STUDENT LIF

WHAT'S A COLLEGE WITHOUT TRADITIONS?

YITTING IN THE LOUNGE in the late afternoon, a
b magazine lying unobtrusively in his lap, the Senior
thought of traditions.

It was a natural thing to be thinking about after what
had just been going on a moment ago. There had been
a freshman, reading the same magazine, wearing cords.
The frosh, who was a pretty good boy at that, had been
the only freshman in the lounge at the time, and had
read along, complelely oblivious of the small knot of
upperclassmen which began to form around him.

The upperclassmen, in a group effort to be subtle
as well as funny, talked among themselves in loud
voices. “Some guys around this school just don’t have
auy respect for traditions.” “lsn’t that the truth?”
“Freshmen especially. You'd think they didn’t care at
all.” “What’s a college without traditions?”

Gradually the little group of upperclassmen grew, all
of them staring at the unfortunate fréshman, who still
read, in blissful ignorance of hisz impending fate, More
and more upperclassrien chimed in with comments that
became more and more explicit about the value of old
traditions.

Suddenly their victim became conscious of the circle
that had formed around him: in a belated flash of in-
sight. he realized that thev were talking ahoitt him.

Well, the conclusion of the episode was swift and
simple. His cords resting intact but dnoccupied in the
upper branches of the courtyard tree, a freshman learn-
ed the value of old traditions.

But several little details of the incident had started
the Senior to thinking.

In the first place, it turned out that the frosh had
never even fieard of a tradition about only seniors wear-
ing cords, _

Tn the second place, when, two years earlier, one of
his classmates had tried to wear cords to lunch in the
house, the Senior had been helpless to protect his buddy
as a swarm of at least 20 then-seniors had fallen upon
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A Senior takes inventory of Caltech’s traditions

—and discovers an unmistakable trend

him and torn the pants into little pieces. The contrast
was evident.

To the Senior the whole thing was symptomatic of
a trend which seemed to be sweeping the campus and
the students, wiping clean the old rough, rowdy, goofy,

- devil-may-care Caltech life and replacing it with a kind

of scientific sterility, based on certain logical premises:
don’t do that. somebody might get hurt; don’t do that,
somebody’s trying to study; don’t do that, somebody’s
going to have to pay for it.

Wlhen the Senior had been a freshman, he had been
part of a screwy, reckless student body that had an
individuality which could neither be predicted nor sup-
pressed. He and his biiddies hiad played tag with the
police for a week, stealing boxes from grocery stores
at night, then marching down Colorado Street in their
pajamas; they had waterfought, room-stacked, and
election-rallied with men who knew that some of their
number were going to flunk out but who thought it was
worth it, with men who believed that self-expression was
sometimes worth the price of ostracism, and-—he had to
admit it—with a lot of men who never actually thought
mueh about it but just went out to have a blast.

Now the Senior felt a gnawing away at this old way
of thirgs, felt a different spirit in the student hody, a
spirit which he had heard some philosophical friends
of his cdll the symptom of the decay of America, the
spirit of don’t-might. Don’t be noisv: somebody might
be trying 1o sleep. Don't go raise hell over at Oxy:
you might flunk out. Don’t steal hoxes; you might get
caught. Don’t do thiz; you might be sorry. Don’t do that;
somebody might not like it

Of course. there was always somebody trving to sleep:
there was always somehody flunking out, and so on, It
was a question of values.

Mentally. the Senior took a little inventory of the old
traditions.

There were still waterfights, although samehody had
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iried to pass a rule that upperclassmen couldn’t parti-
cipate. There was still room-stacking and lock-picking.
although most of the experts had graduated. There was
still a Ditch Day, although there were a lot of rules
now about preveniing property damage, which the
Senior had 1o admit was a pretty good thing—especially
for him. There was still a brake drum and there was
gtill a brass spittoon, both having survived periods of
near-disaster. There were still barn dances. with crew
and flamers. There was maybe going to be a Throop
Club Stag this year.

Bui the Pajamaring was as dead as last vear’s bonfire,
as completely forgotlen as last vear's basketball scores.
The night raids on orange-crate stockpiles were extinct.
The poker game had graduated. There was hardly a
single veteran living In the houses. Everybody except
senjors, 1t seemed. used the Senior Beneh; sophomores
didn’t know what it was. And the frosh didn’t know
about cords.

The trend was unmistakable and its progress was ir-
resistible. This year they were going to clean up the
election rally. Next year might be the last year they
raided the Oxy honfire, or the year that they abandoned
the mountainside T to be overgrown and disappear, or
the year that the seniors decided that Ditch Day wasn’t
worth it. The year after that might be the year the hrake

drum was permanently retired, or the year that water-
fights were outlawed.

To the Senior, the old recklessness had always called
up a conflict in values. 1t was the individual vs. society,
s0 to speak. As society, he wanted it quiet in the alleys
after 10:30; as an individual, he wanted to screw
around when he felt like it. As society, he didn’t helieve
in stealing loxes; as a minority group, he wanted to
have a bonfire.

Usually, though, this litile idea of the spirit of don’t-
might would be ithe basis of Lis decision. It was betler
to live in a society where people could screw aronnd ai
midnight if they felt like it (at least cecasionally!).
even at the price of a little lost sleep. It was worth it 1o
live in a society where kids could have bonfires, even
at the price of quite a few boxes.

This was the hard way to look at it, because it meant
that there were no set rules for conduct, no fixed list
of things not to do. The =pirit of don’t-might was the
easy way out, but the Senior was afraid to think of
where it ultimately led.

The Senior put the magazine away and walked up
to his room to dress for dinner, wondering what he'd
do the next time some frosh was wearing cords,

—Marty Tangora 57

INDUSTRIES THAT MAKE AMERICA GREAT

TRANSPORTATION...
FREEDOM'S GIANT

We sometimes become so bemused with

its astronomical facts and figures that we
are apt to regard the transportation in-
dustry as an end in itself.

But transportation has grown into a
giant because it represents the translation
into reality of some basic precepts of de-
mocracy . . . freedom to think, freedom
to buy and sell, freedom to move about
as we please. The resultant interchange
of ideas, people and goods has inevitably
led to the development of large-scale,
efficient transportation. It is thus no ac-
cident that history’s greatest democracy
should also have history’s greatest trans-
portation system to serve it.
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The transportation industry itself has
never lost sight of its basic origins. Cogni-
zant of its responsibility to the nation, it
has always reinvested large amounts of its
earnings in plant expansion, in engineer-
ing, in research—all for the development
of better and more efficient methods,
machines and conveyances. That is why
American cars, planes, ships and trains
are able to supply their services so effi-
ciently and abundantly.

The science of steam generation for
power, processing and heating in the
transportation industry has likewise kept
pace with the demand for greater effi-

ciency. B&W, whose boiler designs power

such giant vessels as the S.S. United
States, continues to invest large amounts
of its own earnings in research and en-
gineering to discover better ways to gen-
erate steam for ships and trains, for
power plants and factories. The Babcock
& Wilcox Company, Boiler Division, 161
East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.
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