
would unwrap the students to find out how many were
still breathing. If any had come close to suffocation
they were put back into the room with no coats at all
and the cold revived them. Any who did not responde to
the cold were placed in boxes and left until spring.

Mr. Dunzweiler rode.a bicycle to school through the
sleet and snow and icy roads. The Editor recalls the day
he came in and the icy wind had curled up his upper lip
and frozen it to his nose,.he looked like a man with a
tooth moustache. Coming into the building did not do
much to warm one up and the only way of getting really
warm was to irritate a professor and when he fired away
at you you stood as close as possible to his breath.
It seemed a little to chummy for some but to get a bit
of.warmeth was a privilege no one could just forego. To
save the marble in the main hail, water was spilled on
it and it froze in about 10 seconds so we could slide
from class to class. Ice skates were not allowed, of
course, as the tips of them, it was feared, would
puncture a steam line and let a little heat into the
rooms. Of course the whole motif in this was in the
thought that when the brain is cold it works at a more
efficient degree, mostly trying to think how to get warm.

And if you think the present work is heavy, what we are
doing today is all heart and soul. In my day the faculty
got together to see how many tests they could give on the
same day. If there were three big ones scheduled at
least two other professors would change their agenda to
get 'em in on time. There was some kind of monetary
reward for the professor with the lowest median grade for
his students each quarter and the boys would do anything
to earn it. Once two tests were assigned for the same
hour and when a student complained he was told that if
he had not learned to be in two places at the same time he
was not fit for the.ministry- The tests were long, too.
Some of the objective tests used rolls of newspaper
stock and you sat at a long table while acrank rolled
it out ad seriatum. If you did not write fast enough your
hand would get caught in the rolling paper and you would
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