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By KERRY SIPE
I could not sleep. The moon

was bright and big and yellow,
and the earth was wet with
autumn rain and a breeze blew
messages of sleep into my win-
dow. But, still, I could not sleep.

I wondered instead how it
all began. How many people
had occupied by bed before me
here? How many people had
spent sleepless nishts in this
same room. The lights were out
in every window of the dorms
across the quad. AH was quiet.
I slipped from bed and dressed.

A brisk pace around the block
cleared my head, and I started
back towards my domitory in an-
ticipation of some long-await- ed

rest, when, to my alarm, I no-

ticed what seemed to be a par-
ade of men and women heading
down Cameron Avenue in the di-

rection of the Old Well. I don't
ask that you believe what I am
about to tell you, for indeed I
have doubts of my own, but only
accept it . as the hapless invention
of a weary mind and gain from
it such knowledge as you will

Such a completely diverse
group I had not seen before in
my life. Each bore characteris-
tics widely separated in time and
custom from his associates. If
my mouth was open, it was in
awe of them. Their faces broke
the night with a pallor that set
a feeling of uneasiness about me.
I hid behind a large Sugar Ma-

ple and waited to see what would
happen.

As the ghostly procession drew
nearer, .1 was able to read on
their clothes what I took to be
their names. Strange as it was,
their names were as familiar to
me as the addresses of my
friends. "Battle," "Manly," "Ay-cock- ":

Words once reminding

high-hande- d is worsening; the real pity
is that the image of justice in Chapel
Hill may well be distorted as a result
of Cole's actions.

This would be most regrettable, be-

cause arbitrary justice is foreign to
Chapel Hill's law-enforcem- ent stand-
ards. As we have repeatedly noted in
the past, Chief William D. Blake runs
one of the finest Police forces in the
country, and Chapel Hill's Recorder's
Court judges are noted for their fair-

ness.
But it undoubtedly will happen un-

less someone impresses upon Cole the
fact that his official decisions are very
much the business of the public which
elected him, his apparent notions to

the contrary notwithstanding.

Town Solicitor Roy Cole seems set
on proving that the kind of justice he
is concerned with is not only arbitrary,
but beyond the scrutiny of any of the
citizens he supposedly acts for.

In Recorder's Court yesterday, Cole
unexpectedly and successfully moved
that a disorderly conduct charge against
a local white man accused of interfer-
ing with police in a civil rights demon-
stration, be nol-prosse- d, or suspended
indefinitely. Twice he refused a polite
and valid request from a reporter for
an explanation of why he did so. The
arresting officer was in the hall outside
the courtroom, but he wasn't called in
or even specifically notified about the
matter.

The pity of the situation is not so
much that Cole's reputation for being

meaning each face in the crowd
assumed. There was Col. J. Bry-
an Grimes whom my friends
Ehringhaus and Craise cap
thank for the suggestion that fu-

ture construction on the campus
should be done to the south
away from Chapel Hill.

There was the Rev. Adolphns
W. Mangum, Methodist minister
and professor of Moral Philusi
phy and Religion, who was ?c
beloved by his students. I

the story that Prof.
Mangum used to tell about a

class he was teaching concern-
ing the "effects of a good orato?
on a mass audience. The stu-

dents all stared at him with wide
eyes and open mouths and grad-
ually moved from their scats anrt
surrounded him at his desk. ;is
if spellbound by his voice. With
a flourishing burst of good-nature- d

laughter, he dismissed the
class for the day.

I recognized the professional
aire of Dr. Charles Manley, who
in 1857 obtained the money to
build the first university hospital,
a two-stor- y, wooden structure af-

fectionately called the "retreat"
by students who often found it
easier to get desperately ill than
to take a mid-ter- m exam. One of
the first full-tim-e physicians c-i-

ployed at the retreat was Dr.
Richard H. Whitehead. At thai
time, the School of Medicine was
not an official part of the Un-
iversity, so Dr. Whitehead was
forced to charge a $5 fee from
each of his students in return for
medical care, in lieu of a regu-

lar salary.
Mr. HAYWOOD PARKER,

stood near by with a profession
air about him. It was he who
moved that a reccommendation
to found a Law School at Caro-
lina be passed. The field of law
was new to the University,
though, and the neighboring Law
School at the University of Vir-

ginia saw the opportunity to give
helpful advice. "The University
of Virginia has never had a great
teacher who was a practitioner
of any long standing," the sprout
ing school was warned. "Their
job is to teach law, not to prac-
tice it. The technique of the
practice is easily learned." Ir-

onically, I thought, sixteen of
the eighteen members of the lap
school faculty today have hat?

Suspending The Law Of Supply & Demand

Was No Greek

blessings for the school on her
lips.

As I looked at the weird ar-
ray before me, with the mem-
ories of the Gator Bowl fresh in
my mind, Dr. Eben Alexander
took the floor to tell an early
Carolina football story. I listen-
ed eagerly. "Football, in its ear-
ly . forms, was a .dangerous
game," I heard him say. "The
fans not only yealled and cheer-
ed the team to victory, but quite
often rushed onto the field to
tackle, trip, and kick the oppos-
ing players. I believe a group
called the Minataurs have not
yet abandoned the custom here.
At any rate, the Trustees were
up at arms over the whole thing,
and in a fury declared the game
of football an illegal sport. Well,
you know how much good it does
to tell a Carolina student what
not to do! The students got to-

gether and decided that if they
couldn't, play football, they
wouldn't play anything. The ath-
letic teams were non-existe- nt in
the year 1890. The old playing
field was allowed to grow up in
grass and weeds." Dr. Alexander
continued, "I just had to get up
that petition to abolish the foot-
ball ban." I recalled that Caro-
lina sporting teams have been
on the upswing ever since.
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The Old,

governor Graham to try to come
to an agreement with the Union
Army. An agreement ,to spare
Chapel Hill was made in ex-

change for. the use of the town
as an encampment for 4000
Union soldiers.

President Jefferson Davis,
when he heard of the bargain, de-

clared Swain and Graham trai-
tors to their country, and ordered
their arrest.

Staunchly behind the good gov-

ernor marched the stern-face- d,

proper Kemp Plummer Battle,
who also knew a story about the
war. He recalled with certain
sadness a time when the survi-
val of the great university was
in the nervous hands of fate, a
time when enrollment dropped
from 456 to 2 in a period of ten
years, a time when horses and
cattle were stabled in the hal-
lowed halls of the old South
Building, a time which promoted
an undentified student to scrib-
ble on an abandoned blackboard
the hopeless retreat: "This old
university has busted and gone
to hell today

It was Kemp P. Battle, stand-
ing before me in the moonlight,
who had single-handed- ly raised
the $20,000 necessary to put the
severely wounded University of
North Carolina back on its feet
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Rah Blue! Hoopla,
NCU!

again. .It is .to .him, more than
any of the others, that I, as a
Carolina student, felt the need
to honor.

As the procession marched
closer to the Old Well, I fear-
ed my hiding place might be
discovered, but soon realized
that each man was too involved
with his own remembrances to
notice me. President Battle and
President Edwin Alderman were
engaged in a conversation tem-
pered to the interest of the both

the Old Well.
Mr. Battle built the Old Well in

the interest of water sanitation
in 1890. It was simple and utili-tar- y.

Fresh water was pumped
into large tanks in the attic of
the South Building each night
and used by the University dur-
ing the next day.-I- t was an ad-

mirable arrangement. Mr. Alder-
man, however, argued that the
University should have . some-
thing "more marked by. dignity
and beauty" than Battle's "squal-li- d

and ramshackle" old well.
During his administration in 1896,

he built the arcade which covers
the well today. As he described

same sort of courage we could also use
more of.

The second instance of frankness we
came across was equally refreshing.

The Rev. William Glenesk, pastor of
a Presbyterian Church in Brooklyn,
defended from his pulpit the contro-
versial 18th Century novel "Fanny
Hill," which tells of a 15-year--

old girl
who was lured into prostitution.

The Reverend said the book was
moral.

"Man cannot choose between right
and wrong without having knowledge
of them both," he told his overflow con-

gregation. The girl in the novel "was
not out for kicks," he continued, "she
was out for love." He quoted several
passages from the novel to illustrate
his point- -

"I say that if the act of sex is wrong, "

then let the censors of the nation start
cleaning up every bedroom . . . Let the
censors of the church begin with the
Bible ... The prophets didn't beat
around the bush in describing sex, so
what are we afraid of?"

The minister said he has been "flood-
ed with about 25 protest letters a day
since I spoke out in defense of the
book . . . and believe me, they contain-
ed vile language not found anywhere
in 'Fanny Hill.'"

This too is candor of a high order;
the type wTe could use more of not only
here at UNC but throughout the state
and the world.

Somehow we don't think, contrary to
that old saw, that it's value would de-

crease because there was more of it.

Advice, the old saw goes, is worth
exactly as much as you pay for it. Us-

ually, of course, this means it isn't
worth much because so much of it is
offered free.

The same rule operates with regard
to candor, or frankness. Because there's
&o little of it, most of it is precious.

Thus it is that we felt especially re-

warded the other day when we ran into
two separate cases of candor in places
where you'd least expect to find it-On- e

of the two cases concerns Wake
Forest's new football coach, Bill Tate,
former assistant coach at the Univer-
sity of Illinois- - The other involves a
Presbyterian minister in Brooklyn.

Tate told a group of Wake Forest
alumni that he intends to recruit Negro
players despite anyone's personal feel-
ings on the matter, and alumni had
better get behind the school's athletic
program or drop out of the Atlantic
Coast Conference.

"You may approve of Negro football
players at Wake Forest or you may
not," Tate said. "It doesn't bother me.
We're going to recruit them."

In asking for alumni backing, Tate
continued: "We're in show business.
There's no other wray to describe it. If
you want a successful athletic program,
then support it. Or else drop out of the
Atlantic Coast Conference."

This is candor of a high order. No
mish-mas- h about building character
and so forth, just straight out truth.
Truth of the variety we could use more
of here at UNC and reflective of the.
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Old Well . . . Grandpa

it the structure was "the sixth
cousin of a Greek shrine, the
third cousin of the temple of
Vesta, and the second cousin
of the Temple of Versailles."

The group broke ranks upon
approaching the well and sud-
denly I recognized more of them,
one by one.
. There was JOHN WASHING-
TON GRAHAM, President of the
University during the early part
of the century and his faithful
and Dean of the
College of Liberal Arts, MARV-
IN H. STACY whose names will
always be written together as
one of the teams in the educa-
tion profession. ''Both," accord-
ing to an . editorial in a 1919
trade journal, "were masters of
the problems of student-life- ;
both were successful interpre-
ters of the University's ideals
not only to students but to the
people of the State who never
saw the campus; both were gift-
ed public speakers; both were
endowed with a passion for fair
play and square-dealin- g; both
possessed unusual qualities of
leadership among young men.
As President and Dean . . . they
labored together, planned togeth-
er, and almost died together."

It . was President Graham who
had refused to accept women
as applicants to the University,
though under great pressure to
do so, because he believed that
Southern, women were inferior to
all men and even Northern wom-
en in their inborn, intelligence.

Standing tall toward the back
of the. group, I recognized Dr.
W. N." EVERETT, a prominent .

member of the N.C. General As-

sembly who had stood firmly
against the admission of wom-
en to the student body. I recall-
ed reading about that day of
March 14, 1923 when the TAR
HEEL-blaste- d into the contro-
versial argument with the head-
line, "Shall Co-E- ds Have Dormi-
tory Built Here?" and then an-

swered its own question by de-

claring, "Representative Stu-
dent Opinion Says 'No.' " The
slogan of the student body be-

came "Women Students not
Wanted Here!" and "Shaves and
Shines but not Rats and Rouge!"
A student referendum voted on
by 1,100 students revealed a
mass opposition to the education
of females 937-17- 3. "Angels on
Campus" were banned once
again and thanks to Dr. Everett,
Manhood was spared another
blow of insult.

Marching victoriously behind
the stalwart opposers of wom-

en sufferage and women's rights,
was CHARLES DUNCAN Mc-IVE- R,

the father of higher ed-

ucation for women in North Car-

olina. Mr. Mclver had personal-
ly taught 40 of every 100 female
teachers in the state during his
time.

Among the group of men
around the well, I noticed for
the first, time, the distinctive
female figure of Mrs. Cornelia
Phillips Spencer, Democrat, jour-

nalist, .author, poet, land the
first woman to receive a Doc-

tor of Laws degree from a South-

ern institution. She was an im-

pressive woman. Gov. Vance re-

ferred to her as "the smartest
woman in North Carolina," and

'
then would add, "the smartest
man too." I remember the story
of Mrs. Spencer's great love for
UNC. It is a fact that she died
with an invocation of God's

1

Old East . . . Slill Proud After 170 Years

Communism And The

me of buildings were now the
names of faces, and I marveled
at the wonder of it all.

The first was Waightstill Ave-

ry, the oldest of them all, whom
I recognized as the author of
the clause of the North Carolina
Constitution calling for the foun
dation of the first state universi
ty. He wore a moth-eate- n Prince-
ton letter on his sweater and
carried in his hand a sheaf of
parchment inscribed with the
words, "A school or schools shall
be established by the legislature

:::::::i:;::-;!::- MM:

Rah, Rah Wliite! Rah,
Hoopla,

for the convenient instruction of
youth, with such salaries to the
masters, paid by the public, as
may enable them to instruct at
low prices ..." I chuckled at
the path of history. In a single
paragraph, Avery had not only
founded a university, but had
perpetuated a trend that would
not be overcome even after 187
years that of the underpaid
teacher.

Close behind Dr. Avery, I rec-
ognized, in robe and mortar-
board, Gov. Charles Brantly Ay-coc- k.

His placard read "The
Education .Governor," a title he
earned by building an average
of one school a day in North
Carolina for the first four years
of his administration. I could
tell by the look in his eyes
that he was proud of what he
had done. I began to see what
Kemp Battle meant when he re-
ferred to Gov. Aycock as a man
"distinguished for intelligence,
for bold manly pluck to standing
to his convictions." On the Gov-

ernor's finger I noticed a UNC
class ring Class of 1880.

I saw the flag of Dixie blow-
ing high in the night and be-
neath it marched a tiny two-ma- n

confederate regiment. I recall-
ed stories of Lt. James Johnson
Pettigrew, captain of the UNC
fencing team in .1827, who led
the greater part of Gen. Long-street- 's

troops against the Union
at the Battle of Gettysberg. Be-

side him, in perfect cadence,
marched his honor Gov. Zebulon
B. Vance of the Confederate
State of North Carolina. He was
a tall man, a strong man with a
metal gray beard. Dixie stars
were in his eyes as I watched
him march before me. There
was no doubt in my mind that
he was a loyal Southerner,
though history questions :the
point at his expense.

It was in 1865 that Gov. Vance
received word that General Sher-
man had plans to conduct one of
his notorious wasteland cam-
paigns through the center of
North Carolina. The destruction
of the university seemed inevi-
table. In an effort to save the
school, the governor asked Uni-
versity President Swain and ex--

A younger man, Richard II.
Lewis received the attention of
the gathering, when he rose to
speak. "I've always felt that it
was the duty of a university to
provide for both the mental and
physical health of its students,"
he said. "During my lifetime,
there was no gymnasium where
students could exercise on long
rainy days. When the univer-
sity trustees once again were
pressured by certain Baptist la-

dies clubs to abolish the practice
of dancing on the campus, I saw
an opportunity to combine two
problems under a single solu-
tion. Money was raised and a
wooden frame building was con-

structed on private property off
of the University campus, to
serve both as gymnasium and
dance hall. The students were so
relieved to find a way around
a rule they considered sense-
less, that they emblazoned on
the wall of the place the words,
"We welcome the daughters of
North Carolina to our own hall,
on our own floor, where the cri-
tics of our pleasure have no
rights nor power to deny us."

The more I watched the more

!
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experience as legal practitioner
before going into teaching. Ad-
vice, after all, is only advice.

Sitting on the steps of the well,
I saw Collier Cobb, the first pub-
lisher of THE DAILY TAll
HEEL and the founder of the
WHITE AND BLUE, a second
campus newspaper which was
discontinued in 1895. I saw C.
Teague, champion debator cf the
class of 1912. I saw Julian Carr
who contributed $20,000 ' towards
the construction of the dormitory
which bears his name. I saw
R. D. W. Conner, reportedly the
grandfather-in-la- w of our owa
dear Otelia. Mr. Conner missed
getting the University presidency
in 1899 by a single vote.

I saw the sweetly feminine
form of Mary Ann Smith, whose
$37,000 donation to the University
Chemistry Department has not
yet been claimed in full bo-cau-se

she made out her will just
before being admitted to a Nortb
Carolina asylum for the mentally
disturbed. Insane or not, she is
credited with the foresight of
realizing what an important
This Is How I am edit CC
part chemistry was to play in fu-

ture years. To the rear of the
group, nearer me, I saw the
faces of Gov. J. C. B. Ehrinphaus
and Mr. James Craige, both of
whom made tremendous contri-
butions to North Carolina edu-
cation in more recent years.

Farther away, I saw J. Y.
JOYNER and MARY LILY KEN-
AN whose contributions to the
University are all but lost in
the archives of history, but
whose love for UNC lives on.

I watched the tiny group of
30 men and women stand and
move in quietness back to that
region of the night from where
they came. As I thought of all the
love, work and devotion that has
been spent on the last 187 years
at Chapel Hill, I felt tremendous-
ly proud. I knew the meaning of
the words that Cornelia Spencer
had written for that commence-
ment exercise over sixty years
ago:

"Tis 'welcome' now, - and
then 'farewell' not thy
men be few. Thy sons shall
yet to their sons tell How
dear the White and Blue."

Campus
There was a moment of still-

ness, then defiantly Hall de-
clared: "I do not believe in
God."

He was booed so lustily that
he had to scuttle from the hall
by the back door.

The Reds are scarcely dis-
mayed, however, that there is
no great rush to join the Party.
In their view, every appearance
of a communist on a campus
helps to build up their claim to
be a legitimate political party.

Yet eager as they are to
speak, communist lecturers are
far from unhappy to be banned
by the faculty. It is merely more
grist for Moscow's mill.

Curb one man's speech, it is
true, and others will find them-
selves silent. So what is the
answer to the communist chal-
lenge on the campus? What hap-
pened at Michigan State Univer-
sity may be the answer.

More than 200 students crowd-
ed the banks of the Red Cedar
River or floated in canoes to
hear the noted Red, Robert G.
Thompson, speak.

At last Michael Erdei, a pro-
fessor who had escaped from
Hungary with the Freedom
Fighters, could stand it no long-
er. He cried out against Thomp-
son's double-tongue- d oratory,
reminded the students that
freedom is the world's primary
goal.

In that moment of truth, the
American communist stood

before the crowd, a sick
ly grin on his face.

The right of free speech is
too precious to be denied even
to the enemy. Let the com-
munist lecturer speak, but also
let him be answered.

listeners on the college circuit.
Buoyed up by this success,

the party tiqs established an
official Communist Lecture
Bureau, which offers speakers
for "lectures, forums and de-

bates on communism, who can
speak with knowledge and au-
thority, and will give a truthful
view of communism."

Circular letters have gone out
to editors of college newspap-
ers, advising them of this ser-
vice and adding modestly: "Fees
for speakers is not a main con-

sideration."
This is the first time the Reds,

being back-doo- r specialists, have
tried to infiltrate our colleges by
the front door.

Of course, only a few students
have been beguiled. Some 600
Hamilton College students, for
instarce, listened quietly to par-
ty popoff Arnold Johnson har-
angue them on the shortcom-
ings of the United States Gov-

ernment. The audience wasn't
responsive until Johnson, at-

tempting to illustrate a point,
referred to a personal exper-
ience.

"Recently," he said, "I re-
ceived a three-ye- ar sentence
in a Federal prison . .

He was immediately inter-
rupted by a tremendous burst of
applause.

Even the aulomb of Party
leader Gus Hall was shaken
during an appearance at Swarth-mor-e

College. He had tj aud-
ience of sme 900 students and
was fielding questions glibly
when one student insisted on
knowing the relationship be
tween communism and religion.

Suddenly Hall lost his veneer
and snapped: "I presume you
are asking whether I believe in
God?"

By JACK ANDERSON
THE LATEST FAD among

college students is. to invite
political freaks, the fanatics of
the left and right, to appear on
the lecture platform. These in-

tellectual sideshows usually at-

tract swarms of students, drawn
by curiousity or the prospect of

ff-be- at entertainment.
The biggest attractions are

the Communists who have made
dozens of college appearances,
drawing large crowds, giving
press interviews, making per-
sonal contacts.

Perhaps it is only natural
that American students, who
have grown up reading scare
stories about Communists,
should want to see cue for them-
selves. Now the Reds are cash-
ing in on this cold war curiosity.

The new brand of Commu-
nist speaker, however, is far
removed from the Red-tie-d rab-
ble rouser of the past. He is ly

genial, seemingly rea-
sonable.

His whole deportment conveys
the idea: "Look me over. I
haven't got horns. I merely
represent another way of think-
ing."

A party publication report-
ed exultantly that the slippery-tongue- d

Gus Hall, American's
No. 1 Communist, spoke to 19,000

students in five campus appear-
ances in six days.

After addressing a group of
New York students. Communist
Party Secretary Benjamin Davis
said: "I could tell they were im-

pressed with me. These were
people of potential action whose
activities must be directed."

Lesser luminaries, such as
Youth Director Mortimer Rubin
and Daily Worker editor James
Jackson, have never lacked for

The First --Gymnasium ... ''Where the Critics Of Our Pleasure Have
No Rights JVor Power to Deny Us."


