think of him 
as "Daddy". From all of them comes that homage to a grand old man 
who helped them adjust themselves to peace time pursuits and happiness. 



74 UNl\"ERSITY OF MISSOUR I BULLETIN 

Santa's Columbia Substitutes 
By ToM W. FERRY 

[The Missourian Magazine} 

"Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, no t even a mouse ; · 
The stockings were hung by th e chimney with care, 
In ho pes that St. Nich olas soon would be there;" 

"But how," ask many little boys and girls, "can he reach all the 
children in one night?" 

Well, to tell the truth, he doesn't; but he has many, many efficient 
helpers scattered all over the world. That Columbia has its quota of these 
"jolly old fellows" and that they enjoy the work immensely, is evident 
when they tell of their experiences as co-workers of Santa Claus. 

James K. ("Jim") Parker is one of Santa's old standbys in Colum
bia. He played Santa for the Elks Club of Columbia about twelve or 
fifteen years ago and, although he does not act in that capacity any more, 
he remembers very well those five consecutive years of fun, behind the 
great, long, snow-white beard. 

"Yes, it was a mighty big thing, all right. Why, I'll bet I got a bigger 
kick out of it than did any of the kids. It would do anyone's heart good 
to see those little faces beam when old Santa comes in sight. 

"Everyone in the lodge looks forward to that big night when from 
400 to 500 boys and girls are the guests of Santa Claus and the Elks 
Club. A tall Christmas tree, beautiful with its decorations and myriad 
of lights, is erected in the street outside the club, and there old Santa 
gathers together his children and gives to each a large bag full of nuts, 
candy, oranges, and other goodies. 

"Because the husky boys in the crowd cause a near-riot in their 
anxiety to get their gifts, Santa Claus usually takes care of the little 
ones first. The larger children are made to wait until the tots have been 
served. 

"The wonderful part of this work is that it is not limited to Colum
bia, nor to the state, but throughout the United States the 1600 Elks and 
other clubs play Santa Claus to thousands of children who would other
wise go to bed on Christmas night without having experienced that most 
wonderful of childhood joys-a visit from that mythical old man who 
does so much for gids and boys." 

"I, too, am sure I enjoy Christmas as much as any of the kids," 
said Judge Clarence \V. Fisher, who has been the Elks' Santa Claus for 
the last six or seven years. "Why, no one can realize the thrill I get 
when dressed in that big red and white suit, with a long string of sleigh 
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bells around my neck, and long white whiskers about my chin, I take 
one of the timid youngsters in my arms and feel his little body tremble 

and quiver with mixed emotions of fear and happiness. 

"Yes, some of the youngsters are frightened to death, almost, be
cause, after all, Santa is a stranger to them; they see him only once a 
year, at most. Last year one little girl hid behind her mother and 
peeped slyly at me. I took her in my arms and, at last, got her to forget 
her fears. While holding her in my arms, I told the children that they 
should go to sleep quickly that night as Santa Claus would never come 
while they were awake. Almost immediately the little girl in my arms 
got a far-away look in her eyes. She feigned sleepiness so that I would 
know it would be safe to visit her early. 

"Not all of the kids are afraid of Santa, of course. I'll never forget 
an incident that happened two years ago at the club. One rather tough
looking little urchin kept right under my feet all evening. He constantly 
looked up at my beard, which was fastened to my chin by a stout rubber 
band that passed around my head. 

"At last, he decided that the deception had continued long enough 
and, catching a large handful of the whiskers, he pulled them about six 
inches below my chin and then let them snap up with an awful force 
stinging me severely, while he said, 'Dern it. I knew you weren't a real 
Santa Claus.' Needless to say, he didn't last long in that assemblage of 
'true believers.' He was given his gifts and taken aside where he could 
not broadcast his discovery and disrupt the party." 

Passing from the realm of "true believers" to those who are "non
believers," it will be seen that even these "infidels" have their Santas. 
Last year at the Christmas party given by the Lions Club, Alf T. E. 
Haines and E . F. Carter were twin St. Nicks to the members of the club. 

"All the members of the club brought gifts in packages," said Mr. 
Carter, "and Mr. Haines and I distributed these surprise presents to the 
'boys.' In the assortment was everything from rattles to stilts. Some 
of the grandfathers there seemed to forget their dignity and enjoyed 
themselves with toys that were made for their grandchildren.'' 

Every senior in the University gets "the thrill that comes once in the 
lifetime" of a senior when he receives a present from old St. Nick at the 
senior party, given every year in the University Auditorium. It is a 
shame to let the secret out, to let the seniors know that their wonderful 
old Santa is not really a Santa Claus, but this story would not be com
plete without a mention of that well-known Santa of the University, 
Bob Hill. Mr. Hill, like the aforementioned St. Nicks, gets a "kick" 
out of his part. Not only does he play Santa to the students, but he is 
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often called upon to bring cheer to the Rotary Club and other organi
zations. 

"My children!" he says, "are, of course, rather too grown up; 
they turn everything into a frolic. The real enjoyment from playing 
Santa Claus comes when one plays it before a group of eager tots who 
firmly believe and worship the kind old whiskered man. One finds it 
difficult, sometimes, to hold back the tears when he sees the supreme 
happiness and delight in those little ones whose faith in Santa Claus 
cannot be shaken. 

Sentiment and Justice Mingle 
By EDWARD w. SOWERS 

[The Columbia Mis sourian] 

"Mr. Starrett, what is the charge against this man?" asked Judge 
David H. Harris yesterday afternoon in the Boone County Circuit Court 
as the prosecuting attorney brought in a middle-aged, dejected looking 
man. 

"He was found with intoxicating liquor in his possession, Judge," 
answered Starrett. 

"What is your name, sir?" asked Judge Harris. 
"James Nixon, judge," the man answered, looking at the floor. 
"Nixon," said the judge, "you're not of the Nixons out north of 

town, are you?" 
"Yes, sir, they are my father and mother," the man said. "I am the 

oldest child of that family. I have always been known as a hard worker, 
Judge, and never had a bottle of whisky in my life." 

"Well, Jimmy," said the judge, "I am mighty sorry to hear of this. 
It happens that I went to school with your mother long years ago and 
knew your father well. You have given me the same old story, Jimmy, 
but the evidence seems to be against you. How are your mother and 
dad?" 

"They are all getting along fine, Judge, and they sure hate to see me 
up here." 

"And I, too, hate to see you here. Are you married, Jimmy?" 
"Yes, Judge, and my wife was sure surprised to hear of this." 
"Well, Jimmy, do you know what the minimum punishment is for 

this charge? It is thirty days in jail or a $200 fine. And much as I hate 
to do this, I must give you either the fine or the jail sentence. I shall be 
as easy as possible on you, Jimmy, for I know there is real stuff in your 
family, therefore I shall give you your choice of the minimum sentence, 
either thirty days in jail or a fine of $200." 
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"Well, Judge, I guess I have to take my medicine and I haven't 
the $200. So I will have to go to jail. Can I use the phone a minute? 
I must call my wife and tell her to take good care of the stock next 
month and try to get as much of the spring work done as possible." 

Sorghum Making Time in Boone County 
By ] . G1LBER T HILL 

[The Missourian Magazine] 

Sorghum makin' time in Boone County is here! What a picture 
that conjures up to the mind of the old timer who has made sorghum for 
more than sixty years and is still making it, and what a change has come 
in the protess since the early settlers planted their first sorghum cane 
here. 

High on a ridge or just below a bluff where there is plenty of pro
tection, is a queer looking camp. It is easily accessible to either the road 
or a small cane patch nearby. In the center of the picture is a machine, 
made principally of two big iron rollers set close together. Underneath 
it will be found a barrel. 

Out to one side will be a horse hitched to a long pole. He will be 
walking around and around, driven perhaps by a boy, but usually so 
well trained that he walks around by himself. The horse is turning 
huge rollers, and a man is standing there putting cane stalks, stripped 
clean, through the huge iron rollers, which squeeze the cane juice out 
like a clotheswringer on a washing machine. The juice is running into a 
barrel, and will be transferred to a huge vat, which is kept hot by a slow
burning fire. 

The smoke curls up from the fire, and instructions are called back 
and forth. Yes, that is the old time way of making sorghum which still is 
found in many parts of the country. Mighty good sorghum can be found 
at these places, according to old residents. As soon as a batch is cooked 
it is put in jugs and bottles and sold, or put away for the winter. 

This is the first winter that J. S. Taylor, an old resident of Boone 
County, has not made sorghum. He says that he is 68 years old and has 
been around sorghum plants for a good part of that sixty-eight years, 
ever since he was just a little boy. 

Mr. Taylor well remembers the time when sorghum and cornbread 
were the two chief ingredients of the early settlers' menu. He tells the 
following story about a friend of his: 

"Say, John, why are you so blamed red-headed?" asked a good 
friend. 
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"Well, sir, Bill, if you'd been brought up on as much corn-bread 
and sorghum molasses as I ate when I was a kid, you'd probably be 
red-headed, yourself." 

"I don't know whether that has anything to do with it or not, but 
if it did, I ought to be red-headed myself." Mr. Taylor added. 

Since the days of the one-horse sorghum mill, many developments 
have taken place. For instance, in Columbia is a mill which uses oil fur
naces, easily regulated, instead of the old troublesome wood fire. An
other plant in Columbia used an electric motor instead of a horse to 
turn the rollers in the mill which squeeze the juice out of the cane. 

"Instead of a great vat, nowadays people have what is called an 
evaporator. The barrel which gets the juice is filled with pumy, or 
crushed cane with the juice all out of it, and then goes through a pipe 
into the evaporator. Here it is strained through a wire screen. 

"Why, nowadays, in a big evaporator you can run cold juice into 
one end of it and take sorghum out of the other end. Of course your 
evaporator must be pretty big, but it is done around here regularly. At 
the other end of the evaporator, the hot syrup is run through another 
screen. It is easy to strain syrup if it is hot, but very hard to do it after 
it is cold, "Mr. Taylor says. 

A great many types of cane make good sorghum, but Mr. Taylor 
says he prefers Honey Drip. It is grown in the hill country in small 
acreages for sorghum purposes almost entirely. A wet season really 
injures the cane, because it makes too much sap, and it takes too long to 
make syrup. If a freeze is expected, cane should be cut, as frost complete
ly kills the sugar left in the cane. 

After the juice is squeezed out of the cane which is cured somewhat, 
it takes very few minutes to make syrup. "You see, almost all of the 
water has evaporated when cane has laid in piles for a while, and about 
the time you get it warmed up it is time to take it off the fire." 

Mr. Taylor says there are about five hundred sorghum mills in 
Boone County, taking in all the large and small ones. Investigation 
shows that "good sorghum" is scarce in Columbia even at that, and is 
selling at about $1 a gallon at local stores, "but that is when we can get 
it ourselves," one merchant said as a great amount of the syrup made 
in this county is still made strictly for home use. 
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South Africa's Agricultural Assets 
By ISAK LEGRANGE 

[The Columbia Missourian] 

79 

(The author of this article is a native of South Afri ca now studying in the School 
of J ournalism of the University of Missouri. ) 

Perhaps no other country in the world rests in greater obscurity than 
. does Africa under the traditional cloak of the "Dark Continent." Many 

people think of Africa as one vast wilderness of desert and jungle from 
Cairo to the Cape. Others again go to the opposite extreme. They have 
heard of the mineral wealth of South Africa and they picture Kimberly 
as a city asparkle with the glitter of untold diamonds, and Johannes
burg as a place where everything is solid eighteen-carat gold. 

As far as South Africa is concerned, neither rs true. The Union of 
South Africa is a highly civilized and very progressive country, and 
gold and diamonds are not the most important assets of her national 
wealth. 

The Union of South Africa is first and foremost an agricultural coun
try. Her people are essentially farmers, descendants to a large ex
tent of the Boers, who were a race of pioneer farmers. ("Boer" is the 
Dutch word for "farmer.") The value of the agricultural and pastoral 
exports of the Union during 1924 amounted to $119,556,000. Out of 
the 472,347 square miles which constitute the area of the Union of 
South Africa, 202,251,159 acres is occupied farm land. This is a greater 
area than that of all the farm land in the states of Missouri, Kansas and 
Texas. 

South African farms are much larger on an average than farms in 
this country. The vast area of farm land in the Union is occupied by less 
than 100,000 farms. Naturally much of the farm land is uncultivated or 
used for grazing purposes only. Some farms are as large as 50,000 acres. 
The largest fruit farm in the world is at Zebediela, Transvaal. On this 
farm 5000 acres are in orange trees. 

Farming in South Africa brings handsome returns. The wheat and 
fruit farms of the Cape province bring in on an average of anything 
from $2500 to $5000 per year. The corn farms of the Transvaal, which 
are much larger than the wheat and fruit farms of the Cape, bring in a 
larger average return in good years. The high plains of the Karo and the 
Orange Free State are chiefly devoted to sheep farming, wool being one 
of the staple exports of the country. There are 34,000,000 sheep today in 
the Union of South Africa. 

Some sections of the country, however, are subject at times to 
serious droughts. These severe and prolonged droughts present the 
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largest single obstacle to South African agriculture. The government has 
already spent many million of dollars on irrigation schemes, and new 
areas for farming are continually opened up by this means. 

On the whole, the farming community in the Union is the most sub
stantial and contented class. Labor is cheap, and staple foodstuffs like 
meat, vegetables, and fruit are raised on the farms. Native labor costs no 
more than from $3 to $15 a month. 

Story Plots Throng Columbia Streets 
By EVELYN HEIDENR!CH 

[The Missourian Magazine! 

They sit on the front porches, they hang over the back fences, they 
run to classes, they stroll downtown-they are everywhere. "They" are 
the plots in Columbia waiting patiently-and some not so patiently-for 
authors to come along and write them up. 

Naturally a town having one University and two girls' colleges in 
its midst would be teeming with stories, or the possibilities for them. Dr. 
Robert L. Ramsay askerl the students in his short story class to compile 
the possibilities as each saw them and the result covers a wide range of 
themes. Some ventured no further than the University-with which they 
are most familiar-others chose to weave plots out of well-known 
locations, and two showed an enthusiasm for a historical background. 

"How few collegians realize as they dash madly up the steps and 
down the third floor of Jesse Hall to an eight o'clock," wrote one girl, 
"that they are entering a story book world,- a world full of live char
acters with complex personalities-there is the unshaven boy with the 
tailored tweed shoulders, or the youth in the narrow trousered suit of 
green-both fragments of some story. 

"Plot material cannot be classified according to set types of person
ages, but may be constructed around any individual or any of the 
individuals enrolled in the University. 

"The faculty of the University of Missouri is not unique because it is 
composed of unique persons. (Yes, unique is the word I intended to use.) 
Unique because of the wide complexity of their natures-natures that 
include a wide range of blended emotions. Few think plodding professors 
wicked enough to lead a double life but this is very often the case even 
though the authors overlook it-there are unlimited possibilities in the 
prosaic faculty if anyone cares to do a little research work." 

Another girl filled her list of possibilities for plots with the names of 
various places in Columbia which she described as literally crying for a 
plot. 
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"There are the columns," she writes. "They are beautiful, they are 
inspiring- and they are as over-worked as the absent minded professor. 
The difficulty of weaving a story about them as the main background is 
immediately seen by the would-be author who knows anything at all 
about Missouri. For him who would have a typical Columbia setting 
there are the golf links; the Devil's Ice-Box, a particularly frigid cave; 
Harris' where one may buy a 'coke' and listen to music any afternoon; 
the Palms where the student who hasn't a ten o'clock may breakfast; 
the log at the end of Hillcrest where most of us get engaged; the stadium 
that makes a long walk out of an innocent desire to view a football game; 
the Journalism Bridge that rivals the log when it comes to romances; the 
old kissing bridge, now almost in ruins; Lover's Leap where the first 
violets grow; Stewart Bridge where the moon seems the closest-these 
are some of the settings in which any character, no matter how fastidious 
would like to be placed." 

This same girl would choose as types for her story any one of a 
number of everyday people. 

"Perhaps they are professors. Not the overworked, absent-minded 
kind, but men who spend hours in study without forgetting the other 
joys of living. Perhaps they are University students. Of these there are 
many kinds-the smart young things with a background of prep and 
boarding schools; the grind who, surprisingly, does not always wear 
spectacles; the politician with silver tongue and cordial greeting; the 
campus shiek with his roadster and his patent leather hair; the summer 
school student who earnestly tries to grasp in six weeks that which many 
cannot learn in nine months." 

One member of the class decides that a fund of stories lie waiting in 
Columbia boarding houses-girls' boarding houses, preferably. 

"Generally the types habitating these places are divided into two 
warring factions, the flappers and the 'old maids' . In other words a girl's 
rooming house is a sizzling hot-bed of civil dissension, the landlady being 
opposed to both parties. There are two types of landladies, the natural 
born ones and the decayed gentlewomen, usually very much decayed. It 
is to be regretted that our state neglects to pay a salary to landladies for 
the efforts they put forth in administering a laboratory course entitled 
'How to Manage Mother-in-law' !" 

Two members of the class were impressed with the historic signifi
cance of Columbia. Traditions and tales of the past have an appeal that 
is popular even in this so modern age. Ladies in hoop skirts carry an air 
of romance that the slicker clad flapper can never hope to achieve. 

"The University is eighty-seven years old. It has passed through 
two great wars, the first of which determined the fate of the nation, 
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resulting in our standing today as one of the world powers .... Besides 
the glamour which a romantic past affords, there is the elusive mystery 
which the passage of time alone can place upon a thing. There are the 
old buildings, prim, austere perhaps, with the suggestion of grimness, 
plainly reaching back into those mist-veiled yesterdays. Then there are 
the Columns, straight, stately, classic with their scathed and scarred 
visage gazing quietly over the open quadrangle. What a world of imagi
nation they open up!" 

Dr. Ramsey has outlined for his students the elements that must 
be contained in a story about Columbia. It must have the peculiar 
Missouri customs and traditions; characteristic Missouri student or 
professional types; outstanding Missouri spots or localities or settings; 
special Missouri institutions or inheritances; all of this coupled with the 
particular language of the University students, the spirit of the place, 
and a plot that could not happen anywhere else than in the University 
0 f Missouri-and you have at least the elements of a story. The rest is up 
tO you. 

Tailors llis Way Through University 
By HENRY LEPIDUS 

{St. Louis Post-Dispatch] 

Columbia, Mo., Dec. 7.- "Being married-and having two children 
-doesn't handicap a fellow in going to school," says Willis C. McCluskey 
who tailored his way through high school and is now tailoring his way 
through the University of Missouri. 

McCluskey came here one cold January morning two years ago with 
$12 in his pocket. He bought the "Sudden Service," a cleaning and 
pressing establishment in a shack on the side of an alley for $954, paying 
$5 down. Now, though in the meantime he has been carrying full work 
in the university for all but one semester, he has paid his entire debt, 
is buying a home here, and occupies the first floor of a modern brick 
building near Francis Quadrangle, with three pressing machines instead 
of the original one, and owns a truck and two motor cyles, which he 
uses for delivering clothes. 

McCluskey didn't "learn" tailoring-he just "got it." 
"At home, when I was a boy," he says, "I used to press my own 

clothes with my mother's iron. That was on our farm near Doni
phan, Mo. Then in 1911, at the age of 18, I went to Doniphan to attend 
high school. There was no other tailoring shop in town, so toward the 
close of my first year there I just put up a shop and went to work, in a 
little gray one-room concrete building." 
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After working his way through high school, earning all his expenses, 
McCluskey came to the University of Missouri in 1916. For a year he 
worked in the local tailor shops, supporting himself from his earnings 
while he carried full work in the university. When the World War came, 
it was "work or fight." McCluskey was needed on the farm at home, so 
he left school. Shortly afterwards his father and mother died, and he 
was left as guardian to five younger brothers and two sisters, ranging in 
age from 8 to 20 years. McCluskey stayed on the farm with them and 
sent the younger ones to school until they were ready for high school. 

In 1919, McCluskey married Miss Mary Borth, a girl from Doni
phan. From 1922 to 1924, he was principal of the grade school at Doni
phan. Then he returned to the University of Missouri. 

When he came here in the spring of 1924, he re-entered the College 
of Arts and Science. He bought the "Sudden Service," which stood 
where the new Methodist Church now is being built. The establish
ment occupied a little frame building by an alley. 

He had left his wife and children on the farm back home. In the 
summer he brought them to Columbia. At first, Mrs. McCluskey took 
care of the repairing and altering of clothes. Later McCluskey was able 
to employ a tailor, so now his wife stays at home and sends Willis Jr., 
the eldest child to school. The boy is in the first grade at the Ridgeway 
School. The girl, Margaret, is 3 years old. 

Of McCluskey's six employees, three are students who earn all their 
expenses at the university. William Irwin of Truman, Ark., the tailor, 
is a junior in the College of Engineering. Oryx Robison of Doniphan, 
Mo., a sophomore engineer, drives one of the motor cycles. James Dixon 
of Lexington, Mo., a senior engineer, drives the other. The truck is 
used for rush periods, or for extras when a motor cycle is out of order. 

Besides the students, he employs two full-time pressers and a book
keeper. 

After McCluskey finishes school he plans to practice law in a West
ern State. He prefers Nevada. 
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The L>rama of the Wheat Fields 
By EVELYN RAMSEY ZIRKLE 

['The Missourian Magazine) 

The drama of wheat is familiar to every community in the wheat belt 

and especially that last act upon which hangs the success or failure of the 

whole performance, the harvest. Across the stage in this act struts the 

harvest hand, elevated by the exigencies of the occasion from a mere 

understudy or carrier of the spear, to the place of the hero, or, it may be, 

the villian, of the piece. 

The harvests I have known took place on the outermost fringe of 

the wheat country; so close, in fact, to the Great American Desert that a 

push from the weather man could, and frequently did, send us sprawling 

over the edge, with no last act at all. But from this position we were 

privileged to see, every year, the valiant, sometimes tragic and always a 

little pathetic procession of homesteaders from still further west who were 

going "Back East" for the harvest. With no wheat of their own, and 

very little of anything else, they took advantage of the season to earn 

a few dollars to tide them over for another year. 

Often these modern pilgrims, whose shrine was the wheat field and 

whose crest might appropriately have been a sheaf of the golden grain 

with, perhaps, a grasshopper rampant, traveled in families in their 

covered wagons; and sometimes a group of neighbors, or chance ac

quaintances of the road, would form a small caravan. We got to know 

many families in this way, as they made the trip year after year, stopping 

to water their horses at our well, or to camp beside our gate. But more 

commonly the travelers were men, either bachelors or men who had 

left their families to look after the place un ti! their return. 

It was from the bachelor source that we got, for two years in suc

cession, one of the best harvest hands we ever had: a grave, quiet 

young man who worked well and intelligently- two rare virutes. He 

was thoughtful beyond his years, and we were attracted by a certain 

fineness of perception that gleamed through his infrequent conversation. 

A man to be trusted, my father said; and my father was slow and accurate 

in his judgment. The man's own affairs prospered, so that he ceased 

making the harvest, and we lost sight of him; but we learned, after he 

had left us the second year, of the tragedy that had sobered his youth. It 

was the inevitable neighbor who happened by, and, upon hearing the 

man's name, told us. 

"Yes, he served in the pen one year of a five year sentence for horse 

stealing. Not that it was the kid's fault exactly. He was young then 
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and the boys got him drunk and put him up to it. The governor par
doned him on his friends' petition." 

Of another class are the college boys who come, light-heartedly 
enough, to make summer wages, or for adventure, to the harvest fields. 
Ten hours of pitching heavy wheat straw under a July sun for six or 
seve.1 days a week is good ballast for the light collegiate heart, and a 
gooJ test of the determination of the worker. To their credit it may be 
said that the boys usually stick; but they seldom go back for a second 
year. 

One gentle lad of eighteen who came to us one summer from a small 
Kansas college furnished our outfit with much amusement and not a few 
thrills. Perhaps his most famous exploit was in helping to hitch a young 
mule, which was being broke to drive, to a wagon. The boy, it appeared 
later, had never hitched up a team in his life, and, if he had seen it done 
had observed the process but indifferently; so when he was told to 
hitch the "old one," meaning the steady horse with which our colts 
were broken, he considered the problem a minute and solved it in his 
own way. He hitched the outside trace first and then, proceeding to the 
head of the team, crawled under the neckyoke and walked between the 
animals to the rear, where he fastened the inside trace. The young mule 
was half broncho and quick on the uptake; and my father, who saw too 
late what was going forward, could only stand and stare, expecting 
momentarily to witness the untimely demise of the student. But the 
mule, whether from some innate sense of chivalry or from sheer surprise 
took no action, and the lad escaped unscathed from a position into which 
a wiser man would not have ventured for gold. 

Speaking of hands recruited from college, it may not be amiss to 
mention the pair from an Eastern university who stayed on at a farm 
to work after the harvest. The farmer for whom they worked was blessed 
with two personable daughters, and the young men remarked this fact, 
but added the reservation, "country girls," which, to them, relegated 
the daughters to their proper social status. It was, therefore, with some
thing resembling a shock that one of the students overheard the elder 
girl say to her sister, upon the occasion of a proposed expedition to town: 

"I suppose we 'll have to take those boys in with us: it's Saturday 
evening and they'll want to go. But they'd better not stick around after 
we get there. I certainly don't want to be seen with the hired men ." 

\i\lherever our men came from for harvest, and by whatever devious 
ways they had arrived at the unenviable station of seasonal laborers, 
they were seldom out-and-out hoboes. That breed, if they be nimble 
fingered, prefer to stay in the towns and pick up harvesters' wages, second 
hand, on pay day. But one year we hired a real knight of the road, known 
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to us merely as "The Hobo," who brought to our table the unaccus
tomed jargon of the cities and the iron trail. What he was doing so far 
from the railroad we never quite knew, but there he was, slim and debo
nair, shirking as much hard labor as he could but adept in the art of 
getting by. He stayed until the harvest was over, when my father took 
him to the nearest railroad town, and, at his request, to the stai:ion. 
There The Hobo gave his erstwhile employer an object lesson in stowing 
himself aboard the rods, and waved an impudent farewell from under 
the car as the passenger train gathered speed. 

More often our help came from men who were hard workers and 
honest, but who somehow failed in their own work and must, perforce, 
live by day's wages. These men form a sort of brotherhood in the land 
where the pioneer finds it difficult to get a toehold on independence or 
prosperity. They drift about, hoping always for greener pastures or 
better times, always on the verge of both, but never attaining them. 
I recall one such weather-beaten veteran who, when the others at the 
table were indulging in biographical sketches, gave his, in his turn, thus 
briefly: 

"I was born in Arkansas and raised in Texas. Now laugh!" 

The Story ef a Balky Horse 
By ToM W. FERRY 

[The Missourian M agazine} 

"Whoa, Shorty. Back up heah, back, you ol' clown. Move yo' 
ol' bones out on to the highway." 

Dan, better known as "Doc", Fuller was trying hard to get his old 
gray horse to behave. The gray-haired negro had left the animal, hitched 
to an ancient flat-bed wagon, tied to a tree in the rear of the building 
occupied by the Columbia Fire Department, Seventh and Walnut 

streets. 
It was 8:30 o'clock Monday night, quite d ark, and Doc was anxious 

to have done with "business" for that day. He hauls rubbish and ashes, 
and, at the same time, has a regular clinetele for whom he hauls garbage 
every day. Doc lives on his farm near the city pump. He might be 
called a stock farmer, as he has numerous pigs and chickens. 

"Shorty, will you be good or no? Back! Now, fo'wa'd, now back 
again. Whoa! Listen you fool hoss, you am worse stubborn dan a mule. 
Does you know there am a big hole neah where we is? You want we all 
in a ditch, eh? They you awre, they you am in de well. Move, giddap, 
gray trash, get yo' rear legs out of dis heah hole. Mah Lawd, Mah good 
Lawd. Dat fool pony am done gone in." 
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Doc was terribly perturbed, and excusably so. In moving forward 

and backward, neither he nor the horse had noticed the danger spot

an old, unused well that had been partly filled with rubbish but whose 

bottom was still ten or twelve feet below the surface of the ground. 

The wagon had backed over the hole straddling it, but Shorty had not 

been so lucky. Doc's loud yells had, by this time, attracted some of his 

friends who lived near this spot where Doc hitched his horse while he 

ate in a nearby restaurant. 
"Are yo havin' pessimism, Doc?" one of the women asked. 

'Tse havin' trouble, Liza. Dis old fool done backed up to his neck 

in dis heah old well." 

"Dey's only one way of fixin' him, Doc. Dat is, unless, maybe, you 

want to bury him right now while oppo'tunity has him stuck," said one 

of the newly arrived bystanders. 

"Don't be trivial, brother Black, don't imitate death of this animal.'• 

'Tse just jokin', Doc. We all could pull him out if we had some 

ropes and some lights to see the landscape with. Boy," he said, turning 

to a neighbor's lad, "run up yonder and tell the coppers and firemans to 
come." 

The boy started off, and, though he had not very far to run, he 

was out of breath when he arrived at the police station and slightly more 

out of breath when he arrived next door at the fire house. Consequently, 

both city departments, fire and police, became alarmed and confused 

until the boy regained his breath. They then discovered that no murder, 

flood, or riot was in progress. After hearing a very gasping account of 

Shorty's and Doc's misfortune, the rescue crew started off. Sergeant 

Mitchell carried the flash light, and firemen Christian, Neal, and 

Kennedy were well supplied with ropes, shovels and picks. In a few 

minutes they arrived at the old well where Shorty was still tightly im
prisoned. Sergeant Mitchell was chosen as director of the rescue. 

"One of you men dig away some of the earth from in front of the 

horse's feet," he said, "and some of you tie ropes to his collar and under 
his stomach." 

After some minutes, all was in readiness and Sergeant Mitchell 

stationed his men. 
"You, 'Sport' and 'Sheeny" (Firemen Christian and Neal), "pull 

on this long rope when I say 'ready'! You, Doc, can take one of the 

people standing around here to help you pull on this other rope." 
"Yes, suh, Sergeant." Turning to one of his friends, "Rastus, you 

got a big arm, you want to help? Let's get this ol' mule up." 
"Ready, boys, all together now," said Sergeant Mitchell. 

The horse dug his feet into the newly loosed earth, fought desperate-
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ly toward the top, and, with the four "man power," was soon standing 
safely on the ground. The ropes were unfastened, the tools gathered up, 
and the rescuers left after receiving Doc's gratitude and the very mean
ingful neighs of Shorty. Doc hitched his "hoss" to the wagon and the 
crowd began to break up. One of Doc's friends lingered long enough to 
say, "You'll be late gettin' home tonight Doc." 

Man and horse and wagon were soon off in the distance and Doc's 
voice could be clearly heard above the rumble of the flat-bed, "Giddap, 
you ol' gray trash, giddap." 

Thirty-six Years of Railroading 
By J. GILBERT HILL 

[The Missourian Magazine} 

For forty-two years S. A. Briggs has been an engineer on the Wabash 
railroad, and watching him as he talks of his work and experience, there 
is some doubt that he is yet that old. But he started driving engines 
back in 1884 and for four years before that had been a fireman. He 
was just eighteen years old when he started railroading, and before that 
he was a farmer. 

Mr. Briggs is big; not tall, but big. Wide shoulders, a square face, 
clear grey eyes that seem to look right through you, dark brown hair 
smoothly brushed but with a little curl turning up in front . He tells you 
that in his forty-two years of railroading he has had but one wreck. 
Now he drives vVabash passenger trains out of Columbia dai ly. 

It was March 9, 1918, when the war forced all trains to carry war 
material. Mr. Briggs started out of Ottumwa, la., with a three-car 
train, one of which contained horses and mules for the army. The wind 
was blowing such a gale that it was lifting small buildings and setting 
them down again over the rai lroad right-of-way. About ten miles out, 
near Carbon, la., his engine struck a bunch of fence-posts that had been 
thrown between the fences on a crossing. His fireman was killed and 
several mules and horses were killed and cr ippled, but not a single 
passenger on his train suffered even a bruise, although every car was 
derailed. He, himself, was untouched. 

This was his only accident in thirty-six years of passenger service . 
Mr. Briggs says that sometimes just thinking of what might happen 
gets on his nerves until he is glad that the run is finished. 

One of the most tiresome and worst experiences that Mr. Briggs 
has ever had while driving an engine was when his train stuck in a snow
bank while taking a load of students out of Columbia, during the Easter 
holidays last year. It took three engines and twenty section men to 



VVRITTEN BY STUDENTS IN JOURNALISM 89 

finally get him out of the bank after another engine stuck while trying 
to get him out. 

Engines come to have a personality for engineers who drive them, 
and although the compan y may keep track of their engines by num
ber, the engineers themselves know them by name. The engine which 
Mr. Briggs was driving when he had his only wreck was known up and 
down the system as "Skidoo." It was old No. 23, and was forever getting 
in some kind of a wreck. Finally it was in a wreck that killed Engineer 
Fox, some time ago, and so was junked and sent back into the shops. 
That was the end of"Skidoo." 

"Now, these two engines that run on this branch-there are three 
crews of us driving them," said Briggs. "Old No. 718 rides like a broncho, 
and No. 710 rides like a pullman sleeper. It is not in the construction 
of the engine any more than in the mechanical condition of the engine 
at any particular time, but all of them drive differently, even though 
it takes the same lever to start and stop them. Why, driving an engine 
is not nearly so hard work as driving a car. All you have to do is put 
on the brakes if you want to stop, and open the throttle if you want to go 
or hurry along. There is no guiding to do like there is in an automobile." 

Mr. Briggs is sixty years old and has a seniority that will give him 
a choice position any place on the western division of the Wabash, that is, 
west of the Mississippi River. On the first of April, and on the first of 
October, all positions on this division are declared vacant. Every man 
sends in his preference, and the places are allotted according to seniority, 
or length of service with the company. 

All men in the service who are more than forty years old are required 
to go through a yearly medical examination for eyes, hearing, liver, 
kidney, high blood pressure, and any other defect that might cause them 
not to be able to attend strictly to their duties. 

Mr. Briggs was born in Ontario, Canada, of Scotch and English 
stock. His father fought as a federal in the Civil War. Mr. Briggs intends 
to continue driving engines for the Wabash as long as he is physically fit. 
He puts the lives of passengers and fireman above his own safety. This 
was very apparent from his conversation. 
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Breaks I Have Made 
By EVELYN RAMSEY ZIRKLE 

('The Missourian Magazinell 

It is further proof of the essential inequality between man and wom
an that when a man is cursed with social awkwardness and a gift for 
involving himself fatally in a conversational way, beyond the remedy 
even of fifteen minutes of good reading a day, he may be excused, or 
even win a sort of distinction thereby. 

"Poor man!" his worst feminine critics will say of him; "he does 
make the most awful blunders, but he's so sincere you can't help liking 
him, and he's really awfully attractive when he blushes." 

But when the thirteenth fairy bestows tactlessness upon a girl child 
she has taken her most cruel revenge, for nobody makes excuses for the 
blundering woman. Women are supposed to have keen and agile tongues 
which they use as machetes to cut social paths through the jungles of 
civilization, and those who are not so equipped have, in a way, betrayed 
their sex. 

It is my ill fortun e to be the possessor of an unlucky gift of expres
sion; the words I speak are changelings, certainly, and not the true off
spring of my thoughts. For instance, when I tell an inquiring friend 
that I think her new dress perfectly lovely-"! always have liked that 
style," I am aghast at the meaning my words may have and stumble 
desperately in an attempt to right matters. "I - I mean, you know, 
that you look so well in a dress of that sort-so much better than in the 
skimpy ones they're making now-" My words trail into frozen silence, 
and I can hear my friend murmur, "Cat!" to herself, when my inten
tion has not been cattish at all. 

Women to whom the glib small t_alk of formal teas comes lightly 
will never understand the reluctance with which I attend these functions. 
I remember one such affair given by the college sorority to which I 
had been elected by a membership more optimistic than wise. I hid in 
corners and behind ferns or goldfish bowls until an unkind fate threw 
me directly in the path of our most impressive patroness, a charming and 
distinguished woman whom I had long admired from afar. 

"What a lovely girl your roommate is," she said, looking after 
Eleanor's golden head as she circulated gracefully among the guests. 
"I just had a little chat with her, and I find her perfectly delightful." 

"Oh, isn't she?" I agreed eagerly, anxious to express my very real 
affection for Eleanor. "I often tell her that I believe she could start a 
conversation with a fence post." 
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That might have been the gaucherie of a girl, but the years do not 
improve my case. Only recently at a dinner party where, in honor of a 
couple who were going traveling, relishes of peanuts and bright gum
drops were served in cleverly decorated little hat boxes, I tried to liven 
up the conversation and at the same time deliver a subtle compliment 
to my hostess by exclaiming: 

"Peanuts and grumdrops! I do love them. I know they're awfully 
common and plebeian, but I like them just the same." 

Then, seeing on the face of the man I married the look of agony 
which overcomes a sensitive husband when he knows that his favorite 
wife is making a particularly spectacular fool of herself in public, I 
hastily added: 

"But you've disguised these so well that no one would ever know 
they were related to a slot machine." 

I feel a very human kinship with the notoriously tactless woman 
who, when her neighbor's husband made a permanent exit from this 
world by means of a rope slung across a beam of the attic, announced 
her intention of visiting the sorrowing widow. 

"No," objected her daughter, "You'd better not go. You know 
what dreadful things you say-you'd only make her feel worse." 

"No I won't," insisted the would-be-comforter. "Really, if you'll 
let me go I won't talk about a thing but the weather." 

So she went, and talked about the weather, which was wet, and 
the inconveniences caused thereby. 

"I find it so hard to get the wash dried these days," she declared. 
"I do envy you so much-you have such a nice attic to hang things in." 

One comfort I have; when I get to be so very old that my age will 
command respect, no one will know that the terrible things I say are 
inadvertent, and I will have a reputation for reckless and roughshod 
wit. But it would be more like my luck for me to have learned the speech 
of society by that time, so that after all I shall be only a meek and color
less old lady, without even triumphs to look back upon.-E. R. Z. 
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Practicality in Practice* 
By RICHARD B. FOWLER 

[Scribner's Magazine] 

95 

The Reverend Walter Hayes walked back and forth between the 
closed door and the filing cabinet in the prosperity-breathing office of 
George Landis, the banker. As he walked he smiled, the smile of one who 
has seen the light after groping in darkness with forlorn and dying hope. 

The Reverend Ha yes was in Globe City for the purpose of preaching 
a series of trial sermons at none other than the Broadway Church. For 
a young minister not yet thirty years old to aspire to this pulpit might 
appear absurd. In fact, it had begun to appear hopelessly so to the 
Reverend Hayes; but now he smiled. He smiled broadly as he thought of 
his sermons of the past two weeks, those theoretical and erudite sermons 
that he had prepared with such labored diligence and such intricate 
care, which had fallen so painfully flat before the hard-headed business 
and professional men who controlled the destinies of the Broadway 
Church. Vainly he had hoped to equal the brilliance and learning of 
those who had been established in this august pulpit in former years. 

But now a path toward success was opening for him that had been 
closed even to them. He turned to the banker. 

"Then you think that the congregation would prefer practical 
sermons of current importance?" he asked by way of emphasizing the 
information that pleased him. 

"Absolutely," answered the banker, leaning forward and looking 
at Hayes over the top of his glasses. "With all due respect for our former 
ministers, this church needs a live wire, a young man of the world as well 
as a preacher. We want a practical man. That is why we brought you 
here on trial for this church." 

Hayes did not feel called upon to deny the obvious truth of his 
practical and worldly qualifications. 

The banker scratched on a writing-pad as if trying to preserve his 
most apt phrases. "The men in our church are wide-awake fellows that 
do things. They want to hear talks on live, interesting subjects- things 
of importance-sermons that will give a man something to think about. 

He arose, beaming, and escorted the younger man to the door of the 
office. To give advice was Mr. Landis's business, his duty and, in fact, 
his pleasure. 

'Then the needs of this church coincide perfectly with my peculiar 
fitness,' thought Hayes to himself, and walked jubilantly home searching 

*By permission fro m Scribner's Magazine. Copyright, 1927, by Charles Scribner's Sons. 
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his store of knowl edge for subjects that would touch the pocketbooks 
and peace of mind of this very practical congregation. Their impression 
of his next two or three sermons would determine whether or not he 
would be installed as the minister of the Broadway Church. 

"Yes, as Mr. Landis said, I must give th em something to think 
about," said he to himself, "something important enough to use for the 
pending crucial sermons." 

He rummaged through his experiences gained among men of 
different walks of life; he called upon his knowledge of sociology, and 
upon his large fund of general information for fitting themes. 

There was one subject of current importance that stood out and 
away from all the others. It was one in which Hayes was particularly 
interested, and one to which he had already given hours of close study. 
It was so large that it should furnish material, not only for the next 
sermon, but for others. This was the subject of the crime wave, a 
comprehensive one to say the leas t. 

On the following Sunday he knew that he had chosen well. The 
interest and attention of his audience awakened instantly to his fervor. 
The depredations of porch-dim bers, safe-blowers, stick-up men, mur
derers, and common thieves were a source of constant alarm to the 
law-abiding and property-owning citizens of Globe City. For their 
benefit Hayes laid bare the annual cost of crime to the country, sketched 
its dark and gruesome history, analyzed its contributing causes, and 
decried the blindness, ignorance, and laxness of authorities. Encouraged 
by the close attention of his congregation, he spoke passionately and 
from a full heart. By the end of his hour he had succeeded in presenting 
the horrible enormity of the crime wave. Since there was no time left 
to suggest its remedies, he promised such a sermon for the following 
Sunday. He would deal with combating crime within the very precincts 
of Globe City. Certainly they could hope for nothing more practical or of 
greater importance than this. 

When the wide church doors swung open to emit the impressed 
congrega tion, the immaculate Mr. Hayes was there to bow them on their 
way. 

"Oh, Mr. Hayes, your sermon was adorable!" gushed Miss Ella 
Smith, looking up soulfully. Miss Smith had been a power in the Young 
Ladies' Organization for twenty-five years, and her opinion was to be 
respected. 

Mr. Plover, the dry-goods man, stopped with a beaming smile. "A 
straight-from-the-shoulder talk you gave us, Mr. Hayes. I am glad that 
you are going to talk on combating crime next Sunday. Yes, sir, it's a 
serious thing. That's what I tell 'em." 
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Judge Howard came out of the door and paused on his cane. 
"I want to shake your hand, young man. That was a very earnest 

sermon." 
"I am glad to hear you say so, judge," smiled Hayes. "I hope you 

approve of my plan for talking on crime prevention here in Globe City 
for next Sunday's sermon?" 

"I think you will handle it very well, and I wish you success." 
Mr. Henry, the grocer, came majestically forward, appearing in his 

church clothes much more ministerial than Hayes. 
"The statistics that you brought out are enough to excite any 

imagination. They indicate a perilous situation," he said grandly. "You 
are sounding a clarion note, Mr. Hayes." The grocer moved away, 
tipping his silk hat at every opportunity. 

Mrs. Barlow, the lawyer's wife, stopped with a righteous smile. 
"I hope you will bring out in your next sermon the lawlessness of 

buying whiskey from bootleggers," she said, looking grimly at her 
husband waiting in the car, and then marched down to join him. 

"Hayes, I like your way of getting at this crime business." George 
Landis, the banker, extended his hand. 

"Thank you, sir," acknowledged Hayes with a deferential bow. 
The banker lit a cigar. "This church has needed a wide-awake man 

of the world for a long time. I think you have caught on to the idea all 
right," and the banker smiled knowingly to remind Hayes of the part 
he had played in pointing out the path. Flicking the ashes from his 
cigar, the banker walked down to his waiting limousine. 

Gradually the glistening line of cars moved away from the curb, 
carrying with them the colorful array of bright dresses, multi-hued hats, 
dark suits, frock coats, and derbies of the well-to-do congregation. 

The Reverend Walter Hayes was left to drive triumphantly home 
with his wife. 

"I believe they liked your sermon, Walter," she said quietly. 
Hayes smiled complacently. He lit his pipe-something that he 

seldom did on the street, where the growing boys might cite the example. 
The sun shone down reflecting cheerfully on the pavement. The birds 
sang in the leafy trees, and a s~ft breeze stirred through the car. Hayes 
chuckled softly, as if thinking of genius and effort rewarded. "Genius 
is a God-given trait, but effort is tiring and consequently must be taken 
in moderation," he was unconsciously telling himself. 

After dinner as they sat comfortably in their living-room, Hayes 
idly glanced over a day-old letter from his friend Tom Wilson: 

"Dear Doc, 

Chuck, Swede, Hank, and I are leaving Kansas City Monday on 



98 UNIVERSIT Y OF MISSOURI B U LLETIN 

the one and only train for Linn Hill. We will pursue the elusive trout 
and entice the wary bass until our hearts are content. The Ozark air will 
take the dust out of your brain and leave you with brilliant ideas for 
sermons. So, put on your oldest and dirtiest and meet our train at 
Cole's Junction. The train service is excellent, there being one back 
every Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, whether you need it or not. 
They connect with the limited back to Globe City-if they are lucky. 
I will warn the boys not to cuss too much, so come on. 

Yours, 

Tom." 

The letter that had been thrown down with a laugh the day before 
was now handled thoughtfully. 

"It might be well for me to go down to the Ozarks with the boys 
after all," he said finally. 

"And leave the church all week?" his wife asked, surprised. 

"The only way in the world to keep up on the things that confront 
practical people is to get away from the protection of the church once 
in a while. Mixing around as a man among men is the way to learn and 
keep your mind clear," Hayes explained. 

"Do you think you'll learn anything from those fellows?" she asked 
doubtfully. 

"Certainly! Next Sunday I am going to preach on combating crime 
in Globe City. That is a subject that requires a practical knowledge of a 
lot of definite facts. Some of them I'm a little hazy on. Well, Chuck 
is a criminal lawyer and can give me valuable information on the subject. 
Those other chaps will have ideas too. There is nothing like a general 
discussion of a subject around a camp fire at night to bring out ideas
clear-cut ideas-free from old-fogy notions." 

"But something might happen to keep you from getting back. 
You might miss your train at the Junction," she argued as a last hope. 
"If you failed to be here next Sunday it would be awful. You would 
certainly lose your chance for keeping the church." 

"Yes, but I can come back Thursday to make sure of being here," 
he explained, and the argument was closed. 

But when Thursday came, the discussions on crime prevention held 
around the Ozark camp-fire were still at their height. "Chuck" the 
criminal lawyer, had gleaned his ideas on the causes of crime and its 
possible remedies, as well as his informa tion on the characteristics of 
criminals, from actual contact with them. "Hank" and "Swede" had 
each had a friend that was later sent to the penitentiary, and they all 
had ideas. Basing the ideas brought out in these discussions on his 
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rather extensive knowledge of sociology and psychology, Hayes was 
able to reach amazing and clear-cut conclusions. The nature and charac
teristics of criminals, he divined, were so simple that any one could 
learn to recognize them and thereby protect himself. He should be 
able to assist the machinery of justice in putting them behind prison 
bars. What chance would a few criminals have against a whole com
munity of discerning and watchful citizens? This would indeed be 
comforting information to his Globe City congregation. 

It is little wonder, then, that one who was in the midst of working 
out such gratifying and inspiring facts as these should not leave the 
source of valuable contributory information until the work was finished. 

As a result, it was not until Saturday that the Kansas City local, 
coughing and wheezing its way out of the rock and acorn country of the 
Upper Ozarks, brought with it the Reverend Walter Hayes. In a 
smoking-car he sat, as unshaven and roughly dressed as his lounging 
friend, Tom Wilson, opposite him. He smiled with the contentment of a 
man who has made himself master of his subject and can speak with 
authority. 

Critically he glanced over the men in the smoking-car. 'One in a 
hundred is a habitual criminal,' he reflected. 'There might easily be one 
in here. If so, it would be interesting to detect him.' 

The Reverend Hayes did not worry about what he would do with a 
criminally inclined individual in case he discovered one. But luckily such 
a decision was not necessary. He closely scrutinized the features and 
expression of each person in the car and allowed their criminal tendencies 
to pass as not dangerous. The four ragged fellows with lean, brown faces 
and long hair did look rather suspicious, but then half the natives of the 
Linn Hill country looked a good deal like them. 

This amusement failing, he reached for a two-day-old newspaper. 
For a few minutes his attention focussed on an item that had fitted in 
coincidently with his paramount thoughts. It read: 

JEWEL ROBBERY AT WARSAW 
EscAPED CoNVICT HoLos ur CoNRAD AND JoNES FOR $10,000 

A daring robber, whose description answers to that of Charlie "Snake" Plevins, recently escaped 
from the State Penitentiary, looted the store of Conrad and Jones during the noo n hour today. 

He entered the store with the apparent intention of purchasing a ring. As soon a s the store waa 
clear o f customers, he pointed a revolver at Mr. Jones, who was alone. 

After tying and gagging his victim, he loc ked him in a closet. The casual robber then selected $10,-
000.00 worth of readily salable jewelery and made his escape. 

Etc., etc. 
"What do you think of that, Tom?" Hayes asked, passing over the 

paper. 
Tom Wilson yawned and read the item leisurely. "Nice work,'' 

he commented dryly. 
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"How stupid people are!" Hayes mused. 
"Not so stupid," said Tom, "when they can escape from the peniten

tiary and pull off a clean ten-thousand-dollar job within a month." 
"Think ofit," Hayes continued, ignoring him. "A man lets a notori

ous criminal walk into his store, stand around for half an hour or so at 
broad noon, and then lets himself be locked up in a closet, so that the 
chap can sort over his stock of j ewelry at leisure and walk off with it." 

"Don't blame the jeweller just because he hasn't your scientific 
knowledge," drawled Tom with half a smile. 

"It is the duty of the average man to know something about law
breakers," answered Hayes. "You should know by this time that the 
ignorance and laxness on the part of the average man is at the root of the 
trouble. That is going to be the key-note of my sermon." 

"Yes, I guess the people in your church that will have to sit through 
that speech of yours tomorrow and learn about law-breakers don't know 
how lucky they are," yawned Tom, settling back in his seat to doze. 

'If I get there by to-morrow!' thought Hayes, having his attention 
brought back for a moment to the toiling train. But he was not in a 
worrying mood. His eyes wandered out the window to the small fields 
of foot-high corn and patches of green-headed wheat reposing in the 
afternoon sunshine. Evidently the train was working out of the heavily 
wooded and unfertile Ozarks. 

He settled back in his seat to inculcate the lesson of the Warsaw 
robbery into his sermon. It was a pleasure to work over this sermon. 
The facts were knit together with a strength and reality that could 
come into being only under the rough interchange of ideas, between men 
of the world, between men of the world under the influence of the camp 
and the open air. 'Yes,' Hayes mused to himself, 'I must plan to keep 
always out among people so that I will know all kinds, and my ideas will 
continue to be fresh and vigorous.' Smilingly he contemplated the 
pleasant future of keeping his mind clear for the benefit of the Broadway 
Church congregation. The sunlit fields and woods sparkled with unusual 
beauty. Even the hammering of the toiling local was rhythmic and 
musical to his ears. 

But there is a variously stated adage meaning "The brightest sun 
is just before the storm." With a long groan the train drew to a stop. 
Hayes looked quickly out the window. There was no station or cross
road, nor even a switch. They had just settled down, as if overcome by 
the effort of the long grind, between a scrub-oak hillside and a field of 
sorghum-cane. 

"Now what!" he exclaimed. 
"Maybe the engineer saw an old friend in the field," suggested Tom. 
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The conductor came strolling through the car. 
"What's the matter now?" asked Hayes in an irritated voice. 
"I don't know. Reckon there's some trouble up at the engine. I'm 

going up to find out about it," answered the conductor. 
"Are we very late now?" 
"About forty minutes to an hour, so far." 
"But I have to catch the limited to Cole's Junction at six-thirty. I 

must get into Globe City to-night," emphasized Hayes desperately. 

The conductor thoughtfully took a chew of tobacco. "Well, we 
may make it all right. Depends on how we get along." And he strolled 
away. 

"It'll be too bad if you don't get to say your speech to-morrow, 

doc," sympathized Tom Wilson, throwing away his cigarette to give 
attention to the difficulty on hand. 

"Too bad! I've got to get there. Why in the world did I take a 
chance on this damn train!" 

"It must be pretty bad, doc," said Tom, amused. 
Hayes looked again at his watch. The minutes dragged on. The 

dormant train gave no sign of life, except the occasional hisses from the 

engine. The scrub-oak hillside and the field of sorghum-cane- so peaceful 
and so quiet-took on a hateful, mocking look. Finally, at the end of an 

hour, the engine rose to heroic efforts and chugged away, dragging its 

four cars bumping after it. 
The rattles and jerks were no longer cheerful- they were deliberate 

and insulting reminders of the painful progress of the train. At each 

mile-post Hayes dried his hands on a handkerchief and looked at his 
watch. Slowly the mile-posts were left behind and rapidly the sun sank 
in the sky. 

"Only ten miles to the Junction, now," encouraged the conductor 
on one of his trips through the car. 

At the end of another half-hour the local creaked to a stop. Hayes 
ran out onto the station platform and gleaned the sad information from 

a departing baggageman, who hurried on his way. The limited had come 
and gone. The rails of the main line came together in the distance-silent 
and undisturbed. Two portly women and a stooped old man walked 

away down the rutted street, carrying their baskets and straw suitcases. 
The local struggled away on its trip to Kansas City, and Cole's Junction 
settled down to peaceful rest. It was supper-time, attended with a 
pervading quiet that left the outside world a hopeless distance away. 

The station-master locked up the ticket-office and turned to go 
home. 

"Is there any possible way that I can get in to Globe City before 
nine o'clock tomorrow?" Ha yes asked him desperately. 



102 UNIVERSITY OF MISSOURI BULLETIN 

"There's a train that will put you in there around twelve. I reckon 
that'll be soon enough," grunted the station-master. 'Another one of 
those fellows that are always het up to get somewhere right on the dot,' 
he thought to himself. 'To-morrow is Sunday anyway,' he reflected 
further and turned to go. 

"Is there a freight-train?" asked Hayes in desperation. He recoiled 
at the idea of riding in a caboose, but he could endure it. 

"Yes, there's one through here in a couple of hours, only they ain't 
allowed to carry passengers," and the station-master walked off to 
supper. 

The topmost segment of the red sun dropped behind a distant hill, 
reflecting its glow on a fleecy cloud. Three freight cars standing on a 
deserted track bore a sad and homeless look. From the stock pens across 
the tracks a sentimental steer bawled out his lonesome woes. A barn on 
the distant hill faded from view. The evening star came out sparkling
brilliant. Not far from it the young moon showed a clear-cut crescent 
against the blue sky. Up and down the platform Hayes walked. The 
darkness deepened and the other stars came out. A boy lit the lights 
around the station and walked away. Back on the main street a delayed 
Ford could be heard chugging out of town. Then silence settled over all. 

Hayes walked miserably up to where the two lines of tracks crossed 
and looked around him as if he hoped that a train would suddenly 
materialize to carry him home. A disagreeable breeze stirred the dark 
night air. Wretchedly he wandered around over the tracks. Two men in 
ragged overalls brushed by him as they walked toward a standing 
freight car. "Hoboes," muttered Hayes to himself, "or maybe fugitives 
from justice," he added, thinking suddenly of the Warsaw jewel robbery. 
He felt perceptibly cold around his stomach and walked back to the 
lighted platform in front of the station. There was a man there, sitting 
on a keg. Hayes utilized an empty chicken-coop and sat down near by. 

The man watched him curiously with steady gray eyes. He was not 
an unusual person except that his under jaw extended forward and 
downward, running into a large heavy chin. He wore a khaki shirt with 
the collar turned up and serviceable pants. Hayes lowered his eyes from 
the man's steady gaze and amused sneer. 

He tried to think out his troubles and dropped his head in his hands. 
He could almost hear the church-bell ringing at 9:15 Sunday morning. 
Vividly he saw the men's class assembling for their morning lesson, 
expecting to have a general discussion on the crime wave, before the 
sermon. They look around surprised. 

"Where is the minister?" asks Judge Howard. Nobody knows. 
"Maybe he didn't get back from that fishing-trip," suggests Mr. 
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Landis. A general murmur of displeasure rises from the men. 
"He doesn't seem to be much interested in getting this church," 

remarks Mr. Plover. Nobody denies it. 
"Probably he will be here in time for church," interposes Mr. Landis, 

and the class lamely proceeds. 
Hayes groaned at the horrible thought but he could not get the 

vision from before his eyes. Now the church is filling up with expectant, 
thoughtful people. They sit primly waiting for the morning sermon. 
The organ plays and plays-but no minister. They grow restless. The 
organ finally stops and a buzzing murmur of questions fills the room. 
Finally they get up and leave in little groups, uttering their surprise 
and displeasure. 

Hayes was nauseated with the sickening thought. 

Some one was in the ticket-office now. The telegraph instruments 
were clicking. 'I'll have to telegraph them,' thought Hayes. 'Probably 
they can get some one else to preach the sermon. Yes, they'll get some 
one else for good! Oh, Lord! I've lost the place just when I was about 
to have it definitely settled.' 

The man on the keg struck a match. Hayes looked up. He was 
drawing complacently on a cigarette with that same amused, sarcastic 
look around the drooping end of his mouth, and with a disinterested 
stare in his eyes. 

'He looks like a self-sufficient chap-perhaps he can help me,' 
thought Hayes to himself. 

"Nice evening," he said sadly, with an effort toward politeness, by 
way of starting the conversation. 

"I've seen worse," the man answered dryly. 

"Which way are you going?" Hayes continued. 

The man looked at him steadily for a moment. "Oh, I'm working 
up the line," he grunted, indicating the direction of Globe City with his 
thumb. 

''I'm going that way too-Globe City," said Hayes. "I've simply 
got to be there by eight o'clock in the morning and I've missed my train. 
I don't know what I am going to do." 

The man drew deeply from his cigarette and transferred his atten
tion to the rings and spirals of smoke without so much as nodding. 
Hayes was irritated by the discourtesy, but he was desperate. He rose, 
walked up and down the platform a few times, and returned to sit on his 
chicken-coop. 

"Can you suggest any way that I can get into Globe City before 
eight o'clock in the morning?" he interposed doggedly. 
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The man looked up surprised, as if just remembering his presence. 
"Well, I aim to be past Globe City by then," he said at last. 

"How's that?" asked Hayes quickly. 
"There's a hot-shot through here in an hour or so," the man an-

swered in a bored voice, turning his attention back to the floating smoke. 
"A hot-shot?" 
"Yes, a through freight," he explained in an irritated tone. 
"But they don't carry passengers," suggested Hayes, anxious to 

sound the depth of any hope. 
The man turned, giving Hayes full attention at last. "Say, partner, 

you are either dumb as hell or you haven ' t been around much," he 
rasped out. 

Hayes frowned . This was a biting remark to one whose very world
liness had been a recommendation to the Broadway Church. 

The man continued willingly enough, now, emphasizing his words 
sarcastically. 

"You don't introduce yourself to the conductor and ask his lief 
to ride." H e threw down the cigarette. "\i\lhere there's a freight, there's 
box-cars-see ? Maybe there'll be some empties, and you can get inside 
and go to sleep. If there ain't, there's lots of room on top and a little 
ladder at the end of each car. If you ain't crippled, you might climb 
up there-see ? 

'I'm not a hobo," Hayes snapped and walked away. "Steal a ride!" 
he exclaimed disgustedly to himself. 

From the office came the clicking of the telegraph instrument. 
'I must send that telegram!' The sickening realization came back like 
a shock. 'Whom will I send it to? Judge Howard? Oh, no! Mr. Landis? 
Of course not! And how can the thing be worded?' He walked desper
ately back and forth. "It is terrible," he groaned and fled out on to the 
tracks until he could no longer hear the mocking clicks of the instrument. 

It was cooler out there. The settling moon and the stars shone 
down on the silent rails. There was something even friendly about them. 
The heavy-chinned man strolled under the station light, unconcerned. 
'He doesn't look like a hobo, but then they say those that bum on the 
trains are different,' mused Hayes. 'How easy it is for that fellow to get 
anywhere! He may be in Globe City or perhaps as far as St. Louis by 
eight o'clock to-morrow morning.' 

Hayes's fists clinched; he felt less helpless and wondered why. 
He walked over to a standing box-car. A very simple thing it looked, 
standing there in the pale light. It might have been a shed of some kind. 
He took hold of the ladder and climbed up to the top. 'Any fool could 
ride up here,' he reflec ted, looking along the large, almost flat, top of the 
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car. He had always supposed that bums rode on rods underneath. He 
sat down and drew a long refreshing breath. It cleared the poison of 
worry from his body and mind. His nerves ached to be on the move as 
he sat there, but his mind was exhilarated with this unexplainable 
lifting of its load. 

Off in the distance came a wailing whistle sending a thrill through 
his body. Hayes listened with pounding heart. A few silent minutes 
dragged by and then a louder whistle shrieked. From far down the 
track flashed the powerful headlight of an engine. A faint murmur 
came through the night air, gathering in volume like a rising wind. The 
silent rails began to sing. Hayes's breath came short and hard. He 
climbed down from the car as he saw men from the freight-room start 
his way with swinging lanterns. He ran toward a more deeply shadowed 
car. His complacent friend was there before him, sitting on a box and 
smoking as usual. 

The murmur became a roar, louder and louder. A long sweep of 
track showed up clear as daylight. Hayes's nerves leaped with excite
ment. 

"Are you going to catch this train?" he asked inanely. 

"Yes," came the answer, and he felt encouraged. 

The roar grew louder still and then began to die down as the huge 
headlight coasted nearer. The rumble of the wheels and the banging 
together of the cars mingled with the slow coughs and clanging bell of 
the engine. Suddenly the huge black bulk loomed up from behind its 
flooding headlight. The bumping cars followed, slower and slower. 
And finall y, with loud creaks and long groans, the freight-train stopped. 

Excitedly Hayes watched the men running back and forth with 
lanterns. It seemed an interminable time. He could hear the engine 
moving up at the front of the train. It was backing toward him. It 
ground by on the next track and slammed into the car that Hayes had 
recently deserted. With deliberate snorts it started hissing and dripping 
back, like some monster with its prey, sounding the bell as a warning 
to others. The light from the fire-box blazed out menacingly as the huge 
black thing towered over his hiding-place. It growled swiftly on its way 
back to the front of the train. Never before had Hayes been steeped in 
the spirit and mys tery of the road. Impatiently he watched the idle 
cars. Now a shiver rattled through the train; the engine had hooked on. 
Slowly the cars began to move. A man with a swinging lantern hurried 
by. The way was clear. Hayes looked at his companion. He was cas
usally throwing away his cigarette and watching the train. It gathered 
speed. 

"Aren't you going to get on?" asked Hayes in a low, jumping voice. 
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"Yes-make that car in front of the oil-cars." 
Hayes ran across the tracks for his car. The train was rolling into a 

rhythmic, rumbling speed. He swung up on the ladder, hung there in the 
shadow for a minute as he felt the rapid acceleration of the train. He 
climbed to the top; it was very simple indeed. He drew a deep breath 
as the wind whipped through his clothes, and his heart pounded with ela
tion. Far behind, the lights of the Junction sparkled prettily. The train 
bounded through the countryside, looking like a long serpent under the 
starlight. Occasionally the engine, far up ahead, emitted a red flare 
of light and the smoke rolled back in a long spiral. 

Farmers' houses, some dark and sleeping, others with soft lights in 
the windows, flashed by. A white road ran along by the track. Straggling 
automobiles followed their headlights, ambling along insignificantly. The 
huge black bulk of a grain-elevator, with several little houses around it, 
loomed up suddenly, and then faded back into the darkness, leaving 
only the blinking signal-lights to mark the spot. Woods-patches and 
fields passed by mysteriously dark. Small streams of water sparkled with 
the reflected light of the sky, and on the horizon the crescent moon hung 
low. 

From between the cars came occasional glimpses of the flashing rails. 
The crushing wheels of the train ground over them, only a few feet below. 
The mild sense of danger was exhilarating. He looked back toward the 
caboose, whence could come the only other source of danger. A lantern 
appeared swinging along the top of the train. Hayes's companion 
walked up from another car, seeming extremely careless in moving 
about. He kneeled down by Hayes's side. 

"That's a dick back there," he said. 

"A dick?" 

"Yes, a railroad detective. He ain't likely to come past the oil
cars; if he does, hide under that little platform at the end of the car." 

For the first time since they had started it occurred to Hayes that 
he was breaking the law. "What'll he do if he catches us?" he said 
hollowly. 

"Might make us jump. They're getting hard along this road now." 
Hayes looked down at the flashing roadbed with its deep ditches on 

either side, sensed the speed of the roaring train, and held his breath. 
But the lantern came only as far as the oil-cars. Their position was well 
chosen. The lantern retreated to the caboose, and its disappearance 
was a signal of victory. The train flew on through the night, and Hayes's 
spirit rose higher than ever. His companion sat with his back to him, 
silent and still. 

"Rather decent chap," said Hayes to himself. "I see how this life 
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might hold a man"; then smiled elated as he realized how he was being 
broadened, literally overnight. This would prove valuable in future 
practical sermons to an impressed Globe City congregation. 

At Vernon and then at Hillsborough they stopped. At each place 
they hid carefully, and for Hayes thrillingly, until the train moved on 
again. Neither "bulls," "dicks," nor "brakies" disturbed them. Globe 
City next. 

Hayes walked up and down the top of the car. "It's actually easy," 
he remarked to himself. He stretched his arms in the whipping wind and 
throbbed with a feeling of wild, indomitable freedom. The bounding 
serpent of a train swept through the starlit night, and, like its master, 
he bestrode it. The time passed quickly. The dark, mysterious country
side seemed ever new and enchanting. Each little village as it popped 
by was an adventure. Off in the distance he saw the reflection of water. 
They must cross Flat River soon and then would only be a few miles 
from Globe City. He looked back, watching the caboose as it desperately 
endeavored to keep up, and smiled. Something slapped him on the back 
of the head and shoulders. That was puzzling. 

"Duck," growled his companion, and fairly jerked him to the 
boards, as overhead the heavy black beams of the low bridge flashed 
cruelly by. "When you feel those things slap you you want to flop down. 
They are there to warn you of the bridge--see?," the man cautioned. 

Hayes sighed with relief and they sat together with their feet hang
ing over the end of the car. The spirit of brotherhood does not always 
require conversation or formal introductions for its sustenance. Hayes 
drew out his pipe, and his heavy-chinned friend lit a cigarette. They rode 
on contentedly. 

Along the sky-line glowed at last the light that was Globe City. 
Almost home and triumphant! Nearer and nearer they sped. Then the 
individual lights began to shine out. Rounding a curve, they gazed on 
the whole sparkling hillside as they bore down upon it. The dark houses 
began to be closer together, with the occasional street-lamps of the 
outskirts. 

"Now, bo, we've got to be damn careful here, especially from bulls," 
said the silent man. 

"Right you are," replied Hayes, mentally girding himself for the 
last necessary effort. 

They passed a semi-business street with a crossing bell ringing. 
More tracks appeared on either side and they entered the freight-yarcis. 
Quickly they climbed down in the shadow at the end of their car as the 
glaring lights lit up everything. Idle steaming engines and rows of 
freight cars were on either side. They drew back when they passed 
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close to a man with a lantern. The cars began to bang together as the 
train slowed down. 

"Here at last!" Hayes could have shouted in his joy. 
Across a span of tracks lay a shadowed freight car. Hayes's friend 

swung cautiously to the ground; Hayes followed. They ran to get across 
the open tracks before the "dicks" and brakemen on the caboose should 
pass near. It was less shadowed behind the car than they had expected. 
"Wait a minute!" came an authoritative voice. They stopped cold. A 
policeman stepped in front of them. Hayes felt a horrible crushing 
sickness come over him. Before his mind flashed a picture of talking 
people, hundreds of them, horrified over Preacher Hayes being arrested 
as a common "bum." His fists clinched with the very direness of the 
predicament. 

"What are you fellows doing here?" growled the policeman as he 
advanced a step. 

Hayes's friend was calm and tense as a cat crouching for the spring. 
The officer flashed a light in his face. "What the--," he exclaimed, 

leaping forward raising his club. 
But he did not leap far. Hayes's foot shot out, throwing him off 

his balance for the sufficient moment. The virile fist of the catlike man 
drove into the policeman's chin and dropped him with a thud. 

Two figures dashed into the shadows of the warehouse and dis
appeared separately under the protecting gloom of a deserted alley. 

Eight o'clock Sunday morning. The sun smiled down with the 
mildness of May, the birds chirped in the green trees, and distant church
bells tolled cheerfully. In a sunny breakfast-room fanned by the cool 
breeze of a May morning, sat the Reverend Walter Hayes-hair perfectly 
combed, immaculate in his snug collar, dark tie, and tailored frock coat. 
He unrolled the Sunday paper and selected the news section, as he 
leisurely ate his grape fruit. His eye fell on a headline-he read quickly 
on: 

WARSAW JEWEL THI E F ELUDES POLI CE H ERE 

Charlie (Snake) Pl evins, esca ped co nvict and believed by the police to be guilty of t he \Va rsaw 
robbery, was recognized by Pat rolm an Mic hae ls here last ni gh t. 

With a companio n he attacked th e police man su ddenl y , knoc king him un conscious, and e scaped 

Etc., etc. 
The Reverend Hayes handed the paper to his wife with a deep sigh. 

"Ignorance---ignorance---ignorance," he said wearily. "How blind and 
stupid people are! This ruffian has been running free for a month; 
he has probably been seen by hundreds of people who should have had 
intelligence and training to recognize in him the earmarks of a crook. 
But they let him go on unaccosted. He robs jewelry stores and escapes; 
there is no one to stop him. With one of his gang he is recognized here 
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in Globe City and yet goes cheerfully on his way. Perhaps he is walking 

our streets at this very minute and the police and citizens blindly let him 

pass." 
Suddenly the face of the minister lit up with triumph. "There is the 

illustration that will bring my sermon home to them. That will impress 

upon them the crying need for intelligent understanding of crimes and 

criminals." 
Smiling he thought over this powerful addition to an already im

pressive and masterful sermon, a sermon that should be followed by 

many more of equal value to the welfare of the community. 

'Theories and dogmas must give way to practical facts and knowl

edge,' he mused, and returned to his breakfast with the care-free con

fidence of one whose future is assured. 

Tell Me a Story* 
By SADIE E. KIRGAN 

!:Holland's Magazine} 

And lagov, the great boaster

He the marvelous Story Teller

* * * * * * 
And they said "0, good lagoo, 

Tell us now a tale of wonder, 

Tell us of some strange adventure, 

That the feast may be more joyous, 

That the time may pass more gayly, 

And our guests be more contented!" 

And lagoo straightway answered, 

"You shall hear a tale of wonder, 

You shall hear the strange adventure 

Of Osseo, the Magician. 
From the Evening Star descended." 

"Onct," dramatically began the little freckle-faced chunk of hu

manity in the kindergarten of the Texas State Orphanage, "Onct they'uz 

a little girl named Red Riding Hood. Her mamma called her that 'cause 

she'ud ist all time wear a red coat and a red cap, you know, so onct 

she'uz gonna take her pore ole gramma who uz sick-b-a-d sick-some 

cake, so she started-an' fust thing she know she come to a little house 

'at's way in the woods, an' so she went in, and fust she tasted the b-i-g 

bear's soup, but it uz too-" 
"Oh, Mrs. Rudolph, Mrs. Rudolph!" screamed the excited kinder

garten as one man, "He's mixed it! He's mixed it!" 

The youngster contested his ground hotly. "I didn't neither," he 

maintained stolidly as any true son of the Emerald Isle. "That's the way 

Miss Kurgan to!' it." 

*By permission from Holland's Magazine. Coypright, 19 26, Holland's Magazine. 
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When the story came to me that noon as I sat on the campus under 

the sycamores, I made no protest. Perhaps I had told it like that-who 

knows? But surely, when one has told ten stories in one week-and 

there are fifty-two weeks in a year-one would be excused from letting 

little Red Riding Hood wander by chance into the house of the Three 

Bears-or of allowing Cinderella to meet with Goldilocks on some wood

land path. Anything, excepting letting Peter Pan grow up. 

Story-telling is one of the oldest arts in the world, perhaps because 

it is one of the oldest loves and instinctive demands. Years before a 

child has learned to read, an authority tells us, there develops in him an 

intense passion for stories that never die. "Story Hunger," we might 

call it, and it is through the satisfying of this hunger that modern edu

cators are achieving some of their most striking results. 

Threading through the pages of history, one finds a quaint record 

of beloved figures who wandered here and there, telling their tales of 

wonder. Perhaps the greatest story-teller of any age was the son of a 

carpenter, born over two thousand years ago, when Mary and Joseph 

went up into their city to be taxed. This great Teacher, who laid the 

foundation for the greatest revolution of religious thinking that ever 

swept the world, who held more power than any ruler who ever sat upon 

a throne accomplished his work, not with a sword, not with a display 

of drunken power, not with the wealth of material victory over kingdoms, 

but instead with his simple teachings among the lowly of the earth, 

whom he taught by saying, "The Kingdom of Heaven is likened unto 

a certain king, which made a marriage for his son-," and again, "Behold 

a sower went forth to to sow-" 

I do not remember when I first began to tell stories. I think maybe 

I have always done it-for I wanted them so hungrily myself- and it al

ways seemed to prolong the wonder of them if I could tell them over 

again to the children of the neighborhood. There was an invalid grand

mother with quaint stories of a bygone day; there was old Aunt Julia 

with all the inherent superstitions of her race and her stories of a dead 

daughter who came on moonlight nights. Even yet I can hear her say: 

"An' Lawd, honey! When I fetched my haid out f'um under dat 

kiver, and opened one eye, dar she'd be-settin' on de foot uv dat bed in 

de moonlight!" 

How I would glory in passing on these stories with my own em

bellishments and exaggerations to the little audience I would gather 

The fact that I was the oldest of seven children is no doubt the real 

reason for the practice I gained in the story-telling art. There were 

rainy afternoons in an old barn in the hay; there were summer evenings 

on the steps under the grapevines; and there were winter nights arour.d 
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the fireplace-when we traveled far and wide across the realm of Story 
Land. At first there were fairies- and dragons-and princesses with 
yellow hair- a little later Robin Hood-Arabian Nights- vivid adven
ture stories-and a great deal later-Jean Valjean. 

Those days have passed forever. The little brothers are older now, 
and no longer believe in Water Babies. Since the times that we gathered 
together in the little brown house-in thatlittle far-away town-I have 
told stories in many strange places. I have told them in community 
clubhouses, in schools, in an orphanage, in homes, among the poor of 
Texas oil fields. I remember once, wandering alone through the slums 
of Boston with a flock of little foreigners at my heels. Presently we sat 
on the curb near the famous old house of Paul Revere-and I told them 
stories of Texas. We forgot the close air, the smell of bad food, the weary 
mothers with fretting babies, the hard pavements-even my own home
sickness as the great city faded away-and we found ourselves living 
on a Texas ranch, where the air was sweet and clean. Perhaps I forgot 
myself a little-but I remember how that afternoon the power of stories 
and of the story-teller came to me as never before, for when I was through 
I looked around at that eager little group, and asked: 

"What do each of you mean to do when you are grown?" 
The answer was swift, universal, and emphatic, "Go to Texas!" 
There was another time when I told a story on the deck of a ship 

far out on the Atlantic. A moon was shining across the waters, and ro
mance and adventure fevered the heart. It was a mermaid story that I 
was telling-that exquisite gem of fairy literature by the beloved Hans 
Christian Andersen. I had begun the story to a little brown-eyed girl, 
but I ended it to an adult audience of those of such varied professions 
as one always finds in the close contact that life in a ship brings. And 
when the story was over I said to the old captain, who sat near the rail: 

"Captain, do you believe in mermaids?" 
For a time, there was only the lulling wash of the waters against 

the sides of the ship, and the moan of a steel guitar somewhere on the 
lower deck. The old captain's eyes were on the sea as he answered: 

"One who has lived on the water for fifty years believes in every
thing." 

My heart quickened a little. Leaving the group, I went over to sit 
on the lower part of a steamer chair at his feet. 

"Did you ever see one?" I asked him, and he told me, "Only once-" 
The crowd gathered closer, a Yale professor, an animal trainer of 

Barnum and Bailey, a French merchant, the son of a New York banker
but in reality we were only a group of eager children, as we listened to 
that strange story of the South Seas. A little later I sat on the edge of 
my berth in my stateroom and tried to analyze the interest that each 
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person had shown in that impossible tale. It had been the same interest 
children would have shown-the native love of a story, the love of mys
tery, of romance, the betwitching enchantment that takes the listener 
away from commonplace things to a land that old age and poverty and 
disillusionment can never touch. 

Another thing that held the audience on that ship was the power of 
the story-teller himself. To be a good story-teller there are several 
essential characteristics: namely, imagination, sympathy, patience, 
and dramatic intensity. In some, these elements are as natural as 
breathing; in others they must be cultivated, and surely the old captain 
on the deck that night, and the Son of the Carpenter of Nazareth, were 
splendid examples of the embodiment of these qualities. Christ, whose 
vivid imagination painted for him the fulfillment of His dream a thou
sand years after His crucifixion on Calvary; whose sympathy brought 
him into such beautiful relations with mankind; whose patience gave 
to the world the great lesson of forgiveness, not seven times shall one 
forgive but seventy times seven; and whose dramatic personality drove 
from the temple the money changers, and cried out to the people, "Is it 
not written, My house shall be called by all nations the house of prayer? 
But ye have made it a den of thieves." Was it any wonder that the 
people followed in countless throngs, and that they listened spell
bound as this Man taught them, not from books, not in great temples 
of learning, but with His simple stories and creeds by the shores of the 
Lake of Galilee? 

The story-teller with the desirable characteristics mentioned will 
find it easy to observe the three rules that are essential to success. First, 
at all costs, keep a personal touch with the audience. Never appear with 
any notes, however few they may be, for nothing will serve so quickly to 
destroy the confidence of the teller in himself, as well as the confidence of 
the audience. If the teller feels the interest of his audience slipping, he 
must immediately set about to recapture it. It gets to be kind of a game, 
and I remember a peculiar delight I used to take in entering a boy's 
play room and seeing how quickly I could draw every child from his 
games and books by beginning a little story quietly in a corner. As a rule 
every child will drop any occupation for a story, but in this particular 
place there were a few older boys who tried to believe they were too 
old for stories-and who would cling persistently to a domino game until 
finally the shuffie would cease, and they would drift by degrees into my 
circle. 

One of the most successful ruses of gaining the attention of children 
is to say, "And then a strange thing happened." Or, "And what do you 
suppose happened then?" An appeal may also be made to the child 
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through something that is close to his own interests, as "Did you ever see 
a camel?" Or, "I wonder if any of you know what a polar bear looks like?" 
Of course in an older audience diplomacy and tact are essential, but the 
principle is the same. 

Second, the teller must be dramatic. On a warm night in the early 
fall I was telling stories to a group of baby boys on the campus of the State 
Orphanage. I was telling the story of Little Red Riding Hood, and find
ing it particularly amusing because of the questions of a very original, 
red-haired youngster. He wanted to know why Little Red Riding Hood 
wore a red cape; he wanted to know what she was playing when her 
mother called her; he wanted to know where the grandmother lived; 
but the climax came when I introduced Mr. Wolf, an animal with 
whom the child obviously had had no previous experience. 

"Miss Kurgan-what's a wolf?" 

As accustomed as I am to questions, this one took me rather sud
denly. I said, "Why, a wolf-a wolf is an animal that-" 

A sudden memory must have dawned on the child. He was down in 
the dirt in a flash, and walking on his hands and knees, he gave forth 
strange noises from his throat. 

"A wolf," he said between growls, "is something that does like this." 
I told him solemnly that it was, and marveled at the exhibition of 

dramatic instinct. Of course I should have given the exhibition first, 
then there would have been no confusion among my hearers. 

As tory was told some years ago in a leading magazine of a Ii ttle girl 
in a tenement district of a great city, who asked a social worker to let her 
tell the story of Cinderella. When the child began her interpretation of 
the famous old fairy tale her English was fairly good, but as the story 
progressed, the dramatic intensity of the Ii ttle teller increased un ti! a hec
tic flush was on her face, and she was no longer a child of the tenements, 
but a princess in a golden gown. In her glory she lapsed swiftly back 
into her dialect, so that when the climax of the story came, and the hands 
of the clock on the palace wall were nearing twleve, the little girl threw 
her hands to her forehead, staggered backward, and cried: 

"My gawd! Look at that clock! I gotta beat it!" 
And yet no story-teller, with carefully selected English, could have 

held an audience with more rapt attention than did this child. 
Third, one should cultivate, to the best of one's ability, a good speak

ing voice. It is never safe to experiment with exercises from a book, but 
any good public-speaking teacher will be able to illustrate a few sound 
rules that will work magic. The ideal voice is one that is clear and strong, 
and capable of variations and inflections. 

In the selection of material, I believe that if the teller be an artist 
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almost any story may be told successfully to any age. Of course there 

are exceptions to this rule. My favorite story, and one that I have told 

from the third grade to high school seniors with success, is an arrange

ment of "Jean Valjean" from Victor Hugo's "Les Miserables." I value 

this story highly, not only for its interest, but for the principles of char

acter building it embodies. 
Children love the grotesque, the mystic, and one must be very care

ful in the selection of subject matter. There is a temptation sometimes 

to tell many ghost stories because of the eager audience that listens 

to them. I enjoy a good ghost story myself when the room is warm and 

the lights are on. P erhaps I am as Mary Roberts Rhinehart says of 

herself, "I do not believe in ghosts, but I am terribly afraid of them." 

To the sensitive child, who pleads most passionately for the ghost story, 

the aftermath is likely to be a thing of horror. 

When I go into the library here at the State Home on Sunday 

evenings, I find the boys always there, waiting for me eagerly, and one 

would be surprised at the type of stories they demand. "Jean Valjean" 

is the favorite, and running close second with it is another arrangement 

of one of Hugo's stories, "Toilers of the Sea." The third favorite, that I 

could count, is a story from Rudyard Kipling's charming "Jungle Book," 

the story of Mowgi, and his playmate, the great python, Kaa. 

Girls love fairy stories forever; boys, as a rule, are skeptical about 

them. The boys like adventure; stories of heroes, of men who do things, 

and they can never be given too many stories of the kind, provided the 

hero is of the right type. The "Robin Hood" type of story, to my mind, 

is exceedingly dangerous because it glorifies and justifies vices. Any story 

that does that is more dangerous for a red-blooded boy or girl than a 

loaded gun. The stories are not logical. They create situations for which 

there is no solution. 

As to the sources of stories: I find them scattered here and there. 

Sometimes a current magazine furnishes one. I take incidents from nov

els. I read folklore tales, and other collections of stories for children. I 

keep a typed list, adding a few new ones each week, until I have ob

tained an almost inexhaustible store. I am giving a very few of the ones 

I consider best. 

The list seems pitifully small and I only wish there could be space for 

me to give all the stories I have found that children love. I do not 

even know the authors of many of them or where I found them. As I 

have said, one seeking stories may find them anywhere, and once cast 

upon the waters, they return a hundred fold. 
For one who has never known the peculiar fascination of story tell

ing can never know what a wealth of joy and happiness he has missed. 
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Life can hold no greater thrill for me than the one that comes from the 
power to carry away with me a group of wide-eyed children to a land of 
romance and adventure. To see the eager faces, the still bodies, the shin
ing eyes, and to know that the soul has gone away to some fairy coun
try, where all is true and beautiful-to some great space of the northern 
wood, riding at the side of some hero, or laughing with Peter Pan on the 
back of the wind. 

I would plead for stories for children. Last evening I held an ador
able two-year-old baby girl in my arms- while I told perhaps, the first 
story she had ever known. "Say it again," she cried, and the look in 
the wide blue eyes was the plea of all the children in the world. They need 
stories. It is hanging beautiful pictures in the galleries of their souls; 
it is implanting new dreams and hopes in their hearts; it is giving 
them desires and ideals. And to you who tell the stories I promise a hap
piness, a joy, that nothing else surpasses. Longfellow paid a tribute to 
all the story-tellers of the world, when he said of old Rene Leblanc: 

Ripe in wisdom was he, but patient an<l gentle, and child-like, 
He was beloved by all, but most o f all by the children, 
For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in the forest , 
And of the goblin that came in the night to water the horses. 

The Incomplete Housewife 
By EVELYN RAMSEY ZIRKLE 

(The Missourian Magazinell 

"But darling," I protested when Wilbur finally spoke the magic 
words I had been trying for a year to get out of him. "I can't keep house 
for four sour apples, and my cooking is terrible." 

Men appreciate a little opposition at such times, and it was my idea 
to tell the truth about my lack of domestic accomplishments at this 
time, when he would not listen anyhow, so that there could not be any 
recriminations in the future. 

"That does not matter," he assured me. "No wife of mine is going 
to have to wear herself out in the kitchen. We'll have a housekeeper, 
just as soon as I'm earning a little more money, and you can keep right 
on with your painting. Besides, I don't like domestic women." 

Wilbur was earning $28 a week at the time, with an almost unlimited 
field for advancement all around him. That is, practically every job 
in Chicago was better than his. He had majored in Business Adminis
tration and Efficiency in college, so the firm he was working for had made 
a place for him in the shipping department- nailing crates. 

Now most girls, when they get engaged, spend hours mooning 
around white goods counters, linen departments and the like, or doing 
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cross stitching on tea towels, or whatever the things are. I'm not so 
different from the rest, I suppose. At least, the day after Wilbur had 
overridden my objections and fairly forced from me a promise to marry 
him, I made an inventory of the little things I had collected against the 
time when I might be a bride. For, although my life had been a roving 
one, I had not been altogether unpractical. I have prepared a list of 
the dainty pieces I had laid away for my linen closet, thinking that it 
may be of interest to other girls who hope sometime to have a little 
third floor studio flat all their own (as long as the rent is paid regularly). 

The List 

1. 11 Pullman towels, attractively dated. 

2. 6 napkins of quaintly assorted sizes, marked as follows: 
Sunset Limited 
Unity Restaurant (vegetarian) 
North American Cafeteria 
Hotel Muehlebach 
Union Pacific Limes 
Y.W.C.A. 

I may remark here that it is perfectly admissible for the marks on 
linen acquired by the young housekeeper to vary considerably. The 
latitude of good taste is wide. 

3. I large, woolly bath towel, returned by mistake by the laundry. 
4. 3 ten-cent-store washrags, given to me as a Christmas present 

by a spiteful friend. But how is a Chicagoese to keep her neck clean? 
5. 1 slightly mildewed dresser scarf, edged with mile-a-minute 

crocheting. 
I felt somehow that this was an inadequate equipment for a home, 

but when I mentioned my doubts to Wilbur he comforted me at once. 
"Never mind, sweetheart," he said. "We'll pick up a few things 

on our wedding trip." 
"Oh, are we to have one?" I cried, for I had not thought he could 

afford it. 
"Well, maybe not right at first," he admitted. "But we'll take a 

long one-to Europe or somewhere-in two or three years at the most." 
So we were married and started housekeeping in my little kitchen

ette studio. It was already furnished, but I brought out the towels 
and things I had laid away, because it makes a place so much more 
homelike to have your own things around. 

Now right here I want to give some financial advice to young 
brides, and perhaps the best way to do it is to tell our personal exper
iences. My painting brought me in a little money, and Wilbur said I 
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was to keep that for myself. Then he set aside $18 a week to run the 
house on. 

"I don't intend to question how you spend it," he told me. "Just 
go ahead, and however you manage suits me." 

I had not thought that a man earning $28 a week could give his 
wife so generous an allowance, and I managed beautifully on it. We 
went out for dinner whenever we felt like it, which was often, and the 
first month of our married life slipped away before we knew it. 

"Honey," Wilbur said admiringly to me," you certainly are a good 
little manager, and I didn't make any mistake in turning the house 
money over to you. I really don't see how you've been able to feed us 
so well on $18 a week, and at the same time save out the rent money." 

"Who, me?" I said "Why, I thought you were saving the rent mon
ey." 

Well, after the battle, and when the rent had been made up-
really you never know what a lot of worthless trash you get for wedding 
presents until you face a crisis like that-we had a long talk about 
finances, and Wilbur said: 

"What we'll have to do is to go on a budget." 

"Go on a diet you mean," I corrected. 

As usual, I was right. What with saving the rent money and re
deeming such of the wedding presents as we wanted, no mere budget 
could have touched our case. It was then that I began reading the house
keeping magazines, thinking that they would tell me how to live cheaply 
but well. And dearie, what I learned! 

"Budgeting an Income of Five Thousand Dollars." That is the 
favorite topic of the household engineers. The sixth time I read that 
nifty one I leaned out of the window, aimed carefully at a fruit peddler's 
wagon, and plopped the traffic cop at the nearest crossing neatly on the 
ear with the magazine. He doesn't know to this day who threw it. And 
yet I did get something from the magazine-the picture of shining blue 
and white kitchens, where happy brides in frilly dresses were preparing 
carrots either for their husbands or the rabbits, I never could decide 
which. 

Since the Helpful Hints were no help to me, I had to work out my 
own schemes, and I don't mind passing on some of the things I learned. 

For instance, when you cook a dish your husband doesn't like make 
it a one-dish meal. Then you have the satisfaction of seeing him eat it 
anyhow, and you can say: "But my dear, turnips are good for you." 
Mention vitamines. I don't know of anything that will subdue a man 
quicker than vitamines. 
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"Oh, to hell with the vitamines," he will say, "they make me sick." 
But he is impressed,just the same. 

Here is a tip concerning marketing. If you are in doubt about the 
freshness of the vegetables at the green grocer's, ask the Greek in charge. 

"Lettuce fresh? Oh my, yiss! Just got it in an hour ago .... " and 
by the time he has finished his panegyric you are ready to fight all 
comers for the dejected looking head of lettuce. He has convinced you 
that you have secured a bargain, and if that is not just as good as really 
getting a bargain, I don't know what is. You cannot tell the difference 
by consulting your pocketbook toward the end of the week; it will be 
empty anyhow, and you will be living on beans and rye bread as usual. 

I have never been able to keep a household account book. If there 
isn't any bread in the box, no amount of figuring in a book is going to 
put it there, so you might as well go out and buy some, if you have the 
money, or go without if you haven't. 

At any rate, there's no necessity now for me to keep accounts, or 
to starve, either. Yesterday I gave up trying to get a housekeeper, 
and we started living at a hotel and having our meals sent up. You see, 
I am now working for Charming Cupboards, a magazine for the house
wife, and it pays well. What do I do on it? I draw pictures of shining 
blue and white kitchens where happy brides in frilly dresses are pre
paring carrots either for their husbands or the rabbits, I never can decide 
which. 

The Tinsel Baby 
By EVELYN HEIDENRICH 

(The Missourian Magazine} 

The Tinsel Baby lay at the bottom of the steps leading down from 
the toy shop. Her eyes stared up at the stars, a trifle crossed, it is true, 
for the ink with which Peter had sketched the features of her face had 
run a little at the corners. One leg was doubled up under her head-a 
grotesque position automatically assumed when Herr Handel, the owner 
of the shop, had thrown her out after Peter's retreating back-and an 
arm informally embraced the sidewalk. 

The Tinsel Baby was as responsible for Peter's dismissal as Peter 
was responsible for her creation. Earlier that morning, the material 
forming her supple body had hung from the ceiling in the shop, adding 
to the air of Christmas festivity with which Herr Handel sought to 
induce customers to buy his wares. Peter, Herr Handel's assistant, being 
alone for a moment in a lull that comes even on Christmas eve, and 
looking for entertainment, hit upon a unique form of pleasure. It was an 



WRITTEN BY STUDENTS IN JOURNALISM 119 

idea as erratic as Peter, for who ever heard of a doll so prickly and glittery 
that it could not be held in little arms, and pressed to little hearts. 
A doll should be of wax, or of china, or even of stuffed cloth; anything so 
long as it can be cradled. 

Peter thought nothing of that. For that matter, he never thought, 
people said, except in connection with his reed pipe he had whittled him
self, and upon which he played rare and weird sad and happy tunes. To 
fashion a doll out of the shining stuff took hold of his fancy, so he pulled 
down the piece of tinsel, and, sitting, crosslegged beside the stove, cut 
it into different lengths. With bits of string he tied lengths together, 
and there took shape beneath his fingers an arm, a leg, another arm, 
another leg, and finally at the top-much tied and very wobbly-a head. 

Then Peter, with a crow of delight, held it from him and studied it 
carefully. A face! Even a tinsel doll should have a face, so with Herr 
Handel's pen, and a great spattering of ink, he rapidly sketched in the 
features that gave it a singularly whimsical expression. 

At last it was done, and Peter placed it upon a chair. Bowing gravely 
before it he said, "Oh, Tinsel Baby, you are a quaint and lovely thing. 
Yours is not the beauty of the dolls most popular on Christmas day; 
yours is the beauty of another land, another world. Your limbs are full 
of grace." 

He arranged a flexible arm behind the head, and the effect was so 
like a human posture that he stopped and stared. Perhaps there will be 
some among you who think along with others that Peter was somewhat 
foolish. 

"Then, too," he continued, after a moment, "you are quite different 
from waxen dolls in that you have s soul. A Peter sort of soul, only," 
and here he stopped sadly, "where Peter sees and fails, you may succeed." 

His speech delighted him, and he was so engrossed in it that he did 
not hear Herr Handel enter. 

Tinsel was the color of the gold that Herr Handel coveted and the 
sight of a single piece of it broken up, and therefore desecrated, infuriated 
him. He screamed at Peter: 

"You fool! You crazy, blundering, fool! You haff ruined my stock. 
Ged oudt. This iss nod the first time, bud itt vill be the last. Take your 
whistle and get oudt." 

Peter did not wait for a second invitation. He turned and ran lightly 
towards the door, waving to Herr Handel, just before he disappeared 
into the night. 

"Und," shrieked the latter, "take this." 
And he threw the Tinsel Baby out into the darkness. That is how 

she came to be lying upon the sidewalk, staring up at the stars. 
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Just about this time, a lovely lady in a big stone house, was lying 
across her bed weeping sadly. Her tears fell upon silken covers but even 
their delightful softness could not stop her. And downstairs a young 
man in a high silk hat flung out of the door and into a waiting taxi. 

He was a sad young man in appearance, and it was a shame that the 
lovely lady upstairs was responsible for his demeanor. It was a double 
shame because of the sorrow it caused her to hurt him. 

Inside the taxi he gave the driver an address and settled back 
morosely. 

"Christmas eve!" he said to himself," and everybody happy. Not 
a soul but feels like dancing and singing. I wish that she could see that 
this is no time for tears." 

Reflecting on this remark, he sat watching the streets as they sped 
by. Presently the taxi driver turned and spoke: 

"I have to pass a toy shop on the way, sir. You don't mind if I 
stop for a package my wife got for the children, do you? Just take a 
second." 

Thus it was that the taxi stopped in front of Herr Handel's shop, 
and the young man noticed the bit of tinsel, reflected in the moonlight. 
Watching it, he continued with his thoughts. They ran something like 
this: 

"She is selfish. On a night like this everyone should be happy. It is 
Christmas eve. Good will towards everyone. And she chooses to 
quarrel.'' 

Just then the tinsel shone with unusual brightness, and, for a reason 
that he could not fathom, the young man climbed out of the taxi and 
walked over to where the Tinsel Baby lay. Picking it up, he examined it 
-the long arms and legs, the slender body, the wabbly head. The face 
of the Tinsel Baby was rather blurred in the dim light, but the eyes where 
the ink had run at the corners, crinkled up at him with friendly attitude. 

As he looked, a peculiar thing happened, for although the air was 
cold, a warm feeling stole over him. He felt as if, somewhere, a door 
had opened, and he had walked into a room glowing with light. Some
thing danced in his heart. He smiled. 

Holding the Tinsel Baby in one hand, he wondered what tragic 
question had been on his mind the moment before. Someone was selfish 
and cruel-that was it. Suddenly he laughed aloud. Absurd! How 
could one so lovely, with such golden hair and blue eyes, be selfish 
and cruel? He laughed into the inky eyes. How indeed! Rather, she 
was childishly hurt. The word startled him! With his foolish pride, 
he had hurt a fragile lovely thing. What was he to do? 
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So it was that the taxi driver who had left a silent, morose individual, 
came out and found an eager young man who jumped into the taxi 
and cried, "Back to where we came from!" The driver, full of the Christ
mas cheer that Herr Handel's tinsel-hung shop had given him, started 
the car, too full of peace towards the world and good will towards men to 
question the eccentricities of his passenger. 

The Tinsel Baby lay where she had been flung by his careless hand. 
One leg was doubled up under her head, and her arms lay limply on the 
sidewalk. But her eyes stared up at the stars, and who can tell what she 
could see? 

As for Peter, he was never seen again. He is probably wandering 
in some corner of the earth, blowing rare and weird, sad and happy tunes 
upon his pipe. 
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Australians Defeated by M. U. Debaters 
By ]oYCE SwAN 

[The Columbia Mi ssourian] 

The University of Missouri debaters, speaking for the affirmative, 
won the debate last night in defense of the subject: "Resolved, that pro
hibition is desirable and should be retained" against a team from the 
University of Sydney, Australia. 

Before the debate began, each member of the audience was told to 
write his opinion concerning the question on the ballot. The per
centage of people whose opinions were changed by the debate deter
mined the winners. Of sixty-eight persons who originally voted against 
prohibition twelve were won to the other side by the Missouri men, 
while of the 340 who voted for prohibition, the Australians converted 
only thirty-three to their position. According to the percentage esti
mate, the Missouri men were adjudged to be 17 per cent efficient and 
the Australians only 9.7 per cent. A total of 408 votes were cast. 

Personal banter and repartee were exchanged freely, but in the main, 
the Missouri men relied upon cold, statistical evidence which led one of 
the Australians to remark, in defense of his own case, that "dullness 
is not necessarily synonymous with veracity." The visitors, on the other 
hand, were more inclined to maintain a humorous vein throughout their 
argument. Too, they based their arguments more upon the ordinary 
facts of observation rather than upon systematically compiled statistics. 

The affirmative built its case upon the beneficial results of prohi
bition in the United States during the last seven years. 

They maintained that if prohibition could be proved to have bene
fitted the country during that time, then, all theories disregarded, it was 
a good thing and should be retained. They then set about to prove that 
prohibition has been a tremendous social and economic success, quoting 
as their authority such men as Herbert Hoover, secretary of commerce; 
Roger Babson, the statistician; and Prof. Irving Fisher, head of the 
economics department of Yale. 

On the defensive side, Missouri sought to overthrow the personal 
liberty argument of their opponents by demonstrating that prohibition 
was a social measure. They maintained that prohibition did express 
the will of the American people, and pointed out that not only was pro
hibition ratified by a greater number of states than any other amend
ment to the Constitution, but that the American people had since elect
ed six dry Congresses in succession. 

The negative maintained that they were heartily in favor of tem
perance and of liquor regulation, but that prohibition was an unnecessa-
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rily extreme measure. As such, they maintained that it was an evil: 
First, because it was a violation of personal liberty; second, because it 
raised new problems, such as the disrespect for law, and the corrup
tion of the police force of the country, and aggravated old problems; 
and, last, because it was not and could not be made effective in view 
of our geographic position and the nature of our judicial and legislative 
system. 

After the debate, while the vote was being counted, the audience was 
permitted to question the debaters. A number of questions were asked 
the Australians concerning the operation of liquor restriction in their 
own country. They explained that their hotels, as their saloons are 
called, are under a very strict licensing sys tem, and that they are per
mitted to sell liquor only between the hours of 6 o'clock in the morning 
to 6 o'clock at night. 

The members of the Australian team who debated last night were: 
John R. Godsall and N. D. McIntosh. Members of the Missouri team 
were: George Wise and Jean Paul Bradshaw. Bradshaw, who had been 
confined in the University Hospital for several days on account of a 
cold, left the hospital in order to meet the Australians, but returned 
immediately after the debate. 

C olumbians Visit Daniel Boone Home 
By WARREN W. LUNDGREN 

{The Columbia Missourian} 

"I'll bet you haven't been up this early in ten years," said E. W. 
Stephens as he surveyed the members of the Boone County Historical 
Society, who were swarming into their chartered bus at 7 o'clock Satur
day morning. 

Fifteen members of the club were soon in their sea ts, ready to start 
the 120-mile trip to visit the old house in St. Charles County in which 
Daniel Boone spent the last years of his life. Two other members had 
already started in a touring car. 

As soon as the bus reached the highway the passengers started to 
point out old landmarks that called up historical stories. 

"There's_ the old church of Millersburg, built back in '54," began 
someone, and a discussion of the old churches followed. 

After Millersburg had been passed another historian said, "And over 
there is where they found that Daniel Boone stone with the inscription, 
'1806' on it." 

"He must have left that as a marker when he went to Boonville 
and discovered the salt beds," ventured another. 
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As the bus rounded the bend into Fulton, one member proudly 
boasted "I heard Jeff Davis speak under that tree, that white oak over 
there, back in '76 or '77. That used to be the old fair grounds, and the 
day he spoke there, acres of people were out to hear him." 

Once in Fulton, Mr. Stephens halted the bus in front of the court
house and explained the history of the monument erected in the court
yard, in honor of James Callaway, grandson of Daniel Boone. The 
monument, about ten feet in height, was made possible through the ef
forts of a minister, Dr. Burnham, who traveled over Callaway and Boone 
counties on horseback, soliciting funds for its erection. 

As the travelers proceeded, the scenes of the battle of More's Hill, 
near Calwood, were pointed out. Here it was that Gen. Joseph Porter 
with his Confederate soldiers battled the Union troops under General 
Guitar. 

The old site of Jones' tanyard next attracted the attention of the 
historians. A monument has been erected by the Daughters of the Ameri
can Revolution at this celebrated point, which nearly a hundred years 
ago boasted of a thriving industry. 

A short time later a stop was made at Mineola. This village is locat
ed in the valley, with high hills forming an autumn colored background. 

Mr. Stephens introduced Mr. Crane, a resident of Mineola, a man 
who has done much in furthering the good road movement in that sec
tion. Mr. Crane said that Capt. Callaway was buried about three and a 
half miles from this town. 

In Mineola, where now a bungalow stands there was once located the 
old Van Bibber Tavern, built about 1821, and operated by Nathan 
Boone for many years. 

Across the road is located a salt spring. In speaking of the spring 
and the town, Mr. Stephens said that Mineola is destined to become the 
most popular place between St. Louis and Kansas City. 

After passing through the deserted village of Danville, viewing the 
first women's college in Missouri and the other villages along the way, the 
bus arrived in Wentzville at about 11 o'clock. 

A few miles out of Wentzville the bus became grounded while try
ing to traverse a steep dip in the road. After a half hour of labor, with 
the aid of picks, shovels and timbers the members were able to push the 
bus from its position. Then many of the hardships of Daniel Boone were 
recalled. For about a quarter of a mile the historians were forced to walk 
up a steep, winding incline. 

Finally the travelers arrived at the old Boone home, and were made 
welcome by Col. Francis M. Curlee and his wife who own the old home · 
built by Nathan Boone, Daniel's son, about 1808 or 1809. The party was 
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also joined by the two members in the touring car and Ovid Bell, editor 
of the Evening Gazette of Fulton. 

The colonel and his wife made the historians feel perfectly at home 
and explained thoroughly the details of the home and the property. 

The first thing that attracted the visitors, after they had seen the 
exterior of the house, was the famous old oak tree in the yard, under which 
Daniel Boone used to sit, in rendering his verdicts as a syndic. 

Built of stone, the house is nearly sixty feet wide, two stories in 
height, in addition to a large cellar and garret and is almost as well pre
served as the day it was built. Loop holes are located in the north side 
of the house, this indicating that there were still unfriendly Indians in 
the vicinity when the structure was built. The dwelling is built on a slight 
decline, overlooking a wide, fertile valley which is hemmed in by a series 
of rugged hills. 

Facing the hills on the south, the home has two wide verandas, from 
which one may survey the entire valley and the surrounding country for 
miles. 

As one enters from the front door, he finds himself in a wide hallway, 
with a door opening into the parlor or living room to the left, a door to 
the kitchen on the right, and a stairway leading upstairs, also to the right. 
The staircase is the original material, although the floor and steps have 
had to be replaced with white oak, as the original had been eaten away 
by ants. The fact that the staircase faces the south might help to confirm 
the supposition that that was originally the front entrance to the house. 

Col. Curlee has gone to considerable expense in restoring the house 
to its original state. Varnish which had been applied to most of the wood
work was all removed. In fact it took eight men working six weeks to 
remodel the home. Only two structural changes have been made and 
these are minor ones. The rearranging of the stairway to the attic, and 
the addition of a window in the attic. 

Each room contains a well-constructed fireplace, with a finely carved 
mantlepiece to suit. The living room is extremely large and is lighted by 
two sets of windows. The window casements are nearly two feet wide 
and are walnut. On either side of the fireplace are huge built-in cabinets, 
about six feet in width, extending from floor to ceiling. They are finished 
in well-polished walnut. The ceiling is constructed like the old log cabins 
with heavy beams and cross beams. 

A kitchen and a bedroom are also included on the first floor. The 
bedroom was the room in which Daniel Boone died. The upper story 
contains two rooms and a hallway. The bed rooms resemble the parlor 
in arrangement, each of them containing the well-built fireplace and the 
high built-in cabinets. 
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The garret contains two rooms, the one a large one and the other 
smaller in size. Original ax-hewn laths are to be found in the one attic 
room. 

Throughout the entire dwelling, are treasures that have been col
lected by the colonel and his wife. An old Chippendale bedstead, prob
ably two hundred years old, is to be found in one of the rooms. The entire 
home is equipped with the best and most appropriate furnishings that 
can be obtained. 

After the visitors had viewed all the relics and antiques, a lunch was 
served on one of the verandas overlooking the surrounding country. 

After talks by Col. Curlee, Mr. Stephens, Floyd Shoemaker, secre
tary of the State Historical Society, Mr. Vandiver, P. S. Quinn, and 
Ovid Bell, the historians took leave of their hosts and started on the home
ward journey. 

As it had begun to rain, the return trip was a difficult one. The 
pavement was all right, but the detours delayed the travelers consider
ably. At one time the bus was detained for nearly an hour by another 
bus which was stalled ahead. 

News that the Cardinals had won brought contentment and happi
ness to the men, but the miring reduced the joy. At Fulton the news of 
Missouri's victory also produced enthusiasm. This was partly deadened 
when the bus ran out of gasoline about five miles out of Fulton. · After 
an hour's stop-over the passengers were transferred to another bus. This 
in turn had a blowout. After this trouble had been remedied, the bus 
proceeded as far as the bridge at Hinkson Creek. There the travelers 
crossed the bridge on foot and were transferred to another bus. 

At 11 o'clock Saturday night the historians arrived home. 

First Game in New Stadium 
By ToM M A H ONEY 

[The Columbia Mi ssourianj 

Clad in multi-colored slickers, 10,000 persons, the second largest 
crowd ever to gather for a football game in Columbia, watched Mis
souri and Tulane battle to their scoreless tie on a gridiron of lakes, quag
mires, and unnumbered water hazards in the new Memorial Stadium 
Saturday. High state officials and presidents of the two universities were 
present. Only the Kansas game in 1925 attracted a larger or more bril
liant audience. 

Fields and stands had been baptised by the heaviest September 
rainfall in thirty-five years. A two hours' downpour, beginning shortly 
after noon and continuing with varying intensity un ti! a very few seconds 
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before the kickoff a little after 2'oclock, formally dedicated the sawdust
covered oval and concrete stands. 

Despite the drizzle, ticket holders began to arrive at 12:30o'clock 
garbed in slickers and galoshes and carrying umbrellas. Most of the early 
arrivals went into the Missouri cheering section at the center of the 
east stand. The University Band marched from Lathrop Hall to the 
stadium at 1 o'clock. Cheer leaders went into action at 1 :15 p. m. 

With rain falling in torrents the band played "I'm a Son," and the 
crowd began cheering. Bandsmen playing tubas, sousaphones, and other 
horns had to turn them up frequently to drain the water out. The cheer 
leaders directed the crowd through the entire repertoire of Tiger yells: 
"Varsity," "Dutchman," "Siss Boom", "Locomotive," "Deaf and Dumb," 
and the others. The spectacular "Deaf and Dumb" yell was repeated 
several times at the request of motion picture photographers. 

The crowd sang a verse of "It Ain't Gonna Rain No More," but 
the rain only came down harder. Half a hundred members of the "Raz
zers," historic Tiger cheering organization, took the field, most of them 
in natty white uniforms. After lockstepping around the gridiron it was 
impossible to tell what color the regalia was. 

A battery of field artillery fired a salute and cadet officers raised the 
United States flag on the pole at the south end of the field. The rain 
had slackened to a drizzle and the crowd stood while the band played the 
"Star-Spangled Banner." 

The golden dreams of Missouri students and alumni for the last 
thirty years had been realized. The stadium had been dedicated. It was 
a muddy dream, however. The playing field was covered with sodden 
sawdust. There were no yard-lines. Muddy rivulets marked the bounds. 
A sheet of water covered the north end-zone. 

Thunderous cheering greeted the Tigers when they gingerly took 
the field at 1 :58 o'clock. They were bare-legged and wearing special rub
ber pants. Many were wrapped in the heavy gray cowls, usually worn 
only in the coldest weather. 

Tulane's small but effective cheering section in the west stand had 
started functioning by this time, and was sending weird and startling 
noises across the field. The famous girl cheer leader of the Greenies 
did not appear and a rumor swept the crowd that she had returned to 
town and was to appear in a bathing suit of startling design. This proved 
to be unfounded. 

Accoutered with rain equipment similar to that of the Tigers, the 
champions of the South arrived at 2:07 p. m. The rain ceased. Capt. 
Gamble of Tulane won the toss and elected to defend the north goal, for 
no particular reason, he admitted, except that his team was at that end 
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of the field and it took so much energy to move about in the mire. 
Referee McBride managed to locate the 40-yard line without the aid of 
compass or sextant, though they would have been helpful, and the game 
started at 2:18. 

The Southerners · wore white jerseys and apparently used every 
eleventh number. In the starting line-up were 22, 33, 44, 66, 77, 88, 99. 
The Tigers wore new gilded helmets. After the first half dozen plays there 
were just twenty-two mud-covered, mire-coated figures almost unrecog
nizable in the clinging muck. Officials were in the same plight. 

The ball soon became a slick and soggy article, hard to catch, carry, 
or kick. A score of towels were required to wipe it during the first half. 
Play was far from spectacular. There was no chance for any back to 
start and hold his feet for more than a stride or two. The treacherous 
slime pulled down runners before they encountered tacklers. 

Between halves a basket of yellow chrysanthemums was carried 
across the field by four University women. Misses Virginia Wood, Hilda 
Jane Miller, Virginia Neller and Helen Louise Woodsmall, white-clad, 
galosh-shod, and escorted by cadet officers. Student President Jean Paul 
Bradshaw presented them to President A. B. Dinwiddie of Tulane. 

Miss Julia Ru th Henry, tiny auburn-haired daughter of the l\fissouri 
coach was carried across the muck by Cheer Leader Bill Scannell and 
presented a bouquet to Mrs. Harry Gamble, wife of the Tulane captain. 

The rival cheer leaders changed sides, the Tulane representative 
leading the Missouri section in a "Weep, Weep, Weep" yell. A string of 
pennants of Valley schools and Tulane, together with the 1924 and 1925 
championship emblems, was stretched at the south end of the stadium. 

Just before the start of the third period, an airplane swooped over 
the field and dropped a football wrapped in the Gold and Black of Mis
souri and Green and Purple of Tulane. Don Swofford and Maurice 
Moulder, fotmer Tiger stars who were scheduled to catch it, excused 
themselves on account of being poor swimmers. It fell near the north goal 
and was retrieved by a cheer leader. 

The crowd became excited in the last half standing most of the 
time after the Greenies began to thunder at the Tiger goal in the final 
quarter. A great gasp of relief went up when Byars punted out after 
Menville had carried the ball to the shadow of the Missouri goal. The 
traditional singing of "Old Missouri" closed the afternoon's program. 

Temporary traffic jams occurred on both Providence Road and 
Maryland Avenue following the game. A heavy limousine sank to the 
running board when it tried to go around the line on Providence Road. A 
stalled roadster in front of the Kappa Alpha Theta house delayed the 
one-way traffic being routed over Richmond Avenue from Maryland 
Avenue. 
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Former Governor Dockery Dies in Gallatin 
[The Columbia Missourian} 

Alexander M. Dockery, 81 years old, former governor of Missouri, 
and member of the Board of Curators of the University from 1872 to 
1882, died at his home in Gallatin, Mo., yesterday afternoon, after an 
illness of several months. 

Dockery had been suffering from an intestinal ailment for six years. 
His condition became worse recently, and for the past week a death 
watch was maintained at his bedside. 

The date of Dockery's funeral has not been fixed but the interment 
will be made at Chillicothe. The funeral will be held at Gallatin. The 
officers of the Masonic grand lodge of Missouri will officiate at the 
funeral. Dr. John Pickard of Columbia is grand master of Missouri 
Masons. 

Dockery was given the honorary degree of Doctor of Laws by the 
University in 1907. He was always interested in the progress of the 
University. 

He was nominated for governor on the democratic ticket in 1900 and 
was elected. He defeated Joseph Flory, the Republican nominee, by 
about 32,000 votes. His term as governor was characterized by a zeal
ous regard for governmental economics. 

Dockery was elected to Congress in 1882 and served continuously 
for sixteen years from the third Missouri district. While in Congress he 
became chairman of a commission which revised the government sys
tem of accounting, which effected great saving in public revenues. He 
was considered one of the ablest Democratic leaders that Missouri has 
had. 

Dockery was born Feb. 11, 1845, on a farm in Daviess County. 
He was educated in the public schools and at Macon Academy at Macon. 
Later he took up the study of medicine in the St. Louis Medical College, 
from which he was graduated as a physician in 1865. 

From manhood, Dockery was interested and active in public service. 
He was president of the board of education of Chillicothe from 1870 
to 1872. He served as a member of the Board of Curators of the 
University from 1872 to 1882. He was city councilman at Gallatin 
from 1878 to 1881, and was mayor of Gallatin from 1881 to 1883. 

Dockery practiced medicine at Chillicothe from 1866 to 1874. He 
quit the practice in 1874 and moved to Gallatin, where he became cash
ier of the Farmers' State Bank, of which he was one of the founders. 

Dockery gave much personal attention during his administration as 
governor to finances. He concluded during his term the payment of a 
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bonded indebtedness of $21,000,000 left over from the days when the 

state experimented in railroad subsidies. 
Every detail of government was important to Dockery. He scanned 

applications for paroles and pardons and devoted much time to matters 

which now are intrusted to clerks. Few days passed that he did not 

visit the penitentiary. 
As a physician he gave much attention to sanitation in the eleemosy

nary and penal institutions. 
Dockery came up in politics during the old convention days and was 

a power in their management. He had the knack of ironing out party 

wrinkles, of spreading harmony and of making those defeated take their 

political medicine more gracefully. 
Although not an orator in the accepted meaning of that word, still 

he had the power to sway Democratic audiences. He was great at making 

a speech of the "whoop 'em up" variety, which used to make tired 

Democratic delegates forget their bickerings. 
He presided as chairman of the Democratic State Convention in 

1886 and again in 1906. 
There have been few outstanding Democratic gatherings in Mis

souri in recent years when the former governor did not appear. Always he 

was called upon for a speech and he never lacked for appropriate things 
to say. 

When Woodrow Wilson was elected President, Dockery was ap

pointed third assistant postmaster general, a position which he held 

throughout the two Wilson administrations. 

Japanese Ambassador Presents Lantern 
By J. RUSSELL HEITMAN 

['The Columbia Mis sourian] 

Tsuneo Matsudaira, Japanese ambassador to the United States, this 

afternoon formally presented the stone lantern which the America-Japan 

Society of Tokyo has given to the School of Journalism. The presenta

tion was made at exercises held at the northeast corner of Jay H. Neff 

hall, where the lantern has been set up along with a tablet telling of its 
origin and dedication. 

An academic procession, including the ambassador and University 

faculty members marched down the west walk of the Francis Quadrangle 

from Jesse Hall to Jay H. Neff Hall between two columns of Univer

sity R. 0. T. C. cadets. As the procession left Jesse Hall, the customary 
ambassadorial salute of nineteen guns was fired. 

The lantern, which is more than seven feet tall, was unveiled by four 
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officers of the School of Journalism student body as President Stratton 
D. Brooks introduced Ambassador Matsudaira. The students taking 
part were: Don Reynolds, president; Raymond Miller, vice-president; 
Virginia Wood, secretary-treasurer; and Wilbur Moore, junior senator. 

Mr. Matsudaira spoke briefly in presenting the lantern on behalf of 
the America-} a pan Society, and then the procession adjourned to the 
University Auditorium where a special convocation was held. 

H. J. Blanton of Paris, Mo., editor of the Monroe County Appeal 
and a member of the Board of Curators, responded to the presentation, 
accepting the gift, and introducing the ambassador to the assembly. 

"The fame of the University of Missouri's School of Journalism has 
spread beyond the boundaries of this state," Mr. Matsudaira said in his 
speech, "and the gift which I present represents the sincere good-will 
and friendship of Japan and appreciation of the service .this institution 
has rendered the press of that country, both in training its sons and in 
sending its own sons to the Orient." He likened the press to the lantern, 
both being, he said, means by which enlightenment is spread. 

A survey of the America-} apan Society was given by Mr. Matsu
daira. He told who comprises the membership and the objects of the 
organization. The president, Prince Tokugawa, is also president of the 
House of Peers, the upper house of the Japanese parliament. 

Following this address, Dr. John Pickard, professor of classical ar
chaeology and the history of art, and chairman of the University Com
mittee on Honorary Degrees, recommended Mr. Matsudaira for the 
honorary degree of Doctor of Laws. In conferring the degree upon the 
ambassador, President Brooks addressed him as follows: 

"Tsuneo Matsudaira, Master of Arts of the Imperial University of 
Japan, student of law and politics, upon high and helpful missions for 
your government, in China, France, Russia, England, America; worthy 
representative of a great and friendly nation as ambassador to the United 
States, distinguished in diplomacy for eminent service as promoter of 
peace and concord through sympathetic understanding; scholar, writer, 
statesman: 

"By virtue of the authority invested in me by the Board of Curators, 
I hereby confer upon you the honorary degree of Doctor of Laws, with 
all the honors and privileges thereto appertaining." 

The Rev. Dr. S. Willis McKelvey of Kansas City pronounced the 
invocation and the benediction at the convocation. The processional and 
the recessional marches were played by the University orchestra, which 
also played "Dawn" from "A Day in Venice," by Nevin, and "Old Mis-

. " soun. 
Besides Mr. Matsudaira, the Japanese party, which has been enter-
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tained extensively today, includes the following: F. Morita, secretary 
to the Japanese embassy; Teijiro Tamura, Japanese consul at Chicago; 
and James E. Smith, honorary Japanese consul at St. Louis. The party 
was met in Centralia last night by three Japanese students of the Uni
versity; Goro Ida, Toshi Sato, and Shigeo Soga. 

University officials greeted the ambassador upon his arrival here 
last night. This morning the party was entertained at breakfast, and at 
noon luncheon in its honor was given by the Round Table Club at Harris'. 
Following the convocation a tea was held at President Brooks' home. 

Tonight the visitors will be honored at a banquet to be held at the 
Knights of Columbus Students' Home. The ambassador will be the 
principal speaker, and Dean Walter Williams of the School of Journalism 
will act as toastmaster. 

Following the banquet, the party will leave for St. Louis, where Mr. 
Matsudaira will address the Chamber of Commerce at a banquet to
morrow. He will address the student body of Washington University 
Thursday morning, before returning to Washington, D. C. 

London, England, and Columbia Exchange 
Greetings 

By MILLARD COPE 

['The Columbia Missourianj 

This article won honorable mention in the contest for the Homer Croy Prize in 
Journalism, I 926-27. 

London, Central 4771. 
"Hello!" 
"Hello." 
"This is Keen speaking." 
"This is Turner talking from the School of Journalism at Columbia. 

How is every thing in London?" 
"Fine, everything's going strong. The United Press wants to give a 

cordial greeting to Dean Williams. Tell him when he comes to London he 
must give us enough time so that we can have the opportunity to enter
tain him. Will you do that?" 

"I certainly shall." 
"Ralph D. Blumenfeld of the London Daily Express is unable to 

come to the phone but he has given us a message for you." 
"All right, I'll take it now." 
"He says to express the best wishes of the British press to the news

paper men gathered there. The British and American journalists have 
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the greatest enterprise and initiative in news presentation of all the world. 
No great gathering of newspaper makers has failed to have a beneficial 
influence on our high calling. We send our best felicitations to Missouri 
journalists." 

"Give my regards to everybody, and everybody back here in 
Missouri sends their best." 

The call lasted six minutes and cost $162. The charge for the first 
three minutes was $81 and for each additional minute it was $27. 

Columbia, Mo., and London, England, 4277 miles away and the 
Atlantic ocean between them, exchanged greetings over long distance 
telephone at 11 o'clock this morning. Ralph H. Turner, known as 
"Scoop" Turner during his University days, asked for the long distance 
operator and placed the call before 400 impatient and eager Journalism 
Week guests in the auditorium of Jay H. Neff Hall. 

The demonstration was presented during the eighteenth annual 
Journalism Week, recording history through the courtesy of the United 
Press Associations. 

"Sixty years ago Queen Victoria sent President Buchanan the first 
message to cross the Atlantic through cables, expressing wishes that the 
invention would strengthen ties of international friendship," Dean 
Walter Williams told the listening visitors. 

This morning as sun shone brightly in Columbia, London was being 
swept by a cold wave, but the warmth of friendship, developed as Queen 
Victoria had wished it to do, put the two cities as close as a next door 
neighbor. 

"Give my regards to everybody," Mr Turner said when he talked in
to the telephone and started his voice on a four thousand mile journey. 
"You bet," returned Webb Miller, in charge of the United Press offices 
in London. 

Best wishes were sent Dean Williams by the entire London office of 
the United Press, Mr. Miller said. 

On the platform, with headphones with which to listen in on the 
message were: Stratton D. Brooks, President of the University; W. J. 
Hetzler, mayor of Columbia; John L. Meyer, editor of the National 
Printer-Journalist; Jason Rogers, manager of the Kansas City Journal
Post; J.P. Hamel, telegraph editor of the Columbia Tribune; C. L. Ho
bart, president of the Missouri Press Association; Elmo Scott Watson, 
editor of the Publishers' Auxiliary; Isak Le Grange, most remote student 
in the School of Journalism and a subject of England, of Cape Town, 
South Africa; Ralph H. Turner, of the United Press Association; Prof. 
Frank L. Martin, of the School of Journalism; Dean Walter Williams 
and his secretary, Miss Cannie Quinn. 
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As this dozen listened to Mr. Miller talking across the Atlantic, his
tory was being recorded in the United States. It was the first trans
Atlantic telephone call from Columbia. 

Telephone wires carried the message to Long Island, New York, 
over lines of the Southwestern Bell Telephone Company and the Ameri
can Telephone and Telegraph Company. From the broadcasting station 
of the Radio Corporation of America on Long Island, the message floated 
swiftly across the ocean, picked up on the English coast and carried by 
wire to London over lines of the British Postal System. 

"It is almost too miraculous to believe," Dean Williams said,"that 
the human voice can be carried around the world. The demonstration is 
a historic event and shows the development of news transmission facil
ities." 

"Mr. Turner will now talk to London," the dean announced. 
"Hello. Long distance? This is Ralph Turner at Neff Hall. I want 

to talk to Webb Miller in London. His telephone number is Central 4771. 
Will you call me? Thank you." 

The crowd laughed and gossip began. The room was packed and 
many had to stand in the hall. The noise become too much and the dean 
rapped with his gavel for order. The crowd became nervous and the 
telephone rang to quiet them. London, though, was not quite ready. 

"Minutes of waiting are longer than minutes of action,"the dean re
minded his students, former students and guests. "It is now 5 o'clock in 
London," he added. 

The telephone rang. 
"Hello. Hello. Hell o, " Mr. Turner answered. 
"This is Keen speaking," the first answer came. Ed L. Keen is gen

eral European manager of the United Press. 
The dean was listening, his face resting in his hand. Those on the plat

form, guests of honor, smiled as the message came in and the crowd won
dered, guessed and became excited, nervous, moved in their seats. 

News stories started coming in, and Columbia, 4000 miles away from 
London, was getting news while it was news. 

May Preserve Bingham Art in Old Home 
['The Columbia Missourian} 

Purchase of the home of George C. Bingham at Arrow Rock, the 
conservation of his paintings and the decision to bring one of them to Co
lumbia for inspection and possible purchase, were matters discussed at 
the meeting of the Boone County Historical Association at Harris' last 
night. 
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E. W. Stephens, president of the association, announced that he had 
just about completed arrangements whereby the property may be re
tained by the state as a historical shrine. Following this there was a 
general discussion of the artist, the location of his remaining paintings, 
and possible steps to save these pictures and have them given a more 
prominent display than they are now accorded. The idea of having a 
Bingham gallery on the University campus was suggested. 

A picture, now in Iowa, and said to be an original Bingham, will be 
brought here by the association and placed on exhibition with a view to 
purchasing it as a beginning of this movement. The picture is offered to 
the association for $250. 

Preceding this discussion Dr. John Ashton, former editor of the 
Breeders' Gazette and authority on livestock, spoke. His speech dealt 
with the beginnings of the development of purebred stock in Missouri, 
their sources and the men who were leading factors in the industry's 
advancement. 

This history, which Dr. Ashton has been spending much time in fer
reting out by visiting long-established farms, interviewing, and search
ing old records, deals with Boone County. The names of the men as
sociated with the records are those of the fathers and grandfathers of a 
number of the residents of Columbia today. 

Dr. Ashton cited a fair held in Columbia in 1835 at which David 
Gordon, William Johnson and Lowden Snell were the judges and at 
which A. W. Rollins, William Stone, D. M. Hickman, Eli Bass, Chris 
Morrow, and Archibald W. Turner, all men known to pioneer Colum
bians, received awards. He brought out how that, in connection with 
their political achievements, industrial labors and other activities these 
families continued to sponsor and improve livestock in the state. 

He then touched on the development of the mule industry that has 
gained Missouri fame, showing how the Santa Fe Trail was a factor in 
this business, bringing the mules from the Southwest. He produced 
several old letters which he had unearthed in his searches and, with the 
aid of these and some old handbills dealing with mules, further traced 
the growth of the industry, giving much local color to the events he 
narrated. Among these bills was an old handbill printed by the Ste
phens Publishing Company regarding a jack owned by Thomas B. 
Hickman. 

The association also decided to take a trip to Jefferson City in the 
latter part of this month as part of their yearly schedule of visiting his
torically famous places. 
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M. U. Professor Furnishes Data for Coolidge 
By L. H. LEPIDUS 

['The St . Louis Post-Dispatch] 

Columbia, Mo., Feb. 21.-When President Coolidge addressed 

the Pan-American Press Congress at Washington April 8, 1926, he 

won approval of his careful presentation of facts concerning the culture 

of the Latin-American nations. Extracts from his talk were widely 

printed, quoted and generally commended. 

"El Estudiante de Espanol," a monthly periodical published in 

New York from October to May each year, printed part of the speech 

in its November issue, and the rest in the December number. In the 

November issue it ran a full-page editorial commending the speech of 

the President. 

Some students at the University of Missouri noted the document. 

Believing it to resemble, in part, "The New Latin America," a book 

by Dr. J. Warshaw, chairman of the Spanish department at the school, 

an investigation of the matter was undertaken. In the final analysis, 

the speech showed a striking resemblance to material found in the book. 

When Dr. Warshaw was shown the result, he admitted that the 

speech showed a close resemblance to "The New Latin America," but 

declined to make a further statement. 

That the author of the speech was familiar with the work of the 

Missouri professor is indicated by the fact that he quotes two passages 

verbatim from "The New Latin America." Dr. Warshaw is not men

tioned by name, but as "one of our writers." 

A close study of the remainder of the speech shows that not more 

than three paragraphs are not a digest of material found in the book of 

Dr. Warshaw. The President starts with a four-sentence introduction 

deploring the ignorance of Americans concerning Latin America. Then 

he says: "No less than eight institutions of higher learning were founded 

prior to the establishment in 1636 of H arvard, the oldest university in 

the United States. The Royal and Pontifical University of St. Paul, in 

Mexico, and the Greater University of St. Mark, in Lima, both were 

chartered by royal decree in the year 1551." 

On page 228 of "The New Latin America," the Missouri professor 

says: "Eight universities had been established in Latin America before 

the foundation of Harvard College in 1636. Two of them, the University 

of San Pablo in Mexico and that of San Marcos in Lima, were created in 

1551 and the University of Santo Domingo in 1558." 

The President continues: "Printing in the new world first appeared 
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in Latin America. The first printing press this side of the Atlantic was 
set up in Mexico in 1535." 

On page 258, Dr. Warshaw writes: "The printing press, first 
set up in the new world in Mexico in 1535, published spiritual tracts, 
primitive news leaflets and catechisms in the native Indian tongues." 

After four more sentences, the President says: "In any consideration 
of the comparative progress and achievements of Latin America and the 
United States, we must remember that the United States had the ad
vantage of a national existence for more than 40 years before the Latin 
American countries had become independent. The Battle of Yorktown, 
which marked the end of our Revolution, was in 1771, while the decisive 
battle for Latin American independence was fought at Ayacucho, Peru, 
in 1824." 

On page 3, Dr. Warshaw writes: "Now, approximately 40 years-to 
be exact, 43 years-marks the lead which we have had over Latin 
America in free self-development, unshackled by the repressive fetters 
of a monarchical government. The decisive battle of the Revolutionary 
War, that of Yorktown, took place in 1781. Reckoning from that date, 
we were 99 years old in independence in 1880. The decisive battle for 
Latin American independence was fought at Ayacucho, Peru, in 1824." 

Then the President continues: "Since about 1876, these independent 
republics have been expanding commercially at a rapid rate. The follow
ing are very striking figures, although prepared some years ago. In 1919, 
with a population under 80,000,000, the total foreign commerce of 
Latin American countries amounted to over $5,000,000,000. With these 
figures, compare those of the United States in 1900, when our population 
was about 76,000,000 and our foreign commerce less than $2,500,000,-
000." 

This follows the same line of reasoning as does Dr. Warshaw's 
book, on pages 3 and 4. Some of the figures used are identical. However, 
for the most part, the figures used by the President are of a later period. 

Next, the President says: "Historians refer to the nineteenth cen
tury as distinguished by the development of the United States; Elihu 
Root, after his official visit, said in 1906: "I believe that no student can 
help seeing that the twentieth century will be the century of phenomenal 
development in South America. Theodore Roosevelt made a similar 
statement at the time of his trip to Brazil in 1914." 

On page 2, Dr. Warshaw writes: " 'I believe,' declared Theodore 
Roosevelt in 1914, while on his South American expedition, 'that the 
present century is the century of South America.' 

"Eight years before, Mr. Root, habitually less emphatic, but not 
less foresighted, had expressed the same idea. 
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"At a banquet that was given last winter to a great and distin
guished man, Lord Grey, Governor-General of Canada, he said: 'The 
nineteenth century was the century of the United States; the twentieth 
century will be the century of Canada.' I should feel surer as a prophet 
If I were to say: 'The twentieth century will be the century of South 
America.' I believe, with him in the great development of Canada; but 
just as the nineteenth century was the century of phenomenal develop
ment of North America, I believe that no student can help seeing 
that the twentieth century will be the century of phenomenal develop
ment in South America." 

After asserting in one sentence that time has tended to prove the 
correctness of these prophecies, the President dwells on the size of 
Latin America, unappreciated by citizens of the United States. This 
resembles the material in the book, pages 9 and 10, and page 3. Then 
follow four sentences without exact analogy in the book. Next comes the 
quotation from "one of our noted writers," found on page 268 of the 
book. 

The President then discusses Sarmiento, using the same facts and 
reasoning found on pages 268-269 of the book. Then he discusses 
Latin-American art, music and other forms of culture, along the lines 
Dr. Warshaw develops on pages 260, 272-274. 

Next, President Coolidge tells of the popularity of music and drama 
in Latin America and of the theaters there. The material resembles 
that of the book, page 277. Then the President tells of Latin-America's 
great scientists, the material resembling that of the book, pages 277 and 
278. 

The next paragraph of the speech is devoted to education in Latin 
America. It resembles page 229 of the book, and also includes the quota
tion concerning normal schools, found on page 243 of "The New Latin
America." 

The President says that in recent years has come a profound realiza
tion that the commercial interests of Latin-America and the United 
States have a strong natural bond. After this sentence he talks of Latin
American shipping, along the lines the Missouri professor develops on 
pages 33 to 35 and page 131. Next, the President tells of United States 
capital invested in Latin-America as Dr. Warshaw does on page 310. 
Here ends the portion of the speech printed in the November number of 
"The Spanish Student," that is "El Estudiante Espanol." 

In the small remainder of the speech, printed in the December is
sue of the periodical, all the material resembles extracts from "The 
New Latin-America." First, the President talks of the United States 
branch banks in Latin-American cities, as does Dr. Warshaw on page 131. 
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Then the President tells of United States commerce with Latin 
American countries. The figures are later, but the composition and 
reasoning are analogous to those in the book, pages 107 to 109 and 317. 

The President then tells of the rapid development and improve
ment of Latin American cities, as the Missouri professor does on pages 
22 to 24. 

The speech continues: "No newspapers in the world have a higher 
rank than some of those in Latin America. I understand the amount of 
cable matter contained in our press for a good many years did not begin 
to compare with what was to be found in the leading dailies of the 
southern republics. Several of these newspapers have buildings equal, if 
not superior, to those in our country. One newspaper in particular is 
notable for public service outside the mere publication of news. It 
maintains free legal and medicine bureaus, show-rooms for the display 
of things intimately connected with agricultural, stock-raising, and the 
chemical industries. Also it furnishes auditoriums for lectures, plays, 
concerts, and other gatherings. It approaches a university." 

The foregoing is similar to material found in Dr. Warshaw' book, 
pages 23, 216, 252, and 253. On page 23, Dr. Warshaw says "La Prensa 
has one of the best equipped, most imposing and most useful journalistic 
buildings in the world, costing $3,000,000, and what is considered nearly 
the best if not actually the best, of foreign news services." Starting at the 
bottom of page 252, and continuing through page 253, the Missouri 
professor says: 

"La Prensa, the great Argentine daily, whose owners have always 
worked for public enlightenment, includes in the magnificent building 
in which it is housed a public reading room and auditorium in which 
lectures open to the public are regularly given. 

"The education afforded by the admirable newspapers of Latin
America would alone be sufficient to destroy medievalism and im
plant a modern civilization in a relatively short space." 

The speech closes: "It is particularly gratifying to have present 
at this gathering men whose character and reputation are recognized 
internationally, including one who bears a name which for three genera
tions has stood for the best in journalism." 

There can scarcely be any doubt that the President has gone to the 
work of a Missouri professor for practically everything in one of his 
most important speeches. Apparently Prof. Warshaw's book has best 
expressed the thoughts of President regarding Latin-America and our 
relations with it. President Coolidge has not mentioned Prof. Warshaw's 
name or his book, but Prof. Warshaw feels he has paid a great compli
ment in drawing upon him so copiously. 
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Renew Betrothal After Thirty-five Years 
By MARJORIE MAE BOND 

['The Covumbia Missourian} 

After having lost track of each other for thirty-five years, Miss 
Marie Crouch, chaperon of the Chi Beta Epsilon sorority, and George B. 
Acton of Bingham, Utah, University of Missouri sweethearts in 1888, 
have met again and are to be married in the spring. ., 

Mr. Acton heard that Miss Crouch had returned to Columbia, 
through the society column of the Missourian when she was announced 
as a sorority chaperon at the beginning of this school year. He had been 
in Columbia three years ago to find her, but could get no trace of her. 

The betrothed were sweethearts when they attended the University 
thirty-nine years ago. Miss Crouch studied two years in t he University 
of Missouri. She then taught at the Providence School. Since then she 
has been traveling over the South and West for the Rhodes Publishing 
and Advertising Company. Her headquarters have been at Seattle, 
Wash., for the last three years. When she was asked to become a chap
eron at Missouri, she accepted both for the pleasure she would derive 
from contact with her alma mater and because she would be near her 
father, A. M. Crouch, 1510 Richardson Street. 

Mr. Acton finished only his first year here, and after working a year 
went west. He has traveled extensively, having been abroad three times. 
He has been working for the Southern P acific Railway Company with 
his headquarters in Bingham for fourteen years. He has also been interest
ed in the mines at Canyon, Utah. Miss Crouch has been in that state 
many times around the town in which Mr. Acton was living, but had not 
met him . 

They both grew up in this vicinity. Mr. Acton lived about five 
miles out of Columbia, and Miss Crouch in the city. The wedding will 
take place in Salt Lake City on June 1, after which Mr. Acton will take 
his bride to Bingham where they will make their home. 

"It seems rather odd to resume a courtship of 1888 in 1927, but I 
guess the older generation keeps up with the younger more than they 
think they do. Of course being around so many girls keeps one rather 
romantic, you know. I am looking forward to my marriage with even 
more interest than I probably would have when I was engaged to the 
same man thirty-fi ve years ago," Miss Crouch said, her white hair 
glistening quite as much as the white gold on her betrothal finger. 

In the early days of their courtship at the University of Missouri, 
according to Miss Crouch, men made dates or "engagements" with young 
ladies through sending notes to their homes. The place of entertainment 
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was a church social instead of the picture show; buggy rides rather than 
automobile rides. There were no organized houses on the campus, no 
date rules, no chaperons standing arounci to hear the young miss tell her 
courtier, "Thanks for the buggy ride." 

"Young men then were polite and chivalrous," she said. "When they 
met a lady friend on the street, they would remove their hats and bow 
curtly. I am sorry to see so much freedom between boys and girls now. 
Just the other day I saw a boy and a girl meet, and the boy said 'Hi!' 
without tipping his hat. I can't believe it is because they have lost re
spect for womanhood. There is a feeling of equality between men and 
women in courtship nowadays, just as in anything else. 

State Capitol Decorations Cost a Million 
{The Columbia Missourian]I 

The Missouri Capitol Art Commission, whose chairman is Dr. John 
Pickard of the art department of the University, has about completed 
its task of making Missouri's capitol building one of the most beautifully 
decorated state buildings in the country. Its members appointed by 
Gov. Gardner, nine years ago, have served without remuneration Be
sides Dr. Pickard, they are: John F. Downing of Kansas City; Mrs. Wil
liam Rock Painter of Carrollton, wife of Senator Painter; W. K. Bix
by and Arthur Kochian of St. Louis. 

Approximately $1,000,000 has been spent by the commission for 
paintings, murals, lunettes, statues, bas reliefs, stained glass windows, and 
sculptured fountains. Some of these have doubled and some have 
trebled in value since their installation. The murals in the lower dome 
-four groups of sixteen paintings, by Frank Brangwyn-are almost 
priceless now. There is one group of eighteen small murals for which 
the commission paid $18,000 which are valued at $100,000, according to 
art auction standards of today. 

Art critics consider that Missouri has obtained much value for com
paratively little money. She has secured masterpieces by such artists as: 
H. T. Schlatermundt, Charles Hoffbauer, A. W. Rinschede, Richard E. 
Miller, N. T. Flood, Fred G. Carpenter, N. C. Wyeth, Adolph Blond
heim, Henry Reuterdahl, Gari Melcher, and the sculptor James Earle 
Frazer. 

The money for this program came after the old capitol building was 
almost completely destroyed by fire in 1911, when the legislature author
ized a three and a half million dollar bond issue, for the puq)Ose of erect
ing a new capitol. The taxes levied to pay off that indebtedness left a 
surplus, which the Legislature empowered the governor to turn over 
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to a commission to complete the building, "according to its best judg
ment." 

The commission has supervised both interior and exterior decora
tions. The interior decorations tell the history of Missouri. Charles 
Hoffbauer's canvas depicts "The Glory of Missouri in War." Rich
ard Miller's stained glass window in the senate chamber shows De Soto 
and his followers greeting Indians in the Mississippi Valley. Miller al
so painted four fine murals in the senate chamber which show "Daniel 
Boone at the Judgment Tree," "President Jefferson Greeting Lewis 
and Clark," "Thomas H. Benton's Speech at St. Louis in 1849," and 
"Frank P. Blair's Address at Louisiana, Mo., in 1866." 

The Edgewater tapestries in the senate lounge depict peaceful occu
pations in Missouri history such as fur trading, river traffic, and lead 
mining. The murals in the east corridor show famous battles and inci
dents in Missouri history, and the lunettes in the west corridor illus
trate the resources of Missouri. 

The commission's work on the exterior of the building will be com
pleted when the two large circular fountains on either side of the front 
entrance drive shall be finished, now that the Earle Frazer bronze statue 
of Jefferson has been placed on the granite pedestal in the center of the 
long wide steps at the main entrance. 

State Road Program at Crisis 
By LESLIE HOLLINGSWORTH 

[Th~ Missouri Ruralistil 

The good roads situation in Missouri today is at the crossroads. 
After five years devoted to lifting Missouri out of the mud during which 
time, approximately 4,000 miles of a 7,640-mile, 10-year concrete road 
program has been finished and during which time $100,000,000 has been 
spent by a commission which has functioned without a hitch, this com
mission has begun to distintegrate and a crisis seems at hand. 

To date $55,000,000 of Missouri's $60,000,000 bond issue has been 
floated and the last 5 million will be sold in 1927. After that the com
mission finds itself confronted with the proposition of finishing the work 
up to and including 1934 with only $13,000,000 of revenue annually in 
comparison to the $25,000,000 annually available up to 1928. "It is 
true that the years immediately following 1927 will be lean years, and 
the sharp drop from $25,000,000 to $13,000,000 annual income will 
mean a slowing up of the program," said B. H. Piepmier, state engineer, 
when questioned in Jefferson City the other day by a Ruralist editor. 
This situation has caused widespread comment as to when the system 
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will be completed and as to what the best way of financing such comple
tion might be. 

If the law be left unchanged as to rates and disposition of the state 
motor registration and gasoline tax, the entire system of 7,640 miles can 
be made "all weather" in 1931 and can be brought to standard comple
tion three or four years later. Members of the commission are said to be 
confident of this. The all-weather policy includes the temporary laying 
of nine-foot slabs on some stretches of gravel surfacing until the other 
four inches can be put on and the temporary use of gravel surfacing on 
certain roads which are eventually to be paved with concrete. 

In 1928, under the present program, the work will be strictly on a 
pay-as-you-go basis. A net increase of $1,000,000 a year on motor ve
hicle registration and gasoline tax is conservatively estimated, with 
increased use of the roads by tourists and citizens of the state in future 
years. But what if a speedier program is demanded? Therein lies the 
trouble. 

The state highway department is visited weekly by delegations of 
citizens from all sections of the state, which delegations are demanding 
another bond issue to finish the roads as speedily as possible. Probably 
that stumbling block which was described by Theodore Gary will come 
to pass. In a recent statement after his resignation as chairman of the 
commission, Gary said that the people fail to realize the difference in the 
ideal and the practical side of the program. Gary resigned at a time when 
the commission was at its highest point of success, and some who would 
belittle him are saying he was wise enough to resign when he knew that 
trouble was ahead. Next comes the rumor that B. H. Piepmier, state 
engineer, will resign. 

Piepmier is an ardent follower of the present system of doing things 
and is opposed to any further bond issue because, he says, as long as the 
roads are brought out of the mud the people should be satisfied. But at 
the same time he admits that the present system of putting down the 
concrete in two nine-foot slabs at different times costs $1,500 more a 
mile. "The 18-foot jump from the mud to the concrete is too much at 
once," he said, in justification of his stand, "and the people in different 
sections of the state who have called here about the bond issue have not 
at any time shown themselves willing to dig into their own pockets to 
finish up the county roads." 

Under the state law, the money for roads must be expended evenly 
over the state and the commission has offered to pay every cent of the 
money back to these counties if they would dig down and pay for the 
completion of their roads themsel ves, but they are not willing to do this 
and still look to the state for completion. 
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E. J. McGrew, member and acting secretary of the commission, is 
also in favor of the present plan of paying for the roads. He points out 
that, should another bond issue be desired and passed, it could not go in
to effect until 1928, after a major part of the program will have been 
finished. 

Hugh Stephens of Jefferson City, another member of the board, is 
an advocate of another bond issue immediately. He says that an issue 
of $100,000,000 would finish the project in 1931 and pay all costs. The 
enormous interest rate, Stephens pointed out, would automatically be 
paid by the motor owners of the state through the gasoline tax. He offers 
the bond issue as a protection for the funds. Not one cent of the $100,000,-
000 spent in five years by the commission has invited a hint of graft or 
scandal. 

J. R. Davis, member of the commission from Nevada, also favors the 
issuance of more bonds to speed up the completion of the system. "But 
if the public wants to continue on the present system, I can wait with 
the rest," he added. "If they want another bond issue, however, the 
commission would carry out their wishes. An increase in the gas and 
registration tax would be treated likewise." Davis here referred to the 
suggestion of W.R. Painter of Carrollton, editor, state senator and for
mer Lieut. Gov. of Missouri, who offers an increase in the gasoline tax and 
motor vehicle registration fee as a plan for early completion. This would 
put more of the burden on tourists, who already contribute $1,000,000 a 
year toward state roads and the other part of the load would be on 
state motor car owners- users of the roads all. 

C. D. Matthews of Sikeston, who was recently ele: ted chairman of 
the commission to fill the place left vacant by the resignation of Gary, 
and H. A. Beuhler of Rolla, are the other members of the commission. 

So far, property owners of the state have not been asked to pay one 
cent toward the road program and its realization. Perhaps also credit 
should be given at this time, lest we forget, to a highway commission 
and an engineer whose efficient work and low cost of operating has been 
the wonder of the country and has launched a road program second only 
to Illinois. 
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Three Hundred Students Go for Hike 
By VIOLET EATON 

[The Columbia Missourian} 

Three thousand six hundred inches of wienies. That's how many 
hot dogs the local butchers made and sent on the all-student hike that 
was held Saturday evening out on Hinkson Creek in Shepard's pasture. 

A crowd of almost three hundred waited at the Memorial Tower 
for the 4 o'clock bell to signal "go." Friendly greetings were tossed about 
and cameras clicked here and there. 

Then "Doc" Towner megaphoned information about the line of 
march and announced Dean T. Luther Purdom would lead. 

The procession had become one of small groups when it reached the 
Ashland Gravel Road where the motion picture machine was stationed. 
The camera caught lots of smiles and recorded a complete catalog of 
"What the Hiker ,vears." Knickers of various colors, sizes, and ages, a 
few skirts and lots of sweaters. Shoes showed all degrees of antiquity 
and hats were of questionable vintage. A smile, however, went with 
each outfit and was not abashed by the occasional fashion plate that 
might be along. 

Baseball and volley ball games became the center of interest on 
the grounds. The preparation of five bonfires and the announcement 
of eats brought everyone to the stands in short order where, under 
the direction of Dessa Crouch, more than two hundred and fifty hungry 
students were served in less than ten minutes. 

Pickles 'n olives and wienies 'n buns-three apiece, too. Cookies, 
potato chips, marshmallows, and a big red apple piled the plate high. 
After a big, long, satisfied silence, more games were started and to the 
tune of Hershel Grinter's violin, Jesse James' banjo and Forrest Warren's 
harmonica, a lively Virginia Reel held sway. 

Soon strains of "La Paloma" drew everyone to a large circle, where 
they watched Alberta Novoa, a student from Trujillo, Peru, dancing 
the tango in the moonlight. He asked for a partner, then he and Aleen 
Tipton, also of the University, danced again. 

Then for the songs. Gathered in a widening circle as the flames 
mounted higher, the students sang the old favorites. 

Dr. Kenneth I. Brown of Stephens College read several short 
poems to the group and told of the spirit being developed by the Stu
dents' Religious Council, that had sponsored the hike. 

Just then a series of "Ohs" and "Looks" turned everyone toward 
a torch that had lighted a blazing "Friendship" in the air. 
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As the sign flickered and died out the circle strayed into groups 
who, arm in arm, moved off toward town. Couples idled here and there, 
and as the grounds grew quiet again strains of the banjo drifted up 
with a chorus of voices from the moonlit lake at the foot of the hill. 

Tigers Defeat West Virginia Team 
By CHARLES FRECK 

[The Columbia Missourian] 

Eleven Missouri Tigers came out of the West Saturday and romped 
over the West Virginia Mountaineers, one of the highest-rated teams in 
the East, with the lopsided score of 27-0. It was the first time the 
Mountaineers had been beaten in their new stadium, which was built 
three years ago. It was also the first time since 1921 they had been held 

scoreless. 
From the first whistle the Tigers were on their toes and played one 

of the best brands of football they had ever displayed. Flamank started 
the offensive for Missouri when he ploughed through center for a 9-yard 
gain. Stuber and Clark then opened up on a pass that took the ball to 
the West Virginia 17-yard line. However, the Mountaineer line held, 
a pass failed, and it was the Mountaineers' ball on their own 13-yard 
mark. 

After three unsuccessful attempts at Missouri's line, the West 
Virginians punted out of danger, and the play for the remainder of the 
quarter took place in midfield. 

It w1s in the second quarter that the Mountaineers first threatened 
the Tiger goal. Clark had run back a Mountaineer punt from the 20- to 
the 37-vard mark, and it was first and ten for Missouri when a Stuber-to
Clark double pass was fumbled. The Mountaineers recovered on the 
Tigers' 26-yard line, but Hardy's four passes were incomplete, and 
the Tigers again took the ball on their own 37-yard line. 

Flamank again hit the line for 5 yards, while Clark and O'Sullivan 
added the distance to make it a first down. Passes, coupled with a driv
ing offense at the line, took the ball within 6 yards of the West Virginia 
goal-first down and the goal to go. 

Three attempts at the line were made by the Tigers, but the Moun
taineers fought, and the Tigers' efforts were checked. Then Stuber shot 
a short pass to Lindenmeyer over the goal line for the first score of the 
gime. It was also the first touchdown the big all-American had ever 
made in his college football career. 
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Stuber's attempt to kick goal for the extra point failed, and the score 
stood Missouri, 6; Mountaineers, 0. 

Missouri again carried the ball within scoring distance, but an at
tempted place kick by Gann from the 30-yard line went wide, and the 
half ended with Missouri on the heavy end of the score. 

The Mountaineers started the third quarter using their famous 
shift and deceptive plays that had brought them victories against 
strong eastern teams. 

Ryan caught Flamank's kick-off on his 10-yard line and returned 64 
yards. Again it looked as though Missouri's g')al was threatened, but 
Bert Clark warded off Ryan 's interference and took him out on Mis
souri's 26-yard line. The Mountaineers took a fast down in the next 
series of plays, but failed in the next, and it was Missouri's ball on their 
own 10-yard line. 

Missouri punted out of danger and again the play took the center of 
the field until "Big George" Flamank hit where the center of the line 
had been, broke away from the backfield defense, and galloped to 
within a yard 'lnd a half of the goal before he was tackled. Two suc
cessive plays through the line brought Missouri another touchdown 
and Abe Stuber added the extra point. 

Coach Henry then began sending in his substitute.. Drumm re
placed Studebaker, who had played such a game at tackle as to show the 
Mountaineers the inadvisability of hitting the line there. He was re
sponsible for breaking up many of West Virginia's deceptive plays, and 
got through to take them out for losses many times. 

Cliff Morgan, Missouri's center, snagged a Mountaineer pass on 
Missouri's 35-yard line and got to West Virginia's 19-yard line before he 
was tackled from behind. O'Sullivan covered the remaining di~tance to 
the goal on a series of line plays, and Stuber kicked goal and the score was 
20-0 for Missouri. 

Brown went in at right end and Lindenmeyer was shifted to tackle. 
West Virginia had advanced to Missouri's end of the field and was on 
the 35-yard line when Brown pulled down a Mountaineer pass and took 
out down the field 70 yards for the final score. Byars' attempt to kick 
goal was not good, but as both teams were offside the play was called 
back and this time the point was added by Lee. 

The Mountaineers were licked-they knew it and offered no alibis. 
They played clean, sportsman-like football, and the West Virginia back
ers said the Tigers were the smoothest working football machine they 
had ever seen. 
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U. S. Friendship With Japan Strengthened 
By J. RussELL HEITMAN 

['The Columbia Missourian] 

The red heart of friendship, typified by the symbol of the rising sun 
on the flag of the Empire of Japan, beat fast-.:r as representatives from 
the land of the snow-capped Fujiyama and citizens of the United States 

of America exchanged courtesies and strengthened international com
radeship across a banquet table in Columbia last night. 

For the first time in history, the administration of the University of 

Missouri played host to an ambassador and a consul from the land of 
cherry blossoms-the occasion was a fitting climax to the presentation 

of a stone Ian tern to the School of Journalism from the America-Japan 
Society yesterday afternoon and the conferring of the highest degree 
that the University can bestow upon a citizen of the United States 
or any nation, the honorary degree of Doctor of Laws, upon His Excel
lency, Tsuneo Matsudaira, envoy of his highness, the emperor of Japan. 

The sound of the final gavel at this extraordinary event, by Wal
ter Williams, dean of the School of Journalism, was likened to the sound 

of a mallet, serving in no small measure to weld the friendship of the 
two great states, and reminding the world that the Pacific Ocean unites, 

and does not separate, Japan and the United States. 

"We meet tonight to do honor to a great and friendly nation," 

were the words Dean Williams used in opening the program after the ban
quet, which was held at 7 o'clock last night in the Knights of Columbus 
Students' Home. After the saying of grace by the Rev. S. Willis Mc 
Kelvey of the Second Presbyterian Church, Kansas City, toasts were 
given to the president of the United States and to the emperor of Japan, 
while the strains of the "Star Spangled Banner" and the Japanese na
tional anthem reminded the 150 guests that there can be such a thing 
as international amity between our own government and the Empire 

of Japan. 

President Stratton D. Brooks of the University was the first speak
er on the program honoring the visitors. His tribute to our neighbor 
across the Pacific contained the statement that Japan is "an empire 
of progress, most marked in rapidity of progress." In closing his brief 
talk, Dr. Brooks mentioned that in the export of the students of the 
School of Journalism, more of the graduates go to Japan than to any 
other country. 

Stating that there are "no boundary lines in the republic of fellow
ship," Dean Walter Williams introduced the next speaker, C. L. Hobart, 
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president of the Missouri Press Association and publisher of th~ Holden 

Progress. 
Mr. Hobart reviewed the event as "an auspicious occasion, every 

angle viewed with satisfaction," and predicted that "the spirit that 

prompted the gift of the stone lantern will live through the ages." 

Mr. Hobart translated the presentation as giving a "bearer of light 

to an institution whose sole aim is the development of light-bearers." 

The importance and significance of the banquet was not confined to 

Columbia and community, but messages from various parts of the 

world were received by Dean Williams and those in charge of the af

fair, expressing regrets that space and time prevented attendance, and 

sounding notes of congratulation to the profession of international amity 

by citizens of the United States and officials of Japan. 

Dr.J.C.Jones,president emeritus of the University,read messages 

from the following six persons, selected from others received here: 

Baron Shidehara, foreign minister of Japan; Viscount Tadashiro Ino

uye, minister of railways of Japan, and president of the Pan-Pacific 

Club in Tokyo; E. W. Frazar, vice-president of the America-] apan So

ciety; Hirosi Saito, consul-general of Japan, New York City; Frank B. 
Kellogg, secretary of state of the United States; and B. W. Fleisher, 

publisher of the Japan Advertiser in Tokyo. 

The next speaker was one of the guests, Teijiro Tamura, Japanese 

consul at Chicago. In a short talk, expressing his happiness in attending 

the banquet, Mr. Tamura mentioned that the great exchange in exports 

between the two nations shows how near we are to each other. He con

tinued by saying that Japan is our next door neighbor, despite the ten

day journey on water between the two continents and concluded with: 

"Friendship is the safest ship to sail on between your house and ours." 

Louis T. Golding, publisher of the St.Joseph News-Press, in the next 

talk mentioned the relation of the press to international affairs, and 

gave the following "golden rule" as a proposed standard of the press in 

both countries: "Write the truth of others as you would have others 

write the truth of you." 

Jay William Hudson, professor of philosophy in the University, next 

stated that "we should make this an evening when we profess ourselves 

a little nearer to international co-operation." Education, according 

to Prof. Hudson, will make for international understanding, and in 

concluding his talk he made an appeal for international consciousness 

on the part of the people of both countries in order that the citizens 

of both nations "may be made greater men and women." 
The last speaker on the program was the guest of honor-His Excel

lency, Tsuneo Matsudaira, ambassador to the United States from the 
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Empire of Japan. Of royal descent, but preferring the democratic title 

of "Mr.," the ambassador said in part: 
"You have made me feel very welcome and very much at home and I 

am most grateful to you for all this. Neither can I let this opportunity 

go by without referring to the great honor done me this afternoon when 

your University conferred upon me the honorary degree of Doctor of 

Laws. Coming from a university which has been created by the citi

zens of one of the great states of the United States, and itself having 

done work of such worth as to place it among the great seats of higher 

learning in your country, I am proud to be thus honored by the Uni

versity of Missouri. I shall try to be a worthy alumnus of this splendid 

institution. I must ask the president, the honorable Board of Curators, 

and the faculty to accept my warm thanks for the signal honor which 

they have conferred upon me and which I accept as an expression of 

friendship toward my country." 
With the closing of the ambassador's speech, Dean Williams, the 

toastmaster, arose, and with the words, "May we bring a new day of 

appreciation and sympathetic understanding," struck the final gavel as 

the end-mark, "30," to another chapter of mutual understanding of the 

friendship that really exists between the old world and the new. 
Following the banquet, the party, consisting of the ambassador, Mr. 

Tamura, F. Morita, who is secretary to the Japanese embassy; and James 

E. Smith, who is honorary Japanese consul at St. Louis, left on the mid

night Wabash train for St. Louis, where Ambassador Matsudaira will 

address the students of Washington University today before leaving for 
the national capitol. 

The banquet was arranged by Prof. Thomas Barclay, chairman of 

the faculty committee on public exercises. 
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Brilliance of Melius' Voice Wins Audience 
By LILLIAN WRIGHT 

['The Columbia Missourian} 

157 

A strong undercurrent of keen anticipation made the audience in the 
University Auditorium restive last night in the short period which 
elapsed before Madame Luella Melius appeared on the concert stage. 
A ripple of applause, which swelled to a warm welcome for the radiant 
singer, spread over the house as she came forward. A moment of silence
and the first notes of Handel's "Care Selve" greeted the audience. The 
perfect voice swept out in beautiful execution of the song. 

Handel's compositions have dignity and serenity. The effect of the 
Italian's work is revealed in "Care Selve" and "Sweet Bird" in which 
he uses the counterpoint and roulades belonging to the be! canto and 
florid style, but in such fashion, that he does not spoil the profundity of 
his compositions. 

There is an old beauty in "Care Selve," but Madame Melius' 
rendition of the song had warmth and softness. 

In the "Sweet Bird" aria which followed, the tones of her voice ac
corded so perfectly with the notes of the flute that the two were almost 
indistinguishable. 

Madame Melius revealed her true forte, the highly ornamental 
coloratura, in Saint-Saens' song without words, "The Nightingale and 
the Rose," and in the favorite waltz song from Gounod's opera "Mere
ille," in which some of the ballad stanzas from his immortal "Faust" 
appear. 

After the waltz song, particularly the audience gave enthusiastic ap
plause. The singer was recalled to the stage eight times. Smiling 
graciously she gave Felician David's "Charmant Oisean" as encore. 
Again the applause was so insistent that a second encore, Max Reger's 
"Nocturne," was sung. 

And then came Melius' opportunity to show her real accomplish
ment in florid singing in "The Shadow Song" aria from Meyerbeer's 
opera "Dinorah, on le pardon de Ploermel," first sung in New York 
in 1864. This aria is an exceedingly difficult one and served to reveal 
the extraordinary ability of Melius' voice. Her trill was a beautiful 
thing, accurate as the keyed instrument. The great brilliance of her 
voice was perfectly shown in her glittering execution of the song. Again 
the audience recalled Melius more than half a dozen times. For encores 
she sang Farley's "Night Wind," weird song which imitates the shrieks 
of a rushing, howling wind. 
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A break in the vocal program came with the presentation of the flute 
solos by John Kiburg, flutist of the St. Louis Symphony Orchestra. Mr. 
Kiburg played "Sidney Lanier's Melody," a minuet by Dambe, and 
Saint-Saens' "Pa vane." They were especially well received and encored. 

The vocal program continued with a pretty group of songs; Win tter 
Watt's "Wings of the Night," a Swiss Echo Song, and Richard Hage
man's "Me Company Along," which were so charmingly sung that again 
Madame Melius was recalled for encore. She responded with "Annie 
Laurie," proving to her audience that she could sing a simple melody 
as perfectly as she could execute the astonishing coloraturas. 

Her program concluded with Benedict 's "La Capinera." For encore 
she played her own accompaniment to "The Last Rose of Summer," 
touching the emotions with the beauty of her voice and the loveliness of 
the picture she made at the piano. 

Through the entire evening one was aware that Madame Melius' 
accompanist at the piano was excellent. Mr. Alberti did not rise above 
or lag behind, but accorded so accurately with Melius' voice that his 
playing was a very perfec t part of the ensemble." 

As she sang, the scintillant Melius brought back to the writer's mind 
another concert in which she sang two months ago in an open-air sylvan 
theater surrounded by acres of greensward and forest trees. On the 
open stage the same beautiful voice that sang here lilted up and up, 
a crescendo of thrills that seemed to touch the summer stars. Last 
night as she sang "The Shadow Song," the same exquisite beauty of 
tone was manifes t. A brilliant gay singer, she has proved herself again 
the grea t artist, capable of understanding great artistic creations and 
creating origin al 2. rti st ic effects. 

"Cocktail Continentale'' 
Reviewed By CttESLY L. MANLY 

ff The Missourian Magazine) 

"A Cockta il Co nt ine ntale" 

By B ruce R ey nolds 

George Su lly and Com pany. N ew Y ork . 

At last, a chronicle of a continental tour by a man who saw and 
did what he felt like seeing and doing rath er than meticulously following 
the instructions of his guide book! Bruce R eynolds, as he told a guide in 
Paris, was not so much interested in the things he should see as he was 
in the things he should not see. And the title- well, as he says, there's 
not a fountain east of Manhattan. Europe has American jazz bands, 
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Fords and Harold Lloyd comedies, but the ice-cream soda is solely an 
American institution. This tour was one perennial cocktail. 

In England there was ale and scotch and grog; France, of course, 
was addicted to champagne; Spain and Italy had their ancient wines; 
the Greeks drowned their sorrows with "oozoe"; the Russians had their 
vodka, the Dutch their gin, the Germans their beer and "scotch and 
soda" could be obtained anywhere. And witl1 this multiplicity of liba
tions there was no dearth of romance. Coquettes, demimondaines, 
continental gold-diggers, everywhere. Boats and trains were missed, 
and there were reasons! 

But, however reckless this carefree author was on his rambles, he 
did not fail to observe and record. He has done a m as terpiece of re
porting. The wild abandon of P aris and Deauville, the glamor and 
languor of Madrid, the effete chicanery of the cities of the Riviera, the 
exotic bizarre of Algiers and Cairo, the drab misery of Vienna all are 
vividly conjured with brief, impressionisti c, unfinished sentences. The 
author uses the word-picture style of imagery made famous by 0 . 0. 
McIntyre. Whether or not he borrowed the style, he has beat the cryptic 
Missourian at his own art. He narrates his exploits in the second person. 
"You see a cabaret, drop in, risk a dance. A dainty little French coquette 
with a pug nose. She babbles in French and you order champagne." 
So forceful is the effect of this continuous suggestion that you actually 
feel that you are sharing the author's delectable adventures. It is like 
being on the magic carpet of Bagdad, floating over Europe, Africa and 
western Asia, dropping down where the impulse bids, unconventional 
and terrifically delightful. 

The travel impressions are intensely realistic . Not only does the 
writer give pictures of the beauty and splendor of continental cities; the 
impoverished and squalid places, still suffering from the ravages of war, 
are as faithfully portrayed. There is a genuine pathos in the picture 
of the streets of Vienna. A former count and his wife, taking their own 
sandwiches into a supper-club to sip a glass of wine and listen to the 
music that has been a part of their life. Austrian girls of good families, 
working in the shops for ten dollars a month and "soliciting" at night 
to keep alive. Girls of tender age carrying hods. 

This is not a book to be read with the intention of going to Europe 
to follow in the wake of the blandi shments of the writer. He saw every
thing over there, but to emulate him would be doing just what he set 
out not to do. It is valuable for the two hours entertainment it gives, 
and its humor insures entertainment. One finishes it with the idea that 
if one can go to Paris and then just follow the natural course of things 
until he has stumbled over every important city on three continents 
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and have as good a time as Mr. Reynolds did, he would be justified in 
"swearing off," when the Statue of Liberty loomed in sight. Reynolds 
had had enough to do him for life. 

Journalism Play Cleverly Presented 
By DUKE SHOOP 

[The Columbia Missourian ] 

Clever lines, catchy tunes, rare specialty numbers and Miss Ellen 
Jane Froman, all but ran away with the eighth annual journalism show, 
"Bagdaddies," presented at the Hall Theater last night. 

From the time Hurley Kaylor raised his baton to start the musical 
prelude until the grand fi nale was being sung, the many present were 
witnessing entertainment of a quality seldom presented by amateurs, 
several of whom bordered on the professional in the production last 
night. 

The plot of the story, written by Tom Mahoney and Chesly Manly, 
both students in the School of Journalism, centered around the antics 
of Charles H. Cooley, a supposed Kansas City Rotarian, who was vio
lently opposed to his daughter, Helen, marrying. The scene shifted al
most unnoticeably from Kansas City to a steamship and then to Bagdad, 
where the millionaire R otarian had taken his daughter, hoping to rid 
her and himself of being pestered by Hugh Simpson, the "collegiate" 
lover of his <laughter. 

Miss Froman in the role of Helen, by her graceful manner and her 
ability to dance, sing, and to look beautiful, marked the production as 
a hit from the start. Miss Froman has appeared before Columbia audi
ences several times in recent years, but never has she won the whole
hearted applause that she did last evening. 

Sharing honors with Miss Froman was James Ewing as the father. 
Perhaps overdoing his "hardboiledness" at times, he was always in 
character and was master of the situation a t all times. Particularly was 
he enjoyed when whispering sweet nothings in the ear of the cute Kooki
San on board the S. S. Matrimonia, bound for the Orient. 

Those who saw the "Green Jug," the "Breeze Bug," and other jour
nalism shows of recent years, find little hesitancy in saying that "Bag
daddies" is the best of the lot. The plot was a little weak and far
fetched in spots, yet what is a plot to a musical show? lt is merely an 
excuse for songs, dances and specialties. 

Judging from the tun es which the audience left the theater whistling 
and humming, "I Wonder If You'll R emember Me as I Remember You" 
and "Mystic Moon" were the favorites. All through the first act one 
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could easily find himself humming the melodious strains of the former, 
and it was not until Miriam Willits sang her hit that the tune changed. 

Miss Willits, the lead of the 1925 journalism show, "Crisscrosses," 
was certainly at home in the role of Kooki-San last night. 

William Rodgers, in the role of Hugh Simpson, loved by Helen and 
despised by her father, had to scrub decks, rule over a province in Bag
dad, and fight a revolution before his path was clear to love, marriage 
and their trimmings. Although a bit lacking in poise for a leading man, 
his attractive appearance and singing easily made his work enjoyed and 
appreciated. 

Frank Weber as Sam Smart, Hugh's friend and companion, went 
through the same trials and tribulations as did Hugh and in the end 
won for himself the love of Muriel, the dancer, whom he met in the gar
den adjoining the palace ofHarum Al-Raschid, Caliph of Bagdad. Frank 
Wells, as Bob Buckley, the hosiery salesman, brought a laugh here and 
there, but in several instances his lines only halted the movements of 
the play, already a bit long. 

Lawrence Blair, as Lieut. Rene Martiner, French officer, brought a 
good laugh when he attempted to kiss the hardboiled Mr. Cooley after 
Cooley had given him $100 in exchange for Kooki-San, the geisha girl. 
Others in the speaking cast were Wright Bryan, as the Caliph of Bagdad; 
John Bishop, Giffar, vizier to the caliph; and Mona Carnahan, as Muriel 
the court dancer. 

The specialty numbers added much to the success of the show, and 
particularly were the dances of Marjorie Hall and Thelma Whitford 
pleasing. Miss Whitford, reminding one of a Broadway star, found it 
difficult to give the audience enough of her "classical jazz" dance. 

The girls' choruses, the tall one and the "ponies," were well trained 
and had one quality which journalism choruses in the past have not 
always had-ability to sing. Pretty and appropriate costumes added 
to their success. Their song and dance aboard the boat pleased much 
better than several of the other numbers. The men's ensemble, an 
innovation as far as journalism shows are concerned, did very well and 
really added to the show's success. The men, rather stiff at the start, 
soon forgot their stage fright, if that was what it was, and before the 
first act was over they were as much at home as a "Student Prince" 
cast at their two-hundreth performance. 

The girls in the chorus were Misses Catherine Mangan, Jeanne 
McCracken, Hilda Jane Miller, Martha Luckie, Gene Truitt, Virginia 
See, Martha Feeney, Luella Aiken, Helen Agee, Katherine Stevenson, 
Helen James, Anna Lee Toalson, Lucy Shelby, Emma Monier, Louise 
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Beard, Barbara Brown, Maurelian Knabb, Helen Howie, Catherine Neal, 
and Ruth Weddle. 

Those in the men's ensemble were Joe Kirkwood, \\7alter Toben, 
John Patt, Laurence Brill, Don Cramer, Henry Atherton, Ernest Moore, 
William Smith, James Mitchell and Mitchum Warren. 

Too much credit cannot be given Mrs. Ruth K. Edwards, who 
directed the production. In former years Mrs. Edwards has made the 
journalism show a big success and this year's production is no exception. 
Mrs. Edwards directed the "Breeze Bug," and "Bambino," but was out 
of the city last year when "Crisscrosses" was introduced. Miss Susan 
Wright, a student in the University, assisted Mrs. Edwards with the 
choruses. 

The work of the pit orchestra, under the able direction of Hurley 
Kaylor, added much to the song numbers. Mr. Kaylor arranged full or
chestrations for all the song hits, and between the acts the orchestra 
played the music of the show. 

The music and lyrics were written by Elmer Taylor and Frederick 
Ayer; the staging was under the direction of Eugene Sellars; Mary Blo
meyer had charge of the properties; Grace Saltmarsh the costumes. 
George Knott acted as publicity manager, and Maxine Daniels arranged 
the program. 

"Miss Tiverton Goes Out" 
Reviewed by MARY Jo TURNER 

['The Missourian Magazine} 

" Miss Tiverto n Goes Out ." 
Ano nymo us 

The Bobbs-Merrill C o mp a ny, I ndi an apolis 

Juliet, as a ten-year-old, long-legged, big-eyed girl, sits in her 
father's yard for hours at a time watching for Miss Tiverton's cat, which 
may appear at any time on top of the high wall that, together with the 
trees, hides Miss Tiverton's house from view. Juliet wonders about the 
cat, which blinks so wisely and disapprovingly at the Simpsons. Sht: 
longs to make friends with it, for it belongs to Miss Tiverton, who is 
"real" and never calls on the Simpsons, who are "shams." Of course 
Miss Tiverton never goes anywhere, but if she did she wouldn't call on 
the Simpsons. In fact, Miss Tiverton never actually appears until she 
is carried away at the end of the story in "a long black thing, on wheels-
a sort of carriage, with glass sides." · 

Juliet's childish imagination pictures Miss Tiverton as a highly 
romantic character, who is old, having lived since "time immemorial." It 
is because she is "real" that she belongs to "time immemorial," Juliet 
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thinks, and thus she begins her search for "realness" that she may 
belong to "time immemorial," too, and understand what life is about. 

Miss Tiverton is the title character of "Miss Tiverton Goes Out," 
published anonymously, first in England, and then in America. It is 
strange how much this character, who is never seen until she is dead, 
influences Juliet so strongly. But that is just one of the delightfully 
different things about the book. Another is the author's delicate humor 
blent with pathos, which characterizes her (for surely it is a woman) 
descriptions of people and things. Another is the way she has of letting 
the reader see everything and everybody through Juliet's eyes. 

Juliet comes to judge everything in relation to "time immemorial" 
and Miss Tiverton. She dislikes her father, who dislikes Miss Tiverton 
and throws things at Miss Tiverton's cat. Juliet's father is newly rich, 
in real estate, and longs to irritate Miss Tiverton by building a row of 
hideous flats on the Grange next to her home. But Miss Tiverton is 
protected by a building law. The idea of annoying Miss Tiverton be
comes an obsession with Mr. Simpson and finally unbalances his mind. 
Mr. Simpson isn't as much of a sham as his wife and daughter, Angela, 
but he "always wants the wrong things." 

Juliet dislikes her mother, too, who is pretty "like an actress" and 
who is anxious to know the "best" people. Her grandmother kept a 
hotel and bar but her grandfather was a belted earl and she constantly 
reminds people of her royal connections. She is very much a sham, 
which, as Olive explains to Juliet, is what people are who aren't "real." 

Olive is a sister, somewhat vulgar, but more honest than the rest. 
She wants "realness" and finds it in a dreary and poverty-stricken mar
riage with a veterinary surgeon. 

Angela, another sister, is a pretty, vain, foggy-eyed girl, who floats 
rather than walks and who seems like folds and folds of soft silk, always 
ready to "settle" on someone and smother him with suffocating lightness. 

Leslie, the brother, is cruel, vain, shallow, utterly incapable of 
belonging to "time immemorial." 

The plot is secondary and deals only with Juliet's search, which 
continues even after she grows from a long-legged little girl into a slender 
long-limbed young woman. She does not find her "realness" in school, 
nor in the one friend she makes among the snobbish girls, nor in the 
war, nor in a vague love affair that ends abruptly with the boy's death 
in the war. Her vision and wisdom constantly grow with each experi
ence, and she finally finds the answer in Miss Tiverton's death. "There 
is a purpose; it's a mystery, but it's real. It's real and not unkind. 
She (Miss Tiverton) was being created, like you are, in time immemorial. 
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Now she's finished. It's yourself you take over the threshold, into 
eternity," thinks Juliet. And in that Juliet finds comfort. 

The book will make you doubt yourself and all the things you have 
ever believed, before it finally leaves you satisfied with Juliet's answer to 
her problem. It is made fanciful by the little girl Juliet's imagination, 
though its people are fl esh and blood. 

"My Heresy" 
Reviewed By SAM ROBERTS 

(The Missourian Magazine} 

" My H eres y " 
By \Vil! ia ai l\1fontgo mcr y B ro wn 

The John Day Company, New York. 

Three bishops sat in the cathedral prepared to try a fellow-bishop 
on the charge of heresy. The heretic was an old man who had long ago 
put away his robes of active service because of ill health. Then suddenly 
this old man became the center of a world interest-he was a heretic-he 
had written a book called "Communism and Christianism," which also 
carried on the title page these words, "Banish Gods from the Skies and 
Capitalists from the Earth." So William Montgomery Brown, D. D., 
sometime bishop of Arkansas in the Protestant Episcopal Church, be
came the center of what is perhaps the greatest anachronism the twen
tieth century has witnessed thus far. 

Bishop Brown in his latest book, "My H eresy," traces the develop
ment of his heresy from the time he first read a book by Darwin while 
convalescing from a nervous breakdown. He tells, in a simple unassuming 
way, his experiences as a boy on a farm, then his search for an education 
and finally how, through short-cuts in education, he became a clergyman 
in the Episcopal Church and later a bishop. Throughout the book Dr. 
Brown compares the theology he held to in the days of his ministry and 
the religion which his heresy helped him to find. 

"My Heresy" tells the story of a man who was so wrapped up in 
theology that he never read anything that he thought was not necessary 
to salvation. Then in time he read a book that upset his smugness and 
he began to wonder whether he had been right in the past years. He read 
more science and went on into socialism. New vistas were opened before 
his eyes and then ... he found himself without a God. All that he held 
dear was gone. 

Every person, Bishop Brown points out, has a yearning to worship 
something. This yearning would not die in him although he had lost his 
God. He wrote to his fellow bishops to see if they might not help him 
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regain this God he had served so many years, but there was no help to 
be had. So he thought this problem over and a new light came to him, 
at first a very faint one but gradually from his chaos there arose a new 
vision. He became convinced that the stories in his Bible were myths and 
should be taken symbolically and with this conviction there arose a 
new conception of God, humanity and life. "Communism and Christian
ism" was the story of this conception and as time went on the old broken 
down bishop was accused of being insane because of this work and at last 
he was called a heretic. 

Nearly every one recalls reading the story of Bishop Brown and his 
heresy trial. Now in "My Heresy" Dr. Brown tells the story of this trial. 
He declares that it was not a trial but a farce. He tells how he insisted 
that the trial bishop define what was orthodox in the Episcopal Church 
and how they never made such a definition. The book is filled with 
information for one seeking the truth of the Brown heresy trial. Pa
tiently, and at times garrulously, Dr. Brown relates each event that 
followed his being adjudged a heretic and the results that followed the de
cision, his appeal, his speech in New York, and finally his removal as a 
bishop of the Episcopal Church by the House of Bishops while in session 
at New Orleans in 1925. 

"My Heresy" gives a fair picture of church politics and the problem 
of recognition of other denominations that the Episcopal Church faces. 
It shows how Bishop Brown, although deposed from his office in the 
Episcopal Church, is still recognized as a bishop by that church because 
of his being a bishop of the Old Catholic Church. A paradox, you say? 
Yes, but this book is filled with paradoxes, interesting ones at that. 

The book is not filled with the self-lauding one might expect. What 
others think of him Bishop Brown frankly tells. For instance this 
statement of George Bernard Shaw's concerning him is given, "One 
can stand a bishop without brains, if he has character and believes in 
himself. And one can stand a bishop without character, if he has brains 
and understands his job. But when a bishop has neither brains nor char
acter, he should, to keep a soft heart and a babbling tongue in order, 
become a Franciscan friar, be good to the poor and have nothing more 
to do with bishops." 

And, after all, Bishop Brown was a man who believed in his vision 
and had the character to stand up for this vision. Yes, he has a babbling 
tongue and in "My Heresy" the bishop shows that he also has a rambling 
pen but at that the book is worth attention from people who are having 
a hard time to keep theology and religion separated. "My Heresy" 
is, after all, the story of conflict between theology and religion and not, 
as many no doubt believe, the story of the conflict between science and re
ligion, although this conflict started the whole trouble. 
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Recital Commemorates Beethoven Anniversary 
By LILLIAN WRIGHT 

[The Columbia Missourian} 

A program composed of the works of Ludwig Van Beethoven, in 
commemoration of his death 100 years ago this month, was presented 
by faculty members of the School of Fine Arts of the University at the 
third spring musicale in the University Auditorium yesterday after
noon. Those who took part were: Prof. Ellsworth A. MacLeod, Prof. 
W. \Valter Whitlock, Dean James T. Quarles, Prof. Rogers Whitmore, 
Samuel Feldman, Prof. George Venable and Miss Elizabeth Chevalier. 

With the advent of Ludwig Van Beethoven in to the musical world, 
instrumental music entered upon a new phase. Beethoven was the first 
composer to utilize the capacity of the modern piano and the first to 
bring out the latest powers of the modern orchestra. With him began 
the modern emphasis upon music as the special voice of self-expression. 
Thus he opened a new era. 

Prof. MacLeod played "The Moonlight Sonata," one of the most fa_ 
mous, and by many acclaimed the most beautiful of the composer's 
sontatas, as the opening number of the program. The first movement 
of the composition is the best known, with its slow sustained melody 
like quiet moonlight. The second movement is a decided contrast, with 
its song-like intermezzo. The sonata ends in a lively agitated movement. 

Prof. MacLeod has a delicacy of nuance and fleetness of technique, 
coupled when necessary, with power and depth of tone that impresses. 
His interpretation of "The Moonlight Sonata" was highly pleasing to 
the audience. 

A song, "Adelaide," sung by Prof. Whitlock, an outstanding song of 
Beethoven's from the standpoint of popularity, and one of his most dif
ficult, followed the sonata. Legend says that Beethoven wrote this 
song "to the unknown beloved," but it is more a dramatic type of song 
than a love-song in tenor. Prof. Whitlock's singing impresses one as 
being absolutely sincere, a direct expression of his own feeling. 

Prof. Rogers Whitmore, with Dean James T. Quarles as accom
panist, played two movements from the "Ninth Sonata," which Beetho
ven dedicated to his friends, Krentzer, French violinist and composer, 
as the third division of the concert. 

The second, and last movement of the sonata, were played, the 
second carrying elaborate variations of the theme, and the last move
ment being a vigorous bright movement. Prof. Whitmore's tone is full 
and round, and his intonation is beautiful. The pianist background 
furnished the violin in this number was decidedly pleasing. 
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A string quartet, composed of Rogers Whitmore, Samuel Feldman, 
George Venable, and Miss Elizabeth Chevalier, playing the allegro from 
"Quartet, Opus 59," dedicated to a Russian ambassador to Vienna, Ras
umowsky, closed the program. This number probably represents Beetho
ven at the height of his maturity in the development of chamber mu
sic. Woven about a simple figure, the movement reveals an elaborate 
and melodic development which reached a decided climax toward the 
end. An accident to the instrument of one of the players necessitated 
the quartet leaving the composition unfinished, but excellent balance 
and intonation marked their playing of that part of the piece which was 
heard. 

"The Best Plays of I925-26" 
Reviewed By DOROTHY PATTON 

[The Mi ssourian Magazinej 

" T he Best Pla ys of 1925-26" 
By Burns M a ntle 

D odd, M ead a nd Com pa ny, N e w Yo rk. 

Outstanding in a book for the play-reader, a collection of plays of 
the 1925-26 season by Burns Mantle, is the spiritual-mystical "The 
Great God Brown" of Eugene O'Neill. This four-act fantasy which was 
produced 171 times in New York City has been much discussed as a 
modern revival of the Greek mask. Each of the four principal characters 
wears at various times throughout the play a mask representing his 
other self. The same idea was more lightly carried out in Alice Gersten
berg's one act comedy, "Overtones," in which, however, actual masks 
were not used. "The Great God Brown," aside from its powerful spiritual 
penetration, is a significant addition to modern drama and to the already 
long list of plays by O'Neill, our foremost American playwright. 

"Craig's Wife," by George Kelly, winner of last year's Pulitzer 
prize and author of "The Show Off," the comedy hit of 1923-24, heads 
Mr. Mantle's collection, and is certainly one of the best of the nine 
remaining plays, all of which, however, are of less merit than "The Great 
God Brown." "Craig's Wife" is chiefly superior for its careful and 
absorbing character study of Mrs. Craig-a woman who married a 
house, not a husband. 

The modern revival of the religious folk play, begun by the revived 
popularity of the medieval morality "Everyman" and demonstrated by 
the vogue of "The Miracle" last year, is represented in last season's 
production by "The Dybbuk," a Yiddish mystical play by S. Ansky. Its 
theme is transmigration, and the play has proved particularly popular 
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among Jewish audiences, but was also successful in New York, reaching 
a score of 120 performances during the season. 

Modern expressions on the theme of the "fallen woman" in English 
society, which was introduced into British drama by Oscar Wilde in 
"Lady Windemere's Fan" (1892) and by Arthur Wing Pinero in "The 
Second Mrs. Tanqueray" (1893), are "The Green Hat" by Michael 
Arlan, and "The Last of Mrs. Cheyney" by Frederick Lonsdale. The 
first, a tragedy written with fine intuition and sympathetic skill, was a 
great popular success and played 231 times. It is marred, however, by 
a poorly chosen title. "The Last of Mrs. Cheyney" is an intriguing 
comedy about a charming woman who tried to be a crook and could not. 

The recent flood of war stories, pictures, and talk has also crept into 
Mr. Mantle's collection in a Christly-idealistic war play, "The Enemy," 
by Channing Pollock. The play's propagandistic purpose is evident; 
it preaches tolerance and brotherhood by a strong picture of the tragedy 
in a German home brought about by the war. 

The present naturalistic obsession with psychology and sex could 
hardly be excluded in this collection of the ten highest literary achieve
ments and financially successful dramas of the year. "The Bride of the 
Lamb" by William Hurlbut is a harrowing and possibly true portrayal 
of the emotional religious revivals that flourish in the small mid-western 
towns. This play recalls "Rain" in its revelation of the Freudian ex
planation of religious emotion. 

"Young Woodley" by John van Druden, a young English lecturer 
at a Welsh university in Aberystwyth, is a free-spoken study of the 
problems of adolescence and the disadvantages of the English school 
system. The play was suppressed by the censor in England, but has 
been calmly received by American audiences, and has had a successful 
run of 260 appearances in New York. 

Mr. Mantle's seventh collection of best dramas produced in the 
United States is closed with two plays by the successful collaborators of 
"Dulcy," "Merton of the Movies," and "The Beggar on Horseback," 
George Kaufman and Marc Connelly. "The Butter and Egg Man" 
by George Kaufman, and "The Wisdom Tooth" by Marc Connelly, 
have aroused much interest as the individual works of the eminently 
successful collaborators. The two plays are about equal in merit. The 
first is a comedy on the vicissitudes of a simple westerner in the theater
business world of New York; the second is a more serious and romantic 
picture of an ordinary clerk and his dreams. In addition to these ten 
plays this volume contains much usefully condensed information in
teresting to the reader who wishes to be cognizant of current dramatic 
events and tendencies. 
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"Which Way Parnassus?" 
Reviewed By CHESLY MANLY 

[The Missourian Magazine} 

"Which W ay Parna ssus?" 
By P e rc y Marks. 

Harcourt Brace & Compa ny, New York. 

169 

Upton Sinclair, in "The Goose Step," depicted the American college 
as an anathema in our national cosmos. He portrayed the college presi
dent and trustees as grafters and slaves of Mammon, the faculty as 
pedagogical dolts, and the students as molded morons. H. G. Wells re
cently stated in a magazine article that the four years spent in any col
lege were wasted. Percy Marks, in "The Plastic Age," gave us a picture 
of college life which from a moral standpoint was as corrupt as the reign 
of the Borgias and almost as gloomy intellectually. Now Mr. Marks' 
public failed to gather the virtues from it and is not satisfied with the 
effect his novel had; the college life suffered. In his new book, "Which 
Way Parnassus?" he has shown us that many things may be said in 
favor of the American colleges and that with all their falterings, which he 
as well as anyone sees, he still believes they are worth while. 

"Which Way Parnassus?" is a middle-ground discussion and criti
cism of the American college. Mr. Marks was educated in the University 
of California and at Harvard, and has taught at three New England 
universities. In addition, he has made a study of a score of American 
colleges and universities in preparation for his critical treatise on their 
status. He has dealt with them open-mindedly with the familiarity 
that is obtained only through years of experience. He realizes and plainly 
shows that they are far below perfection. They are standardized, 
obsessed with many conventions and awed by a thousand chimeras not 
even remotely related to culture, but through them he sees the road to 
"Parnassus," to the highest attainable perfection for the man or woman 
who has intelligence. For those who have not, "they must be left to 
God." 

Mr. Marks divides the undergraduates of America into two classes: 
The class that has intelligence and thinks, who should be educated; 
and the class that cannot think, and consequently can only be trained. 
He believes that less than 10 per cent of our undergraduates have first
rate minds, and that at least half of them are uneducated. This presents 
our greatest problem; the adaptation of an educational standard to 
a wide diversity of individual ability. The man who is designed by nature 
to be a carpenter and who is studying comparative literature might as 
well leave college at once, he thinks. 
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The university president, according to Mr. Marks, has not been un
justly criticised, but he believes that the president's task is almost a 
superhuman one. He must be financier, politician, educator, orator and 
scholar. The author shows that a poor president is often the fault of 
his employers; a man who has made a success in one line may be secured 
without considering the great variety of his duties. 

The faculty is the subject of much adverse criticism by the author. 
He decries the employment of "nincompoops" who have attained their 
Ph. D.'s by sheer drudgery. Ph. D.'s., he says, are ruining the universities. 
A man is either insane at the outset because he believes a Ph. D. is his 
only hope, or he will become insane when he has spent three years of 
constant research in one simple groove of useless knowledge. He ad
mits that some Ph. D.'s are scholars, but says that many of them are 
"blind earthworms burrowing a long thin hole that leads nowhere." Mr. 
Marks' ideal of an instructor is what he calls a scholar-teacher, a man 
who is a scholar and a human at once. To him, the curriculum means 
nothing; it is the man. "A single course under a man like Bliss Perry of 
Harvard is worth a dozen courses with even ordinary satisfactory 
teachers." 

Fraternities, to Mr. Marks, are social clubs composed of mediocre 
young men selected not because of their worth or innate virtues, but be
cause of their athletic prowess or social poise. As social clubs he believes 
them harmless and even beneficial, but the attitude on the American 
campus, both among fraternity men and outsiders, is false and harmful. 
They are regarded as honor societies and their members as demigods; 
thus developing a caste system with its attending snobbishness and 
false conceit. Fraternity politics are depicted as being glaring examples 
of corruption. 

The author is an ardent proponent of ath letics. He believes, 
however, in playing for the love of the game and the pageantry displayed 
at the contests, and sees an ominous note in the high salaries paid to 
coaches, tending toward professionalism. 

Concerning the manners of undergraduates, Mr. Marks says he has 
never seen more charmingly courteous young men than those he met at 
the University of Missouri. The New England undergraduates were 
found to be the most snobbish and at two Eastern Universities, the stu
den ts are described as "sheer ill-bred louts." 

"Which Way Parnassus?" is an exhaustive and vivid picture of 
American college life. It is in some respects gloomy; the author has a low 
regard for the average intelligence of undergraduates, and just as low 
an opinion of the average instructor. Mr. Marks is a cynic; but he 
is a cynic because he is an idealist. Being an idealist, he has a !of ty set 
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of standards which he believes should govern the conduct of his fellow 
men and when he observes that these standards are not lived up to, he 
inevitably becomes cynical. 

But with all the shortcomings of our colleges and universities, the 
author realizes that they will provide a stimulus for the emotions and in
clinations of anyone of intelligence. He agrees with all thinking people 
that instruction in college can only be a beginning toward an education; 
that college life arouses in the student's mind questions about life, and 
in seeking the answers to these questions the student will evolve his 
philosophy of life. Mr. Marks shows that even though he is a cynic, he is 
not without sympathy. He believes that if every thing the student learns 
in college is forgotten, the sentiment bred in his Alma Mater, that re
mains for him, is enough to prevent the four years being wasted. 
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