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THREE MONTHS IN THE FIELD

- THE CARAVAN IN THE EVERGLADES

“The very best kind of education is obtained in doing things one’s
self under competent direction and with good guidance.”
—CuaRLES W. ELIOT.
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PIONEERING

Never, to our knowledge, has any
educational institution attempted an
experiment similar to that just com-
pleted by the Graduate School of
Geography, Clark University. Since
its foundation, our School of Geogra-
phy has championed field training and
original field research as primary es-
sentials in a course of study prepar-
ing for professional service of real
worth in a science of vital concern to
man. The three months’ field course
just completed, encompassing the
eastern United States, materialized
President Atwood’s vision of several
years ago and climaxed two years of
planning and preparation by his
staff.

Our President and his staff merit
the very  highest commendation
awarded them by fellow geographers

for their forward look and the per-’

severance necessary for its realiza-
tion. Pioneers indeed they are, and
we of Clark are proud that our pro-
fessors and our Alma Mater have
traversed the trail they blazed and
opened to us the living phase of our
interpretive science—geography.

A TRIBUTE TO OUR
FIELD DIRECTOR

We congratulate our field director
upon his successful execution of a tre-
mendous assignment. His untiring
perseverance, his jealous care of val-
uable equipment, his concern for our
comfort and welfare, his amazing
coolness in real emergencies—all
these have won for him the profound
respect of every student in the party.

To his generous allowance for
amusement and entertainment and
his own hearty partlmpatlon in our
fun, we drink a toast in fellowship.
Hats off to Dr. Wallace W. Atwood,
Jr., Director of our epochal field ex-
cursion.

WE'RE OFF!

Seven little houses stood in a row
on the Clark University campus. In
the gray dawn of September 12, 1934,
a few figures emerged from them with
pleasant excitement that the great day
had arrived, and a little later Jim-
ary’s was buzzing with talk while we
ate our last breakfast in Worcester
for three whole months.

Coaches had to be closed that
morning, and inexperience made it a
slow job. Hilbert Fern, or “Cookie,”
who filled us with good Swedish
cooking for all of the thirteen weeks,
was busily packing supplies into the
kitchen coach, the girls were getting
their initiation in making sandvwiches,
as the first shift of Kitchen Police,
and Celia Atwood was everywhere at
once, tending to last details. Faculty
and their wives, students and visiting
geographers were there to see us off,
and there were contributions of vari-
ous kinds, from delicious cake to good
advice. At last, a little after ten-
thirty, the caravan drew slowly out,
with Dr. Atwood’s Lincoln as rear
guard, and gradually gained speed as
it pushed westward onto the main
highway.

We ate lunch by the side of a beau-
tiful esker near Belchertown, and had
our first and fundamental lesson in
physiography when Dr. Atwood had
us identify this physiographic feature -
by (1) its topography, (2) its struc-
ture, and (3) its relation to associated
topographic forms. All day we ex-
changed thrills as the open Fords and
their little gray houses ran over hill
and down dale, and we did not for-
get to take notes on evidences of gla-
ciation, changes in vegetation vwith
altitude, and position of towns and
mill sites.  We crossed the Central
Massachusetts Upland, the Connecti-
cut Valley, the Berkshires, Housatonic
Valley and Taconic Highland, to
emerge into a different world. We
left New England’s rugged, ice-
scarred beauty and found ahead of us




the rich agricultural land and urban
development of New York’s glaciated
sedimentary rocks.

The procession crossed the Hudson
at Albany, worming its way through
traffic of the rush hour, and coming
once more onto country roads, to
reach the base of the formidable for-
est-clad Helderberg Escarpment just
at sunset. Cookie’s car ran out of gas
halfway up the hill, but Dr. Atwood
came to the rescue by going back
down the winding road to the near-
est filling station for more, and the
top was reached with no further ex-
citement.

Our first night’s camp was in beau-
tiful pine woods where we built a
roaring fire and sat around telling
stories until supper was ready. Al-
though the meat had been roasted the
day before there were difficulties with
the pressure cooker, which would not
work, and it was after eight-thirty
when we sat down to the table.
Flashlights supplemented car lights,
making it possible to find what was
on our plates, and after much good
roast beef, potato and sweet corn our
spirits were high. From the crest of
the escarpment we could look down
on the twinkling lights of Albany,
Schenectady and other cities of the
great Hudson-Mohawk Depression,
and felt that we had passed a mile-
stone in our geographic experience as
well as a great physiographic bound-
ary.

Next morning we hunted fossils be-
fore breakfast, and swept the great
lowland with our field glasses, as it
lay spread out like a map before us.
Haze prevented our seeing into the
far distance, but the view was very
fine. The cars and trailers were under
way again before nine o’clock, and
carried us down the escarpment and
westward along the southern edge of
the Mohawk Valley, through beauti-
ful farm lands and a number of im-
portant towns at the head of great
north-south  valleys, then finally

southward along Lake Cayuga to

Aurora.
CaroL Y. Mason.

IN THE FINGER LAKES
COUNTRY

Mid-afternoon, September 14, we
drew up on the edge of the green at
Camp Aurora, Wells College, on that
beautiful terrace overlooking Lake
Cayuga. Here, in our ten-day camp
began an amalgamation of many di-
verse temperaments that long before
three months was to become one
happy group of camaraderie.

Who can forget the roomy club-
house, and the generous fireplace?
Around it we learned of Johnnie and
Syria, a buggy place, where everyone
has sore eyes. I don't know yet
whether it was a course in hospitals
or dogs, but they do say Johnnie went
to a University in the interims. What
joy, when, unknown to each other, the
various Atwood professors bought
grapes, quantities of them, and how
happy the result when huge platters
stood about on the table.

President Macmillan and his facul-
ty will long be remembered for their
royal hospitality. Did Dean Roy know
the key to our hearts when she sent
up those delicious rolls made in her
own home? The patience of the In-
dian Museum curator, the enthusiasm
of the Wells geology professor, and
the kindness of our host, Dr. Macmil-
lan we all appreciated that sunny au-
tumn afternoon when we viewed the
restoration of an Indian camping
ground. Nor can it be said that their
entertainment ended when we went to
the movie in their beautiful new col-
lege building.

We “did those things we should
have done” ~—very seriously. We
mapped until the world stuck out in
tiny forty-acre squares of buckwheat,
winter wheat, alfalfa, barley, rye and
corn.  On a flat or slightly rolling
country a lime soil reworked, and, in

places, buried, by the glacier, today
has its response in grain fields and
dairies.

“And we left undone those things
we ought not to have done,”’ except
Jim Minogue and Jack Pyle. They
rather saved the day by losing them-
selves many miles from home. It was
a black night! Does anyone remem-
ber Jim’'s despondent face as he ate
his late, cold supper? You might, at
least, Jim, have worn the air of a con-
cealed smile, for didn’t you get out
of K. P.?

One glorious day we went to the
city, Seneca Falls, with Dr. Jones,
and we mapped and mapped. Later

we gave the maps to Wally and
Norm, who had this city study under
their special charge. An industrial
visit to one of the large rope com-
panies of this country in Auburn, N.
Y., The Columbia Rope Company.
was a revelation to us.

In physiography we imbibed many
new ideas. Do not forget the happy
hunting ground of all drumlin seek-
ers, for we left it, but not untouched
by our skepticism. In the end we
knew that we were just at a begin-
ning of scientific research in the lake
country. ‘Thus we experienced the
philosophy of the sincere scientist!

ErizaBetH P. Love.

ENCcAMPED AT AURORA, NEW YORK

DOWN THE CUMBER-
LAND VALLEY

Up at five-thirty and on the road
soon after eight, the party left Au-
rora on the morning of September
twenty-fourth. The route led south-
ward through Ithaca, where we cir-
cled the campus of Cornell University
and had our last view of the Finger
Lakes, and then on to Pennsylvania.
A heavy fog obscured the landscape
for some hours but we caught

glimpses of one or two hanging del-
tas and recognized the moraine south
of Cayuga Lake when we went
through. Then the sun came out and
the afternoon was very hot. We were
all on the look-out for cider, and
Kirk’s car stopped to get a jug, with
the result that it lost its honorary po-
sition at the end of the line. But it
was good cider, anyway.

It was exciting to follow evidences
of glaciation, cross a little morainic
area with boulders, follow a broad



valley which had V-shaped ungla-
ciated tributaries but a broad flat
valley floor which appeared to be out-
wash, and then to pick up the trail
of the ice again where more boulders
indicated what may have been ap
older terminal moraine. Then sud-
denly we dropped into a typical V-
shaped valley so obviously ungla-
ciated that it looked like a picture in
a text-book. How much more real
and vitally interesting these things all
are in the field than in a book every
member of the field camp will testify,
and this was true of all our geo-
gr.aphic observations throughout the
trip.

We drove down the Nitanny Val-
ley, an eroded anticline where we
could see a remnant of the crest of
the arch at one end and the gentle
dip slopes on the outer edges of the
ridges, visible where rivers had cut
notches through them. There was
also a splendid view of the irregular
eroded edge of the Alleghany Pla-
teau with its knobby hills in direct
contrast to the long even ridges of the
folded region through which we were
traveling. The roads although paved
were highly crowned and bumpy,
and as we drove up the steep ap-
proach to State College the lurching
of the trailers ahead was startling,
but they stood the test well and we
made our stop for the night just as
it was getting dark. We camped on
the Pennsylvania State College cam-
pus in an oak grove which literally
rained acorns on our heads, a new
experience for some of us and a force-
ful reminder that we were traveling
through a region in which the natural
vegetation was in part oak-hickory
forest.

During the evening the Geology
staff of the College, including Dr. R.
E. Murphy and Professor Boline,
cordially entertained us at the new
Mineral Industries Building, where
we saw a beautiful geologic model of
the state and many interesting exhib-
its of minerals and industries. Ex-

treme weariness overcame most of us
before the evening was over, as the
day had been long and hot, and we
were sorry not to be able to take bet-
ter advantage of the material there
for us to see.

The next day was again foggy for
most of the morning, but a detour
over rough roads took us into some of
the little valleys which we could not
see from above and was a blessing in
disguise as well as being quite excit-
ing. We had a hazy view of the
famous pitching anticline, Warrior
Ridge (a cigar-shaped mountain) and
during the afternoon when the sun
came out there were many miles of
exhilarating driving up over one
great ridge after another, and down
through broad cultivated valleys. We
reached " the State Teachers College
at Shippensburg, Pennsylvania, soon
after three, and made camp. Here
we had hot showers, which we appre-
ciated even more later, when we
reached camps where there were
none.

Shippensburg, Pennsylvania, lies in
the Cumberland Valley, the north-
ward extension of the Shenandoah
Valley. Our work there covered three
distinct types of regions and we vis-
ited a fourth, making our stay par-
ticularly interesting. The camp it-
self was in the limestone section of
the great valley, where prosperous
dairy farms were numerous and com-
fortable “Pennsylvania Dutch” homes
with big red “overshot” barns were
conspicuous on the country landscape.
The bare rock was exposed on many
low hills, however, where the land
was used only for sheep grazing. The
solution topography and lack of riv-
ers were striking features of the area,
yvet it was a gently rolling country
without deep sink holes. We were
told, however, that sometimes in plow-
ing a farmer loses a mule when a
sink hole suddenly caves in under
him. In contrast the parts of the
valley underlain by shale were
drained by numerous surface streams,

hillsides were gulleyed and agricul-
ture appeared less successful. There
were many interesting interviews
with farmers, including the one who
said to Carol: “Can you milk a cow?
No? Well, (comfortingly) it takes all
kinds of people to make a world.”
This densely populated region, well
traversed by roads, has on the east
of it South Mountain, a part of an-
cient Appalachia, underlain by igne-
ous and metamorphic rocks, deeply
eroded, rugged, heavily forested and
sparsely inhabited. Here are living
mountain folk who have log cabins
and tiny gardens, and whose quaint
speech is reminiscent of the Kentucky
Mountains. One afternoon we talked
to a shrivelled little old lady who
looked ninety but said she was only
sixty-three. ~ As we left her by the
front gate of her log house she gave
us a friendly smile, saying “I hope
you luck to go home,” and we drove

off feeling as if we had been many -

miles into the back woods. But in
half a mile we suddenly emerged into
rich farm country. So sharp is the
boundary of geologic and geographic
provinces there.

West of the Cumberland Valley
are the great Appalachian folds of the
Ridge and Valley country. The whole
party rode up North (Blue) Mountain
one afternoon, and on its crest, deep
in the woods, with a shaft of sunlight
illuminating one brilliant red tupelo,
Dr. Ekblaw gave us a fine lecture on
native vegetation. Then we went on
to Mt. Kittatinny, made famous by
the use of its name for the great
summit peneplain, and there we
climbed the fire tower and had a
magnificent view of that old erosion
surface. As far as eye could reach to
the west ridge after ridge rose to
the summit level, all apparently bev-
elled at the same elevation. The depth
of the forest too added to the impres-
siveness of the scene and we all felt,
as never before, a sympathy for the
pioneer who found there such an ef-
fective barrier. Everyone was very

peppy, and “the gang” will not soon
forget the battle of acorns, the roller
coaster roads, or the hump-backed
bridge that nearly threw us out over
the back seat. This was also the night
of the famous supper of oyster stew.

On Sunday we went to Gettysburg,
where we had a glimpse of the Tri-
assic Lowland and the trap ridges
which formed important vantage
points on the battlefield. Part of the
other days were spent in mapping
land utilization, the whole group mak-
ing a study of a section all the way
across the great valley. Then teams
were given special problems, some
physiographic, some studies of geo-
graphic units such as the Buchanan
and Amberson Valleys. Mr. L. C.
Krebs and Mr. Keith Allan of the
State Teachers College were very
kind in allowing us to use their class-
room, in giving us helpful informa-
tion, and in providing us with enter-
tainment. There were two dances
at the college, one of which was giv-
en for us, and we were also invited
to an evening of interpretive dancing
by a New York artist. There is still
some correspondence keeping the
mails busy as a result of those good
times.

The week was full to the brim with
work and fun and interest and many
of us feel that the Shippensburg
camp was one of the best we had.

CaroL Y. MasoN.

THE GREAT SMOKIES

With hints of rain and many low-
flying clouds we left Shippensburg,
Pennsylvania, for a three-day trip to
the Great Smoky Mountains of Ten-
nessee. Visibility was very poor,
many of the interesting points of the
Shenandoah Valley being shrouded in
fog and clouds. By mid-afternoon,
however, we arrived at Massanutten
Caverns and after unhooking three
of the cars from the trailers we drove
out onto the new Shenandoah Na-
tional Park Highway. Here we luck-
ily struck the only hour of clear



weather during two days and had an
excellent view of the surrounding
country. After dinner we were con-
ducted through the many beautiful
chambers of the Massanutten Cav-
erns,

The second day was probably one
of the most strenuous of the entire
trip. Rain descended like water from
a faucet throughout the entire day.
Narrow, high-crowned pavement with

we were fortunate in securing the
grounds, buildings and facilities of
Camp Le Conte, a summer camp for
boys. The trailers were lined up on
the baseball grounds and the cook-
coach was backed up to the rear of
the main building in which we had
our dining room, library, lecture
room and workroom. ‘The fireplace
in the library was greatly appreciated
on the cold mornings and evenings,

AT THE SUMMIT oF MouNT Lt CoONTE

very soft mud shoulders, added con-
siderable strain upon the drivers.
About dusk we arrived at Marign,
Virginia, where twelve huskies with
Kink as coxswain, managed to push
the cook-coach to the top of Clubhouse
Hill. Beans “a-la-mud” were served
in style on the front porch of the
clubhouse and we all went rather
quickly to sleep, lulled by the falling
raiu.

On the third afternoon the sun
came out, tops of the cars went down,
and we went flying up the mountain
roads into the Great Smokies. Here

though it was the surrounding moun-
tains that looked best to us during
the warm mid-day.

Most of the work in the Great
Smokies centered around physiogra-
phy, exceptionally interesting because
very little field work had been done
in the region. Dr. Atwood led the
work of recognizing and mapping the
peneplains and  erosion surfaces.
Many features which we studied in
the Great Valley of Pennsylvania
were remembered and correlated with
those uncovered in the Great Smokies.
Several teams made intensive studies

in isolated structural valleys or Coves,
parts of which will be used later hy
the National Park Service. One team
mapped a typical quadrangle so that
the Land Utilization might be com-
pared with that in other regions; an-
other studied lumbering, and another,
natural vegetation. 'The last proved
particularly interesting because it is
in the Southern Appalachians that the
flora of the north, south and east and
the center of the country meet, with
the result that there are more species
of plants here than in any other sin-
gle section of North America.

Dr. Van Valkenburg managed to
get us up two different mornings for
climatological observations. Seven
stations were established the first day,
each at a different elevation. Obser-
vations were taken every half hour
from sunrise until sunset, with excel-

lent results. The second morning ob-

servations were interrupted by a val-
ley breeze which wreaked havoc on
the temperature inversion. Results ob-
tained from our observations may de-
termine the location of a weather
station in the Great Smokies by the
United States Weather Bureau.
Many other experiences should be
mentioned to stimulate the memories
which the twenty-four participants
have of the most rustic and beautiful
of our camp sites. That short (16
mile) hike over Mt. Le Conte (6,590
ft. A. T.), the view from this or that
fire tower or from the top of the
mountain as the sun rose through the
“Nebel Meer”; the exploration of
caves and coves, or a lecture to CCC
boys on the subject of Drumlins;
interviewing six old maids who had
never seen a town of more than 600
and not even that for over three
years; the boom of the Treeboomers,
Bolo Ave.,, and those lovely cold
showers all added life to the evening
conversation around the fireplace.

WaLTER E. KIRKENDALL.

INDUSTRIAL AND SOCIAL
BIRMINGHAM

At Birmingham we were guests of
Birmingham Southern College, camp-
ing in a wooded section of their cam-
pus astride the flint ridge that sep-
arates Jones and Opossum Valleys,
the two parallel valleys in which the
city developed. To its industrial sta-
tus, Birmingham added the attraction
of being the home of Miss Sara
Waites (A. M., Clark 1933). She
and her family made the nine day,
two week-end Birmingham stay the
social climax of our trip. Dr. and
Mrs. Waites twice entertained mem-
bers of the party, and Bennett estab-
lished .a sterling reputation as the
South’s most appreciated non-com-
mercial date bureau secretary. If
“Southern’s” co-eds found his descrip-
tions unpardonably imaginative, they
were too well-mannered for complaint
(to us); and from Birmingham to
Worcester, Clark boys have scanmed
incoming mail for Birmingham post-
marks. But we stopped at Birming-
ham for a study of urban and indus-
trial geography!

This vicinty, with its well outlined
and effective physical setting and
culturally unhampered growth, offered
a splendid opportunity for the study
of urban geography. Our group chose,
upon a presentation of the possibili-
ties by Dr. Jones, to carry to comple-
tion an urban geography study with
a few days devoted to acquainting
ourselves with the industrial condi-
tions of Birmingham rather than un-
dertaking detailed industrial geogra-
phy projects, many of which would
have been hampered by the present
business stagnation. To this end each
field team of two mapped a cross-
section of the urban area, the group
thus completing a cultural map of the
Birmingham vicinity that included
Bessemer, Ensley, Fairfield, and lesser
suburbs.

In addition to the cultural map, we
prepared a physical map of the area
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Milton J. Prescott,
John F. Pyle,

Dr.
Dr.

on an equal scale. These two field
maps and detailed team reports con-
stitute the student contributions from
which will be prepared for publica-
tion a paper on the urban geography
of Birmingham and vicinity.

While at Birmingham we made
group visits and interviews at coal
mines, limestone quarries, blast fur-
naces, open hearth furnaces, a by-
products plant, roller mills, metal
manufactories, and cement factories,
One team made a brief study of the
city’s sole cotton textile mill for com-
parison with mills to be studied later
near Columbia. Dr. Russell Poor,
Professor of Geology at Birmingham
Southern lectured to us on the eco-
nomic geology of Alabama and led a
field study of Red Mountain.

Our party continued from Birming-
ham with the satisfaction of having

co-operated in accomplishing a com-

plete urban geography study of the
industrial capital of the South and of
having acquired a foundation for fu-
ture study of its industrial bases and
problems.

with the state geologist and secured
some important literature on the ge-
ologic structures around Birmingham.
Had we gone south from Birming-
ham through Montgomery to Mobile
and then west there would have been
a good road all the way to New Or-
leans. However, the route chosen led
to the southwest through Meridian
and Hattiesburg in order to give a
better idea of the state of Mississippi.
Tuesday night was spent on the ath-
letic field of the Ellisville Junior Col-
lege, a few miles northeast of Hatties-
burg.

The road through practically the
whole of Mississippi was the worst
that we had yet encountered on
the trip. It was a loose, gravel
road that necessitated a wide spa-
cing of cars to avoid driving
in a cloud of dust. In the swamp
forests of western Mississippi and
eastern Louisiana we had our first
sight of the wild, razor-back hogs and
of the beautiful Spanish moss. The
city was approached over the long
Pontchartrain bridge.

THE FIELD PARTY AT BIRMINGHAM

Margaret E. Stevens, Burton, Ohio

James A. Minogue,
Carol Y. Mason, Milwaukee, Wis.

Walter E. Kirkendall,

Lloyd D. Black,
Elizabeth P. Love, Auburn, Mass,

Back Row, left to right:

Robert B. Simpson,
Fred H. Allen,
L. LeMar Stephan,

J. Norman Carls,
Hans J. Boesch,

sing; “Blackie” swoons when a pal
lisps “Thweet Thweet!” and Worces-
ter girls wonder why they’re so hope-
fully asked to pronounce “Guy Lom-
bardo.”

J. NormaN CARLS.

DELIGHTFUL NEW
ORLEANS

We made an early start from Bir-
mingham Tuesday, October 30th and
drove to Tuscaloosa where the Uni-
versity of Alabama is located. There
the student group inspected the In-
dian relics in the university museum
while Drs. Jones and Atwood visited

) = ] Note: Certain Birmingham girls | The New Orleans camp was located
- g @M “ r'eceiving this MoONADNOCK may be Just back of the tennis courts on the
. A ; interested to know that “Suitcase” campus Of_T‘ﬂaUC University much
-?i'g ey Simpson has been singing “I'll do to the delight ‘Of Jim Nelson who
= E Ezgz anything that you do” ever since rushed over to inspect their brand of
w8 B gl g g someone called to his attention that tenmis at once. The intention was to
Eféjg = 53-&% that was the only part of “'m Popeye  Start WOI‘.I( promptly Thursday morn-
RS-t = Ega the Sailor Man” that Sk DIDN'T ing but it .turned out that Nov. 1st
G BN was All Saints Day, a Roman Cath-

olic holiday. There was little activ-
ity in the city; all the civic bodies
through which it was hoped to work
were not in their offices and as a re-
sult a half-holiday was declared. It
is hardly necessary to explain that a
half—or whole—holiday meant an op-
portunity to catch up with some back
work and not a time for idle dissipa-
tion. In the afternoon an inspection
trip was made to the Mississippi
River where asphalt mats were being
laid to prevent erosion of the levees.
These mats which are being made and
laid right at the place where they are
needed, under the supervision of the



U. S. Engineering Corps, are the best
and cheapest that have yet been de-
vised. They are not affected by tem-
perature changes, nor does the water
erode under them as in the case of
the cement mats. Moreover the filler,
sand and loess, is relatively cheap be-
cause it is found along the Missisippi,
while the asphalt is the only material
bearing higher transportation costs.

Friday morning teams were ap-
pointed and an area of some sixteen
square miles was mapped for land
utilization. As much of this area, lo-
cated on both sides of the river and
several miles above the city, was
marsh and bayou land, the assignment
proved to be a snap. On Saturday
morning various projects of study re-
lating to the activities of the port
were assigned for individual or team
study. Following the assignment Dr.
Jones took the entire party to the ob-
servation tower on the Hibernian
Bank Building from which point an
excellent view of the entire city could
be obtained. The manner in which
the city is surrounded on three sides
by the meandering Mississippi and
the proximity of Lake Pontchartrain
to the east were plainly seen.

After coming from the tower the
students were left free to pursue the
study of their various projects for the
rest of the day. Since this was Sat-
urday and practically all the business
offices were closed after noon there
was not much chance for work on any
particular project and it is safe to
assume that much time and gasoline
were spent in looking over the city,

' particularly the French quarter. No

names need be mentioned, but prac-
tically all the men came back for an
early dinner, arrayed themselves in
as much splendor as possible, and de-
parted hurriedly in as many of the
V-8's as could be extracted from
Wally’s jealous care. It may be noted
that Dr. Wally and Dr. Jones were
also absent from camp until a shock-
ingly late hour.

Sunday breakfast was at seven

thirty and by eight o’clock we were
started on a 200 mile drive that took
us across the river at the foot of
Canal Street, through the “Louisiana
sugar bow]” to the west and north of
the city, and back to the river at
Donaldsonville about fifty miles above
New Orleans. Lunch was eaten un-
der an immense live oak overgrown
with Spanish moss. It was a very en-
joyable drive and gave a splendid
idea of life in the delta section.

Drs. Atwood and Jones had a treat
in store for us Sunday evening. We
were all taken to Arnaud’s in the
French quarter where a real dinner
was served. It did one good to see
how the gang went for it, even the
“Cookie” acted as if he were glad to
eat some one’s cooking rather than
his own for a change. The Vin Rouge
was excellent and plentiful. A hearty
vote of thanks was voted to the spon-
sors of the feast. The most of the
group stayed in French town after
the feast but, surprising to relate,
“Kink” came back to camp and was
in the hay by 9:00 p. m. This par-
ticular Swede must have been worn
out!

Monday morning we were out early
to see a United Fruit liner, the Six-
iola, discharging bananas. The me-
chanical unloaders, each bringing out
eighty bunches per minute and dis-
tributing them alongside the waiting
refrigerator cars, were very interest-
ing. Dr. Jones had secured passes
which allowed us on board the ship.
Those who were not familiar with
ocean going steamers were shown
around by the second steward.

On Monday evening a most inter-
esting and instructive lecture on the
geology of the delta region was given
by Dr. Steinmeyer, Professor of
Geology at Tulane University. He
gave particular stress to the work on
the river levees and to the geology
of the salt dome sections. After being
in mountainous country most of the
time since leaving the Finger Lakes
of New York it was surprising tp be

in a country where the highest eleva-
tion did not exceed ten feet.

It would not be proper to close
this article without reference to the
mosquitoes. They were fully as large
as katy-dids and as fierce as wildcats.
When one came calling and saw the
available material he went home and
brought his family even to the third
or fourth generation. Aside from this
“minor point” our stay in New Or-
leans was most enjoyable. We wish
to extend most hearty thanks to the
officials of Tulane University for the
use of their campus, where we were
shown all possible courtesy and con-
sideration.  For a perfect vacation,
free from academic worries, go to
New Orleans on the “other side” of
Canal Street.

Frep H. ALLEN.

QUINCY ENCAMPMENT

Most of us hated to leave New Or-~

leans on the morning of Nov. 7 bound
for our first Florida encampment at
Quincy. But entranced by the beauty
of again traveling the 4.8-mile ce-
ment bridge over eastern Lake Pont-
chartrain northeast of New Orleans
and enjoying the sea shore drive in
southern Mississippi from Bay St.
Louis to Pascagoula, we temporarily
forgot the enchantment of that his-
toric city and the pleasurable work
and play. In Mobile we observed
the docks and ships while we were
crossing the Bay over a series of
bridges and roads leading through
the canebrakes.

At dusk we arrived in Loxley
where we encamped for the night.
The little town afforded no amuse-
ment, so Jack Pyle, our humorist,
with celerity came to our rescue with
the suggestion of catching “snipes” in
the tall long-leaf pines. We were es-
pecially pleased to acquaint Scotty
(Milton Prescott) and Steve (Mar-
garet Stevens) with the methods of
hunting. A group accompanied the
two into the woods, made sure that
they held their cloth sacks appropri-

ately and accurately, then left them
in darkness to go ‘“drive in” the
“snipes.” For some reason or other
we lost all interest in searching for
“snipes” and immediately walked intc
camp! Steve was “rescued”’ by John-
nie Fairchild, but Scotty was deter-
mined to catch some of these “slow
birds” which he had never seen.
Finally he tired and walked into
camp. Still serious and intensely in-
terested he inquired why he did not
catch any. The group was laughing,
and Scotty volunteered to show us
how he had held the sack—close to
the ground, mouth open! By that
time all were roaring and Scotty fin-
ally saw that it was a huge joke and
he joined in with us most heartily.
He thought perhaps that it was a
joke because he’d never heard of
“such dumb birds.”

We stopped at Pensacola the next
morning and visited the Navy Air
Station at Fort Barrancas. At Quincy
we set up camp on the grounds of
the University of Florida Experi-
ment Station. Dr. L. O. Gratz, in
charge of the Station, extended every
courtesy to our group, including
plenty of tangerines to eat, and a
workroom in the laboratory for our
use. As tobacco is the dominant spe-
cialized crop in the Quincy area, we
made that our chief concern, visiting
a tobacco warehouse and two cigar
factories, one making cigars by mod-
ern machinery and the other by skill-
ful hands of colored laborers. In-
cidentally, we were supplied with
these two types of cigars for several
days in advance. We also visited
the Floridan Fullers Earth Quarry
and Plant and the Thomas-Little
Lumber Mill in the first day’s unit
of observation study. Appropriately,
in the tobacco greenhouse at the Ex-
periment Station, we learned very
thoroughly the practice of tobacco cul-
ture through lectures by Dr. Gratz,
Dr. R. R. Kincaid, and Mr. Jesse
Reeves. Other teams worked out two
interesting studies, namely, citrus pro-



duction and the distilling of turpen-
tine.  The Quincy stay (Nov. 8-12)
was unusually profitable in that it af-
forded the study of a specialized ag-
ricultural crop, shade tobacco, for
comparison with the famed Connec-
ticut Valley tobacco region with which
several in the party were already
familiar through previous studies in
Clark University field schools.

L. LEMaAR STEPHAN.

THE GAINESVILLE CAMP

Leaving Quincy at 7:20 a. m., Mon-
day, November 12, the caravan com-
pleted the drive to Gainesville at
12:50 p. m. The only interruption
was a twenty-five minute stop for
lunch, during which a Jersey bull
chased Betty into the “32.

_Pine-palmetto flatwoods on the
higher sandy soils and cypress on the
poorly drained lands dominated the
natural vegetation along the route.
Many sink holes in various stages of
vegetative filling were the outstand-
ing features of relief observed.

Dr. Rollin Atwood met and escort-
ed the group to the camp-site, lo-
cated on the grounds of WRUF, the
University of Florida radio broad-
casting station. The party enjoyed
and greatly appreciated the various
facilities of the station during the
stay.

Dr. Jones left at 5:10 p. m. on the
day of arrival, and Drs. Ekblaw and
Van Valkenburg reached the camp
later in the evening.

During the night many of the party
suffered from “latitudinal inversion.”
The members of one cabin claimed
that their thermometer registered 27
degrees.

On Tuesday, the first work day of
the camp, following comprehensive
and most instructive lectures by Drs.
Newell and Hume of the University
of Florida Experiment Station, the
staff assigned problems in Tung oil,
Turpentine, Lumbering, Truck gar-
dening, Climate, and Land Use Map-

ping. During the remainder of the
day some of the group worked in the
field on the special problems, while
others obtained materials from the
agricultural  station library, or
studied in the university library.

In the evening Dr. Rollin Atwood
conducted a round table discussion at
his home concerning his geographic
regions of Florida. Dr. Sigmund Die-
trich also spoke. Cocoa and sand-
wiches lent a non-geographic atmos-
phere.

Preliminary study completed, the
party took to the field on Wednesday.
Dr. Van Valkenburg with one group
made a temperature cross section
from Gainesville to St. Augustine.
Another group studied the Cypress
and Yellow Pine lumbering in the re-
gion.

President Tigert and several mem-
bers of the faculty of the University
of Florida were dinner guests at the
camp. Later in the evening Dr. Ek-
blaw lectured on the Eskimo at the
Y. M. C. A. smoker.

Completion of field study on spe-
cial problems occupied the morning of
the last day at Gainesville. Accom-
panied by the manager, Mr. Miller,
the entire party visited a large Tung
oil plantation. The remainder of the
afternoon was devoted to the routine
of closing the sleeping-coaches.

With the various groups studying
several subjects intensively, much in-
formation should have been gained
collectively by the party. The group
studies of soils, drainage, and climate
combined to make more appreciable
the facts brought out by the land use
mapping.

For the success of the work com-
pleted in the area the party owes
much to the various people of the
University of Florida and of Gaines-
ville with whom its members came in
contact, and greatly appreciates the
courtesies extended.

J. A. MinoGuE.

IN THE CITRUS AREA

Leaving Gainesville the morning of
November 16th, headed for the Lake
Alfred encampment, we stopped near
Ocala long enough to enjoy a few
hours at Silver Springs.

Silver Springs, set in a beautiful
sub-tropical hammock, amid tall and
buttressed cypresses and palmetto
trees, is a bird and fish sanctuary.
“Doc” Wally gave us a rare treat
when he invited us all for a ride in
one of the glass bottomed boats. In
the motor driven boat we passed from
one cavern to another, marvelling at
the wonderful and constantly chang-
ing prismatic effects created by the
sun’s rays on the transparent water.
The boiling pots, springs bringing up
shells and crystals, the fantastic
shaped aquatic plants and an abun-
dance of fish life were some of the
features. At the Fisherman’s Para-
dise each of us was given a piece
of bread, and to our amusement the
fish ate out of our hands. Most of
us thought we were Isaac Waltons
without hook or line and as a result
several of us received wet sleeves.
The highlight of the boat trip was the
football game between fishes, which
was suddenly interrupted when the
falling ball of dough was intercepted
by a huge turtle who swam for a
meal.

After the boat ride the party split
up into two groups, some desiring. to
swim while others preferred to take
the jungle cruise in search of alli-
gators. The swimmers claim they
found perfect swimming conditions
under a hot sun and in water with
the temperature about 72 degrees,
while the cruisers ciaimed to have
seen four (any number is question-
able) ’gators sunning themselves
along the cypress-lined shores of Ok-
lawaha River.

From Ocala we headed in the di-
rection of Orlando and thence to Lake
Alfred. The entire distance from
Gainesville to Lake Alfred we tra-

versed a rolling sink hole “infested”
country, from a region of specialized
and truck farms into the heart of the
citrus region. From a vegetative
point of view we were traveling
through a transition zone tending to-
ward the sub-tropical, with long-leaf
pine, Live Oak, cabbage palmetto,
saw palmetto and coarse grasses pre-
dominating.

About four o’clock in the afternoon
we arrived at the Lake Alfred Cit-
rus Experiment Station and pitched
camp under several huge and stately
Live Oaks covered with Spanish Moss.
In the morning Dr. Fudge, the soil
chemist, and Mr. Jefferies took us on
a tour of inspection. Here we were
introduced to the ordinary citrus
fruits and a great number of hybrids
as well as tropical fruits. It was the
first time any one of us had eaten
limequats, tangelos, pink grapefruit
and sweet lemons. We were also
given a lecture on soils and citrus dis-
eases and the treatment of them.

During the next two days the group
was divided into teams for the pur-
pose of studying the citrus industry
in Florida. The correlation of relief
and drainage, soils and vegetation to
the citrus area was excellently exem-
plified here, and the results obtained
by the students were highly gratify-
ing. The remaining time was spent
interviewing growers in order to
learn about the techmology of produc-
tion and marketing practises.

One section under the leadership of
Dr. Van studied the strawberry in-
dustry at Plant City, but to the dis-
appointment of Dr. Van and to the
enjoyment of the rest of the camp,
the plants were not bearing fruit.

On Sunday the ‘“gang” drove over
to the Mountain Lake Sanctuary and
Singing Tower at Lake Wales. To
our dismay visitors are not allowed
inside the tower nor were the bells
ringing, so we had to content our-
selves with the beauty of the tower
and its surroundings.

We've heard so many stories about



absent-minded professors which sound
rather dubious, but this one was ac-
tually witnessed by another member
of the staff. Doctor Van was having
one of his biennial haircuts in one
of his “charming” barber shops. His
three-day-old New York Times had
just arrived, so he was busy catching
up on the news of the past few days.
While intently reading, the barber
asked him if he “wanted it trimmed,”
and being so absorbed in his reading
and not knowing what the barber
had just asked him, he answered yes.
Suddenly he sensed that everything
was not just exactly right, and look-
ing up, he discovered to his surprise
and chagrin that the barber had
trimmed his left eyebrow. With arms
thrust up in the air the usual “Vo!
Vo! Vo!” and “hot cha cha” re-
echoed, and the operation had to be
completed by trimming the right eye-
brow to match.

The last afternoon was spent in
visiting the Lake Alfred packing plant
and in picking oranges from our own
grove, which had graciously been
turned over to us by the Experimental
Station. In the latter operation, old
boxes, laundry bags, pillow slips, as
well as sweat shirts were pressed in-
to service and let it not be said that
any fruit was left on the trees nor
that he or she didn’t have a fill of
juice.

Thus another delightful stay at one
of Florida’s Experimental Stations
came to a close. Qur heartiest and
best wishes go to Dr. Fudge and Mr.
Jefferies, both of whom made our en-
campment one of the best and rich-
est of the entire trip.

F. C. ERICKSON.

FROM LAKE ALFRED, FLA.,
TO COLUMBIA, S. C.

Everyone was up early to leave
Lake Alfred on the morning of No-
vember 21st, for we were all antici-
pating a great time bathing in the
Gulf of Mexico at Naples Beach. We
weren’'t much interested in the towns

of Sarasota and Fort Myers in our
hurry to do something we had planned
and thought about all the way from
Worcester. We arrived at Naples
about four o'clock and at 4:15 every-
one was in the Gulf, professors and
cook included. After a good swim
we ate a hearty dinner, our appetites
made enormous by the long ride and
strenuous exercise.

Later in the evening, after the moon
was up, all of us went down to the
beach and had a party. Rube and
Cookie took the gas lantern and
walked several miles along the beach
hunting shells. The rest of us sat
along the beach and talked while
“refreshments” were served by Kink.
(He happened to hit the lucky num-
ber, and drew enough to treat us all!)
As we were all worn out we retired
early with orders to get up at 7:30
the next morning. A half holiday
was declared from eight to twelve
o’clock for swimming or golfing.

Do you think Allen had to blow his
whistle? He did not! We were all
up by seven. Dr. Van, Kink, Jimmie
Nelson, Blackie, Rube and I played
golf. 'The others spent the morning
swimming. Dr. Wally had a hard
time getting all of us together so we
could start for Homestead at twelve
o’clock.

We crossed the Everglades on the
Tamiami Trail, driving quite far
apart in order to see as much wild
life as possible. Although we were

- impressed by the glade vegetation, we

were more interested in the hundreds
of birds that we saw; these included
egrets, white ibis, blue and white
herons, coots, grebes, kingfishers,
ducks, buzzards, cranes, hawks, eagles,
and gallinules. There were also
many turtles and fish, and a few
people claimed to have seen alligatqrs.
Some of wus stopped where some
women were fishing and were offered
hooks, lines, and bait. Did we catch
fish? It seemed as though they could
hardly wait for us to throw in the
hock. We caught eighteen in a half
an hour while waiting for the other
cars.

We stayed at the Sub-tropical Ex-
periment Station of the University of
Florida near Homestead over the 23rd
and 24th of November. Dr. Wolfe
was in charge here, and, because of
his knowledge of plants of the region,
he and Dr. Ek had some great talks.
We had a trip out to the southern end
of Key Largo for the purpose of study-
ing the vegetation, and were shown
around the station in order to ob-
serve their experimental work. We
were interested to see and taste the
egg fruit, fig, pomelo, tangelo, lime,
papaya, avocado, guava and coconut
that grew on the grounds of the sta-
tion, and also to see, on and near the
Keys, black and red mangrove, ma-
hogany, gumbo limbo, chicle and other
tropical plants and trees.

Miami Day was declared on Satur-
day, November 24th, and everyone
was free to do as he chose. Dr. Ek

and two of the boys went to Key -

West, and reported a wonderful time.
Drs. Wally and Van, with Carol and
Betty, chartered a plane and flew
down to Key West. This allowed
them time to see Miami later in the
day and evening. Ask Betty for par-
ticulars. She is always taking notes.
Two carloads of fellows went fishing
off Key Largo, and great are the
tales they can tell—both about fish-
ing, and about orange throwing con-
tests in V-8’s, Venetian boatmen, etc.
Afternoon found most of us enjoying
the surf and sunshine at Miami Beach,
creating a big appetite for fish and
sea food suppers in Miami's restau-
rants. [ suppose that the evening was
spent seeing Miami. Anyway the
entire group got back to camp at
Homestead before daylight. But what
a sleepy crowd it was that closed the
trailers that Sunday morning!

The highlight of the trip on the
25th from Homestead to Belle Glade
was a swim in the Atlantic at lunch
time. For once lunch was not the
most important item at noon. At West
Palm Beach we turned west into the
Everglades. This section had a

scarcity of wild life, while much of
the saw grass land appeared highly
fertile and suitable for agriculture.
Some pig weeds were over twenty
feet tall and as thick as Scotty’s arm.
In the afternoon old Lady Luck
seemed to leave us, for the station
wagon had three flat tires.

The Everglades Experiment Station
near Belle Glade was a little com-
munity set off by itself in the muck-
lands. Only because there was a ten-
nis court on the property were we able
to camp there at all, but all the
trailers fitted well into the small space
solid enough to camp on. Dr. A.
Daane was the agronomist in charge,
and his staff incuded Dr. J. R. Neller,
biochemist; Dr. G. R. Townsend, plant
pathologist; Mr. R. E. Roberton, soil
specialist; Mr. F. D. Stevens, sugar
cane agronomist; Mr. R. N. Lobdell,
entomologist; Mr. R. W. Kidder, spe-
cialist in animal husbandry; and Mr.
M. S. Clayton, agricultural engineer
in charge of drainage experiments.
Each of these men gave short lectures
the next day on their own particular
work and problems at the station, and
we were shown part of the projects.
Probably the most interesting were the
clever negroes who set celery plants
so fast that we couldn’t see how they
did it, and the sugar cane which we
were allowed to cut and chew.

Of unusual interest was the trip to
Canal Point to see a sugar cane plan-
tation, with the negroes singing while
cutting cane in the fields and tractors
pulling the loaded cars of cane. In
the well-kept plantation village we
visited the colored school, and nearly
broke up their recess by throwing
nickels to the boys and watching them
gcramble for them. We were invited
into the school, and, after the singing
of “Down by the Riverside” by the
boys and girls, Dr. Ek was asked to
talk. He told them about life in
Greenland, and I doubt if he ever had
a more attentive audience than those
little negroes. They expressed their

. appreciation to him by giving a cheer



in his honor, and concluded the pro-
gram by singing the Negro National
Anthem.

In the proximity of Belle Glade,
most of the land near the road was
under bean cultivation and we
visited a bean packing plant to see
the sorting and packing processes.
Immediately after being packed into
wooden hampers the beans are hus-
tled into refrigerator cars and sent
north.

In the evening we met in the green-
house where Dr. Wally and Dr. Ek
both lectured; Dr. Wally explaining
the purpose and plan of the trip, and
Dr. Ek giving his instructive lecture
on Greenland. Members of the staff
and their families were present, and
all were invited over to Dr. Daane’s
home for refreshments afterwards.
The next evening Dr. Van lectured
on Java, all of which caused Dr.
Daane to remark, “It isn’t often that
you are able to hear such lectures in
Belle Glade.”

The next day, November 28th, was
an eventful one. We were to drive
from Belle Glade to Daytona Beach,
there to make camp for Thanksgiving.
We were attempting to make time,
in order to leave Dr. Ek as far north
as possible and yet connect with the
train schedule, when the tow to the
faculty coach broke. A particularly
rough bridge caused the damage, but,
thanks to Kink, only one of the trailers
was wrecked. This mishap neces-
sitated a wild dash ahead after Dr.
‘Wally, who when he returned, quick-
ly had the situation in hand, and the
party started on its way. He and
Rube remained behind to take care
of getting the trailer welded, and
joined camp late that evening. The
rest of us went on to Daytona Beach,
where we had a little trouble in find-
ing a suitable camp site, but under
Dr. Van’s directions we finally set-
tled on the famous beach itself. Be-
cause the tide was low when we
camped, and a good breeze was blow-
ing, and also because of the public
location, it was decided to have

guards throughout the night. Hans
was “Captain of the Guards” from
eleven to one, Kink and I yawned
from one to two, and then roused
Norm and Wally, who served from
two to three. Fairchild took charge
from three till morning, when he was
found asleep at his post, alone. Be
it known that, in spite, or on account
of the guards, the sea did not wash us
away, nor did prowlers steal our
shoes.

Thanksgiving morning we had lec-
tures by the professors, partly for
purposes of instruction concerning
shoreline features and Floridian cli-
mate, but also to detain us from surf
bathing for an hour or so after break-
fast. However, as most of us at-
tended the lectures in bathing suits,
the profs realised our eagerness and
let us go. We spent most of the day
until four p. m. on the beach, bath-
ing, playing beachball, and riding
surf-boards and bicycles. Our dinner,
a turkey banquet at the Seashore
Grill, was a big success, and cul-
minated with a talk by Dr. Van about
his recent trip to Eurove. In the
evening the group scattered, but
everyone reported a good time.

Early next morning we were off
for the north again. We had the un-
usual experience of riding along the
beach from Daytona to Ormond, and,
while we made no new speed records,
we were able to travel fast on the
hard sand. A long stop in St. Augus-
tine, where we availed ourselves of
the opportunity to visit historic Fort
Marion, delayed our progress so that
we were obliged to travel after dark
in the attempt to reach the selected
camp spot near Savannah. Southern
roads may have cows, pigs or cars
on them, and Norm found a car sud-
denly in front of him, with no tail
light to warn approaching cars. Be-
fore you could say Jack Robinson
Norm’s car and trailer were landed
right side up in the ditch, with Dr.
Van standing upright in the front
seat, and Bob and Wally in the back
regretting their evil deeds. Fortunate-

ly no one was hurt, but the car was
badly smashed, and the tow on the
trailer, broken. A complete change
of plans was necessary, an emergency
camp site was selected at Riceboro,
Georgia, the nearest town, and part
of the group went on to set up camp
while others waited to help in get-
ting the car and trailer taken care of.

The next day the caravan rolled on
to Columbia, minus one car, one trail-
er, and Norm and Wally, who stayed
with their coach and did a little im-
promptu field work in Riceboro.
Everyone being content to proceed
with caution, the trip from Savannah
to Columbia was without an exciting
event.

JouN PYLE.
COLUMBIA: FALL LINE

CITY

Although the last to be studied in-
tensively, the Fall Line area around
Columbia, South Carolina, provided
one of the most satisfactory major
studies of the entire tour: namely, the
cotton textile industry of the South.
This single project occupied the time
of half of the students during three
of the four days spent in Columbia.
Other industrial projects included the
history of water-power development,
the study of fertilizer manufacture,
and the granite and sand industries.
One day was devoted to the study of
Fall Line physiography

Officials in thirteen different cotton
textile mills were interviewed, and
three mill villages mapped during
the period. Adequate publicity in
the newspapers and whole-hearted co-
operation from Chamber of Commerce
officials contributed to the friendly in-
terest of mill superintendents, and the
interviews yielded a wealth of geogra-
phic data on the vital problem of
North vs. South in the cotton textile
industry. To those students who had
visited the textile machine plants at
Whitinsville, Hopedale and Worcester
in Massachusetts, the seemingly end-
less looms, “jennies” and carders in

the Columbia district bearing the im-
print of firms in these New England
towns not only conjured up memories
of visits to the source of these ma-
chines, but also helped to impress up-
on them the still potent relationship
between textile operations in the
North and in the South.

By mapping homes, gardens, pas-
tures and sanitary facilities in three
of the textile mill-villages, and by in-
terviewing several of the residents
of these villages, new and up-to-date
statistics regarding standards of liv-
ing among the mill-workers were com-
puted. Although model villages were
found, the average southern worker
enjoys life with many less comforts
than his northern co-worker, as our
gathered facts will prove. Most in-
teresting and timely, however, were
data regarding the effect of NRA
in minimizing much-publicized labor
differential between North and South.

Physiographic study along this rep-
resentative portion of the Fall Line
was given added interest and im-
portance by the arrival of President
Atwood, who directed one day’s work
with the assistance of Dr. Tabor,
Head of the Department of Geology
and Geography at the University of
South Carolina. Leg muscles unused
for weeks were again stretched as
students got an opportunity to climb
Little Mountain, a monadnock above
the Piedmont peneplain northwest of
Columbia. The contact between Pied-
mont Pre-Cambrians and the over-
lapping sedimentaries was observed
in several exposures, and the prob-
lem of determining the age of the
youngest of these sediments was in-
troduced.

Micro-climatological research in the
area was limited to anticipation, for
the sudden arrival of a cloud cover
during the four and one-half-hour
interval between midnight and Re-
veille on the morning of December
6th, in direct conflict with the careful
predictions of Dr. Van Valkenburg
and the U. S. Weather Bureau, frus-




trated plans for a pre-sunrise tém-
perature study of the city of Colum-
bia. The objects of the proposed
study were (1) the effect of land
configuration upon temperature, other
conditions being stable, and (2) modi-
fications of this effect produced by
urban development, such as continu-
ous blocks of brick buildings.

With the “girl at home” suddenly
returning to the minds of the New
England contingent (Worcester was
less than one week away) and visions
of evenings in. Washington and New
York before the rest of the party,
social life reached a low ebb. The
party enjoyed a delightful tea at Dr.
Tabor’s home one evening. A ban-
quet and entertainment as guests of
the Columbia Chamber of Commerce,
with the Governor of South Carolina
as honor guest and General Summer-
all, former Chief of Staff of the U. S.
Army, as principal speaker, provided
another evening of unusual interest.

RoBerT B. SiMPsoN.

CAPITAL CITY

After a fine breakfast in the college
cafeteria we again set sail, our new
destination being the nation’s capital,
Washington, D. C. Our way led us
through Chapel Hill, N. C. where
we saw the famous University of
North Carolina, the birthplace of so
many of our country’s famous tennis
teams. This day saw, too, the in-
auguration of the policy to stop at
noon and get something warm, which
was duly appreciated by all. From
our noon stop it was just a step to
beautiful Duke University and the
famous tobacco center, Durham.

Our over-night stop at Henderson
was one of the finest of our north-
ward camps. We were availed of an
excellent clubhouse in which to eat
and enjoy ourselves. And how we
appreciated the heat! Here, too, we
were given our first taste of snow,
there being a slight snowfall during
the evening.

Our route from Henderson to Wash-
ington entailed passing through Peters-

burg, where Betty left the party, and
through historically famous old Rich-
mond, of Civil War days. Many were
the monuments we saw, glorifying
the valor and strength of our sires.
Naturally, since we were passing
within a few miles of Mount Vernon,
we drove past that honored mansion.

Amid snow flurries the stately
domes and towers of Washington re-
ceived the party in the gathering dark-
ness of a December evening., Abra-
ham Lincoln looked down at us from
his seat in his pillared rostrum and
greeted us with his benign smile.
We were at last in the capital of our
country!

The first evening was marked by
the hustle and bustle of a late arrival
in a new camp, most of us chilled
from the day’s ride in winter tempera-
tures. However, things were soon
arranged and we enjoyed a warming
supper, followed in many cases by a
short reconnaissance of the night life
of our nation’s seat of government,
and then to bed in awarm cabins gen-
erously offered by the management
(Dr. Wallace). That is, most of us
enjoyed the heat of the cabins; a
few of the more hardy (possibly fool-
ish) ones, including Dr. Wallace and
Celia, preferred to remain faithful to
the fresh air mansions on wheels.

Sunday in Washington! Wouldn’t
you go sight seeing? Well, we did.
The Capitol, Washington Monument
(in its winter clothes), Embassy
Drive (Massachusetts Avenue to the

uninitiated), the White House, Lincoln-

Memorial, Old Ford Theatre, Arling-
ton Cemetery, and the important gov-
ernment buildings were noted in the
course of our ramblings on this event-
ful Sunday.

Due to the smow during the night
the next day’s scheduled trips (after
a trial of our own cars on the first)
were mostly done by taxi. We studied
the making of topographic maps, took
a trip to the Weather Bureau, and
visited the Congressional Library to
see the fine collection of old maps.

Then came the long-awaited ban-
quet, officially ending the three months
of work in the field. Thanks to
“Cookie” and a very efficient K. P.
service, the dinner went off without a
hitch.

The first after dinner speaker was
Wally Ristow, who, as President of
C. U. G. 8, gave the student reaction
to the trip. He spoke of the valuable
experience gained from the field
study, prophesied happy memories
for all, and praised Dr. Wallace for
the successful completion of the un-
dertaking.

The second speaker, Dr. Atwood,
Jr., explained for the benefit of the
guests the itinerary of the trip. Dr.
Jones gave a short résumé of the ur-
ban and industrial studies of the jour-
ney, including Seneca Falls, Birming-
ham, New Orleans, and Columbia.

Dr. Ekblaw, after telling several
humorous anecdotes, described the
studies in land use mapping, espe-
cially those in the New York area,
the Cumberland Valley and the Great
Smokies. Dr. Van, our climatic ogre,
told of his strenuous attempts at in-
ducing our early rising in the Great
Smokies, as well as the climatic cross
section in Florida, our citrus experi-
ment, and our -climatic failure in
Columbia.

The toastmaster, President Atwood,
discussed briefly the technical diffi-
culties of the experiment, and stressed
the desirability of field training in the
equipment of every teacher of geogra-
phy.

A showing of moving pictures of
the highlights of the trip, taken by
Dr. Atwood, Jr., concluded a very
pleasant evening.

Among the well known guests were
Dr. and Mrs. O. E. Baker, Dr. and
Mrs. C. F. Barnes, Dr. Charles Gooze,
Dr. George T. Renner, and Dr.
Hainesworth, all from the Department
of Agriculture; Dr. W. C. Menden-
hall and Dr. Francois Matthes of the
U. 8. G. S.; Mr. A. B. Cammerer of
the National Parks Service; Dr. C. F.

Marbut of the Soil Survey; and Mrs.
K. C. Hofstad and Miss Edith Fitton,
both former Clark students.

James 8. NELsON.

CROSSING THE
DELAWARE!

On the morning of the eleventh of
December the snow-bound geographers
donned all the clothes they owned and
wrapped all the blankets and burlap
bags they could find around them-
selves and proceeeded to dig out the
trailers. 'The early morning hours
were also enlivened by the tricks of
a mathematical genius who presided
over the Washington, D. C. (darn
cold) tourist cafeteria. The grand
finale of his act was to change twenty-
one consumed breakfasts into twenty-
nine paid meals.

After this bad start the drivers
crawled along until Baltimore was
reached, and just as they were re-
gaining their speed and confidence,
Prescott created a mild sensation in
the business district by getting his
trailer tangled with a trolley car.
Scotty’s demands on the Public Ser-
vice for damage payments were so
loud and long that the police decided
to charge him with reckless driving.
Naturally this evened up the situation
so that a compromise was not only
necessary but extremely desirable.

Trying to follow Washington’s ex-
ample the party ferried the Delaware,
and, once they found themselves on
the Jersey flatlands, merrily froze their
way into Newark and eventually
reached Glen Ridge where a late sup-
per was served at the home of one of
the students. An entertainment had
been planned at the Montclair Teach-
ers College, but, unfortunately for the
boys of the party, the college girls
were required to retire at ten-thirty,
so they were just too late. The re-
mainder of the evening was spent.at
the Montclair Y. M. C. A.

Jou~son FAIRCHILD.




Johnnie’s modesty forbade his men-
tion of the banquet we enjoyed at his
house—a spread fit for a king, with
delightfully warming, red wine. Each
extends personal thanks to Mr. and

Mrs. Fairchild.

BACK IN OLD NEW ENG-
LAND

The weather proved fair and slight-
ly warmer on the last day of home-
ward  travel. Once again Wwe
entered upon glacial country, and
throughout the day the rise and fall
of the landscape, stone walls, boulder-
strewn pastures, and the curving
roads were familiar signs to many of
us. We were soon in view of the
mountains of the New England Up-
land as we approached Bear Moun-
tain and looked down upon the Hud-
son River. But it is a question
whether we were all geographically
alert. To begin with we had eaten
breakfast at a girls’ dormitory and
four of our number, most anxious to
arrive in Worcester on schedule, nar-
rowly escaped being kidnapped. We
were not terribly concerned since the
kidnappers agreed to trade even, in
fact we started off ahead of the game.
Dr. Jones, Bob, and Kirk had a
goodly number of the fair sex, and
negotiations seemmed complete when
the four culprits arrived and we had
to take them along.

If anyone had doubts of getting to
Worcester that night, his doubts were
more and more substantiated as the
day went on. At Paterson we made
a slight detour, putting us several
scores of miles off the route. About
that time Cookie ran out of gas—he
still held the record. Ask him about
“spinning” his engine. By noon we
were at Bear Mountain Bridge over-
looking the Hudson. We took route
six out of Peekskill and arrived in
Brewster before we gave in to hun-
ger. The time was 12:40 and the
C. U. G. E. L. caravan was to leave
at one. L. P. duty had been aban-

doned—we missed our sandwiches!?
Lunch over, we continued on route
six through Danbury, Conn., heading
for Hartford. By the time we had
reached Thomaston, those who were
skeptical about arriving in Worcester
on schedule began to brighten up. I
could see a smile grow into a grin on
LeMar's face, and Jim Nelson waked
from a sleep to weigh the possibilities
of a six o’clock arrival. Up front the
kitchen coach was bobbing up and
down in a forced effort to make the
grade. At Hartford we had some
seventy miles to go and without a min-
ute to waste. Seven cars and trailers
drew up to a gas station and de-
manded quick service. How we were
“gagsed” in ten minutes is a story
worth mentioning at least. We were
figuring our arrival to the minute now,
but several times our doubts came
back. At a stop for V-8 roll call
Cookie complained that his car re-
fused “to go.’ Up went the hood
while anxious people peered over Dr.
Atwood’s shoulder. Somebody ran
frantically for a screwdriver; the
trouble was found, mended, our fears
quieted, and we were off again. We
stopped again, toward dusk, to light
the trailer lights. Then, as if some
unknown power was trying to prevent
our arrival, something went wrong
up front. The generator on the sta-
tion wagon refused to turn, but thanks
to weather conditions, quick thinking,
and the fact that a car will run minus
the generator, the fan-belt was re-
moved and we drove on once more.
Towns flew bv like telephone poles
and it wasn’t long before we saw
the lights of Worcester in the distance.
With ten minutes to spare we rolled
into Webster Square, and by the clock
on the Jonas Clark Hall tower it was
5:55 as the last car and trailer com-
pleted its five-thousand-mile circuit.
A flare of horns announced the suc-
cessful termination of a field course
that made history in the realm of uni-
versity training.
Mirton C. PRESCOTT.

PERSONNEL!

After three months of daily associ-
ations with them, we feel fairly well
acquainted with the members of the
Clark University Field Party and
herewith present them to you, former
Clark students.

We start off with Carl Franklin
Erickson, the veteran Clarkite, Wor-
cester-born and trained, and through
his long association with the School
of Geography, familiar to many of
you alumni. “Kink” returned to Clark
after several years of teaching at
Dartmouth College and a year of
study at the Universitat in Zurich. His
experience and good fellowship helped
greatly in the success of the trip. He
will also be remembered by the gang
for his devotion to the “girl he left
behind,” and as the initiator of the
“horizontal” striped sweater fad.
During the second semester, “Kink”
will take his Ph.D. orals and com-
plete his dissertation under the direc-
tion of Dr. Van Valkenburg.

J. Norman Carls can also be in-
cluded in the rank of the veterans,
with three field trips, and two years
in residence, to say nothing of several
years of undergraduate work under
an alumnus, Dr. Buzzard, at Illinois
State Normal University. As a driver,
Norm did most of his field work be-
hind the wheel, but at Lake Alfred
he changed his tactics and took a
Huyck in the moonlight. Norm left
the party in Washington and returned
to South Carolina to complete field
work for a Ph.D. thesis under Dr.
Jones’ supervision.

Another of the third year people is
Ruben L. Parson, who received his
early training under J. R. Schwende-
man at Moorhead (Minn.) State
Teachers College. Work prepara-
tory to taking Ph.D. orals in the spring
will keep Rube busy the remainder of
the year.

After spending several years teach-
ing Geography and Geology at Mil-
waukee-Downer College, Carol Y.

ON SAFARI

Mason returned to Clark. Carol
proved to be one of the most active
photographers during the three months
and should have plenty of graphic
material for teaching next year. As
Secretary-treasurer of the C. U. G.
S. she will undertake the difhicult
task of extracting dues from pockets
which have been drained for the many
incidentals which one must face on an
extensive trip. Further work on her
thesis “The Water Supoly of New
England,” under the guidance of Dr.
Ekblaw will keep Carol busy at her
desk in the workroom the coming
weeks and months.

Another student of several years
ago is Robert B. Simpson, who re-
ceived his M.A. degree from Clark
during the summer of 1933. Work
with the U. S. G. S., mapping lignite
deposits of his home state, North Da-

. kota, kept Bob busy the past summer

and fall, necessitating joining the
group a month late, at the Great
Smoky Camp. In anticipation of
miles of hiking and field work, Bob
purchased a pair of made-to-order
boots which arrived several weeks
before the end of the trip, in time
for their proud owner to present a
snappy appearance. His late arrival
proved to be no handicap to his social
triumphs, and Clara, Bess, Thelma,
Sara, and Louise are only a few of his
conquests. The Ph.D. is the goal to-
ward which Bob will work during the
post-trip months.

For Elizabeth Love, the trip proved
to be one round of new experiences.
Of course, Betty was not wholly in-
experienced after one year at Clark,
but then, we never dreamed of meet-
ing her coming out of a Bourbon
Street rendezvous in the Vieux Carée
of New Orleans. (Never mind what
led us there!) Betty’s greatest dis-
appointment was her failure to meet
a rattlesnake in order to test out
the resistance of her snakeproof boots.
Following the thrills and excitement




of the past three months, life in the
workroom will seem drab and com-
monplace to Betty, but we have con-
fidence that she will return to normal
and complete her M.A. thesis study
on her home town of Auburn, Massa-
chusetts.

“Three Months in the Field” to
‘Walter Kirkendall meant only a con-
tinuation of life in the open, after
spending the past summer with Presi-
dent Atwood and Dr. Atwood, Jr., in
the Wind River Mountains, where he
did field work for a master’s thesis
in Physiography. Kirk proved him-
self quite adaptable in his social life
with such varied experiences as an
affair with a young faculty member
at Shippensburg, an acquaintance with
a finishing school product on the
beach at Daytona, and keeping pace
with our own faculty members at
New Orleans. No satisfactory ex-
planation has as yet been offered for
his nightmare at the Great Smoky
Camp which resulted in breaking out
the end of the cabin and scaring
Cookie half to death.

One of the most persistent mail
hogs in the crowd was LeMar
Stephan, and it was a sad day if he
arrived at a new camp to find no
letter for him with a Worcester post
mark. His faithfulness to the “one
and only” was almost complete, if
you forgive a few transgressions such
as that at Birmingham. Anyway, a
little experience never hurts any one.
LeMar came to Clark the. second
semester last year after receiving his
M.A. degree at the University of
Waisconsin in 1933. This Kentuckian
did his undergraduate work in
geography with J. Sullivan “Hoot”
Gibson (Ph.D., 1934) at Bowling
Green State Teachers College. Le-
Mar just signed a contract to teach
in the Western Kentucky State Teach-
ers College, beginning next semester.
Fortune smiles on some people. Good
luck to you, Professor Stephan.

Margaret Stevens of Ohio was the

only young lady along who had not
been at Clark before. Oberlin College
is her Alma Mater, from which in-
stitution she holds both her bachelor’s
and master’s degrees. During the
early days of the trip there was some
uncertainty as to who would eventual-
ly be the “head man” with Steve, but
after the Birmingham camp, even
Johnny Fairchild ceased to doubt, and
from then on he held the inside track.
During the second semester Miss Ste-
vens will face the usual program of
class room studies which is the lot
of the newcomer at Clark. As assis-
tant editor she has worked with Rube
in preparing this Field Trip souve-
nir MONADNOCK.

Service in the United States Army
during the World War adequately
prepared Fred Allen for camp life
and for his job as camp bugler. Even
the failure of the bugle to co-operate
in the production of mellow notes did
not deter him in his thankless task of
awakening the gang in the morning,
and for the last two months of the trip
he carried on with a tin whistle. The
only married man in the crowd, Fred
refused to be distracted from his work
by the southern beauties. Despite his
devotion to his wife, his studies, and
his bugling, Fred found time to do
more than his share of the work in
pitching and breaking camp and in
lending a hand to overworked K. P’s.
A B.A. from Muskingum College, and
an M.A. from Ohio State are the
qualifications Fred brings with him
to Clark.

Another Army man and our only
foreign student of this year is Hans
Boesch, who holds the rank of Lieu-
tenant in the Swiss Army. The Uni-
versitat at Zurich prepared Hans for
his profession as mining engineer and
geologist and as such he has done
work with the Swiss National Rule
Service. An attempt to masquerade
as a bashful lad was nipped in the
bud when his ability as a singer was
discovered, and from then on he

“yoodled” his way into the hearts of
the southern girls. On the trip up the
coast of Florida he illustrated the
influence of mountain environment
when he attempted to wade in the
breaking waters of the Atlantic only
to be upset in full dress by the
treacherous waves.

James A. Minogue is a product of
two Clark grads of recent years,
George (Hank) Primmer and George
S. Corfield of Duluth (Minn.), State
Teachers College. With the spirit of
the north woods in his blood, Jim
studied lumbering as his special pro-
ject for the three months. We don’t
know what spirit prompted his eve-
ning studies. Jim is working toward
his Master’s degree after completing
his undergraduate work last June.

A real globe-trotter is Johnson Fair-
child who has wandered from his
Glen Ridge, N. J., home to such dis-

tant lands as Alaska, Hawaii, and "~

the Near East. After several years
of undergraduate work at Clark, he
went last year to the University of
Beirut, Syria, to complete the require-
ments for the B.A. degree. Johnny
chose to cast his lot with one of the
group rather than to bid in the open
market of the various stops for suit-
able female companionship, and this
“bird in the hand” policy proved to
be the envy of some of the other fel-
lows on more than one occasion. Al-
though not a stranger to Clark, this
will be Johnny's first year at graduate
work.

Lloyd Black, born and educated in
Canada, at present calls Scarsdale,
New York, home. Blackie rose to
prominence at Birmingham when he
drew the prize beauty at the Waites’
party and from then on everything
was T'weet, Tweet. The University of
Toronto conferred the B.A. degree up-
on him last June and this will be his
first step in graduate work.

Who will ever forget Jack Pyle’s
laugh following one of his frequent
stories? Jack proved the statement

concerning fat people, in being one
of the best-natured fellows in the
group. Jack also received his training
under a former Clark student, Dr.
Clyde E. Cooper at Ohio University.
After several years’ teaching grade
and junior high school pupils, Jack
has decided to try the more advanced
fields in working for his Master’s de-
gree.

“Harmonica Harry” would be a fit-
ting nickname for James Nelson who
was seldom without his faithful chro-
matic. Captain of last year’s tennis
team at Clark and a member of the
class of 1934, Jimmy will this year
step into the ranks of the graduate
students. Last summer he was one of
the party with President Atwood im
the trip through the Rocky Mountains.

Milton Prescott also was a member
of the Rocky Mountain party. Scotty’s
winning smile, blond curly hair and
white mustache, and ability to pro-
nounce ‘“hoss” in the true New Eng-
land dialect won for him a warm
place in the hearts of the girls in
Dixie. Clark was the scene of Scot-
ty’s undergraduate work, and the
transition to the Graduate School of
Geography will, therefore, be an easy
one for him.

“Cooxk1g”

Back in Sweden, twentv odd years
ago, his parents named him Hilbert
Fern, but, to the members of the field
party he was and always will be just
plain, good-natured “Cookie.” If all




the pounds gained by the various
people during the past three months
were laced together, Kate Smith would
blush with shame. After a long day
in the field with nothing more filling
than the inevitable “Jam” meat sand-
wiches, Cooky’s tasty meals provided
the necessary powers of recuperation.
Early in the trip when it became
necessary to distinguish between K.
P’s who served the meal and those
who put up the lunches, Cooky proved
equal to the situation and called the
later C. P.’s for Sandwich Police, and
C. P’s they remained to the end
Cooking, however, was not his.only
claim for fame as several of the mem-
bers who accompanied him on his eve-
ning trips will tell you.

We have delayed mention of the
faculty to the last, as they are already
familiar to most. of you former stu-
dents. Needless to say. they were
very necessary and important members
of the group. After several months of
close field contact with our professors,
I am sure all we field trippers will
agree that they are not only good
teachers, but real fellows.

During the several camps where
he was able to be in attendance, Presi-
dent Atwood shared with us his
knowledge and experience concerning
field methods in physiography, and
due to his efforts, peneplains seem
more real to us. Due to pressure of
work running the University and pre-

paring the presidential address for

the annual meeting of the A. A. G.
at Philadelphia in December, Presi-
dent Atwood was unable to be with
the party as much as he and the stu-
dents would have liked.

Dr. Jones’ work with the group
was centered principally at the Bir-
mingham, New Orleans, and Columbia
camps. At New Orleans, he and Dr.
Atwood, Jr., proved themselves capa-
ble of keeping one jump ahead of the
students in matters other than geogra-
phy.

Directed studies in land utilization
and plant geography in a variety of

regions were the contributions of Dr.
Ekblaw to the success of the field
trip. His informal evening stories re-
lating his adventures in Greenland
and Europe were always enthusiasti-
cally received. It was at one of these
meetings that he described some
Greenland “fire water” as being po-
tent enough to “take the hair ofl
your head,” which should put an end
to many arguments.

Dr. Van Valkenburg directed cli-
matological studies and assisted in
other fields at the several camps at
which he was present. The great dis-
appointment of his life came at
Columbia, 8. C., where, despite fav-
orable forecasts, the weather refused
to co-operate and an early morning
temperature survey of the city had
to be called off.

To Dr. Atwood, Jr., goes the credit
for the successful management of the
trip with its numerous details and
unforeseen problems. His coolness
and complete control of the situation
at critical times especially won for
him the respect of the group. The
realization that some recreational days
are necessary in the maintenance of a
cheerful attitude also was appreci-
ated by the students.

Though her visits were all too
brief Mrs. Atwood, Jr., (Celia to the
group) was a welcome member of the
party and helped in the planning of
meals and in the general smooth
operation of the camp. We appreciate
all you did for us, Celia!

This issue is devoted primarily to
the field trip, but we must not over-
look those who kept the workroom
alive during our long absence. One of
the real men behind the scenes is Guy
Burnham, to whom falls the task of
transferring some of the information
gathered onto maps and graphs.
Weeks and months after all the stu-
dent reports are completed, Guy will
still have very real reminders that
the Clark University Graduate School
of Geography spent three months in
the field.

Throughout the three-month period
two young ladies shared the loneli-
ness of the workroom with Mr, Burn-
ham. Gertrude Grady and Anne
Kennedy have been busily engaged in
thesis work during this period. Gert
is working on the Cattle Industry of
Argentina under Dr. Jones' supervi-
sion, while Anne is working with Dr.
Van on the Fishing Industry of Japan.
Both will be active members of the
School of Geography during the sec-
ond semester. Minnie Lemaire hopes
to complete her New England An-
thropo study before May. )

WarTer W. Ristow.

Although Wally Ristow has the high
position of President of the C. U. G.
S. his innate modesty is shown in the
preceding paragraphs, and to it many
of the events of the trip may be at-

tributed. His modesty caused a
Birmingham policeman considerable
worry; it relegated him to the office
of secretary during Norm’s inter-
views; it forced him to chide Betty for
her New Orleans conduct; and, most
obvious of all, it necessitated a
camouflage of a very red nose by fre-
quent and generous doses of olive oil.
However, be it known that his modes-
ty never prevented a pun or a wise-
crack, particularly at another’s ex-
pense, and that Wally more than once
“saved the day” by breaking conver-
sational ice in this manner. Nearly
half through his second year at Clark,
he left the group at Washington and
returned to South Carolina to under-
take field work in a Coastal Plain
county as preparation for his doctor’s
dissertation.
MARGARET STEVENS.

CAMP LIFE

Camp life, for most people, begins
early in the morning; and with us it
was no exception. Fred Allen, ap-
pointed chief “getter-upper,” used his
trusty bugle to doubtful advantage,
until one fine morning in Shippens-
burg it disappeared. The next impo-
sition was a police whistle. Never-
theless, Fred’s faithful fulfillment of
his task compels our admiration.

On a typical working day we had
breakfast at seven, in order to getout
in the field by eight. We did not re-
turn to camp until after four-thirty,
and dinner was usually at half past
five.

In the evening there was always
plenty to do. Sometimes we were fav-
ored with lectures by visiting profes-
sors.

At various times during the trip
we were allowed to use the cars for
our own designs—occasions looked
forward to and appreciated by all.
However, these experiences are not
for publication.

Sunday was spent about camp, ex-
cept for occasional sight-seeing trips.

Each day “Cookie” had four assist-
ants. The two K.P.s set the tables
morning and night and served the
meals; while the two L.P’s made
sandwiches to take into the field. On
moving days the K.P.'s and L.P’s
washed the dishes for the cook.

Upon arrival at a new camp the
first task was to open the coaches.
That was a routine at which we be-
came more proficient as the trip ad-
vanced. While en route we slept in
the coaches closed. Consequently it
was a relief to have them open and
to have plenty of room to move
around.

The afternoon of the last day at
each camp was reserved for closing
the trailers and cleaning up to assure
an early start the next morning. Each
person had a special job to perform;
and such specialization resulted in
great efficiency.

Incredible as it may seem, our camp
was subject to fashion fads. The
first craze, in Shippensburg, Pa., was
for berets; then, at Quincy, black and
white convict sweaters. In Belle
Glade tropical hats, painted gaudy
colors, came into vogue. However,



as we proceeded northward, anything
and everything awarm was in style.

Last, but not least, mention must be
made of the “Tree Boomers.” These
were a very select group in the camp
whose purpose was obscure but whose
presence was never in doubt!

While the primary purpose of our
field trip was intellectual in its high-
est sense, pleasure was not neglected.
Those who frequently “went out
nights” did so at their own expense—
but did not regret it. We had many
good times together, and it would be
difficult to find a more congenial
group than ours.

Lrovyn D. Brack.

CAN YOU IMAGINE?

Jack Pyle with a long face?—
Assistant director Kirkendall?—
Romantic, fickle Betty ?—

A notebook and pencil without LeMar?
really ?—

Dr. Van with his hands tied?
Vo! Vol—

Blackie, the undisciplined old crab?—

Bonebrake (Suitcase) Simpson worry-
ing about the editor’s supply of cig-
arettes ?—

Dr. Wally agreeing with Jimmy Nel-
son?—

Jimmy agreeing with Dr.
Jro—

A really good pun from Wally Ris-
tow ?—

Cookie refusing to eat out?—

A bird unknown to Dr. Ek?—

Carol without a Kodak and a rollf—

Steve refusing to walk, swim, ride,
dance, or hold hands—with Fair-
child ?—

Norman assigned a seat at table more
than two places from the guest of
honor?—

Scotty, speeding and disregarding
traffic laws in general ?—

Fred Allen sounding taps?—

Minogue dating a blonde without a

Oh—

Atwood,

forx:nal introduction ?>—Cookie, the
vice versapP—

A book on Peneplains by Hans
Boesch ?—

A book on logic by Jim Nelson?—

Rube’s infinite faith in humanity ?—

Johnnie enjoying a date in Birming-
ham ?—

Kink, selfish and inconsiderate—a
hater of the fair sex?—

Dr. Jones’ (nightly) lectures in New
Orleans ?—

President Atwood, afraid of attacking
a new problem?—

Celia observing a half done K.P. job
without a word ?—

Kirk and Betty punctual with their
Monadnock assignments?—

The editor’'s due apologies for this?

TO EVERY ALUMNUS

In the preceding pages your fellow
geographers in residence at Clark
have attempted a souvenir folder of
their field excursion. We know that
your interest in it does not equal
ours, for to us it will long be a source
of pleasure and amusement. But will
vou kindly accept our efforts as an ac-
count of a gigantic venture success-
fully completed ?—and believe that
our Alumni Number next spring will
compensate our selfishness now?

We beg you to send our alumni
editor a short letter about your per-
sonal and professional affairs of in-
terest to fellow alumni. Please tell
us about yourself!

Do you remember that the Clark
University Geographical Society
maintains a Student Loan Fund with
society dues and donations from
alumni? In the past two years we
have loaned $50.00 to each of two
highly deserving colleagues, and we
have at present $163.00 in reserve.
The editor is neither preacher "nor
politician, so he begs awkwardly;
however, he believes that a trained
geographer appreciates a good cause!
Our spring (alumni) number will
publish a list of contributors.

To you, Alumnus, to your family
and friends, and to your institution
we extend our sincere wishes for hap-
piness and progress during 1935.

RuBeN L. Parsown, Editor.



