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THE COLBIANA
Volume 3  J U N E ,up 13 Num ber 4

H E R  LO ST O P P O R T U N IT Y

T h e ho t ray s  of the  afte rnoon  sun w ere bea tin g  fiercely dow n upon 
th e  little  tow n of B row nville one afte rnoon  in A ugust. T h e  village 
s tree t w as deserted  as it s tre tch ed  its  d u s ty  leng th  in th e  sun ligh t. 
E ven  th e  houses seem ed deserted  an d  abandoned . S udden ly  the  
screen door of th e  little  w h ite  house on the  corner creaked  an d  banged  
and  Billy stood for a m om ent irreso lu te, undecided; th en  he sank  
dow n upon th e  to p  step , his chin resting  on his chu b b y  fists, and  
w aited . H is little  m ou th  d rooped  w ith  an  a ir of de jec tion ; his eyes 
had  lost th e ir  w onted  glow, for Billy w as lonesom e. M o th e r w as sick 
in bed, D ad d y  had  gone to  th e  office, and  b ro th e r T om  had  gone off 
w ith  th e  “ fellers,” as he called them , and  Billy w as alone. H e gazed 
d rearily  up and  dow n th e  s tre e t— no one in sigh t, n o t even a dog. 
Ju s t as his lonesom eness w as becom ing unbearab le , a door banged 
suddenly , and  on th e  piazza of th e  next house a young  girl appea red  
w ith  a book under her a rm  and  seated  herself com fortab ly  in th e  h am 
m ock.

B illy’s eyes brigh tened , for M iss R u th  w as very  dear to  him . H e 
had decided to  m arry  M iss R u th  some day , b u t D ad d y  had  said th a t  
he m ust w ait un til he grew big enough to  ta k e  care of her. N ever 
m ind, he w as grow ing every  d ay — every tim e th e  m in iste r cam e to  
call he said so— and  M iss R u th  w ould surely  w ait for him  if she knew  
how m uch he w an ted  her to. P erhaps he o ugh t to  tell her, anyhow  it 
w ould be a good idea to  go over and  see her now.

M iss R u th  looked up  from  her book as she heard  foo tsteps softly  
creeping over the  law n, and  spied her six-year old neighbor and  d e
vo ted  adm irer, Billy, ju s t as he w as ab o u t to  m o u n t th e  steps.

“ G ood-afternoon, B illy ,” she said cheerily, “ are  you com ing to  call 
on m e?”

“ ’Lo, M iss R u th , I ’ve com e to  see you. M u v v er d o esn ’t  need 
m e to -day , and  I th o u g h t p ’raps you w as lonesom e ’cause you w as 
s ittin g  o u t here all alone a n ’ d id n ’t  have an y  little  boy to  ta lk  to .”

M iss R u th  w as only tw en ty  and  a very  cheerful and  m erry  girl and  
tru ly  fond of her you th fu l and  som etim es very  m ischievous neighbor; 
so she laid aside her book and  prepared  to  devote herself to  her slave.

“ I certa in ly  w as lonesom e, Billy Boy, an d  I ’m  glad y o u ’ve com e 
to  see me. B u t you looked lonesom e, too , over th e re  on yo u r p iazza. 
W h a t  w ere you th in k in g  ab o u t so seriously?”

Billy clim bed up  in to  th e  ham m ock  beside her an d  th en  gazed a t  her 
ea rnestly  for a m om en t before he answ ered. Should  he te ll M iss 
R u th  th a t  he w an ted  her to  w a it for him? H e h es ita ted ; th e n  d e
cided th a t  his tim e  had  come.

“ I w as th in k in g  of y o u ,” he said boldly. “ I ’m going to  m a rry  you 
some day, b u t D ad d y  says I ’ve go t to  w ait till I grow  big and*strong  
like he is. H av e  I ? ”
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He looked up a t Miss R uth  w ith such an appeal in his big brown 
eyes th a t she could only smile down a t him encouragingly. T hen , 
“ I th ink th a t would be perfectly splendid, Billy, b u t w hat am  I to do 
until you grow big and strong? Do you th ink  it will take very long? 
I m ight get tired and lonesome waiting, you know .”

“O, no, you w on’t . ” Billy shook his head decidedly. “ I m com 
ing over every single day to see you and you can call me w henever you 
w ant me. I ’spects next w inter I ’ll have to go to  school, b u t I ’ll 
come over to see you ju st as soon as school is out. D on’t  you th ink  
th a t would be all righ t?”

“T h a t would be fine,” Miss R uth  answered, “bu t I am  afraid you 
will forget all about me when you go to  school. You will begin to 
play with those big boys and forget all about me here a t hom e.”

Billy was about to make an indignant denial when he heard footsteps 
approaching on the pavem ent. In childish curiosity he waited to see 
who was coming. The footsteps sounded nearer and nearer and then 
a young man mounted the steps. He was broad-shouldered, tall and 
straight, w ith clear-cut features— an interesting looking young col
lege chap home on his vacation. But Billy did not know. this. All 
Billy knew was th a t the stranger gave Miss R uth  such a cordial 
greeting th a t she im mediately forgot all about her small visitor. The 
newcomer claimed her whole atten tion .

Billy stirred restlessly; then he in terrupted, “ Miss R uth , don ’t you 
w ant to come out in my back yard a n ’ see the new swing w hat 
favver made for me? I t ’s lots better than th a t old one I used to 
have a n ’— ”

“ I can’t go now, dear, bu t to-morrow I will. Besides, don’t you 
th ink th a t m other may w ant you now? I th ink  perhaps she does. 
You can come back again to-morrow, you know.”

Before Billy realized it, he was trudging home again. W hat did it 
mean, anyway? Who was the man, and w hat did he mean by coming 
to see his Miss Ruth? Perhaps he d idn’t  know th a t Miss R uth  had 
promised to m arry Billy ju st as soon as he could grow big enough to 
take care of her. He stopped as if to go back to warn the stranger 
th a t Miss R uth  belonged to him, bu t the m erry laughter coming 
from the piazza of th a t house next door discouraged him. He was 
more lonesome than ever now.

Again he took his place of waiting on the top step. The ra ttle  of 
an occasional wagon over the pavem ents on the next s treet and the 
frequent laughter from the house next door were the only sounds 
which broke the drowsy stillness of the summer, afternoon.

If only the ice-man would come! Perhaps he m ight get a little piece 
of ice then, and give it to Miss Ruth. He looked eagerly down the 
street, bu t no ice-cart was in sight. The thought of Miss R uth 
brought th a t stranger again to his mind. Billy wished th a t he had 
told her th a t he w ouldn’t ever leave her to go out and play w ith the 
boys. A fierce anger burned w ithin him as he thought of the young 
man on whom Miss R uth had bestowed such a welcoming smile.

“Well, w h at’s the m atter, Billy?” Billy jum ped. He h ad n ’t 
heard brother T om ’s footsteps on the dry grass, bu t now he hailed his 
approach with delight. Six years his senior, his brother w as his 
hero, to be feared, admired, and obeyed, a t all times.
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“ M u v v e r’s sick a n ’ M iss R u th ’s got com pany, and  I h av en ’t  go t 
any  one to  p lay  w ith . I d id  go over to  see M iss R u th , b u t she told 
me I ’d b e tte r  com e hom e and  go over there  again  to -m orrow ,” he 
said, in such a p a th e tic  voice th a t  T o m ’s h ea rt was touched. “A n ’ 
sh e’s got com pany , too, a g rea t tall m an  w h at sm iled a t  her so ,” 
Billy added  m ournfu lly .

“ N ever you m ind, old b o y ,” in te rru p ted  Tom . “You d o n ’t  w an t 
to go calling on girls such a fine day  as th is. Besides i t ’s only sissies 
th a t  w an t to  p lay  w ith  girls all th e  tim e. Y ou d o n ’t  care if she has 
got com pany, a g rea t ta ll m an— ”

“ B ut I w as going to  m arry  M iss R u th  w hen I got big as he is .”
“ I  s fellers are  p la y in ’ in ju n  over in th e  p a rk  a n ’ I had  to  come 

hom e for m y in ju n ’ su it. I guess m aybe y o u ’re big enough to  be an 
in jun , too. Com e o n ,”

B illy ’s w hole face lighted up w ith  an  expression of m ingled a s to n 
ishm ent and  deligh t. T o  p lay  in jun  in the  p ark  w ith  th e  “ fellers!”

* * *
T hree  hours la te r Billy again  sa t on th e  top  step , b u t a very  different 

Billy it  was. In  his han d  w as a huge slice of b read  and  b u tte r  from 
w hich he w as tak in g  g rea t m outhfu ls. H is face was s treaked  w ith 
p ersp ira tion  and  d u s t; his hands w ere d irty , d irtie r th a n  they  had ever 
been before, Billy w ould have said if he had th o u g h t a b o u t it. B u t 
he w as no t th in k in g  of his d ir ty  hands. A look of perfect co n ten t 
shone in his eyes.

M iss R u th , looking from  her w indow , saw him  sittin g  there . P er
haps her conscience troub led  her a little  as she th o u g h t of her rude 
dism issal of her little  friend. She w en t to  the  door.

“ Hello, B illy!” she called, “ y o u ’re com ing over to  see me to-m orrow , 
a re n ’t y o u ?”

“ N ope, c a n ’t. G o t to  p lay  in ju n  w ith  the  boys in th e  p a rk  to 
m orrow ,” he answ ered. T hen  he con tinued  in a lower tone, as if to  
him self, “ H a v e n ’t tim e to  call on girls any  more. Gee! A in ’t it ju s t 
g rea t to  be grow n up !”

A D IG R E S S IO N

“W h a t a m iserable w orld. I h a te  it  m ore and  m ore every  day  of 
m y life, sp ite  of th e  fact th a t  to  every  appearance I have every th ing  
in the  w orld to  live fo r.”

T he speaker w as th e  younger of tw o girls com fortab ly  ensconced 
on a big couch piled high w ith  pillows, w ith  a box of “ H u y le r’s ” open 
before them . H er grey eyes deepened to  b lack as she sta red  m oodily 
o u t of th e  w indow , and  voiced her u tte r  d isgust w ith  th e  schem e of 
th ings. H er com panion, b lack-haired  and  brow n-eyed, as d a rk  as 
th e  speaker w as fair and  as gentle  in her expression as th e  o th e r w as 
vehem en t, looked d is tu rb ed  an d  though tfu l as she said,

“T h e  longer I s tay  here, th e  m ore I feel th a t  the re  is som eth ing  
rad ically  w rong. T h e re ’s som eth ing  th a t  girls in o the r colleges have 
th a t  we miss. I d o n 't  know  exactly  w h at it is, w hether i t ’s because 
we have so m uch freedom , or because m ost of us are  younger th a n  the  
average college girl, or w hether i t ’s som eth ing  else.”
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“ I know ,” answered the other. “T h a t’s w hat makes me so m orbid, 
I suppose. W hen I was a freshman things seemed fine, bu t now I m 
not satisfied. I suppose it is natural th a t as the newness wears off 
things they seem less a ttrac tive , b u t still I believe th a t there is really 
som ething lacking in our college life.

“You see girls here who are typical college girls. I t seems as if 
they would make a place for themselves anyw here, b u t here they 
stand out like meteors. I don’t see w hat makes such a difference. 
We all take about the same courses, and do the same th ings.”

She w ith the grey eyes winked sardonically.
“W hat do you call a typical college girl? I th ink  th e y ’re different 

in every college. I should hate to th ink  th a t you and I were like 
those freaks or dowdies th a t go to some certain small colleges. There 
are people here whom I th ink  would fit p re tty  well a t either of those 
places, bu t I ’m sure they would be rather out of place a t, say Sm ith 
or V assar.”

“T hanks for the com plim ent, my dear, I ’m glad to find out th a t 
I ’m neither a freak nor a dow dy.”

“ But tell me— w hat do you call a regular co-rd, Brown-eves. I 
had a fellow call me th a t once, and I ’ve always wondered how he 
m eant it. Sometimes I ’m inclined to be skeptical of his good in ten 
tions.”

Brown-eyed Jean turned over, and stared reflectively a t  the ceiling, 
holding a caramel between her fingers.

“Well, I th ink th a t a girl, when she gets through college ought to be 
well-poised and self-possessed, appreciative of the best in litera tu re , 
a rt, and morals, tolerant, sym pathetic— cultured expresses w hat I 
mean more than anything else. I ’m not sure b u t th a t ’s w hat we 
lack. I ’m sure I don’t feel as if I were cultured a b i t .”

“Agriculture, horticulture, physical culture— plenty  of th a t last. 
No, I d o n ’t either. I th ink you’re right about th a t. As a whole we 
certainly a ren ’t cultured. There are m ighty few girls here to whom 
you could tru ly  apply th a t term . But I th ink  we get m ost of those 
things you mentioned. The normal ones have poise and confidence. 
T h a t showed in the way they took hold of the pageant. If th a t had 
been given anywhere else than college, it would have taken weeks of 
rehearsing, and look, you had only one com plete rehearsal.”

“ I know it ,” said Jean. “And the way those girls did things was 
rem arkable. But still, th a t doesn’t seem to me to be w hat college- 
bred women should be pu tting  their time into. T h a t seems so 
ra ther—well, below the standard . D idn ’t you always hear and read 
of college girls giving Greek and Latin productions? S tately  and 
dignified?”

Blonde Gracia took another chocolate and bowed a t someone across 
the s treet before she answered. Then her tone was decisive and 
earnest.

“Yes, in the old days white draperies and sonorous aphorism s con
cealed a great m any faults. B u t the modern trend of thought leads 
away from th a t. I t  may be, Jean, th a t your idea of the culture we 
have not is as much an tiquated  as is the production of L atin  plays. 
The world now dem ands th a t a woman be more practical and busi
ness-like, less of an artis t th an  she was tw enty-five years ago. A
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girl who is a ripp ing  good fo x -tro tte r is in m ore dem and  th a n  one who 
can do a (m eek ado ra tio n . P erhaps she can app rec ia te  th e  classics 
u n d ernea th  b u t ou tside she has to keep in touch w ith  the  procession .”

‘‘B ut she can be u p -to -da te , and  still be cu ltu red , I th ink . T h e re ’s 
no excuse for a girl being slangy, and  ill-m annered, and  noisy, an d  
heedless. If she apprec ia tes  good th ings, w hy doesn’t she p ractice  
them ? No sir! I th in k  th a t  if a girl does really know  th e  r ig h t 
th ings she will a c t as if she d id .”

G racia frow ned and  disagreed. “ P e rh ap s ,” doubtfu lly . “ B u t I 
can give any  num ber of exam ples w here th e y  d o n ’t. T ak e  me for 
exam ple. I have, I th ink , w ith o u t boasting , as fine an app rec ia tion  of 
M ilton , Ibsen , T o lstoy , etc., as any  girl here, and  I do know how to  
do th e  p roper th ing  a t th e  p roper tim e, y e t I can ‘sling th e  slang’, 
ac t the  tom boy, say risque th ings and  rem em ber a m odern sto ry . 
Y ou say th a t  because I have th a t  apprec ia tion  and  good breeding I 
o ugh t to  be cu ltu red  and  ac t so in m y daily  life, b u t I d o n ’t. I ac t 
like th e  ‘d ickens’ w henever I get w ith  a crow d I know. Y o u ’re th a t  
w ay a good deal, too, and  you know  ab o u t a million m ore th ings th a n  
I ever w ill.”

Jean  listened to  th is  tirad e  w ith  an  indu lgen t smile, and a t  its  end 
slipped her hand  in to  G rac ia ’s.

“ I c a n ’t  explain  you, and  I ’m so m uch like you th a t  I c a n ’t explain 
m yself e ither, so will have to  leave ourselves ou t of it en tirely . B ut 
I d o n ’t believe th a t  w om en are  changing as you say. Look a t  the  
girls who are being g rad u ated  from  our big colleges. T h e y ’re perfect 
in action  and  speech an d  every th ing . T h ey  know  m ore th a n  the  
women of the  past generation, t h a t ’s all. T h ey  are fa rther in to  th e  
h eart of th ings an d  u n d ers tan d  life m ore fully. B ut u n d ern ea th  I 
believe th a t  wom en are  ju s t as dependent, and  hom e-loving as the ir 
g rea t-g ran d m o th e rs .”

G racia shook her head vehem ently .
“ I d o n ’t. I d o n ’t give a rip abou t housekeeping and  dependency. 

H ousekeepers alw ays seem like parasites  to  me. T h ey  drudge a t 
dishes and  old m u sty  fu rn itu re  ju s t  to  m ake a place for some m an to  
keep com fortab le  in w hen he isn ’t m aking love to  some o the r w om an. 
T hey  grow old and  w rinkled, and  lose the ir a ttra c tio n  and  en th u s i
asm . I ’d ra th e r  die now th a n  lose m y gift of enjoying th in g s.”

“ B u t you w on’t. W hen your you thfu l exuberance goes th e re ’ll 
be som eth ing  else to  ta k e  its  place, and  you w on’t  th in k  th a t  you have 
changed for th e  worse. I t  will be b e tte r  and  deeper. W hy I ju s t 
look forw ard to  th e  tim e w hen I can have a hom e and  do th ings for 
people. T h a t ’s w hy I ’d like to  be a m in is te r’s wife. You can do so 
m any  th ings for people. You belong to your husband  and  the  tow n, 
too. T h a t seem s to  me to be ideal for a w om an .”

G racia  tossed her long bra id  of hair over her shoulder and  sa t up 
s tra ig h t in her ind ignation .

“ H eavens! I c a n ’t im agine an y th in g  m ore like p u rg a to ry . T o  be 
cooped in a co u n try  parsonage, w ith  six or e igh t half-grow n children , 
and  every  old m aid  in th e  place runn ing  to  tell you  how to  run  y ou r 
affairs, and  w an ting  to  tell her troub les to  your husband . I d o n ’t 
believe th a t  any  m odern w om an w an ts  to  do th ings like th a t.  She
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w ants to get ou t into the world and do things for herself, not get 
stale on the second-hand experiences of the man she lives w ith. Y ou’re 
old-fashioned.”

Jean  was grieved. Her deep eyes shaded into black, and the 
corners of her m outh drooped into a wistful smile as she listened to her 
friend’s scornful words.

‘‘H om em aking will never get old-fashioned. Ju st so long as people 
live they will w ant a place to find solace in, to forget about the w icked
ness they see in the world. And I prophecy th a t you will grow tired 
of your brilliant career, and will long for a home of your own and 
someone to take care of you in it. I t ’s so lonesome to be alone. No 
one can be all-sufficient for herself. Independent as you are, some
tim e you will wish th a t you had someone to advise you who th inks 
more of you than  he does of him self.”

B ut Gracia had no patience with such doctrines. Her chin rose, 
and her voice was haughty  as she answered.

“ I sh an ’t. W hen I get to  the stage when I can ’t work out my 
problems for myself I th ink  it will be tim e to quit. And believe me, 
when my teeth  and hair and skin begin to go, I ’ll go too. I simply 
will not live after th a t, when I shall have become a fright to look a t , 
and all my enjoym ent of life vanished.”

‘‘0 , Gracia, my dear! Your enjoym ent of life w on’t go. Y ou’ll 
change, bu t not like th a t. If you don’t w ant to  lose your enthusiasm  
and get old-fogyish, you w on’t. T h a t’s ju s t w hat will keep you up . 
W e’re m asters of our fate, I believe. We can do w hat we will w ith 
our lives either to mar or make, and if you are so determ ined th a t you 
w on’t grow drab, why, nothing can make you .”

‘‘I don’t believe tha t. I believe in predestination, th a t our wills 
are not free, bu t th a t we are carried irresistibly on to a fate already 
mapped out for us. As well try  to stop the wind from blowing as to 
try  to avert w hat lies before us.”

“Then w hat is the use in striving a t all if you feel th a t way. I can ’t 
th ink th a t you tru ly  do, or you w ouldn’t be so alive. I t would be a 
dreary existence if you thought th a t nothing you did m attered  a t all. 
You would sink into apathy . No, Gracia, the very enthusiasm  you 
have for life disproves your words.”

Gracia laughed with a tinge purely modern.
“T h a t sounds reasonable, Jean ,— but, oh, dear, I don’t know. M y 

theories vacillate. I imagine th a t I will do like everybody else, fall 
in love w ith some fool man, settle down and get old, fat, and dum py. 
All our philosophy comes to naught. In the end we follow our 
hearts. Give me a chocolate.”

Then with arm s entwined the two began to discuss the last vaude
ville, and their plans for their Junior Prom dresses.

U N C L E JA K E  A N I) “W O M E N ’S E A R N IN ’ ”
Saturday  night always promised to be a jolly tim e a t Green M ead

ow s’ Corner Grocery Store. Uncle Jake Sparrows came regularly 
after the molasses for his Sunday-m orning corn-cakes; “ P arson” 
lMnsmore called to refill his oil can; and W ebster W ordsw orth invari
ably held down the cracker box and “ kept things from bein’ slow.”
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S ep tem ber tw en ty -firs t w as to  be no exception. R ain  had  fallen 
s tead ily  all d ay ; th e  w ind w histled  shrilly  th rough  th e  trees; the  brook 
rushed  along as if som e unseen foe w ere lashing it onw ard  to  a te rrib le  
d es tru c tio n ; th e  heavy w agons m ade furrow s in the  road as th e  reek 
ing horses, sp lash ing  th rough  th e  m ud, rolled them  over th e  G reen 
M eadow s highw ay. H ow ever, desp ite  the  unk indness of the  w eather, 
W ebster W adsw orth  determ ined  to  have his evening  of fun a t  th e  
corner grocery, for he knew, as ce rta in  as th e re  w ould be a tom orrow , 
th a t  U ncle Jak e  w ould have corn-cakes and  th a t  A u n t Ja n e  w ould 
send him  dow n th a t  n igh t a fte r  th e  m olasses; he knew , too, th a t  th e  
“ p a rso n ” w ould have to  have m ore oil, if he finished his S u n d ay  se r
mon. A ccordingly, W eb th rew  him self in to  his oil-skin, pulled on his 
ru b b er boots, put his tobacco and  corncob pipe in his pocket, and  
then  was off for his th ro n e  on th e  cracker box.

A rriv ing  a t  the  store, he found no one b u t John  Sim s, th e  clerk. 
Jo h n  w as ra th e r  c ran k y  from  th in k in g  th a t he m u st s tay  till ten  o ’clock 
on such a n igh t. T h ere  w ould be no sales b u t a p in t of m olasses an d  
a gallon of oil,and John  d id n ’t see w hy he co u ldn ’t ‘‘p u t them  on the  
steps for U ncle Jak e  and  th e  parson  and  then  go hom e an d  craw l in .” 

“ C heer up, old m a n ,” said W eb, slapping  Sim s on th e  back. 
“ W e’re going to  have a  jo lly  tim e ye t. T here  comes Ja k e  and  the  
parson, now — ju s t clim bed over the  m eadow  fence. Y ou know  w h a t 
U ncle J a k e  th inks of these new notions of ‘ed u c a tin ’ women.J’ W ell, 
w e’ll set him  going. D ick W heeler’s ju s t  decided to  send B arb a ra  to 
college. She goes M onday . All I need to  say is, ‘Now, U ncle Jak e , 
w hat do you th in k  ab o u t B a rb a ra ’s going to college?’ an d  I tell y o u , 
I w ou ldn ’t change m y cracker box for a gallery sea t in the  best show- 
house m ade. G et Jak e  and  the  parson  b u zz in ’ an d  a th ree-ring  
circus w ould be ta m e .”

W eb com posed him self as the  door opened to  ad m it the  new com ers. 
“ W hew, some w ind th a t  blew you in! Is th is the  line gale, p a rso n ?” 
M r. D insm ore, a fine-looking, college-football-style of m an, tu rn ed  

k indly  to  the  breezy young  fellow and  said in a well m odulated  voice, 
“ W ell, m y boy, the  w eather does seem to  be hav ing  a ra th e r  noisy 
festival th is  fall, to be sure; U ncle Jak e  and  I ju s t  ab o u t blew over th e  
m eadow  fence.”

“T h a t we did, parson. I never should  ’a come o u t in th is w orld 
if ’t h a d n ’t been for m y corn-cakes, com e tom orrow  m o rn in ’.”

H aving  deposited  the ir respective cans on the  counter, th e  tw o m en 
m ade them selves com fortab le  for a  little  ch a t before b rav ing  the  
sto rm  again.

Rev. R o b ert R. D insm ore, an  energetic college g rad u a te , had  
recen tly  tak en  th e  G reen M eadow s parish . Y oung D insm ore w as 
one of those w ho leave th e ir  A lm a M a te r  w ith  a desire to  en te r th e  
hard  fields and  w ork w here new life is needed. P erhaps you w onder 
w hy he bough t his oil by  th e  gallon, if he were such a  w ell-read, e n e r
getic, and  sensible gen tlem an . T he  answ er is here: th e  young  p a s 
to r  observed th a t  m ost of his parishioners bough t oil by th e  gallon , 
sugar by  the  d o lla r’s w orth , and  molasses by th e  p in t. H oping  to  get 
in to  th e  h ea rts  of his people before he tr ied  reform s, he called a t  
G reen M eadow s C orner G rocery  every  S a tu rd ay  evening for his oil, 
and  to  en jo y  an  inform al m eeting  w ith  th e  co u n try  people.
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Uncle Jake Sparrows was a kind-hearted, conservative old fellow, 
who believed in leaving well-enough alone, especially when the m atter 
concerned the giving women “book Tarn in V ’

After five or ten minutes of small talk, the giving and taking of 
opinions on politics and the war, Web suddenly came forth, “ Well, 
Uncle Jake, I s ’pose you don’t th ink much of B arbara W heeler’s going 
to college? They tell me she goes M onday. So, Parson?’’

“Oh, Web, there’s no use’n my ta lk in ’! If men will be fools and 
send their daughters off to college to get high notions and become 
dissatisfied with the home folks, I don’t s ’pose I can help it. I a l
ways thought th a t B arbara was just about right, and it does break my 
heart to th ink th a t D ick’s going to send her to one of them  high-up 
schools to make her feel she’s too good for (Teen Meadows, and to 
th ink she’s got a ‘call into the wide w orld.’ I t ’s all nonsense, I say; 
and I don’t care if I am only Jake Sparrows, I know a thing or two 
when it comes to filling one’s place in the world, and I say, if God put 
Barbara W heeler in Green Meadows, he m eant her to stay  here.”

The old man brought his fist down upon the counter w ith a force 
th a t threatened to crack the show case. There was silence for a few 
moments; then, the pastor quietly addressed the excited old gentle
man.

“ But, Uncle Jake, don’t you adm it th a t Miss B arbara is a girl of 
exceptional ability and a girl who would make the very most of any 
opportunity? Of course, I have not known her as long as you ,” con
tinued the young preacher, “but I consider Miss W heeler a young 
lady whose love for her home and friends would not change because 
of her learning. Miss Wheeler, you remember, is considered one of 
the most talented girls th a t ever graduated from the village high 
school. Her graduation essay was a work of art. You rem em ber, 
Uncle Jake, how proud you were to th ink she earned the scholarship?” 

“Yes, I reckon I was as proud a feller as any, to  th ink  our B ar
bara got it; and she did make a mighty fine speech, bu t I vow, i t ’s 
a pity she w asn’t a boy. Then, she could have been some help to her 
dad, could h a ’ got an education, and picked up the old D oc’s job 
when he was ready to lay it down. I say, parson, i t ’s a bad job of 
Providence to put a girl in a doctor’s family, to grow up on books and 
education, when the girl’s a country lass a n ’ ought to be contented 
with learning from the fields an ' woods, and with bein’ proud of 
knowin’ how to make bu tter and corn cakes. Jane don’t know 
books a n ’ she’s good enough for me. There, you know w hat I think 
about it! I ’m going home before th a t molasses sours, a n ’ Jane gets 
worried ’fraid I ’m drow nded.”

•The two men rose simultaneously and the parson smiled a t the old 
fellow. “At any rate, Uncle Jake, we will give Miss W heeler the 
benefit of the doubt. I am quite sure tha t no one will be disappointed 
in her. Green Meadows will be another place with an energetic col
lege girl bringing home new ideas. If I am not mistaken, four years 
from now we shall be as busy and wide-a-wake a little town as can be 
found. Miss Barbara will serve Green Meadows just as much as a 
Dick Junior would have done. John ,” he said, turning to the clerk, 
“just m ark the calendar for to-night, and next June w e’ll balance up 
and see who has the more credit, Uncle Jake or I .”
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B idding W eb and  the  clerk good-night, the  radical and  conservative 
se t o u t for the ir homes.

“ O, 1 m ost forgot, parson , Jan e  says to  be sure to  ask  you to d inner 
to -m orrow .”

“G ive M rs. Sparrow s m y th an k s. I will be th e re .”
T h e ir voices died aw ay an d  afte r a m om ent, W eb jum ped up, 

“ W ell, Sim s, I do h a te  to  see th e  old fellow beaten  o u t by th a t  young 
chap , b u t I do hope B arbara  sees th a t  th is p a rso n ’s side wins. S he’s 
a m igh ty  fine girl and  if I ’m not such a big fool, I reckon the  parson 
th in k s so himself. H e p u t in good for the  D r. to give B arb ara  the  
chance. H e has big p lans for th is little  burg, b u t he needs a w om an 
to  help him  and  he likes th e  educa ted  ones. I d o n ’t know ’s h e ’s all 
w rong, e ither. I ’m no t a b it sorry I cam e down in the  ra in . I 
k inder w anted  to  know w hat the  parson really though t, and  I guess I 
found o u t .”

*  *  *

S eptem ber tw en ty -th ird  cam e and  B arb ara  W heeler w ent to  college. 
T he tow nspeople w ere proud and  glad, for the  d o c to r’s d au g h te r was 
a  favorite. D uring  the  w inter, B a rb a ra ’s le tte rs  were the  gossip of 
the  G reen M eadow s grocery. She w rote of her w ork and fun and  of 
all her p lans for her sum m er a t home. She was going to  s ta r t  an 
“ E igh t W eeks C lu b ” for the  girls and  bring to  G reen M eadow s a 
glim pse of the  g rea t beyond, in w hich she was delighting.

In June , D r. W heeler announced  to the  w eekly gathering  around  
the  cracker box, th a t B arb a ra  was to  come hom e the  next week and  
th a t  six of her so rority  friends were coming, too, for a w eek’s house 
p a rty .

“ J u s t w h a t I to ld  you, p a rso n ,” scowled Uncle Jake. “A ‘f r a t ’ 
pin. a lo t of new notions, and  an o th e r crowd to  th in k  of,— th a t ’s w hat 
a girl gets by going to  college. Doc, I ’ll be t you, yet, th a t  y o u ’ll wish 
for you r m oney and  you r girl as they  used to  b e .”

D r. W heeler sm iled. He was used to U ncle J a k e ’s railings.
“ Now, come, Uncle, cheer up. W e’ll p u t them  to  a te s t to  please 

you. T he nex t day  a fte r they  get here, you drive up w ith  your h ay 
rack  and  inv ite  th e  girls to  go w ith  you and  tread  hay. I w ager th a t  
you w on’t miss one, and  w h at is more, U ncle Jake, you will be a life
long friend w ith  those girls in five m in u tes .”

R obert D insm ore was decidedly pleased to  have the  doctor on his 
side, for he knew  th a t,  if Uncle Jak e  was converted , the  old fellow 
w ould help the  tow n w onderfully  by his influence. H e also was very  
anxious th a t  every one be en tirely  pleased w ith  B arbara .

* * *
T h e  house p a r ty  was a success. B a rb a ra ’s E igh t W eeks C lub con

tinued  its m eeting  a fte r college had  opened again  and  B arb ara  was 
gone. U ncle Jak e  was slowly giving in. H e ad m itted  th a t  B arbara  
was “ ju s t the  sam e sw eet girl, only m ore so .”

* * *
“ How  tern-pus does fug it\” sighed B arbara  to  R obert D insm ore as 

she bade him  farewell a t  G reen M eadow s’ S ta tion , th e  fall of her 
senior year. “J u s t one m ore year w ith  the  girls! B u t th e re ,— oh I 
am  so h ap p y  th ink ing  of all m y plans for th e  d ea r people here a t
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home. I ’ll give Uncle Jake a nice surprise. He th inks th a t  I intend
to go off to teach, or aw ay to ‘C hiny’ to convert the heathen. I
really th ink  he is giving in on this subject of education since he has
found out th a t college hasn ’t made me ‘proud and sinfu l.’ However,
he w on’t  adm it it yet. Ju st another year and he will.*” Then she
smiled good-bye and the tra in  was gone.

* * *
One Saturday  night in April, the corner grocery held its weekly 

gathering. W eb sat astride a cracker box and smoked his pipe, en
joying the conversation. People came and w ent, bu t ten o ’clock 
found Uncle Jake and the m inister still talking. A lthough the m in
ister no longer bought his oil by the gallon, he still spent an  hour or 
two of Saturday  evenings a t the corner store. Uncle Jake did not 
say much about B arbara’s college work now, bu t som ething th a t M r. 
D insmore had said had aroused w hat little fire there was left in the 
old fellow’s mind on the subject of women and education.

“ I tell you, parson, i t ’s always this w ay: if these college girls d o n ’t 
get a call to ‘C hiny’ to convert the heathen, or w ander off to some big 
city to teach, they fall in love with one of the college chaps and get 
m arried. Well, B arbara’s certainly proved th a t college a in ’t so bad. 
I ’ll risk her brains up there, bu t I w on’t risk her h ea rt.”

R obert Dinsmore smiled, leaned confidingly tow ard the old m an, 
and said in a low tone, ‘‘Yes, uncle, bu t I ’ll risk her h e a r t.”

Uncle Jake never told w hat Robert said, bu t he never again said a 
word against a g irl’s going to college.

Once upon a tim e in D ream land 
Ruled a queen, wife of the E rl-K ing 
She it was, who, ju s t as evening,
W hen the drowsy sleep o ’er takes men 
Sent down dream s to please their fancies. 
As a page to this fair princess,
Served a sprite, the nimble Presto.
W hen the queen was absent, Presto 
Stole in secret to her cham ber;
Opened and spread out the dream -leaves, 
Chose the one best for his slumbers, 
S traightw ay fell asleep to  dream  it.
B ut the queen, returning softly,
Cam e upon the sleeping Presto;
Both her arm s were filled with roses,
And upon him there she heaped them . 
Presto felt the thorns upon him,
M ade one wild, excited scramble,
And created such a flurry
T h a t the dream s flew ou t the  window.
They were lost on E arth  thereafter,
And the queen, to punish Presto,
Changed him into dreadful N ightm are.

E . M . B „ T7.



T H E  C O L B  I  A N  A 13

T H E  COLBI  A N A
Published quarterly by the Women’s Division of Colby College.

Entered as second-class matter December 18, 1914, at the post office at Waterville, Maine, under
the Act of March 3, 1879

BOARD OF EDITORS
ALICE C. M ATHER, 1916....................................................................... Editor-in-Chief
ETH EL E. DUFF, 1917............................................................................Assistant Editor

• ASSOCIATE EDITORS
VIVIAN L. SK IN N ER , 1916 .............................................   Literary
HAZEL A. DURG IN , 1917 ....................................................................................Editors
E t t  IE M. HANNAN, 1916........................................................................... News E ditor
E D ITH  A. PRATT, 1916....................................................................................Y. W. C. A.
MARION R. DAGGETT, 1917........................................................................... Athletics
CAROLYN I. STEVENS, 1916 ..................... ! ................................................... Alumnae
M INA M. TITU S, 1916   Joke
IR IS C. CROSBY, 1916   Editors
ELLA R. ROBINSON, 1916..................................................................................Exchange

LI ( Y S. MONTGOMERY , 1916................................................. , Business Manager
A. VIOLET h RENC H, 1917.............................................................. Assistant Manager

TERMS: Subscriptions, 50 cents per year in advance. Single copies, 15 cents.
All remittances by mail should be made to the Business Manager.
All Alumnae news and other items of interest to the Women’s Division will be gladly received 

by the Editor.

EDITORIALS
A sad, in sis ten t note, a p la in tive  m inor s tra in  stole in to  the  joyous 

pulsing m elody of J u n e ’s sweet sym phony. M idst all of the  p leas
ures and  happiness of C om m encem ent tim e we cannot help b u t feel 
th e  sadness w hich it also brings. W e cry, “All hail to  our Seniors!” 
Y et we dread  to  th in k  th a t  C om m encem ent m eans saying farewell 
to  1915! W e are loath  to  see you, our Seniors, leave. Y ou have 
been firm friends of ours; you have been good com rades everyone. 
M any  are th e  jolly tim es th a t  we have had together. W e have 
stud ied , p layed, m ade fudge, even quarrelled  toge ther; we have ridden 
horseback, had inv igorating  cross-country  tram p s together, struggle 
for suprem acy in basketball, and  have played one ano ther down a t 
tenn is— in short, we have been friends! W e tru s t th a t  you will look 
upon these good tim es, and  rem em ber those w ith  whom you shared 
them ! Y ou have form ed associations during  your four years here a t  
C olby w hich you will desire never to  break. You love old C olby—  
we all do, and  now as you th in k  of leaving her, she is dearer to  you 
th a n  ever before.

T h e  m ystic, g rea t unknow n lies ju s t before you ; now you m ay 
tak e  p a th s  of your own choosing, and there in  lies the  charm . W ith  
C om m encem ent, th e  bells by w hich you have lived those four vears a t 
college will have ceased for you. .T here  has been th e  rising bell, 
b reak fast bell, rec ita tion  bell, chapel bell, luncheon bell,— and so on
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th roughou t the day. To-m orrow  other s tu d en ts  will go hurry ing  
across the cam pus, living here as you have lived, enjoying the p leas
ures which you have enjoyed, striv ing  for those th ings for which you, 
too, have striven, learning to  love the sam e Alma M ater which sends 
you now into  a world which eagerly aw aits you! No longer will you 
be a t  the  beck and call of these college bells; you will be free to  plan 
your hours as you will. Bells m ay ring for you b u t they  will be of 
your own choosing! You m ay travel, teach, s tudy , or perchance, 
o ther bells th an  school-bells m ay ring for you! Be th a t  as it m ay, 
there is a place for you in the  endless plan of this busy world. You 
have a task  to fulfill, for th is tw entieth  cen tu ry  is a w om an's cen tu ry , 
and things are to be done in it, not only th a t women have never done 
before, b u t th a t have never been done. T he emergencies of college life 
have prepared you for those which the w ork-a-day world has in store 
for you; it will not be good form for you to  shirk ; you m ust prove th a t 
yours is the ability  to  cope w ith any situation , to ad ap t yourself to 
any circum stances in which you m ay find yourself; you m ust show 
th a t you have been more th an  m erely " ta rred  w ith the college b ru sh ,” 
th a t you have more than  a surface efficiency- Y ours m ust be the 
a ttitu d e  of the small boy who said, " I ’ll ea t it! W hat is it? ” W h a t
ever you are asked to  do, do it, and w ith  a willingness th a t will m ake 
the doing a pleasure!

T he burden of the song which Com m encem ent tim e brings, and 
which alm ost drowns out the sad, p lain tive note of farewell, is the 
music of rejoicing. A task  com pleted has been well done, true  friend
ships have been formed th a t will endure, and it is, indeed, a tim e 
m ost happy!

The new magazines on our library table really look as though they  
were read from cover to cover. B ut are they? How m any of the  
Colby girls know how m uch of the ed ito r’s thought and labor go 
tow ard m aking his m agazine a success? T hen, there are the new s
papers. W hat wonderful things are happening in th is little  world 
of ours! Do we know abou t them  all? Or are we m aking college life 
the narrow  life which people so often call it, because we do not know 
these things? These rare sum m er days are too precious, we m ust 
adm it, to  read very extensively, b u t we can learn, a t least, w h at 
o ther people are doing. Let us read a few of those "good books” 
which we have always intended to conquer, and come back to  college 
next fall ready for more m ature thought, and w ith a riper judgm ent! 
L e t’s get busy, and live down the repu ta tion  th a t  girls read only silly 
love stories! '

T H E  CO LBIA N A  wishes you all a p leasant summer!
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COLLEGE INTERESTS
Senior p a r ts  h av e  been assigned  as follows: P rophecy , M ary  A.

W a sh b u rn ; h is to ry , Jen n ie  F a rn u m ; ad d ress  to  u n d e rg rad u a te s , E . 
M ild red  B ed fo rd ; ode C o m m ittee , D o ro th y  W ebb, H azel R oss an d  
M a rg a re t Forbes.

F . E . F . ’s observed  A rbo r D ay  b y  p la n tin g  a tree  on P alm er H ouse 
law n. T h e  p res id en t, H elen  B uker, T 8, d ed ica ted  th e  elm  to  M iss 
C arll, w ho accep ted  in  a p p ro p r ia te  w ords. T h e  h is to ry  of th e  club 
w as enclosed in a b o ttle  an d  bu ried  am ong  th e  roots.

M o n d ay , M ay  17, th e  Seniors d ropped  th e ir  d ig n ity  for th e  even ing  
an d  ce leb ra ted  th e  lifting  of th e  b u rd en  by  a  b a n q u e t in  Foss H all 
d in ing-room . T h e  jo y fu l sounds heard  o u ts id e  th e  door needed no 
in te rp re ta tio n  as to  th e ir  significance. As a  “g rand  finale” p lans w ere 
d iscussed  for a co m p an y  p a r ty  a t  Snow  P ond  w hile th e  re s t of us are  
being  d riv en  by  th a t  cruel ta sk -m a s te r— E xam s.

T h e re  w ere m a n y  v is ito rs  from  M ain e  e n te r ta in e d  a t  Foss H all over 
th e  tra c k  m eet. A m ong th e m  w ere L u c re tia  D av is , F ran c is  S m art, 
E loise H u sk in s  an d  T h e lm a  K ellogg.

A lice C la rk in , T 6, e n te r ta in e d  C hi G am m a T h e ta , T6, a t  her hom e, 
M o n d ay , M ay  24, in honor of E lean o r W elch, ex -’16, w ho w as m arried  
Ju n e  2. Seven, all w ho are  left of th e  orig inal dozen, s a t  dow n to  
supper. T h e  p lace ca rd s  w ere a p p ro p ria te  show ing a b r id e ’s head  an d  
rem in d in g  us how  soon we w ere to  lose “ P egg ie .” T h e  d eco ra tio n s  
w ere C hi G a m ’s b lack , green, an d  red. A fte r sup p er each had  a 
finger in a “ Ja c k  H o rn e r’s ” pie. “ P egg ie’s ” p lum  proved  to  be an  
en g rav ed  olive fork. T h e  h ea lth  of th e  b ride-to -be  w as d ru n k  in 
g inger ale, C hi G a m ’s ow n d rink .

M a rg u e rite  F a rm er, U. of M . ’18, w as e n te rta in e d  over Ju n io r  
L eague gam es by  H azel Ross, T5.

T h ro u g h  th e  efforts of M iss B u tm a n , Foss H all has a new b u lle tin  
board .

R u th  D resser, ex -’16, sp e n t a  few d ay s  a t  P a lm er H ouse no t long ago.

M isses S ybil a n d  M a ry  R ussell w ere th e  g uests  of H azel G ibbs, T7, 
recen tly .

M iss F lo rence H astin g s , physical in s tru c to r  d u rin g  th e  w in te r, 
g av e  in v a lu ab le  aid  in m ak in g  Iv y  D ay  a success.

M iss M arjo rie  B ark er, ’16, e n te r ta in e d  her m o th e r a t  Foss H all for 
a  few days.

H elen  B uzzell v is ited  her s is te r  M ario n , w hen  she re tu rn e d  from  
S a rg e n t’s, from  w hich  she g ra d u a te d  th is  Ju n e .
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The Senior members of K appa Alpha were entertained T uesday, 
June 1, a t a delightful banquet in Foss Hall dining-room, by the in i
tia tes of the Junior class. The initiates are: Frances T refethen,
Vesta M cCurda. Alice M ather, M arion H arm on, C lara H inckley, 
K atherine Moses, I.ois Osgood, Vivian W right, Carolyn Stevens, Iris 
Crosby, and Lucy M ontgomery.

The Senior articles chosen to be given a t Comm encem ent are: 
“The New American D ram a,” Ethel Cham berlain; “M ary E. W il
kins Freem an," M arion O. Stew ard; “The Vision of the Ideal College 
W om an,” Aldine Gilman.

F riday, June 4, an informal Faculty  Tea was held in M emorial H all. 
It proved to be the most enjoyable of the three given this year.

President and Mrs. Roberts gave a delightful reception to both d i
visions of the Senior class, M ay 24. Hazel Loane, T8, ushered in the 
guests, who were received by President and Airs. Roberts. Refresh
m ents were served by Aliss Knowlton, ’08, and Aliss St. Clair, T3, 
Misses Snodgrass, '18, S tu rtevan t, 18, Roberts, T8, and W ashburn, 
T8, made very efficient waitresses. Miss French, T7, and Aliss Cole, 
T7, served punch in the study. The college orchestra, consisting of 
Prince, T8, piano, L attin , T8, violin, and P ra tt, ’17, ’cello, furnished 
music for the evening.

After being postponed many times the annual Sophomore D ecla
m ation took place M onday night, June 7.

The articles chosen for Junior exhibition are “The W om an of H er 
C en tu ry ” by Lois Osgood; “The Developm ent of Household C hem 
is try ,” by K atherine Singer; “The Lingering Spirit of the W art- 
b u rg” by Alice M ather; “Life’s R iver” by Vivienne W right.

Chi Gam m a T heta  invitation with its bright colors, good times and 
“ea ts” is over. The initiates are: G ladys Welch, K atherine S tu rte 
vant, Anne Caswell, M arion Buzzell, Isabelle Snodgrass, Helen 
K im ball, Leila W ashburn, C harlo tte Gilman, Bertha Terry, D orothy 
Roberts, Florence Eaton, and Eunice Chase.

Aliss B utm an entertained Air. and Airs. B radbury over M emorial 
Day.

M onday, M ay 24, A largaret Perkins, T8, was given a surprise 
party  by a group of Freshmen girls.

The Misses Aldrich, Spaulding and Jordan assisted in conducting 
services a t the Sidney B aptist Church, Sunday, M ay 23,

Iris Crosby, T6, and Alice M ather, T6, represented the Colby 
V. W. C. A. a t the annual Silver Bay Banquet a t Farm ington, F riday, 
M ay 21. As parts of the toast program Miss Crosby spoke on “The 
Social Side of Silver B ay,” and Aliss M ather told “W hat a Silver Bay 
delegate C an Bring Back to Her Association.” They came back to 
Colby full of enthusiasm.



T H E  C O L B  I  A N  A 17

T here was a very  p re tty  wedding in the Congregational Church of 
this city  W ednesday evening, June 2, when E leanor Welch, Ex-’16, 
was m arried  to George Frederick Joy, ’12. T he maid of honor was 
G ladys W elch, ’18, sister of the bride; the best man, H arold Welch, 
b ro ther of the bride. The bridesm aids were Helen Cole, Alice C larkin, 
V ivian Skinner and E lizabeth H odgkins, classm ates of the bride. The 
ushers were M ahlon Hill, T2, Joe Bisbee, ex-’12, R alph W eston, T5, 
frat b ro thers of the groom, and H oward Welch, another bro ther of the 
bride. T he church was p re ttily  decorated with flowers and green. 
Im m ediately  afte r the ceremony a reception was held a t 14 N udd St. 
when the  bride and groom received the best wishes of a host of friends.

M r. and M rs. Joy will reside a t W estbrook where Air. Joy is con
nected w ith the T an a  Mills.

T he annual Ivy D ay exercises of the W om an’s Division of Colby 
College were given Saturday , June 5, under very auspicious circum 
stances. All things united to make the occasion a success.

A t an early hour the piazza and grounds abou t the tennis courts 
were filled w ith visitors including members of the faculty and their 
wives, several tow n friends and m any from out of town were guests for 
the afternoon.

A fter a selection of music by the orchestra, the Seniors, in caps and 
gowns, led by Lena B lanchard, President, and Vivian Ellsw orth, Alis- 
tress of Ceremonies, entered the grounds, and after they had been 
seated on the bank  a t the front of the tennis court, the assembled 
guests were welcomed by the M istress of Ceremonies. A fter a second 
selection of music cam e the planting of the Ivy followed by the Ivy 
Ode to the tune of Annie Lisle.

Classm ates, dear, as here w e’re gathered 
’N eath  the gray and blue,
L et us leave a fond rem em brance 
Of our friendship true.

Lift the chorus, speak it onward,
Sing her praises clear,
Hail to  thee our Alma M ater,
Hail, Oh Colby dear.

Four short years w e’ve spent together,
Y ears of happiness;
B ut the m em ’ry rising ever 
All our lives shall bless.

F ar aw ay w e’ll soon be going,
B u t before we part,
W e would sing to thee our praises 
Each w ith loving heart.

Following this was the presentation  of the trowel by Lena B lanch
ard, Senior President, to the  Jun io r President, M arjorie Barker, and 
the acceptance.
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A fter a processional march of all the classes, each wearing the ir 
class colors, a Greek play, “The Fairest S p irit,” was presented by the 
Junior Class. The scene was M t. Olympus, and it was represented 
by four gaylv festooned G recian columns against the background of 
evergreen. The class dances were given during the play on the tennis 
court in front.

The Spirit of the dance was represented in a beautiful solo dance by 
M iss W are, and in the dance of 1915, M ary W ashburn took the solo 
part.

A fter the exercises, punch and wafers were served by the Freshm an 
class.

F irst honors in the dances were given to the class of 1917,and second 
honors to 1916.

The com mittee in charge of the exercises was composed of Iris 
Crosby, Fffie H annan, Vivian Skinner, Lucy M ontgom ery, C lara 
Hinckley.

Y. W. C. A. NOTES
COLBY C H R IST IA N  ASSOCIATION

Miss M argaret Flenniken, S tuden t Secretary of the N ational Board 
of the N orth Fastern  field com mittee, made us her annual spring visit 
from M ay 6th to 10th. Fach day of her visit she held conferences 
with the different cabinet girls, and gave them m any fine suggestions 
for next year’s work,, which is already being enthusiastically planned.

On some evening during the first week of the next fall term , a re
ception will be given to the Freshmen. A special effort will be made 
by the upperclassmen to have the affair as informal as possible, so 
th a t every girl may meet every other one, and may be made to feel 
th a t she has received a cordial welcome to Colby.

The girls are also planning to have a series of Vesper services a t the 
college chapel next year. An effort will be made to have an espec
ially good musical programme, and to provide an interesting speaker 
for each of these exercises. The faculty and w om en’s division will be 
invited, and we hope th a t the services may be made a great success. 
It is thought th a t they will raise still further the standard  of our col
lege, as the larger colleges have made such exercises both successful 
and helpful.

The Social Service Com m ittee has many fine plans for next year, 
and have already made friendly calls upon some unfortunate families 
of the city. Recently a group of girls accompanied W inifred Shaw, 
who is chairman of the com mittee, to the W aterville Poor Farm  where 
they sang the old songs, Colby songs, spoke pieces, and played on 
mandolins for a good part of the afternoon. The audience was es
pecially delighted and expressed an urgent desire for them  to come 
again soon. The performers, too, were overjoyed with their reception.

The first meeting after our secretary’s visit w ith us, was a Red 
Cross rtieeting led by Alice M ather. The following three m eetings
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w ere en thu sias tic  m eetings led by  M ildred G reene, L ucy T ay lo r, and  
W inifred Shaw . T h e  last m eeting  was led by Lena B lanchard , and  
w as a Senior m eeting. T h is m eeting  is alw ays a sad one for we realize 
th a t  some of our m ost loyal and  tru s ty  girls are  soon to  leave us; ye t 
we gain a g rea t deal from  w h at th e ir past connection  w ith  th e  Y. W . 
C. A. has m ean t to  them , and  we feel p roud  th a t  C olby is tu rn in g  ou t 
such splendid girls to  fulfill life’s larger du ties. M ay  joy  and success 
be theirs!

If half of th e 'g irls  th a t  are  eager to  go to  S ilver B ay could only go, 
C olby w ould have a splendid delegation  there  th is spring. As the  
Conference comes a t  such an  u n fo rtu n a te  tim e of the  year for so 
m any  it looks as though  we are  to have b u t th ree  delegates there  th is  
spring in person, a lthough  m any  will be there  in sp irit. T h e  dele
gates are  Iris C rosby, K atherine  Moses, and  E d ith  P ra tt .

Colby girls are surely  alive, an d  eager to  m ake th e ir years spen t in 
college coun t m uch for all tim e. T h is is w hy we find them  study ing , 
leading S unday  School classes, entertaining* friends, m aking  calls, 
p ractic ing  basketba ll or tennis, cooking, p lay ing  th e  piano, m aking  
up poetry , cracking  jokes, and  a hundred  and  one different th ings,—  
and  some one asks w hy they  are  such “ live w ires,” and  so successful 
in w hatever they  undertake? T he answ er is p lain ly  seen— they  live 
good, w holesom e lives w hich have been enriched by the  high ideals of 
th e  Y. W . C. A. of w hich they  are  a v ita l p a rt. L et each one of 11s 
next fall help to  in itia te  the  F reshm en so th a t they  m ay u n d ers tan d  
how m uch the  C hris tian  A ssociation does for a girl, and  how void the ir 
lives w ould be w ith o u t its influence.

A t a recent election held in Foss H all A ssem bly room, E d ith  P ra t t  
was chosen the  delegate from th is s ta te  to the  N ational C onvention  
of the Y. W . C. A., w hich is to  be held in New Y ork C ity  next M arch . 
M iss P ra t t  will represent th e  th ree  M aine Colleges, Colby, U niversity  
of M aine, and  Bates.

T he  A nnual Silver B ay B anquet was held th is year a t  F arm ing ton , 
M ay 1st, and judging  from  the  good tim e enjoyed by every  delegate 
present, it could no t possibly have been surpassed  in form er years. 
T h is was the  first tim e th a t  th e  Y. W . C. A. has been en te rta in ed  a t  
F arm ing ton  by the  A nnual Silver B ay B anquet, and  the  girls joined 
heartily  w ith the  facu lty  in m aking every m om ent a p leasan t one.

Colby sent two delegates, Alice M ath e r and Iris C rosby. All of the  
college and norm al school girls who w ent as delegates w ere m et a t  th e  
tra in  by a good, large delegation of F a rm in g to n  girls, and  tak en  im 
m ediately  to  the  new dorm ito ry  w here they  w ere en te rta in ed , our own 
girls being the  special guests of F reda K nauff and  H elen K idder, bo th  
of W aterville.

T he  new dorm itory , P u ring ton  H all, is certa in ly  a splendid  place in 
which to  en te rta in  guests, and  a t  first glance rem inds one verv  m uch 
of Foss H all.

T he banq u e t was served a t  half past six, and  p rac tica lly  th e  w hole 
s tu d en t body was presen t together w ith  th e  m em bers of th e  facu lty .
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T he tables, w hich were beautifu lly  decorated  w ith jonquils and n a r
cissus, looked as some one said, alm ost as good as th e  “e a ts ” tasted! 
A fter the  d inner the toasts were given as follows by the  various dele
gates, M iss M antor, T5, acting  as toastm istress.

W elcom e...................................................   Roxa V arney, T5
T he O bjects of Sum m er C onferences................................................. M aine
Glim pses of Silver B a y ..................................................... Agnes M an to r, '15
T he S p irit of Silver B a y .............................................................................B ates
W hat Silver Bay M eans to the N orm al School G ir l . . .M a ry  D ay, T5
T he Social Side of Silver B a y ................................. Iris C rosby, Colby, T6
T he W ork of our A ssociation ..........................................C lara Bacon, T6
W hat a Silver Bay D elegate can bring back to  her

A ssociation ..........................................Alice M ather, Colby, ’16
T he Association and the S chool......................Miss M errill of the F acu lty
R em arks by O ther D elegates

T he welcome was given by the V ice-President of the  F arm ing ton  
Association as a substitu te  for the President, who was absen t on a c 
count of illness.

T he subjects of the toasts were arranged  so as to  give qu ite  a com 
prehensive view of the “doings” a t Silver Bay and some of those,who, 
before the banquet had a ra th e r hazy idea abou t Silver Bay, cam e 
aw ay abou t as enthusiastic  as the girls who had been there them selves.

T he im prom ptus by o ther delegates were especially good, some 
being given by F arm ington  alum ni.

A fter the banquet the girls were escorted to the N orm al building for 
a rousing good social time. A fter a short program  of music and read 
ing, everyone joined in playing games. C)ne of these was a spelling- 
m atch.in  which all words m ust be spelled backw ard. M r. T hom as of 
the Faculty , presided, and needless to say, the fun waxed furious in the 
effort of each side to  “spell dow n” the o ther.

The evening ended w ith a jolly “sing” as everyone gathered  around 
the piano.

T he next m orning all the delegates were taken  for a ride to  see the 
coun try  around Farm ington. T he b irthp lace of M adam e N ord ica 
was visited, from which there was a splendid view of the  “big hills” 
surrounding the town.

D uring the day there were various sightseeing parties to  view the 
points of in terest abo u t town.

Sunday, after the m orning service a t the Old South  Church, the  
Colby delegates were en terta ined  a t dinner by friends in tow n. T h a t 
afternoon they left for W aterville and college feeling th a t nowhere 
could there have been a b e tte r place for a gathering of Silver Bay girls 
th an  Farm ington, one of the m ost beautiful tow ns of the s ta te , and 
am ong people noted for their royal hospitality .
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ATHLETICS
T enn is is surely  th e  popu lar ou t of door sp o rt now. T h e  Foss H all 

courts have been rolled and  fixed in such fine shape th a t  they  look 
alm ost like cem ent courts, and  w ith  the new tapes dow n th ey  cer
ta in ly  are inviting .

T he prelim inaries for the  tenn is to u rn am en t are now being played  
off am id g rea t excitem ent, and there  is m uch specula tion  as to  the  
nam e th a t will be engraved  on the  cup as tennis cham pion th is year. 
M any  new girls are  p laying th is spring and  are showing up so well 
th a t  it looks now as if the finals would be especially hard  fought con
tests. T herefore : E verybody, get up your class sp irit and  back up
the  players w ho represen t you, w ith  a good cheer once in awhile! 
Freshm en, get a look a t  the  tennis cham pionship  cup if you have no t 
seen it, and  see th a t it is som eth ing  w orth  w orking for to  win it for your 
class! Show some of your class sp irit th a t  you exhibited  last fall in 
basketball and, last of all, d o n ’t forget, during  your long v a c a tio n , 
how to sing Phi Chi, and  above all, how to  spell C - 0 - L - B - Y — th e  
long w ay. Colby S p irit is w h a t counts!

LAUGHS
CLASS S T A T IS T IC S

N um ber who entered , 53; present m em bership, 25; 1915’s brides, 
5; 1915’s babies, 3; age of the oldest girl, 23 years; age of the youngest 
girl, 20 years; ta llest girl, 5 ft. 10 in.; sho rtest girl, 4 ft. 11 3-4 in .; 
heaviest girl weighs, 170 pounds; ligh test girl weighs, 100 pounds.

F ourteen  are called by the ir rightful nam es, ten are  called by slight 
corrup tions of the ir nam es, while one has a genuine nicknam e.

T en  are R epublicans, four are D em ocrats, six are Progressives, th ree 
are Socialists, and tw o are w aiting for “ H im ” to  decide.

Seventeen believe in W om an’s Suffrage, e igh t do not.
T w en ty  live in M aine, one in C hina, (M e.), th ree in M assachu 

se tts , and one in C onnecticu t.
N ine room in “ C h eru b ’s R e tre a t,” six on the  second floor front, one 

in Pie Alley, one in M ary  Low H all, one in the  Big Brow n house, and  
the  o ther seven live in tow n.

Seven w ear the  class num erals for basketball, the o ther eighteen 
w atched them  earn  them  and cheered on the side line.

T hree  will be m arried  very  soon, seven m ore afte r w atching a few 
years. T hree are going in to  business, two are going to be poets, and  
two, au thors. One is going to  be an inventor," two are going to be 
m issionaries, four are going on the stage, and one declines to tell her 
plans.
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SENIOR STATISTICS

Name in Full What they W hat they W hat they W hat they
Have Been Are W ant to Be Will Be

Ella Bedford Dignified! Dignified!! Dignified!!! Dignified(P)
Lena Blanchard Class President A flirt Good School teacher
Emily Cunningham Joke Plug Graduate Aviator
Ethel Chamberlain A Deke A Phi Delt Authoress Uncertain
Marguerite “ Quiet A Shark! I i O.B.K.
Vivian Ellsworth N avy’s little Stunning! A Chemist Married

helper
Myrtle Everett Aldine’s room- Engaged J.Bill’s asst. Ballet dancer

mate
Jennie Earnum A New Yorker A war reporter Famous Now, guess!
Margaret Forbes A basket-ball A minister’s An Anglo- As sweet as

star daughter Saxon now
Hazel Ross A Shark Most dignified Anything that A school

girl in college is a cinch teacher
May Sargent B utty’s right- Always busy Leader woman’s Vender sweet

hand man suffrage parade chocolate
Marion Steward Optimistic in Equal to any Something Something

face of every 
thing

emergency that pays well original

Mary Tobey Infrequent caller The nicest Good. A wonder
at Foss Hall little hostess

Ruth Trefthen Known to be Professor’s A musician A housewife
late to class daughter

Mary Washburn Noted for her A man-hater An old maid Married three
voice times

Dorothy Webb Member of Best writer in Tall and Heard from in
“A nti-Fat” in the class willowy “ Who’s Who”

Evelyn Whitney Noisiest girl in Ever help- A prima- An actress in
Foss Hall ful donna Life

Gilman Proxy’s cook Class sport Prima donna Farm er’s wife
Goodwin Lady Blanche Silver St. School teacher Home maker

heroine
Hanson Student Sh! she’s below 

in three classes
Just like dad A judge

Holmes Mandolin club Good collector Fisherman “ Down on the
leader Farm ”

McCausland 220 lbs. Down to 140 Somebody’s girl An Architect
Morgan Student Grind Shark Prodigy
Pollard Grind Married now Good cook M inister’s wife
Robinson Communist Socialist Anarchist Chiropodist
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T H E  S E N IO R  A L P H A B E T

A stands for Aldine; she’s P rexy’s adviser,
And except for H agan, no one is wiser.
B stands for Bunch, five and tw en ty  in all,
T he noisiest girls th a t e ’er lived in Foss Hall.
C stands for Cunningham , or Em  as we say,
W ho has on an average, a quiz every day.
D stands for D ot, who in G erm an would shine, 
W ithou t her, D utchie surely would pine.
E stands for Ethel, from Aroostook she came down, 
And also for Evelyn, w ho’s from Portland  town.
F stands for F a t, w ho’s a governess grand,
As an actress, none rivals her in the land.
G stands for Goodwin, R uth  W alker by name,
In H a rry ’s class she has won great fame.
H stands for H ugh and for Helen as well,
To W olfe’s class they run a t the eight o ’clock bell.
I stands for Ina, she rises a t nine,
B ut in classes she immer gets there on time.
J stands for Jennie, a poet she would be,
Both a t day and a t night, she doth rhym e merrilee.
K  stands for K appa Alpha, a Senior band,
W ho feed on the choicest things in the land.
L stands for Lena, the boss of the class,
And as president, none can surpass.
M stands for M ildreds, both H. and B.,
T h ev ’re happy room m ates, as we all can see.
N stands for No one, she’s absent to-day,
“ Please nobody answ er,” as Prexy did say.
O stands for O dette, her rank: has been fine—- 
H er m otto toujours, theologians for mine.
Postcards for Parties, and so m any w e’ve had,
All of them  m erry, bu t w ith nary  a lad—
Q stands for Queer, and we all look th a t 
W hen we don a Senior gown and hat.

R stands for R uth , not the one who bound sheaves. 
B ut the girl who in B otany has studied leaves.
S stands for the S (e) argent, Mazie by name, 
“ B u tty  the Second,” is the title  she’ll claim.
T  stands for Tobey and T refethen as well,
T h ey ’re quiet girls, th a t ’s all we can tell.
U stands for Us, passen sie auf and halt,
H ere stands a class th a t h asn ’t a fault.
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V stands for Vivian, and she’s some math shark,
Without her, our path would be stormy and dark.
W stands for Washburn, as “Marne” she's known,
About solo dancing, she simply doth moan.
X stands for the two "Margs,” for Myrtle and Margaret, 
This doesn’t rhyme, aber was ann kann thun damit 
Z stands for our future, so merry and bright,
And the whole bunch of us is all out of sight.

H. H. and L. B„ T5.
The Twenty-five Worst Sellers:—

Mildred Bedford, "The Misdemeanors of Milly." Lena Blanchard,
"The Texas Queen.” Ethel Chamberlain, "The Prospector......... rhe
Calling of Danny.” Marguerite Chamberlain, “Survey of American 
Literature.” Vivian Ellsworth, “The Alchemist,” “V. V’s Eyes.” 
Myrtle Everett, “One Little Vinton and How (Hough) It Grew." 
Jennie Farnum, "A Little Girl of Old New York.” Margaret Forbes, 
“Study in Scarlet." Goodwin, “What Happened to Mary.” Gil
man, “Fanny Farmer.” Holmes, "Books and Libraries.” Morgan, 
“ Encyclopedia Britannica.” Cunningham, “Hoyle’s Card Games.” 
McCausland, "Greek Art," Pollard, “Minister’s Wooing.” Robin
son, "How The Other Half Lives.” Hanson, "Municipal Court 
System.” Hazel Ross, "Tempest and Sunshine,” May Sargent, 
"The Shoulders of Atlas.” Marion Steward, “Get-Rich-Quick- 
Wallingford." Mary Tobey, "Lovey Mary.” Ruth Trefethen, 
“Love Me Little, Love Me Long.” Mary Washburn, “The Key of 
the Unknown.” Dorothy Webb, “The Melting of Molly.” Evelyn 
Whitney, “Wanted—A Chaperon.”

1915 Conundrums— Guess Who!
L. P. B.—Loyally patient Booster.
E. G. C.—Energetic Gifted Child.
E. A. C.—Effervescing Angelic Curlvhead.
M. M. C.—Marvelously Modest Celebrity.
V. M. E.—Vision, magnetic. Exemplary.
M, E. E.—Maiden—Exceptionally Entertaining.
J. F.—Just Feminine.
M. I.. F.—Merry, Laughing Fusser.
A. C. G.—Active, Climbing, Girl.
R. W. G.—Radiantly Winning Girl.
H. N. H.—Humorous Noted Hustler.
I. M. M.—Interesting Methodical Maid.
R. M.—Rather Modest.
O. M. P.—Ovid Marcellus Pliny.
M. R.—Maximum Reliance.
H. D. R.—Humble! Demure!! Recluse!!!
M. H. S.—Madly Hurrying Scholar.
M. (>. S.—Meek Obsequious Scapegoat.
M. E. T.—Maiden Ever Timely'.
A. R. T.—Assertive Robust Teaser.
M. A. W.—Makes All Wonder.
D. N. W.—Diverting, Neverfailing Wit.
E. S. W.—Ever Steady Worker.
E. M. B.—Establishing Many Bakeries.
M. H.—Mysterious Harlequin.
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