
HOW PHI DELTA KAPPA STARTED

(Part One)

At first the fraternity had the profound title of "IOTA TAU KAPPA." None of the seven founders had the slightest idea of what this really meant, but it sounded like "I Tap pa a Kegga." It sounded like Greek, and really was Greek to them. 

If in the remote past any one of this group of founders had been ask about the future of Phi Delta Kappa Fraternity they had collectively established they would have doubted any promise of what it has now become. If they had been told of the growth from year to year they would have thought such a growth impossible. At the same time we were sure that down deep in the heart of each one of these young men there did burn a fire of high ambition of a future, and within their own minds could have been read a dream that now has been realized. Yet we are led to believe that the future of the Fraternity has made for itself from those early days, found its awakening in the minds of those seven young men.
We know each of the seven founders secretly have been keenly interested from year to year in the changes of plans and policies, and have gladly noted the growth of the Fraternity from each group of officers to another. Presidents and their staffs have come and gone, and each has left a lasting impression in the structural growth of the Fraternity. So sure and secure has each step been made, we believe, that failure in the future is almost impossible, and in spite of the various low tide conditions that may exist here and there in various chapters the Fraternity as a whole is in splendid condition, and sure of a creditable future in years that are to come. 

The founders have often been ask to tell some of the reasons why all of this has so successfully happened. They have often been ask to tell stories of the early history of the Phi Delta Kappa Fraternity, and to tell some of the trials and troubles experienced by the old Alpha Chapter. Of course they had their troubles, and they are big and little just as they are now. But now that they can look back they can see how small these were in comparison to some of the problems presented at each National Convention from year to year

"The Call of the Female"
One night when George Nottingham, then just plain "Scrubby", now Ex-Treasurer of Grant County, Indiana, held a meeting at which the usual attendance was exceedingly slim-it was then, just as it often happens now, the female call of the wild was much louder than that of Fraternal Duty. However "Scrubby" being president of the chapter assumed the high station of that office mounted on a soap box, and after careful deliberation, and discussion, decided upon sanction of those attending, that hereafter any member who allowed his heart to rule his brain, would be fined five cents. James Reed was authorized to collect the fines, but being equally in the same condition with regard to the female, the Fraternity never was able to collect a fine. 

The First Meeting 

Meetings were held in back yards, in the dark, on the school steps, and in the parlors of the homes of the various members. The first meeting of the group was held June 7th, 1902, on the steps of the old High School building, west Third Street, Marion, Indiana. This building was destroyed by fire three times. However, after the Fraternity became well enough established it was found that to hold really secret discussions, a more secret place should be acquired.
The First Phi Belt Rooms
To acquire rooms was a problem, and the idea of a secret organization among boys of our age was a new conception of the younger generation at that time, and to acquire a regular meeting place for the Fraternity was a serious question. Yet in some way through the skillful and crafty management of Lewis "Puss" Elliott steps were taken, and through some kind of a story "Puss" managed to work his way into the good graces of Thad Butler, the agent of a downtown building, and the Fraternity found itself in an empty, dirty, and dusty room. This room was over the Butler Music Store, then located at the northeast corner of Washington and Fifth streets.
The appearance of. the first meeting place was curiously interesting. The paper hung in strips from the ceiling, and only here and there could be found traces of wall paper on the side walls. Electricity was not in vogue in an old building, and a big Flambo gas burner surrounded by a red globe served as a light for the meetings of the Fraternity. The floor had apparently never been scrubbed, and with this new tenant there was very little chance of its past experience in cleanliness being changed. It was a large room, but the floor was well taken up by a huge trap door that hung on a weight and was operated from the floor below. A pair of rickety stairs led down from this opening to the store below. The door was not fitted tight into the floor, and with sufficient weight would bend until it seemed almost unsafe. Perhaps it was just as well that a goodly amount of dirt did not disturb the early founders of the Fraternity.
The First Furniture
An empty room of course required furniture, and the next great problem was how to acquire it. From that time on every mother of these promising sons began to miss various pieces of furniture. Zack Sanderson captured a very curious, but in those days a splendid red plush Victorian chair from his own home. The chair had evidently always been a dust catcher, and his mother did not mind missing it as much as did his father. He seemed to have some attachment to the chair because he had bought it with the money he had left after getting married. However it had a new purpose in life, and in this way the empty room was filled up with all sorts of strange looking discarded house furnishing, and gradually assumed the appearance of a gentlemen's club. Time soon told on this collection of cast-off furniture, and it became necessary to replace it with more substantial pieces. James Reed made the new equipment, and made it so well that some of it is still in use.
The First Initiation
The curious secret discussions, the frequent high signs, and at night the new strain of whistle caused interest among those others outside of the Fraternity. The idea of new members brought on the idea of initiation, and this naturally meant that the founders had to do something to a new member that would make a lasting impression. The first initiation was held in the front parlor room of Jim Reed's home, 144 North Branson Street in Marion. Albert Lockwood was the first man initiated. This was in the summer of 1902. Some of the impressions made upon a new member is evidently still lasting. Loftis Jones at that time was a student of just how far one could go to make a man suffer and still do no visible damage to his anatomy. The Spanish Inquisition could boast of no more impressive way of making a man feel more seriously the cause for which they stood, if there was any cause to stand for. But the founders soon realized that they should do something more than rough work, and Paul Martin, who was more or less skillful with a pen wrote a ceremony out of which has come the present ritual. This was in the summer of 1903. A process of elimination and substitution has brought this story down to its present form. It has been changed very little.
Constantly Moving Then, As Now    
Had fraternity life always been a bed of roses the old Alpha Chapter might have stayed a long time in its original quarters. Rents were not high, and none of the members being working men, the founders' fathers faithfully supported the fraternity. But the initiations became more and more impressive, and the trap door flooring became thinner and thinner. So thin did it become that the impressive initiation began to impress others as well, and especially the merchant around the public square. Here again "Puss" Elliott increased his natural skillfulness because he must have had to tell each new landlord a new story in order to acquire new quarters.
Securing Decorations
This frequent moving helped to wear out the furniture they had acquired, and there was a constant drain upon the treasurer to acquire new equipment. One time Lundy Andrews, or perhaps his brother Albert came in the fraternity rooms with a splendid find. He had picked up at the old "Racket Store" a discarded Japanese umbrella for which he had put the fraternity in debt to the extent of one dollar and seventy-two cents. This was a very large Japanese umbrella which was to serve in a splendid way as a ceiling decoration. A step ladder was picked up some where and the umbrella was opened up. Apparently it had been a resident of Marion for a long time and it had been ages since it had found daylight in the Flowery Empire because the ribs split and the paper hung in shreds after it had been securely mounted on the ceiling. But after careful patching up it looked reasonably good, and stayed there a long time because no one dared move it. 

New Members 
Only a short time was required to learn that a new member meant additional funds and it took money to keep the rooms in such splendid condition. Very frequently an initiation resulted in acquiring new furniture, and so naturally it took some money to keep such an establishment going. Thus initiations became more frequent. This increase also brought about new ideas of torture, and the work became more and more impressive. As a candidate entered the chamber of horror "Scrubby" would say with a deep who occupied the store room just below the trap door. Upon request they moved. Here again a curious fact has resulted in the general character of the fraternity. The nomad story in the ritual became an actual fact with the old Alpha Chapter, and the fraternity became familiar with every vacant room impressive voice, "Sir, do you want a mahogany or rosewood casket." Then the music, for the fraternity had acquired an out of tune and broken down piano, would start, and each would chant the impressive words "Little more work for the undertaker,  Little more work for  the casket maker." 
Church Misses Draperies
Cozy corners were very much in favor in those days. They made wonderful dust catchers, but formed a decoration for a dark corner of a room. No one seem to know just who it was that caught the general idea of such a decoration, but the Chapter had a splendid cozy corner until after the deacons of the Christian Temple, now the Congregational church, missed some beautiful 10x12 feet dark red curtains that rightfully belonged in the Sunday school room. They had been "removed" by Jesse Lees. However, on a dark still night, the curtains found their way back from where they came and although the chapter disposed of its famous cozy corner it soon acquired a new one from another source. This constant exchange was not uncommon in the early days. In spite of these pranks no one knew of a single man allowing the activity of the fraternity to interfere with his school work. There was fortunately no "Jazz" music in those days and we doubt whether there ever was a cleaner minded group of young men than the boys who made up this beginning chapter.


