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Jo h n  P a r r e l ’s a r t  had  b ro u g h t  h im  
w ealth  and fam e. Yet, he w as an 
idea lis t:  yes, as  p u re  an  idealis t  as  any  
a r t i s t  of his time. Long before  he had  
learned  th e  f irst tedious ru les  of color 
h a rm ony ,  long before  his vocation, even, 
had  tak en  a definite form , he had  recog
nized his ideal beauty . A n y th in g  ugly 
had  a lw ays i r r i t a te d  him, even when its 
ve ry  ugliness  had  been s t r ik in g  or pic
tu resque . H e lived fo r  beau ty  alone 
and  to beau ty  alone he devoted his g re a t  
ta len t .  F a i th f u l  to his ideal he loathed 
the  filthy hovels on W ash ing ton  S tree t  
and  allowed none of t h a t  Greenwich Vil
lage a tm o sp h ere  to t a in t  the  exquisite  
perfec t ion  of his studio, which he had 
chosen in an exclusive a p a r tm e n t  house 
on R iverside  Drive, overlooking the  
H udson  R iver and  a ch a rm in g  bit of the  
N ew J e r s e y  banks.

W ith o u t  even considering  success as a 
goal, Jo h n  F a r r e l  had  been successful. 
H is  w ork  w as chiefly p o r t r a i t s  fo r  the  
most p a r t  of w ea l th y  society women— b ut 
a lw ays  of beau t i fu l  women. T he  g r e a t 
e s t  t r ib u te  a w om an  could get to he r  
beau ty  w as  Jo h n  F a r r e l ’s s ig n a tu re  under  
he r  p o r t ra i t .

i|c * *
“ H ave  you gone mad, F a r r e l l ? ” were 

the  a n g ry  w ords w ith  which E d m u n d  
Lane, fam ous a r t  c r i te r ion , announced 
his p resence w ith in  the  studio.

The a r t i s t  rose f ro m  his stool and

walked to w ard  his v isitor, then a b ru p t ly  
tu rn e d  his back.

“ I r a th e r  expected you, Lane. I feel 
like a cad about it, bu t  the  g ir l  w on’t 
do.”

“ Dela F o r r e t  w on’t  do! then  you have  
gone m ad? Good Lord, man, the re  i sn ’t 
a n o th e r  a r t i s t  in the  city who would be 
fool enough to th ro w  a w a y  the oppor
tu n i ty  to e n te r  Mile. F o r r e t ’s p o r t r a i t  
in the  fa ll  ex h ib it ion !”

“ She is b eau t i fu l .”
“ B e a u t i fu l !” exploded Lane. “ B eau 

t i fu l!  H ave  you ever seen a woman more 
beau t i fu l?  And you send h e r— L o rd !” 
the  e x asp e ra ted  old critic  gave an  i r r i 
tab le  je rk  to the glove he w as rem oving  
and hurled  it  over to the  tab le  .

“ No,” answ ered  F a r r e l ,  slowly. “ H e r  
profile is p e rfec t— the delicate curve of 
he r  nos tr i ls  is exquisite. B u t  he r  lef t  
h an d  w as tw isted  a t  the  w ris t .  Oh, I 
know it would be easy enough to a r r a n g e  
a  pose to cover t h a t  s l igh t  deform ity . 
B u t I would know it!  t h a t ’s the  deuce of 
it, Lane. I t  would ru in  the p o r t r a i t . ”

H ad  E dm und  Lane  been an  o rd in a ry  
m an  he would p robab ly  have left  the  
room in exasp e ra t io n  and  severed the 
in t im acy  of a r a r e  f r ien d sh ip  between 
two fam ous m en; b u t  because he had  
th a t  keen in s igh t  th a t  had  placed his 
opinions on a r t  am ong  the most au th o r i-  
tive in the  c ity  he suddenly  g ra sp ed  the  
s i tua t ion . He walked over to his f r ien d
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and laid a gnar led  b u t  still firm hand  
on the  young m a n ’s shoulder.

“ John , old boy, you’re  t ry in g  to go be
yond hum an  limits and i t  c a n ’t  be done. 
You w a n t  perfection  and the  only w ay  
we m orta ls  can get perfection is by con
t ra s t .  You a re  an a r t is t .  Look a t  your 
p o r t r a i t  over the re  of Mrs. V an O rth !  
How else could you have b rough t those 
subtle high lights  on he r  face except by 
u n in te re s t in g  shadows. C on tras t ,  boy, 
t h a t ’s i t!  Y ou’re  out of the  gam e w i th 
out i t .”

Lane sw ung  the a r t i s t  a round  fac ing  
him and hurled  a question a t  h im :

“ Have you ever  pa in ted  a homely 
w om an?”

“ A homely w om an ,” the a r t i s t  gave a 
d ry  laugh. “ I guess I see your point, 
all r igh t.  I ’ll t r y  it Lane— but, gad, i t ’s 
going to be a b i t te r  dose.”

The severe old critic w as not, as I 
have mentioned before, an o rd in a ry  man. 
He knew when a victory w as won and  he 
knew enough to w ithd raw  from  the  field 
of battle . He walked over to the table 
for his glove and cane and w en t to the 
door. B efore  leaving, he tu rned  and 
called back, “ Take your medicine, lad, 
then  come back in a mood to apprec ia te  
the  w onderful offer Dela F a r r e t  has 
made to you Y ou’ve got first prize in 
t h a t  exhibition, if you’ll only come to 
your senses.”

* * * * *
F a r r e l  stood a t  the top of the  mound 

and looked a round  him a t  the hilly dis
t r ic t  of W est Caldwell. He smiled cyni
cally as he tho u g h t  of his a f te rn o o n ’s 
w anderings  th ro u g h  th is  uninteresting- 
m ounta in  section, of the desolate looking 
farm houses  he had stopped a t  on the 
p re tense  of hunger  or  th i r s t .  F u n n y !  
I t ’s being so h a rd  to find a homely woman 
even am ong these coarse-grained  f a r m 
ing people! Only yes te rday  he had 
though t the  world full of them ! Well, he 
wouldn’t give up yet. W h a t  about t h a t  
edd little brown house over there ,  w ith  
no windows on the side tow ard  him.

He walked down from  the  mound and 
out in the direction of the house. He 
was r a th e r  t ired  now, so he walked slow
ly across the field with his head lowered 
and  his hands folded behind him. W ith  
a s t a r t  he suddenly realized th a t  he was 
a lm ost bum ping into the  house. He 
looked up. About six y a rd s  from  him 
.stood a woman lean ing  on a chu rn  and

w atch ing  his app roach  w ith  evident in 
te rest .  He s ta re d  a t  her  ag h as t ,  and 
m u t te r e d :

“ Gad, w h a t  a homely w o m an !”
She w as homely. G aunt, large-boned, 

w ith  h a rd  m uscu la r  a rm s  th a t  w ere 
bared  to the elbows w ith  the  usual swol
len red hands of f a rm  women; bu t the  
face w as w h a t  caused the  a r t i s t  a sud
den exclam ation. The larg'e thick-lipped 
mouth, widened in a smile of welcome, 
gave the  impression of s tre tch in g  c lear 
across he r  face; the  nose was small bu t 
by no m eans w ith  an y  effect of da in t i 
ness; the  pale  blue eyes seemed even 
more w ashed-out because of the  scan t i 
ness of the  yellow lashes t h a t  f r inged  
them ; the high forehead  overbalanced 
the  lower portion  of he r  face and w as 
accentuated  by the  w ay  the s t r in g y  
yellow-brown h a ir  w as pulled back from  
it. B ut she stood sm iling a t  F a r r e l  with 
all the  confidence of m ilady in he r  blue- 
and gold drawing-room .

P e rh a p s  it  w as th is  th a t  b ro u g h t  the  
a r t i s t  ou t of his rude  s ta r in g ,  and m ade 
him, a f te r  ta k in g  off his cap, excuse his 
presence by a s tam m ered  plea for  a glass 
of w ater .  Quickly rem oving the  churn  
from  the bench the  g ir l  offered him a 
sea t and d isappeared  into the  kitchen. 
She re tu rn ed  with  a g lass  of milk. The 
b rac ing  effect of the  cold milk gave 
F a r r e l  the  courage  to request w h a t  he 
felt sure  would be ind ig n an t ly  refused.

“ I— I ’m i l lu s t ra t in g  a  f a rm  s to ry ,” he 
lied. “ I ’d like— t h a t  is— would you mind 
if I took a little sketch of you s tan d in g  
by your c h u rn ? ”

The girl th rew  back her  head and 
laughed. I t  was a s t ran g e ly  so f t  laugh, 
F a r r e l  though t,  to be coming from  th a t  
la rge  mouth.

“ Surely, you may. W h e n ? ”
The a r t i s t  w as a bit su rp rised .
“ W hy tom orrow  if t h a t ’ll be all r ight.  

I ’ll come as ea r ly  in the  a f te rnoon  as I 
can .”

The girl invited him to s tay  and join 
her f a th e r  and  her a t  supper  but he re 
fused, and a f t e r  in qu ir ing  the  direction 
to the n ea re s t  car-line, he set out fo r  it. 

T h a t  n igh t  he called up Lane.
“ I ’ve found my con tras t ,  L ane ,” he 

said, soberly, “ and I don’t  need to p a in t  
it to realize w h a t  a  fool I w as about 
Mile. F a r r e t . ”

T here  was a long silence before the  old 
critic  answ ered . “ I ’m so r ry  fo r  you, boy,
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b u t  yo u ’ve lost you r  chance. Dela F a r r e t  
le f t  fo r  F ra n c e  th is  m o rn in g .”

“ L a n e ! ” the  young m a n  a lm ost yelled 
in the  phone, “ you can ge t h e r !  Y ou’ve 
go t to ge t h e r!  You w i l l !”

“ By chance  I ’m leav ing  fo r  F ra n c e  
S a tu rd a y ,  myself. I ’ll do w h a t  I can ,” 
L ane  said  gruffly and  h u n g  up the  r e 
ceiver.

I r r i t a t e d  an d  w orr ied , and  th o ro u g h ly  
d isgusted  w ith  h im self,  w ith  Dela 
F o r re t ,  and  the  world  in g en e ra l  F a r r e l  
would have  g lad ly  cancelled his  r id icu 
lous en g a g e m e n t  if  he had  know n an y  
w ay  of g e t t in g  in connection w ith  the  
g ir l  who had  prom ised  to pose fo r  him.

As i t  was, he came ou t  to th e  f a rm ,  th e  
fo llowing day, equipped w ith  only a l igh t 
ske tch in g  case. The g ir l  was th e re  w a i t 
ing  fo r  him, dressed j u s t  as  she had  been 
the  day  before.

H e  s a t  down w ith  the  in ten tion  of do
ing  a l ig h t  sketch. As he worked he 
found  som eth ing  in the  g i r l ’s face  t h a t  
challenged h im ; som eth ing  th a t  seemed 
on the  t ip  of his pencil, then  van ished  
before  he could ca tch  it. A sketch w as 
impossible.

F a r r e l  w en t  home bewildered and  
piqued. The n ex t  d a y  he came back 
w ith  his oils and  b rushes  and  canvass  
and  began  an  e a rn e s t  p o r t r a i t  s tudy.

F o r  th re e  m onths he worked on the  
p o r t r a i t .  W ith  an  in te n s i ty  t h a t  he h ad  
never  needed before  he s t ru g g led  to 
catch  th a t  s t r a n g e  som eth ing  th a t  would 
lu rk  fo r  a m om ent in th e  co rne rs  of the  
b road  m outh , then  d is a p p e a r  an d  t a n t a 
lize him anew  f ro m  am ong  the  w isps of 
h e r  s t r in g y  yellow h a i r ;  or suddenly  
wind i tse lf  like a sp id e r ’s web abou t he r  
whole being. Some n igh ts  he would r e 
tu r n  to his studio w orn  ou t and  d iscou r
aged and  resolved never  to go back. B u t  
he a lw ay s  went.

F in a l ly  he had  conquered ; the  p ic tu re  
w as  finished. H e  s a t  toy ing  w ith  his 
b rushes ,  a d d in g  an  im p o r ta n t  daub  he re  
and  th e re  in th e  back-ground , o r  s ta r in g  
a t  his model. B efore  he rea lized  it  he 
w as in a reverie . S t r a n g e  how little  he 
knew  of the  g ir l  a f t e r  all th is  time. H e r  
nam e  w as  R ene; t h a t  he knew. A queer 
nam e, n icknam e  fo r  Irene , p e rh ap s .  
F u n n y  th e y  h a d n ’t  spoken m ore to each

o th e r ;  of course  w hile  he w as w o rk in g —  
b u t  then , th e re  w ere  the  f re q u e n t  lunches 
toge the r .  A f te r  all though , w h a t  did 
th e y  have  in common except the  t r i t e  in 
te rco u rse  of eve ry  d a y  life. How 
calm ly  she had  laid aside h e r  w ork  each 
day  to pose fo r  him. A nd h e r  f a th e r ,  
su r ly  old m an  t h a t  he w as, whose only 
conversa t ion  w ith  F a r r e l  h ad  been g ru ff  
in te r jec t ions ,  did he ever com plain  to the  
g ir l  fo r  g iv ing  up so m uch  of h e r  t im e?

A sudden m ovem ent f ro m  th e  g ir l  
s ta r t le d  h im  f ro m  his day -d ream ing .

“ T he p ic tu re  is finished, i sn ’t  i t ? ” she 
said. “ M ay I see i t ? ”

F a r r e l  h e s i ta ted .  This w as  the  f irst 
t im e t h a t  she had  ever asked to see his 
w ork  and  he had  never offered to show it  
to her. H e  looked a t  the  p o r t r a i t ;  th e  
la rg e  m u scu la r  a rm s ,  the s t r in g y  yellow- 
brow n h a ir ,  the  sm all flat nose, the  
w ashedou t eyes— m u st  it all be reflected 
back a t  h e r  in cold lifeless pa in t .

“ I f  you w a n t  to ,” he said dully.
She came over and  looked down a t  the  

canvass. F o r  a few  m om ents  she stood 
th e re  silent,  then  she tu rn e d  to Jo h n  who 
had  le f t  his stool and  w as s ta n d in g  be
h ind  her.

“ I f  you loved me, J o h n ” she said  softly  
“ why d id n ’t  you say  so?”

“ R e n e !” m arve lled  th e  a r t i s t .
;jc  ̂ ;Jc  ̂ ?fc

Severa l weeks la te r ,  E d m u n d  Lane, 
who had  ju s t  r e tu rn e d  f ro m  E urope ,  
ag a in  b u r s t  into F a r r e l ’s studio.

“ Mile. F o r r e t  w ouldn’t  come back to 
A m erica .  B u t  you still have  a chance! 
H av e  you tr ied  M yrtice  B raw l o r— ”

“ I have  my p o r t r a i t  re a d y  to e n te r ,” 
in te r ru p te d  the  a r t i s t ,  quietly. “ H e re .” 

He w alked  over to the  easle t h a t  held 
R ene’s p o r t r a i t  and  th re w  back the  
cover. E d m u n d  L an e  w en t over in f ro n t  
of th e  canvass. He stood in the  a t t i tu d e  
th a t  c a r ic a tu r i s t s  a lw ays  sketched  him, 
w ith  his legs a p a r t ,  h is h an d s  clasped 
behind him, his eyes n a r ro w e d  to a 
squ in t,  ba lan c in g  back and  fo r th  r e a d y  
to bellow out his critic ism s. In s te a d  he 
d rew  back and  m u t te re d  hoa rse ly :

“ I n ev er  knew t h a t  a w om an  could be 
so b eau tifu l .  I t a k e  it  back, boy, yo u ’ve 
found  p e r fe c t io n .”
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ON VOCATIONAL GUIDANCE
“ I h av en ’t  got a single bent 
F o r  music, teaching, a r t ;
I don’t  know w h a t  I w an t  to be 
Yet I w an t  to do my pa r t .

I couldn’t  bear  to idly loaf,
To seem a pa ras i te ,
I m ust find a vocation,
If  i t ’s scrubbing floors a t  night.

A college education’s 
S’posed to m ake one fit to e a rn ;
B ut somehow I don’t  see the  w ay 
To apply  the th ings  I lea rn .”

T h a t ’s a p re t ty  good definition of a vo
cation, now isn ’t it?  The application of 
the  th ings  w e’ve learned. But t h a t ’s 
ju s t  w h a t  we don’t  know how to go about 
doing here  a t  Colby. W e’ve hea rd  some 
fr iends of ours say, “ I don’t  w an t  to 
teach, bu t I suppose I ’ll have to until  some 
o ther  opening comes m y w ay.”

In m any cases we a re  very  definite as 
to w h a t  we desire to do, bu t we don’t 
know ju s t  how to ge t  into t h a t  line of 
work. P e rh ap s  our knowledge of the 
num erous opportun ities  is broad enough, 
but our idea of the  t r a in in g  needed to 
take  adv an tag e  of said opportun ities  
and where and how to get th a t  t r a in in g  
is r a th e r  vague to say  the least.

We h ave heard  th a t  a t  V assa r  College 
they follow the p ractice  of hav ing  a vo
cational conference each year. The 
affa ir  is conducted en tire ly  by the  s tu 
dents with the  purpose  of g iv ing the  
g ir ls  a clear idea of the  various fields of 
work and in form ation  as to how to t r a in  
for them. E a r ly  in the year the s tudents  
meet to decide w hat subjects they desire 
to have discussed and a s tuden t  c h a i r 
man for the conference is chosen. The 
conference itself comes la te r  in the year. 
It  begins a t  e ig h t- th ir ty  in the m orn ing  
and is conducted on class schedule until  
late afternoon. There a re  ten or twelve 
speakers, each discussing with in terested  
s tuden ts  a cer ta in  type  of work about 
which they  a re  well informed. These 
include such occupations as banking, psy
chology, advertis ing , teaching, music, 
sec re ta r ia l  work, medicine, in te r io r  deco
ration , social service, journa lism , indus
t r ia l  m athem atics ,  and physical educa
tion. Each speaker has an hour in which 
to p resen t  his specialty. U sually  there

a re  two or more “ c lasses” going on a t  a 
t im e and the  m em bers of the  s tuden t  
body a t tend  th e  lecture of th e ir  p r e f e r 
ence. An im p o r ta n t  p a r t  of the  p ro 
g ra m  is the  additional hours  fo r  indi
vidual conferences which give the  s tu 
dents  a chance to ge t down to the  rock 
bottom of th e ir  difficulties and problems.

To quote, however, from  an a r t ic le  in 
“ School and Society” by J .  M. Brewer, 
an able a u th o r i ty  on subjects  of th is  
kind, “ College vocational conferences a re  
too easy to be much w orth  while unless 
compulsory.”

Mr. B rew er goes on to say  th a t  in one 
college w here  such a conference w as held, 
only h a l f  of the  s tuden t  body a ttended  
it. W e doubt very  much if t h a t  would 
occur here  a t  Colby. P robab ly  in the 
college Mr. B rew er has in mind those 
s tuden ts  who rea lly  desired w h a t  the  
conference had to offer were benefited, 
and ce r ta in ly  if ha lf  of the  s tuden t  body 
w as reached the conference w as w orth  
while. The value or in sp ira t ion  of a 
m eeting is very  seldom dependent on 
th e  fac t  t h a t  th e re  is one h u ndred  p e r 
cent of the m em bership  present. N u m 
bers a r e n ’t  everything.

To remedy this f a u l t  of the  vocational 
conference, the  la tes t  idea is to have re 
quired courses in schools and colleges 
which will accomplish p rac tica l ly  the 
same results .  Mr. B rew er says :  “ The 
class, ‘Occupations open to College g r a d 
ua tes ,’ will doubtless in the  n e a r  fu tu re  
become an im p o r tan t  s tudy  in the  c u r r i 
culum. I t  will aim not so much to help 
each college s tu d en t  to find h im self as to 
help him to ap p rec ia te  and und e rs tan d  
the  difficult problems of the world of 
w ork— problems which sad ly  need the 
in tell igent th in k in g  of college s tu d en ts .”

Mr. B rew er continues by s ta t in g  th a t  
if vocational guidance were made a p a r t  
of the college curricu lum , the problems 
of vocational life would seem more im
p o r ta n t  to s tuden ts  and th e i r  in te re s t  
and en thusiasm  would be aroused.

“ No work which the  college offers 
would more effectively bind toge the r  the 
various courses of the curr icu lum , de
velop the  ideal of service, m ake cu ltu re  
deeper, r icher, and more valuable  to 
h u m an ity  and equip the college s tu d en t  
for his plain responsibility  in the  fo rm a-
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t ion  of economic and  social ideals th a n  
m ore  effective vocational gu idance .”

A voca tiona l conference  a t  Colby does 
seem f a r  removed, we agree , b u t  the re  
m u s t  be som eth ing  we can do to  give 
ourselves th is  kind of t r a in in g  which 
accord ing  to all a u th o r i t ie s  is so neces
s a ry  and  beneficial.

V ocational gu idance  is no t a fad , i t  is 
a p rac t ica l i ty .  I t  is becoming m ore  and 
m ore  common in com m unities and  p re 
p a r a to r y  schools all over th e  U nited  
S ta tes .  A nd up h e re  in M aine some of 
us have scarcely  h ea rd  of it. I t  m ig h t  
be possible to in troduce  vocational gu id 
ance in Colby’s su m m er  school which 
m ay  no t be an  in s t i tu t io n  of the  d is ta n t  
fu tu re .

In some schools, a vocational counselor 
is m a in ta in ed  all the y ea r  round  to give 
or  ob ta in  all k inds of in fo rm ation .  H e 
would tak e  the  place of th e  s tu d en t

c h a i rm a n  of the V a s s a r  conference. He 
c a r r ie s  on a volum inous correspondence 
w ith  v a r ious  business h e a d q u a r te rs  and  
p rocu res  f ro m  time to t im e speakers  who 
re p re se n t  ce r ta in  special and  v a luab le  
lines of ind u s try .

Now  it  is t r u e  t h a t  Colby needs m an y  
th in g s  more, yea  v a s t ly  more, th a n  she 
does a vocational counselor. B u t m ig h t  
it  no t be a possible th in g  fo r  a capable  
s tu d e n t  u n d e r  fa c u l ty  guidance  to a s 
sume th a t  position? W e a r e  g re a t ly  
in sp ired  by the m any  persons  of s te r l in g  
c h a ra c te r  who visit  Colby in the in te r 
ests  of the  v a r ious  re lig ious movem ents, 
and  we a re  p roud  th a t  so m a n y  m em bers  
of our  s tu d e n t  body find th e i r  life w ork 
in th is  way. I f  in the  course  of th e  col
lege yea r  Colby m ig h t  e n te r ta in  r e p r e 
sen ta t ives  of o ther  k inds of work, more 
s tu d en ts  m ig h t  discover from  w h a t  cor
ne r  they  wish to have th e i r  ‘T ight sh ine .”

TO POPLAR LEAVES
L itt le  p op la r  leaves,
W hy  do you cling so tenaciously  
To your  b ranches?
Y our  w eak e r  b ro th e rs  fled—
F lu t te r in g ,  sideling d o w n w ard —  
W h ir l in g  m ad ly  u p w a rd —
Long ago.
T he  fierce n o r th  wind, g r a y  clad in steely 

a rm o r ,
B a t t le s  w ith  you,
U n ti l  you sh r in k  back, sh ivering,
P ierced  by his icy b rea th .
T he ra in  sweeps in long d iagonals  p a s t  

you.
The m u rk y  smoke of a cloud hovers  low 
A nd h an g s ,  f a r  back, in dusky  f r in g es  
A round  th e  coppery  horizon.

L it t le  p o p la r  leaves,
Do you rem em ber  the  t im e
W hen  you sw u n g  like golden pennies
In  th e  sunsh ine ,
A nd th e  g a y  breeze of A u g u s t—
A r r a n t  s p e n d th r i f t—

A WINTER IN
“ N ew  Y ork  gets  you .” This  is the  

by-word of those  who cherish  the  m em 
ories of a  b r ie f— all to brief ,  a l a s !—  
period sp en t  in the  big metropolis .  And

L e t you slip l igh tly  between his f ingers?  
L i t t le  pop la r  leaves,
You a re  ta t te re d ,  as  i f  
Shot th ro u g h  by t in y  bullets.
T h ink  you t h a t  the  soft-fingered south  

wind
Will once m ore p lay  with you—
Or th a t  th e  sun a g a in  will g leam  
Upon your  g l in t in g  su rfaces?

Ah, l i t t le  p op la r  leaves,
Y our  d a y  is done !
The rough  wind t e a r s  a t  you 
To bea r  you to th e  ground.
A nd yet, your sh o r t  life, I know, has  

no t been all in v a in ;
F o r ,  lo, benea th  you on the  tw ig,
L i t t le  po p la r  leaves,
P ro tec ted  from  the  s to rm s 
By your so r ry  t a t t e r s ,—
F irm ly ,  w a rm ly  w rap p ed  in v a rn ish ed  

cradles ,—
Sleep the  t iny , elfin buds,
The p rom ise  of a n o th e r  sum m er.

NEW YORK
now, convinced of th e  inev itab leness  of 
it , I h av e  ta k e n  up th e  c ry  myself. W ho 
th a t  h a s  followed the  d r a m a  fo r  one 
b r i l l ia n t  season, a t ten d ed  the  opera  in
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all its  glory, shopped, (which does not 
necessarily  imply buying) in the fa sc i
nating- stores, and ea ten  in th e  in te r 
e s t ing  re s ta u ra n ts ,  did not find upon his 
a r r iv a l  in his little home town every th ing  
dull, colorless, and u n insp ir ing?  Who 
th a t  has  m adly  packed into a few m onths 
all the  advan tag es  t h a t  New York alone 
has  to offer, did not look w ith  scorn u p 
on an y  c ity  bu t “ th e ” city? Oh, all of 
you th a t  have memories of b r ig h t  lights 
and  motley crowds, sym path ize  with me 
in my recen t  bereavem ent;  fo r  I, who 
have ta s ted  the  joys of one w in te r  spent 
in New York, am  now’ f a r  awray  from  
the see th ing  subways, in a coun try  s u r 
rounded by m ounta ins , so high th a t  1 
can not even catch a glimpse of my 
beloved city.

Yet it is rea l ly  impossible to ge t 
aw ay  from  the  s a lu ta ry  influence of 
N ew  York. E v e ry  where a re  to be 
found people upon whom the big city 
has left  its ever las t ing  impressions. 
W h a t  more divine nec ta r  can two people 
sip th a n  th a t  from  the  discussion of 
some p lay  wThich both have seen?

T here  is one agen t  in p a r t ic u la r  th a t  
keeps my memories of la s t  w in te r  from  
grow ing  dim or cold, and th a t  is The  
N e w  Y o rk  T im es  which is so completely 
perm eated  with the a tm osphere  of New 
York th a t  by read in g  the p ap e r  one can 
easily keep up w ith  New York, and 
hence the  wrorld. Long live The N ew  
Y o rk  T im es!  T here  seems to be, by 
the way, no need of read in g  new books 
and a t ten d in g  plays w ith  the  complete 
review sections in c u r re n t  periodicals.

By following up wrh a t  The N e w  Y o rk  
Tim es  has to say  about the  d ram a ,— 
w hat,  fo r  instance, th e  critics says of 
E thel B a rry m o re  in Rosa Bernd,  of Gals
w o rth y ’s new p lay  Royalties  and of 
O’N eil’s coming production, I have  a 
confident feeling th a t  1 could ta lk  in
te ll igen tly  w ith  th is  season’s th e a t r e 
goers.

My recollection is also enlivened by 
seeing in p r in t  nam es of l i te ra ry  people 
or  o ther  persons of note whom I have 
met inform ally . My th r i l ls  in read ing  
of them  have been g re a t ly  ag g ra v a te d  
since the  occasion in which I met them. 
W hy do we find it  difficult to reconcile 
a fam ous m an with  an in fo rm al m eet
ing? We conceive him as being different 
from  o rd in a ry  people and are , conse
quently, som ew hat d isappoin ted  when he

speaks, ac ts  and  ta lk s  like o th e r  people.
W hen I picked up the  Novem ber n u m 

ber of The A m er ica n  the  o the r  d a y  and 
saw  a s to ry  by Sophie K err ,  I reclaled 
im m ediately  a lovely app ea r in g ,  a t t r a c 
tive, young  woman who sa t  opposite me 
a t  the  T he ta  Sigma Phi ban q u e t  a t  one 
of the  hotels in New York. Of all the  
celebrities there , and there  were m any, 
including Blanche Colton W illiams, I 
thou g h t  Sophie K err  Underwood the  
m ost gracious. I rem em ber t h a t  th e  
qua li ty  of beau ty  in he r  face p a r t ic u 
la r ly  fa sc ina ted  me. I w as am used wThen 
she smoked her  c ig a re t te  a f t e r  some of 
the older women in the  field of J o u r n a 
lism a t  our  end of the  tab le  had  been 
loudly condemning th e  practice.

I am in te res ted  to see t h a t  John  
F a r a a r ,  the  youthfu l editor of The B ook
m a n  is p u t t in g  ou t a B ookm an A n th o lo g y  
of Verse, 1922. I rem em ber w ith  keen 
am usem ent his em b arassm en t  when we, 
a group  of mem bers of the  W om en’s 
E ng lish  Club a t  Columbia U nivers i ty ,  
did no t unbend sufficiently to laugh  a t  
his jokes. He was accustomed to being- 
laughed at. He was, consequently, ill 
a t  ease. Mr. F a r a a r  has an interesting- 
personality . I t  is said t h a t  he is one of 
the  most feted young au th o rs  in New 
York. I marvelled th a t  a boy in his 
tw enties  could occupy such a responsible 
position as editor of a lead ing  m agazine, 
especially when th e re  was no th ing  os
ten ta t ious ly  rem ark ab le  about him. 
This youthfu l prodigy  is in te res ted  in 
o ther  young in tellectuals  and  p rides  h im 
self in hav in g  discovered some of our 
successful au th o rs ,  such as Scott F i tz 
gera ld  and Milton Raison, th e  new, very  
young poet who depicts the  sea in an 
unusua l  and s t r a n g e  fashion. This r e 
minds me of a question. In th is  age 
which is p a r t ia l  to youth, is not the  ris-  
ing young a u th o r  in g re a t  d an g e r  of be
ing too much petted  and  thereby  spoiled? 
To proceed w ith  Mr. F a r a a r ;  I r a th e r  
th ink  he was sligh tly  d isgusted  because 
we did not d isp lay  more intelligence 
about con tem porary  l i te ra tu re .  As s tu 
dents  of Eng lish ,  we were obliged to 
spend most of our t im e in read in g  l i te ra 
tu re  before 1850. I learned  th a t  one 
m u s tn ’t question the  editor  of a m a g a 
zine too closely concerning the  details  of 
any  recen t novel. Q u a n t i ty  and  not 
quality , seems to be the  cha rac te r is t ic  of 
th e ir  m an n e r  of reading.
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Mr. F a r a a r  read  some of his poetry ,  
which m ay  be divided in two classes, 
c h i ld ren ’s p o e t ry  and  f ree  verse  or 
rh y th m ic  prose. The c h i ld ren ’s verses  
a re  rea l ly  deligh tfu l.  T hey  p o r t r a y  
c lear ly  the  m ind of a rea l  boy and  ex
press  his p e rso n a l i ty  b e tte r ,  accord ing  to 
m y opinion, th a n  his o th e r  poems. A 
n a tive  of V erm on t,  he knows how to pic
tu r e  the  de ligh ts  of a cou n try  boy. Like 
m an y  an a r t i s t  he does no t ap p rec ia te  
th e  field in which he excels, b u t  a im s to 
pe rfec t  h im se lf  in a te m p o ra r i ly  pop u la r  
form . H e a p p e a rs  to scorn his ch i ld ren ’s 
verses  b u t  r a t h e r  occupies h im se lf  in 
ex p e r im en tin g  w ith  m odern  verse  form s.

A f te r  he h a d  en ligh tened  us upon the  
ac tiv it ies  in the  l i t e r a ry  world, we sa t  in 
a circle and  sipped chocolate; while he 
endeavored  to respond  to our  eag e r  in 
quiries, a lbeit  in a bored m an n e r ,  I 
though t.  I suppose  it  w as  because we 
w ere  no t “ young  in te l lec tua ls .”

I rem em ber  o th e r  f ree  verse  w r i te r s  
whom I have  h ea rd  re a d  th e ir  poetry. 
I w onder if th e y  do so in the  m is taken  
belief t h a t  i t  helps to popu la r ize  th e i r  
works. I th o u g h t  M a rg a re t  W ilkinson 
h a rd ly  im proved on he r  verse  by h e r  
read in g  of it. However, as to the  sub
je c t  of f ree  verse , I am  prejudiced.

I see advert ised  a new book by C h r is 
topher  Morley, “ W here  the  Blue B eg ins .” 
“ Old C h r is” in cu r red  the  enm ity  of the  
M en’s G ra d u a te  Club a t  Columbia by 
accep ting  an  inv ita t ion  to ta lk  to us

a f t e r  he  had  tu rn e d  the  men down. Mr. 
M orley is a  n a tu r a l  born  h u m o ris t  and  
k e p t  us in spon taneous  lau g h te r .  I be
lieve I enjoyed his h um or m ore  th a n  his 
poetry . H is poems deal w ith  N ew Y ork  
and  su b u rb an  life. We became a c q u a in t 
ed w ith  the  m em bers  of his fam ily  
th ro u g h  his verses.

I have  seen m a n y  p h o to g rap h s  la te ly  
of “ T ed ” Shaw n of the  Denishaw n 
school of danc ing  in N ew Y ork  City. I 
recall  the splendid  i l lu m in a t in g  lec ture  
he gave a t  the  T h re e  A r ts  Club on the  
h is to ry  and  developm ent of the  a r t  of 
dancing. H e  is endowed with  a free, 
easy  m an n e r ,  virile  g race  and  a m a g 
netic personality .  T hree  of his pupils  
danced  fo r  us a f t e r  they  r e tu rn e d  fro m  
th e i r  evening en gagem en ts  a t  the  
th ea tre s .

I could recoun t endlessly the  assoc ia 
tions I m eet w ith  every  day  th a t  link 
my m em ory  w ith  some ce lebrity  I m et in 
N ew York. I read  in The Boston  H era ld  
th is  sum m er a few  poems w r i t te n  by a 
Columbia boy I knew ; I was su rp r ised  to 
see one day on the  screen a ce r ta in  a c t 
ress  I knew  in N ew York. I can a lw ays  
reckon on rem iniscences of class room 
lectures, fo r  I will p e rh ap s  a lw ays  see 
m entioned the  nam es of fo rm er  p ro fe ss 
ors  of m ine: B ra n d e r  M athew s, Jo h n  
E rsk in e ,  the  idol of the  gir ls ,  because of 
his poetical qualities , I suppose, and  
C arl  V an  Doren, the em inen t c r it ic  in 
A m erican  L i te ra tu re .

ONE MORE CHANCE

“ Oh! F re d r is ,  w hy  will you a lw ays  
leave ev e ry th in g  un t i l  the  la s t  m inu te?  
I f  you h a d  only told me a week ago th a t  
you would w a n t  a new dress  fo r  th is  
p a r ty ,  I could have had  i t  all finished. 
I ’ll do m y best to ge t  i t  done, b u t— ”

“ I know m othe r ,  you ’ll have  to h u r ry ,  
and  I ’m so rry ,  b u t  I ’ve got to have i t .” 

F re d r i s  M cN eal leaned n e a re r  the  
m irro r ,  gave h e r  j a u n ty  l ittle  Scotch cap 
a saucy  ti l t ,  sna tched  up gloves and  
books and  d a r te d  ou t  into th e  keen, chill 
a i r  o f  a f ro s ty  m orn ing . She did not 
h e a r  the  w e a ry  sigh, or see the  s l igh t  
droop of the  shoulders , o r  the  care -w orn  
lines in the  sw eet-faced  m o the r ,  s ta n d in g  
a t  the  doo rw ay  behind her. F r e d r i s  w as

young, an d  the  overflowing joy of youth  
had  no th o u g h t  fo r  shadow s and  care.

Mrs. M cNeal tu rn e d  w ith  a slow step 
into the  cozy li t t le  d in ing  room and  be
gan  rem oving  the rem a in s  of b re a k fa s t .  
F re d r i s  a lw ay s  got up la te  and  the  
b re a k fa s t  had  to be k ep t  w a rm  fo r  her. 
Of course  the  w ork  d rag g ed  into the  
m o rn in g  hou rs  a li t t le  longer, b u t  F r e d r i s  
d id n ’t  like to a r is e  ear ly .

T he  dishes w ere  h as t i ly  w ashed , the  
sw eeping  and  d u s t in g  d ispa tched , lu n ch 
eon p lanned , and  then  the  r e s t  of th e  
household duties  w ere  le f t  to do th e m 
selves, while Mrs. M cNeal unfo lded  y a rd  
a f t e r  y a rd  of sh im m ering ,  n a v y  blue 
sa t in  upon h e r  c u t t in g  table , c a re fu l ly
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studied  th e  p a t t e rn  which F re d r i s  had 
selected, laid it upon the  r ich  folds of 
silk and  cu t out the  w onderfu l p a r ty  
dress, designed fo r  in fo rm a l  affairs .

All th e  long m orn ing  the  busy fingers 
basted , hemmed and  seamed, until  out of 
the  m ass  of f r a g m e n ts  grew  a modish 
sk ir t ,  re ad y  for  panels  and  blouse. The 
clock chimed twelve, and  w ith  a s t a r t  
Mrs. M cNeal d ropped  her  sewing and 
h u r r ie d  out to th e  kitchen to p re p a re  
luncheon. F re d r is  w as a lw ays  cross if 
luncheon w as late.

P re se n t ly  a decidedly vivacious and  en
ergetic  young lady  b u rs t  into the  kitchen.

“ M other, Fve decided t h a t  I don’t 
w an t  th a t  sk i r t  plain. I t  ough t to be 
gored un d e r  th e  panels  and,— ”

“ B ut F red r is ,  I have your  sk ir t  all 
done. How can I gore it  now? I ’ve cu t 
the  pieces and  it  can ’t be changed  u n 
less I undo all th a t  I have done.”

“ Oh! Well, if  you c a n ’t, you c a n ’t ;  but 
I don ’t  like i t  and it never will look any  
how. I wish to goodness I could have 
a dress  once m ade as I w a n t  i t ! ”

T here  w as a m in u te  of s t ra in ed  silence, 
then  softly  the  m other  slipped from  the 
room and  the  d a u g h te r  had r a th e r  an 
uncom fortab le  feeling  th a t  she had said 
som eth ing  u n fa i r  to the best f r iend  she 
had  on ea r th .  The im pulse  to m ake 
am ends  was s trong , bu t pride  and  heed
lessness caused a defiant sp ir i t  to en te r  
the  young hea r t .  A f te r  a t im e  F r e d r i s ’s 
m other  came ou t of the sewing room 
and held up fo r  m easu rem en t two
len g th s  of nav y  blue sa tin  evidently  once 
sewed toge ther ,  bu t now taken  carefu lly  
a p a r t .

All th ro u g h  th e  a f te rnoon , evening,
and  until  m idnight,  the  p a t ie n t  hands  
worked over backs, f ro n ts ,  sleeves and 
o th e r  p a r t s  of the  gown until  a t  la s t  it 
lay completed, a beau tifu l  creation,
which ough t to gladden the h e a r t  of any 
girl. However, th e  nex t  day, F re d r is
was too much excited and  in too g re a t  a 
flu tter  over the  coming p a r ty  to realize 
t h a t  she had not told her  m other th a t  
the  d ress  w as  lovely.

A w an th in  l i t t le  figure w aited  into 
the wee small hours  of the  m orn ing  to 
close and lock the  door behind a t i red  
but h ap p y  girl.

“ M other, I ’ve had such a w onderfu l 
t im e ; but I ’m aw fu lly  t i re d .”

“ I know you m u s t  be t ired , dear .

Y our room is all w arm  and  read y  for  
you th o u g h .”

Peacefu lly  F re d r is  sank  into the  soft 
bed, her  m other  tucked the  covers snugly  
abou t the childish form , tu rn e d  out the  
light, and  c rep t  aw ay  to he r  own room.

W hen the  m orn ing  came, F re d r is  
awoke w ith  the  sense t h a t  som ething 
was rad ica l ly  wrong. The room w as cold, 
no p u n g en t  odor of coffee gree ted  her  
nostrils ,  and  a so r t  of u ncanny  stillness 
pervaded  th e  house, broken now and 
then  by soft, h u r ry in g  footsteps. A l
m ost stifled by a g r e a t  g r ip p in g  sensa 
tion a t  her  h ea r t ,  the  g ay  bu tterf ly  of 
th e  n igh t  before  slipped out of bed, h u r 
ried across  the room and opened the  
door into the  outside corridor. The first 
s igh t  to g ree t  he r  eyes w as a neat,  t r im  
white-clad nurse ,  h u r ry in g  tow ard  the  
s ta i rw ay .  U t te r in g  a wild cry, F re d r is  
p rec ip i ta ted  herse lf  tow ard  th is  efficient 
looking personage, bom bard ing  he r  with 
a volley of questions.

“ W h a t ’s the  m a t te r ?  W ho’s h u r t ? ” 
W h e re ’s m other?  W hy a re  you here? 
W hy  do n ’t  you answ er  m e?”

“ One moment, Miss McNeal. You 
m u s t  be quiet. Y our  m o the r  is very, 
ve ry  ill, and  the  doctor says she can not 
live more th a n  two days. Go and dress 
yourself ,  ch ild !”

Stunned , crushed, blinded, F re d r is  
stumbled back to h e r  room. She did not 
feel the  cold. She did not feel o r  see 
a n y th in g  a round  her. All she knew 
w ere  those horrib le  w ords— “ M other—  
can not live more th a n  two d ay s .’ H er  
m o the r  not going to live; not be here, 
no t— not— ; and  she, F re d r is ,  Oh! M er
ciful heaven, she had m ade her  m other 
cry  the  day before over, yes it  was tru e ,  
over a mere foolish, p a l t ry ,  p e t ty  th ing ,— 
a dress. I t  had  a lw ays been thus. I t  
was not the  f irs t  t im e m other had cried; 
and m other  had  a lw ays had to h u r r y  
fo r  her. H ad  th e re  ever been a word of 
p ra ise  or g r a t i tu d e  fo r  the innum erab le  
deeds of loving k indness? N ever!  Now 
t h a t  l i t t le  m other  w as ill, dy in g  and she, 
F re d r i s  McNeal, w as all to blame.

M echanically  the  g r ie f-s tr icken  gir l  
dressed he rse lf  and  c re p t  down the  
s ta i rs .  H e r  f a th e r  met he r  a t  the  liv
ing  room door and told he r  of the m o th 
e r ’s sudden collapse. T h e  doctor had 
pronounced it  b ra in  fever, caused by 
over work and  w orry . I t  w as  very  se r i
ous and  th e re  w as only a f ighting
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chance of recovery.
“ Litt le  dau g h te r ,  it is up to you and 

me to fight fo r  this one chance.”
F re d r is  glided quietly into the little 

sewing room, closed the door noiselessly 
behind her and knelt  beside her  m o the r’s 
sewing chair, w hispering,

“ Please, dear God, give me one more 
c h a n c e !”

The day wore aw ay  into th e  nex t  and 
the two days multiplied to four, but still 
the ba tt le  between life and death  con
tinued. A week slipped by, followed by 
ano ther,  and so on, until  th ree  long 
anxious weeks had elapsed. Then, one 
n ight, the  doctor announced th a t  a crisis 
w as a t  hand. All the  n igh t  they  waited 
for the  p lay  of F a t e ’s hand. J u s t  as 
daw n was crowding back the d a rk  clouds 
of n ight, the  pale, emaciated form  of 
the  sufferer moved convulsively. The

doctor’s fingers t ightened upon the  f ra i l  
w rist.  The pulse wavered, sank slowly 
for  an in s tan t ,  then came back a trifle 
s tronger ,  increasing with each beat. 
The eyelids quivered and opened, the ten 
der, m other eyes gazed wonderingly 
about for an ins tan t,  then the lips m u r 
m ured  :

“ W here  is my little g ir l?”
F red r is  u t te red  a cry  of mingled joy 

and relief, and, bending down, caressed 
the th in  cheek with her burn ing  lips. 
Then she slipped unobtrusively from  the 
room. S t ra ig h t  to the  sewing room 
door she went, opened it and once more 
dropped upon her knees beside her m oth
e r ’s sewing chair. A s t ran g e  light 
shone over her  whole face, and with  ten 
der pen iten t lips she m urm ured  so f t ly : 

“ T hank  you, dear God, for this one 
more chance!”

PIG-WOMAN AND KNIGHT AS COMIC ACHIEVEMENTS

A special in te res t  a t taches  to Jonson’s 
B artholom ew  F a ir  because the  play 
seems to be a d irec t t r a n sc r ip t  from 
seventeenth cen tu ry  life. In th is  d ram a 
Jenson  applies his idea of “ hum ours” in 
comedy to c h a rac te rs  found a t  an E n g 
lish fa i r  such as he him self m ust have 
visited more th an  once. The mood may 
resemble th a t  of P lau tus ,  but the m a
te r ia l  is English  and of the soil.

Jonson reproduced the se t t ing  of his 
country  f a i r  with realistic  accuracy. In 
fact,  when one has once read the play, 
the impression th a t  it  leaves on the  
mind is as definite as a clever cartoon. 
F o r  th a t  reason the stage  p ic tu re  m ust 
have pleased audiences of th a t  day, to 
whom horse coursers and pig-women, 
penny  dogs and hobbyhorses were as 
fa m il ia r  as Coney Island specialties 
would be to New Y orkers  now.

In de lineating  the cha rac te rs  of this 
ru ra l  d ram a  Jonson showed the  same 
exact observation th a t  he devoted to the 
setting. The persons who enact the 
hum ors of the four  a re  lifelike to the 
point of m annerism . John  L it t lew it’s 
speech be trays  him fo r  a conceited 
sca t te r-b ra in ,  Bartholomew Cokes is the 
perfection of a lout. In zeal-of-the-land 
Busy Jonson h its  off the  P u r i tan s .

I have emphasized the  realis tic  scheme

of the play before discussing U rsula , the  
doughty pig-woman, because we cannot 
unders tand  how Jonson made her, un
less we have some notion of his tech
nique. T ha t  U rse  is a creation no one 
can deny who has  once entered her p ig
gish bower. H er flesh, her pigs, her un
savory ta lk, and her dow nrigh t  g reas i
ness produce a H o gar th ian  effect th a t  
cap tu res  the memory. One has probably 
never seen her like unless he has been 
in Edinburgh  on a S a tu rd ay  evening.

When one tr ies  to analyze Urse, he 
finds th a t  not much goes to her making 
beside her unwieldly bulk and her ta len t  
for the repa r tee  of low life, but Jonson 
makes the c rea tu re  real. We can savor 
her  and her “ passionate  pigs.” H er 
“ h um our”— in the Jonsonian sense— so 
fits her pudding bag of a body th a t  the 
mind can hard ly  separa te  the two. T h a t  
U rse  is laughable, however, besides 
being n a tu ra l ,  does depend largely  on 
ou tw ard  things. I t  is again  Jonson ’s 
cleverness in detail th a t  produces d r a 
matic absurdity . The pigs, the  pig-pan, 
and  the b lundering  Mooncalf a re  prop
erties for  U rsu la ’s comic spleen. Hers 
is flat comedy, objective and conscious.

I t  seems h a rd ly  f a i r  to set U rse beside 
F a ls ta ff  for purposes of comparison. 
Y et both a re  m irth-provoking beings and
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belong to the low life of the older d ram a . 
F a ls ta ff ,  though , had a so r t  of Puck in 
his mind th a t  gave  him an elfish quality , 
in spite  of his m ounta in  of flesh. If  
S hakespeare  sometimes uses him in
stead  of a clown in H e n ry  F ourth ,  and 
m akes his roguish  escapades relieve the 
seriousness of h istory , the  em phasis  re 
mains, nevertheless, on cha rac te r .  In 
say ing  th is  I do not m ean to idealize 
F a ls ta f f  or to in t im a te  th a t  his “ too, 
too solid flesh” melted and  dissolved in 
sp ir i tu a l  dew. “ P lum p J a c k ” in some 
w ays was as ea r th ly  as an y  pig-woman. 
He w as a soldier of the  King, bu t he 
loved sack be tte r  th a n  t rum pe ts ,  and

w as ve ry  much a t  ease in the  B o a r ’s 
H ead  tavern .

Still the  fac t  rem ain s  th a t  S hakes
p e a re ’s method is t h a t  of the im ag in a 
tive genius. He uses detail,  bu t he in 
form s it  w ith  his own fancy  and  f a s h 
ions a hum orous hero from  the stuff of 
realism. F a ls ta f f ’s scenes a re  e ssen tia l
ly am using  because of the  qua li ty  of 
his n a tu re — the bent of his mind. The 
old rogue m akes us see the  world 
th ro u g h  the  medium of his own pe rson 
a l i ty  and  when he l i f ts  the  dead P ercy  
on his back, he tu rn s  t ra g e d y  to comedy 
in a b reath .

THE BIRD IN THE GILDED CAGE
I stood on the arched balcony 
Of the villa. The n ig h t  wind,
D r i f t in g  th ro u g h  the colonades,
Softly  swayed the  velvet cu r ta ins ,
A nd gently  lifted the  palm leaves.
F rom  below came the voices of the 
Dancers, now and then audible 
As they  d r i f ted  nea r  a window 
And then lost aga in  in the 
G roan ing  of the violins.
As I wratched, a pale moon floated 
M om entar ily  from  behind a cloud, 
L igh ting  as i t  did so acres 
Of luxurious grounds  and 
Grey m asonry  of the  house.
F rom  somewhere th ro u g h  the darkness  
The mellow chimes of a clock 
Sounded once, twice, and then was still. 
A t the  last  s troke of the clock 
T here  was the  sound of sliding doors, 
And someone moved out onto 
T he balcony below me.
As I leaned over the  ba lus trade ,
T he ir  voices d r if ted  up to me 
P la in ly  audible th rough  the  n igh t  air. 
Vaguely  I listened to th e ir  voices 
M ingling s t ran g e ly  with the music,
And then, still conversing, they  moved 
A gain  to join the dancers.
“— only a bird in a gilded

C age” were the words t h a t  t ra i led  up 
To me th ro u g h  the  darkness  and 
Then all w as lost ag a in  in 
The w eird  s t r a in s  of “ La P a lo m a ”
“ Only a bird in a gilded 
C age.” Yes, our hostess w as only tha t .  
W eari ly  I tu rn ed  tow ard  the window. 
The moon had n ea r ly  set. I ts  pale 
W hite  beams flooded the  v as t  e s t a t e :— 
“ The cage,” I thought.
In the  house the  sound of the 
Violins had ceased. The noise 
And lau g h te r  of d e p a r t in g  
Guests filled the  a i r  and blended 
W ith  th a t  of M adam  J a r d i n : —
“ The b ird ,” I th o u g h t  again.

I stood on the  arched  balcony 
Of the villa. The f irs t  g rey  s treaks  
Of daw n were c reep ing  slowly 
Up over the  colonades.
The g ay  l igh ts  and  lau g h te r  w ere  gone. 
Cold, silent, forbidding, the  
Villa stood like a g rey  phan tom , 
Mocking a t  its  fo rm er  self.
G radua lly  the  sun lifted 
I tse lf  above the  horizon.
No sign of life showed in the  g rey  house. 
The ba rs  of the  cage had  closed.
The bird was a captive.

A BRIEF HISTORY OF THE WOMEN’S DIVISION
About fifty yea rs  a f t e r  Colby College 

w as founded the t ru s te e s  g ra n te d  the 
priv ilege  of its h igher  education to 
women.

Y oung women w ere first adm itted  to 
Colby in 1871 on the  same te rm s  as 
young men bu t in 1890 th e re  w as o r 
ganized a division fo r  young men and  a
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co-ord ina te  division fo r  y oung  women. 
T he  conditions fo r  e n t ra n c e  rem ained  
identical.  In  class o rgan iza t io n ,  ra n k ,  
prize  contests ,  app o in tm en ts ,  an d  honors, 
th e  m em bers  of th e  two divisions w ere  
t r e a te d  as independen tly  as thou g h  the  
in s t i tu t io n s  w ere  d is tinc t.

M a ry  C affrey  Low w as  th e  f irs t  and  
only w om an, in 1875, to receive a 
dip lom a f ro m  Colby U n ive rs i ty .  F o r  
the  nex t  fif teen  y e a rs  the  classes did not 
exceed five m em bers. As y e a rs  w e n t  on 
th e re  w as  a g r a d u a l  inc rease  f ro m  ten 
o r  fifteen to tw en ty -s ix  women in the  
g r a d u a t in g  classes, un til  l a s t  y ea r  
(Ju n e ,  1922) for ty -one  diplom as were 
given.

The f irs t  house to be occupied by 
women w as  L ad ie s ’ H all ,  th e  p re se n t  
Phi D elta  T h e ta  house, in the  fa l l  of 
1885.

P a lm e r  House or w h a t  is now M a ry  
Low H all,  so-called in honor of the  f irs t  
w om an g ra d u a te ,  w as  in 1891 a double 
t e n a n t— one h a l f  occupied by Dr. M ar-  
q u a rd t  and  th e  o th e r  h a l f  by college 
women. In  the sam e y e a r  D utton  
H ouse  fo rm e r ly  used as the  p re s id e n t’s 
house, then  s ta n d in g  on th e  Foss  H all

site, w as  opened to women.
In  1904 Mrs. W ill iam  H. D exter ,  

rea l iz ing  the  necessity  fo r  a w o m a n ’s 
do rm ito ry , dona ted  money fo r  Foss  H all 
which w as  opened fo r  use, Septem ber, 
1905.

A t  p re se n t  the  w om en’s division of 
Colby occupy as res iden ts  ha l ls :  D utton  
House, M a ry  Low Hall,  F o s te r  House, 
and  Foss  Hall.

I f  o rg an iza t io n s  denote advancem en t 
the  w om en’s division of Colby has  p ro 
g ressed  ra p id ly  in its  h a l f  c e n tu ry  of 
existance.

A t  the  p re se n t  d a te  the  o rg an iza t io n s  
which a re  p ro m in en t  a r e :  Y. W. C. A., 
L i t e r a r y  and  D ra m a t ic  societies, S tu 
dent G overnm ent an d  H ea l th  leagues, 
Glee and M andolin clubs, Aroostook club 
and  In te rn a t io n a l  R elations club, besides 
publica tion  of th e  Colbiana and  a s s is t 
ing  w ith  the Colby Oracle  and  Colby 
Echo.

As a re su l t  of the decision of the  t r u s 
tees  of Colby College in 1871, m any  
women have lived nobler and  died h a p 
pier  and  m an y  o thers  a re  now living 
w ith  a broadened aspect on the  m ean ing  
of life.

A TRIP TO THE WHITE HOUSE
As we m ounted  the  stone steps of the 

W hite  House, p r ide  in my coun try ,  the  
co u n try  of my fo re fa th e rs ,  th r i l led  me 
th ro u g h .  W ith  a m ingled  fee l ing  of 
rev e ren ce  and  curiosity  I en te red  the 
open doors and  crossed the wide corridor 
to the Blue Room.

Mrs. H a rd in g 's  g u a rd ,  whom she 
called “ M a jo r” d rew  up the  ch a irs  to 
fo rm  a sm alle r  circle. He then  le f t  us 
s a y in g  th a t  he would b r ing  Mrs. H a r d 
ing  down and  th a t  she would receive us 
in the  Red Room. W hile he was gone 
I had  t im e  to exam ine  the  room. Oval 
in shape, i t  is s i tu a te d  in the  cen ter , 
back of th e  build ing, opposite  the m ain  
en trance . The windows look out upon 
a p a rk  which  slopes to the  r iv e r  bank  of 
the  Potomac.

The w alls  of the  Blue Room a re  h u n g  
w ith  a ribbed silk of de licate  blue, which 
m atches  the  blue of the  d ra p e r ie s  and  
upholstery .  T he  ch a irs  v a r y  in size, but 
all a r e  ivory  in color, ado rned  w ith  gilt.

In the  m ids t  of my contem plation  of 
the  room a door on the  r ig h t  opened. 
We en te red  the  Red Room in single file 
and  gave  our  nam es to the  m a jo r  who 
then  p resen ted  us to Mrs. H a rd in g .  
She w as  dressed in a pale  peach-colored 
george tte ,  w ith  w h ite  vestee fa s tened  
a t  the  th r o a t  by a small black velvet 
bow. A band  of velvet, held by a silver 
clasp a ro u n d  her  th r o a t  b ro u g h t  ou t the  
silver of h e r  h a i r  which w as a r r a n g e d  
simply. As she welcomed us the  deep 
red  tones of th e  room accen tuated  her  
g race  and  dignity .

W e shook han d s  w ith  he r  and  w ere  
about to r e tu rn  to the  Blue Room when 
she said, “ D on’t go girls. I should like 
to ta lk  w ith  you.”

D elighted  we l ingered  in th e  cosy 
room. As I leaned a g a in s t  a b road  
d ivan  fac in g  the  fire place over which 
h a n g s  a fu ll leng th  p ic tu re  of Lincoln, 
she questioned us concern ing  o u r  v is it  
in the  city. A f te r  a few m in u tes  she
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said th a t  she m ust leave us fo r  a lthough  
she was the  F i r s t  L ady  of the  L and  she 
had her  w ork to do as o ther women. 
She told us th a t  ju s t  then she w as busy 
w ri t in g  le tte rs  to her  soldier boy friends. 
H er  wide correspondence occupies much 
of her  time.

We asked he r  if  she would be willing 
to have her  p ic tu re  taken  w ith  us and 
she g raciously  assented. Anxious to 
have the best posible background fo r  the 
p ic tu re  she suggested  th a t  we go down 
to the  south portico. We accompanied 
her down a flight of s ta i r s  a t  the left 
of the  vestibule and crossed a broad 
corridor into which the  guests  e n te r  a t  
fo rm al receptions.

W hen we went out onto the portico, 
we discovered th a t  it was ra in ing . Mrs. 
H a rd in g  said th a t  th e re  w ere  two th ings  
th a t  she did not like: ra in  and thunder .  
Consequently, we re tu rn ed  to the  house, 
and were about to go out to the  main 
en tran ce  when Laddie, P re s id en t  H a r d 
in g ’s Airedale, followed by a g r in n in g  
colored boy rushed  am ong us, almost 
knocking us over in his excitement. I 
m anaged  to p a t  him severel times as he 
fr isked about.

A f te r  our p ic tu re  had been taken  by 
new spaper  p h o tog raphers  who had 
placed themselves in every  conceivable 
position upon the ba lu s trad e  fac ing  the  
steps, Mrs. H a rd in g  asked us if we 
would not like to see more of the W hite  
House. She then left  us and I was fo r 
tu n a te  to catch ano th e r  glimpse of her 
in the e levator, seated  in a broad  low 
chair.

I was danc ing  up and down fo r  joy, 
f igura tive ly  speaking, because of the 
w onderful privilege she had given us. 
Ev iden tly  the m a jo r  th o u g h t  we did not 
ap p rec ia te  it enough, fo r  he said, “ I hope 
you realize w h a t  an opportu n i ty  th is  is. 
I have been with Mrs. H a rd in g  fo r  a 
year  and a h a lf  and never before has she 
allowed a n y  one, except her  own 
fr iends, in her  p r iv a te  rooms.”

We first went down to the  lower floor, 
w here  we had met Laddie, and we 
strolled along  the  wide corridor w here 
la rge  p o r t ra i t s  of the  p res iden ts  made 
the  only spots of d a rk  a g a in s t  the c ream  
t in ted  walls. Po tted  palms relieved the  
barenness  of the  hall.

In the room correspond ing  to the Blue 
Room above, w ere  kept the sets of dishes 
belonging to fo rm er  presidents . I w a n t 

ed to linger longer and  exam ine the  old 
china, bu t our  guide w as a lread y  leav
ing, and  I did not ca re  to miss an y  of the 
in fo rm ation  th a t  he m igh t  give. I fol
lowed the  o thers  to the  S ta te  D in ing  
Room a t  the  r ig h t  of the  Red Room. 
The s t r ik in g  fe a tu re  of the room w as the  
w onderfu l hand-carved  oak, b rou g h t  
f rom  E ng land , from  which the  table, 
chairs ,  wall supports ,  and  even the  floor 
w ere  made.

On the fou r  walls of the room were 
hun g  fo rm er  P res iden t  Roosevelt’s t r o 
phies of the  hun t ,  m an y  la rge  an im al 
heads, which Mr. H a rd in g  soon in tends 
to remove.

A djo in ing  the  S ta te  D ining Room, and 
s i tua ted  in the  f ro n t  corner of the  
W hite  House is a sm aller  room, th e  p r i 
vate  d in ing  room of the  family. I t  is 
sim ply  fu rn ished , s im ilar  to the  d in ing  
room of a p r iv a te  citizen.

We passed into the  corr idor  again ,  
and from  the Green Room a t  the  left  
of the Blue Room, we en te red  the  
fam ous E a s t  Room. W hen the  W hite  
House w as first built  th is  immense room 
w as in tended fo r  a banquet  ha l l ;  fo r  it 
was supposed th a t  the  p residents ,  like 
E nglish  kings, would give fe a s ts  fo r  
th e ir  people. W hile in the  process of 
construction  the  room w as used by Mrs. 
John  A dam s, the  first p re s id e n t’s wife to 
live in the Execu tive  M ansion, as a place 
in which to h an g  ou t her  clothes to d ry  
on wash-day.

The room is decorated  in Grecian 
style. The ceiling is composed of th ree  
la rg e  panels  and in the  center  of each 
hangs  a massive c ry s ta l  chandelier  
whose m yriad  lights  a re  reflected in 
e igh t long m ir ro rs  h u n g  upon the  walls. 
The only a d o rn m en t  of the room, aside 
from  the cha irs  which a re  placed along 
the walls, is a gilded, sq u a re  piano. The 
floor in i tse lf  is beau tifu l ,  in la id  w ith  
various kinds of wood. E v iden tly  the 
m a jo r  was good a t  m ind -read ing  fo r  he 
said, “ How would you like to dance  on 
th a t  floor, g i r l s ? ”

E a g e r ly  following our guide we a s 
cended the  th ick ly  carpe ted  s ta i r s  to the 
second floor. We found ourselves in a 
broad hall which ru n s  from  end to end 
of the building, t e rm in a t in g  w ith  semi
c ircu la r  windows. In  th a t  p a r t  of the  
hall to the  left  of the  s ta i r s  is th e  desk 
of Mrs. H a r d in g ’s p r iv a te  sec re ta ry .  A
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few  fee t  a w a y  s ta n d s  the  old tab le  f o r 
m er ly  used by the  Cabinet.

W e w en t  th ro u g h  severa l g u es t  ch am 
bers  s i tu a te d  on the  f r o n t  of th e  house. 
L inco ln ’s bedroom w as fu rn ish e d  in the  
sty le  of his t im e ; t h a t  is, m assive  black 
w a ln u t  and  m arb le .  I have  never  before  
seen such a huge  bed as his. I t  had  a 
h igh, heav ily  carved  head  board. In 
the  cen te r  of th e  room stood a small, 
round , m arb le - topped  table , while 
a g a in s t  the  wall w as placed a bu reau ,  
w ith  a long m ir ro r  in the  cen te r  and 
odd t r i a n g u la r  d ra w e rs  a t  the  sides.

In th e  oval room above th e  Blue Room, 
called the  l ib ra ry ,  I believe, is found 
an  odd collection of g if ts  and  curios sen t 
to P re s id e n t  and  Mrs. H a rd in g  from  
citizens of the  U n ited  S ta te s ,  m a n u 
f a c tu r in g  firms, and  officials of o ther  
nations.  C urious ly  carved  fa n s  lay be
side pipes carved  even m ore  s trange ly .  
Gold m edals res ted  on huge  chests of 
choice c iga rs ,  c h a rm in g  p ic tu res  of little  
child ren  covered the  book cases an d  cab i
ne ts  filled w ith  w onderfu l  t r in k e ts  of 
all kinds.

In one co rne r  of the  room w as  fixed 
th e  p re s id e n t’s p r iv a te  radio. Two men, 
p re su m ab ly  se rv a n ts ,  a d ju s ted  it  fo r  us, 
b u t  the  only th in g  t h a t  we could h e a r  
w as stock an d  m a rk e t  re p o r ts  which a re  
u n in te re s t in g  enough to the  a v e rag e  col
lege girl.

In  fo llow ing the  m a jo r  to the  le f t  
f r o n t  corner  room, we passed an  open 
door a t  the  le f t  and  w ere  su rp r ised  to 
see Mrs. H a rd in g  w r i t in g  a t  a desk f a c 
in g  the  window. To our  su rp r is e  and 
deligh t she said, “ Come in, g ir ls ,” and 
as if  in a d ream  I w alked  into th e  bed
room of P re s id e n t  and  Mrs. H a rd in g .

A t the  r ig h t  were tw in  beds of wood. 
In  the cen te r  of the  room placed p e r 
p end icu la r  to th e  w indow s w as a huge, 
cushioned d ivan, and a t  one end stood 
a tab le  on which  w as a la rg e  chest la 
beled “ n u t-m e a ts .” T he room w as f u r 
nished in a v e ry  o rd in a ry  m an n e r ,  
which r a th e r  su rp r ised  me a t  first. The 
fu rn ish in g s ,  however, w ere chosen w ith  
an  eye fo r  com fort  and  cosiness.

Mrs. H a rd in g  ta lked  w ith  us fo r  sev
eral m inu tes  and  when we were abou t to 
leave she asked the m a jo r  to give us 
some roses, and  she indicated  those t h a t  
w ere  in vases  in the  room. I chose a 
b e au t i fu l  deep pink one which I have  
ca re fu l ly  pressed.

A f te r  bidding goodbye to Mrs. H a r d 
ing  and th a n k in g  h e r  fo r  he r  hospi
ta l i ty ,  we were ushered  out by the  
m ajor .

I t  w as  too la te  fo r  th e  s igh tsee ing  
t r ip  p lanned  fo r  the  a f te rnoon . B ut 
w h a t  of th a t?  We had  seen the  W hite  
H o u s e !

DIARY OF A COUNTRY GIRL, TWELVE YEARS OLD
Feb. 9.

L a s t  n ig h t  I read  in a book w here  the 
he ro r ine  w ro te  a d ia ry  and  he r  m o the r  
nor anybody  d id n ’t  know n o t  one th in g  
abou t it  and  she w ro te  j u s t  abou t the  
m an  t h a t  loved he r  and  she loved him 
and the  g ir ls  th a t  w ere  jea lous  and  she 
w ro te  to the  d ia ry  j u s t  as  i f  i t  w as  a 
rea l  pe rson  so I am  going  to w r i te  like 
her. I ’m a w fu l ly  t i re d  so I w on’t  w r i te  
to you an y  more ton igh t.  D iary .

Feb. 11.
Oh, D ia ry ,  I am  so so r ry  b u t  I j u s t  

fo rg o t  to w r i te  to you la s t  n ig h t  and 
a n y a w a y  I cou ldn’t  cause n o th in g  h a p 
pened and  P r i s  s tay ed  all n ig h t  w ith  
me. But, listen, don’t  you tell a soul, 
D ia ry ,  C harle s  gave me a g r e a t  big

And even the  p a p e r  w a s n ’t  all c r inkled  
like i t  would have been if  h e ’d looked a t  
it  f irs t to see if he liked it. All the  
g ir ls  th a t  a re  jea lous call him  Charlie  
bu t I call him  C harles  cause h e ’s o lde r’n 
me and  I like him. I d id n ’t  know before  
his h a i r  w as cur ly  w here  it  g row s down 
long on his neck.

Feb. 12.
P r is  says my b ro th e r  is lots b e t te r  

th a n  her  b ro ther .  B u t  I guess she do n ’t 
know w h a t  I do, like the  lolly-pop and 
every th ing . H e r  b ro th e r  is C harles , 
D iary .

Feb. 13.
0 ,  D ia ry  I a lm ost  cried to d ay  r ig h t  in 

school cause he w ro te  a note and  passed
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i t  to Sam  and  then  Sam  passed it  to 
lolly-pop all whole r ig h t  in school today. 
J a n e  and then  they  laughed. Sam w on’t 
tell me w h a t  it  is either. H e ’s the  ha te -  
fu le s t  th ing . But m y  book says the 
course  of t r u e  love never goes s t r a ig h t  
so I spose I am ju s t  suffering w h a t  
everyone does.

Feb. 15.
D ia ry  y es te rd ay  my h e a r t  w as  so 

grieved I couldn’t w r i te  even to you or 
eat,  or an y  th in g  ’cause Charles  played 
“ chase the  sq u ir re l” more w ith  J a n e  th an  
anyone else. J a n e  is using  a r t s  to win 
him from  me ’cause t h a t ’s ju s t  th e  way 
T herese  does to H ow ard  in m y book. 
J a n e  is aw fu lly  clumsy, if she has  got 
black curls. They  a re  too crink ly  to 
su it  me any  way. My book says all 
black people a re  bad so I ’m glad I have 
got freckles. D iary , I m ust  w a rn  
C harles  of t h a t  black beau ty  ju s t  like 
Corinne  did in my book. Gosh, t h a t ’s a 
d andy  book, D iary , and I hope m am a 
w on’t  find it.

Feb. 20.
D iary , D iary , Diary. I am  so h appy  

cause Charles  walked w ay  home with 
me from  the  school sociable. I t  was so 
th r i l l in g  ’cause the n igh t  w as d a rk  and 
my hero held m y hand  so I w ouldn’t  fall  
in the  mud puddles. C harles is the 
handsom est  boy in th is  town and the  
most gen tlem an ly  too.

Feb. 21.
C harl ie  played w ith  Tilly  when he 

d id n ’t chase squ irre ls  today. Some days 
I don ’t like him so well as when he plays 
with me all the time.

Feb. 22.
I wish Charles  would clean his teeth 

because heroes should have pea r ly  white 
teeth. O D iary , I wro te  and w arned  
C harles  but m other  found it and told me

it  was silly and  J a n e  w as a nice gir l  
and I fe lt  mad and then  I r a n  aw ay  and 
cried. Now D iary , is m y m other r igh t ,  
or is she cruel like C orinne’s m other?  I 
wish you could ta lk  D iary .

Feb. 24.
I ju s t  took J a n e  down from  her  high 

horse  today. She used a r t f u l  and  foul 
m eans to ge t C harles  to p lay  w ith  her 
ju s t  like Therease  bu t I ju s t  gave 
Charles  some chocolate candy  and  then 
he played with me. W e played Ind ian  
’cause he likes th a t  best and  then he 
asked me w h a t  I w an ted  to play, so we 
played London Bridges and made every
one else p lay  i t  too. Now w a s n ’t  he a 
hero?

Feb. 25.
L a s t  n ig h t  I finished my book. I t  w as 

beau tifu l  and  sad ju s t  before the end 
where  Corinne alm ost died and then 
Therease  was so r ry  and saved her. I t  
was w onderfu l how H ow ard  took 
Corinne in his s t ro n g  young a rm s  and 
they  lived happily  ever a f te r .  My eyes 
a re  red w ith  weeping.

Feb. 26.
D ia ry  somehow I feel you shouldn’t 

be- a secre t from  my m am a. I j u s t  feel 
I was doing som eth ing  w ro n g  everytim e 
she does som eth ing  nice fo r  me. I won
der if m others  ever a r e  in th a t  book 
an y  way. M am a isn ’t  cruel. And, D iary  
today  I saw  th a t  C ha r l ie ’s neck w as d i r ty  
j u s t  like S a m ’s.

Feb. 27.
T oday  I saw  Charlie  tease J a n e  and  I 

j u s t  know m y b ro th e r  w ouldn’t  tease 
P r is  and I told him so too and he only 
laughed  and made fun  of my gram m y. 
O, D iary , I ju s t  h a te  t h a t  n a s ty  boy. 
Sam is lots be tter ,  if  he is my brother. 
I don ’t w a n t  to be like J a n e  and play 
only with boys’ bu t I w a n t  to help m am a 
and be an old maid.

MEMORIES OF PASSAMAQUADDY BAY
O, I love th a t  quiet hour 
W hen the  m ists  come a -ro ll in ’ in;
When all the  e a r th  seems je s t  a - re s t in ’ 
F rom  her  daily  s t r i fe  and  d in:
W hen the  west is fa in t ly  g leam in ’ 
W ith  the  su n ’s las t  l in g e r in ’ r a y

And the mists come in a -ro l l in ’; 
A-ro llin ’ up the  bay.
You kin h ea r  the  h appy  voices 
Of the  children a t  th e ir  p lay : 
The songs of the  b irds  a -s in g in ’ 
T here  even in ’ rounde lay :



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

And th e  s t a r s  begin t e r  shine 
A nd w ith  the  m is ts  a - ro l l in ’ in 
My— b u t  i t ’s m ig h ty  fine.
You kin have ye r  snow-capped m o u n 

ta in s
A -to w er in ’ to the  sky,

A n ’ ye r  p ra ir ie s ,  lakes, a n ’ r iv e rs  
T h a t  a re  p lea s in ’ to th e  eye.
B u t  give me the  good old sea-coast 
A t  the  c losin’ of a day  
W here  th e  m is ts  come in a -ro l l in ’ 
A -ro ll in ’ up the  bay.

HILDA

H ilda  could h a rd ly  keep back the  
t e a r s  which came swelling  up in her  
th ro a t .  Betw een th e  c a b m a n ’s “ g e t  up 
t h e r ’ N a n c y ” and  he r  com panion’s “ A re  
you su re  you a re  co m fo r tab le?” which 
words w ere  u t te re d  r a t h e r  f requen tly ,  
the  poor homesick g ir l  th o u g h t  th a t  he r  
nerves  would give way. Only once did 
she v e n tu re  a question to the  k indly  old 
m an a t  he r  side and  t h a t  w as  to inquire  
how much f a r t h e r  t h a t  they  had  to go? 
Being told t h a t  th e re  w ere  only two 
miles m ore the  g ir l  se tt led  back in he r  
s ea t  and  t r ied  to crowd back the  
th o u g h ts  t h a t  came ru sh in g  up to h a u n t  
her.

H ilda  W elland , b e re f t  of f a th e r  and 
m o the r  who had  been killed in a r a i l 
road  accident w as on h e r  w ay  to live 
w ith  he r  g r a n d p a re n ts ,  the  only re la t ives  
whom she had  left.

The s ig h t  of the  small tow n w ith  its  
one d i r t y  m ain  s t ree t ,  i ts  w e a th e r  b e a t 
en houses an d  shabby  law ns, which they  
had  j u s t  passed  filled the  city g ir l  with 
an  unconquerab le  loath ing.

F o r  th e  h u n d re d th  t im e she asked 
h e rse lf  w h y  she had  come. “ S ure ly  
th e re  m u s t  have been som eth ing  I could 
have  done in N ew  Y o rk ,” she k ep t  s a y 
ing  to herse lf .  “ I c a n ’t  live he re— it is 
impossible, b u t  yet I c a n ’t  go back .”

“ Well H ild a ,” the  old m an  said, 
“ W e’re p r e t ty  n igh ther .  Y e’ll like the  
ol’ place a f t e r  oncet you g i t  use to it. 
K in ’ o’ h a rd  fo r  c ity  gals  to live in the  
c o u n try  a t  first, b u t  ye w o n ’t  change 
the a u ro ra  borealis  t h a t  the  poets w r i te  
about, fo r  the  g r e a t  white  w a y  a f t e r  
y e ’re  seen it  oncet. N o s i r r e e b o b !  Then  
t h e r ’s t h a t  bicycle t h a t  your  m o the r  used 
to ride. Ben sav in g  it  all  these yea rs  
j e s t  fo r  M a y ’s g ir l  when she should come 
all the  w ay  from  N ew  Y a rk  to v is i t  us. 
M any a t im e I ’ve seen h e r  coas t ing  down 
th a t  old h ill” he continued  dream ily ,  “ till 
I th o u g h t  to land  sh e ’d b reak  h e r  neck.

I paid  ten do lla rs  fo r  t h a t  m ach ine  and 
money came ha rd . Hope ye’ll en joy  i t ,” 
he questioned hopefully .

“ I ’m su re  I will ,” she smiled bravely . 
“ A n y th in g  of m o th e r ’s will p lease me 
g re a t ly .”

W hen they  a r r iv e d  a t  the  n e a t  l i t t le  
fa rm h o u se  she w as taken  into the  a rm s  
of the  g ra n d m o th e r  whom she had  never 
seen and  w as laughed  over, cried over, 
and  m ade much of. Th is  d em o n s tra t io n  
en t i re ly  changed  he r  h e a r t  and  all of the  
love which she had  bestowed upon her  
lost ones she knew t h a t  she w as  go ing  
to give to these  d e a r  old people.

She had  been th e re  a m onth  before  
she v en tu red  to r ide  the  wheel bu t  finally 
— a f t e r  several coaxings on he r  g r a n d 
f a t h e r ’s p a r t  she tr ied  it. H ilda  smiled 
as she th o u g h t  of w h a t  h e r  f r ien d s  
m ig h t  say  if  th e y  could see he r  now r id 
ing  a long  on a d ese r t  road  on an  old 
r icke ty  bicycle. P edd ling  a long  as f a s t  
as  she could, her  m ind u t te r ly  oblivious 
to all t h a t  w as going on a ro u n d  h e r  she 
did not see the autom obile  a p p ro a c h in g  
a t  full speed. I t  rounded  the  co rne r  
j u s t  as  she w as abou t to tu rn .  Then 
suddenly  seeing the  dan g er ,  she lost con
tro l  of her  wheel, ev e ry th in g  g rew  black 
before  h e r ;  she had  the  s ink ing  sen sa 
tion t h a t  som eth ing  aw fu l  had  happened  
and  fe l t  he rse lf  going down— down.

“ You a r e n ’t  h u r t , ” someone w as s a y 
ing. “ Get up quick and  help me ou t .”

H ilda  looked up daz ing ly  into th e  eyes 
of a d a rk  complexioned young  m an. 
“ W h a t” ?

“ N ever  mind. I need your help. Do 
you see t h a t ? ” he asked sh a rp ly  p o in ting  
behind him.

H ilda  tu rn e d  bew ilder ing ly  and  th e  
s ig h t  which she beheld m ade h e r  sick. 
A young m an  lay  p rone  upon the  road , 
a p p a re n t ly  dead. The o v e r tu rn e d  car ,  
a few  fee t  f rom  him  told the whole 
story. Scarcely  know ing  w h a t  she did
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she r a n  to w ard  the scene and  lean ing  
over the  p ro s t r a te  one m ade su re  th a t  
he was living.

H er  benefac to r  w as quietly  g iv ing 
o rde rs  and  she nervously  obeyed. Be
tween th e  two they  succeeded in b r in g 
ing him to the  fo rm e r ’s home and th e re  
ad m in is te red  first aid. T here  was not 
a doctor w ith in  ten miles and not a 
te lephone w ith in  two miles— b ut a doc
to r  had  to be called.

Suddenly  the  m an said, “ Look here. 
Can you take  care  of th is  fellow while I 
go for the  doctor? I ’ll be back within 
tw e n ty  m in u te s .”

D u r in g  those m inutes  H ilda knew 
w h a t  it w as to see somebody s t ru g g l in g  
in agony. The m inutes  seemed like 
hours  b u t  a t  las t ,  w ith  a sigh of re lief 
she hea rd  a ca r  drive in.

The conste rna tion  and agony  which 
passed over the  old doctor’s face when 
he beheld the  p a tien t ,  Hilda, never in 
her  life, forgot. His exclam ation “ my 
son” told volumes to the two who were 
w atch ing . W ith  rem ark ab le  g r i t  and 
d e te rm ina tion  the  f a th e r  went th ro u g h  
the  ordeal of b r in g in g  his son back to 
life. I t  w as m an y  hours  before the  
crisis passed and  then  from  sheer lack 
of nerves the doctor broke down u tte r ly .

T he days t h a t  followed were busy ones 
for  Hilda fo r  she spent a good p a r t  of 
her t im e w ith  the in ju red  m an, going 
back and fo r th  with he r  benefactor,  Jack  
Livingstone.

J a c k  Livingstone, who w as a young 
city a r t i s t ,  w as spending  his sum m er 
vacation  on th is  N ew E n g lan d  f a rm  
w ith in  th re e  miles of H ild a ’s home. He 
w as medium he igh t  w ith  d a rk  h a ir  and 
eyes and a c lear  olive complexion. He 
was a very  likeable chap and  d u r in g  
these m id-sum m er days while he w as 
d r iv in g  H ilda to and  fro  from  the  l a t 
t e r ’s home they  became g re a t  fr iends. 
In f a c t  he fancied him self in love w ith  
th is  blonde ha ired  New York g ir l  but 
she gave him no encouragem ent to tell 
he r  so.

The d ay  came, when the pa tien t ,  L a u 
rence Beverly, w as able to be moved to 
his home. H ilda received the  news both 
with g ladness  and  with  d isappo in tm ent,  
for, a l though  she w as h ap p y  to th ink  
th a t  he had improved so f a s t  yet she 
w as  re lu c ta n t  to have him go. W a it in g  
on him in the  la s t  few days  had been a 
p leasu re  and  she adm ired  th is  young

m an more th a n  she w an ted  to adm it  to 
herself.

W hen she en te red  his room on th is  
p a r t ic u la r  day she found him s i t t in g  in 
a big a rm  cha ir  by the  window’.

“ B ra v o !” she cried. “ I ’ve hea rd  the 
g re a t  news and  I ’m so g lad .”

“ I was hoping th a t  you would be 
so r ry ,” he smiled a t  her.

“ S o rry?  W h a t  do you th in k  I— we 
have been w ork ing  f o r ? ”

“ D idn’t you enjoy i t ? ” he asked teas- 
ingly.

In spite  of herse lf  H ilda blushed, much 
to the  am usem en t of young Beverly.

“ You d idn ’t  answ er  my question ,” she 
said.

“ You did not answrer mine e i th e r” he 
re torted .

A few m om ents silence ensued then he 
said very  softly, “ Hilda, will you come 
over here  a m in u te ? ”

H es i ta t in g ly  she w ent over to him and 
settled  he r  self a t  his feet. “ W hy so 
se r ious?” she quired.

“ Hilda, did I rav e  very  much w'ftep I 
was de lir ious?”

“ A l i t t le ” , H ilda confessed.
“ Did I say  a n y th in g  about a golden 

ha ired  g i r l? ”
“ Once, I t h in k ” .
“ W h a t  did I s a y ? ”
“ You sa id ,” she said fa l te r ing ly , 

“ th a t  you d idn ’t  w a n t  to kill your gold
en ha ired  g ir l .”

“ I d id n ’t  kill her, did I ? ” he asked 
gently.

“ W ho?”
“ My golden ha ired  g ir l  who sits so 

contentedly  a t  my feet t ry in g  to make 
me believe she does no t know whom I 
m ean .”

Hilda sp ra n g  up ang ri ly ,  bu t he g en t
ly pushed he r  back. “ W a i t  till I finish,” 
he commanded.

“ Back the re  in my delirious d ream s ,” 
he continued, “ I w as a lw ays  seeing a 
gir l  with golden h a i r  coming pell mell 
tow ard  me on a wheel. I was d r iv ing  
the  c a r  a t  full speed a round  a tu rn  bu t 
somehow I never got there . The girl 
go t mixed up in it  somehow and I th o u g h t  
I had killed her. She a lw ays  seemed to 
be sc ream ing  and I couldn’t  m ake her  
stop. The doctors said she m u s t  die so 
I p rayed  to die too, fo r  I had killed my 
d ream -g ir l  the  very  f irs t  t im e I saw 
her. Then  th ings  got a li t t le  c lea re r  and 
I realized it  w as I t h a t  was scream ing ,
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bu t I cou ldn’t  get i t  out of m y head  b u t  
t h a t  you w ere  dead. To tell  the  t r u th ,  
H ilda , I d id n ’t  w a n t  to ge t  well un ti l  I 
woke up and  found  you in the  land  of 
the  living. Now I c a n ’t  ge t  well soon 
enough .”

H ilda  w as deeply touched bu t she did 
no t say  a word. B everly  w atched  he r  
closely b u t  she did not r a is e  he r  head.

“ Doesn’t  t h a t  m ean  a n y th in g  to you, 
H i ld a ? ”

Slowly she arose  and  held ou t both 
he r  h an d s  to him. “ Yes, L aurence , it  
dees, b u t  p lease don’t  say  a n y  more now,” 
and  w ith  th a t  she le f t  h im , a li t t le  d is
appoin ted , p e rh ap s ,  bu t  neverthe less  hap-
py-

A m on th  w en t  by d u r in g  which both 
the  a r t i s t  and the  doc to r’s son made 
f re q u e n t  calls on Hilda. One n ig h t  in 
ea r ly  au tu m n  Livingston came to m ake 
his fa rew e ll  v isit  fo r  the  sole purpose  of 
p roposing  to her. H ilda  sen t him aw ay  
with  the prom ise t h a t  if  he still ca red  
a t  the  end of a y ea r  he m igh t  come 
back, b u t  she knew he never would 
come back.

W ith in  t h a t  y ea r  both he r  g r a n d 
m othe r  and  g r a n d f a th e r  died and  aga in  
she w as  left  alone in the  world. Did I 
say  alone? No, not by a n y  m eans, alone, 
fo r  someone w as w a tch ing  over he r  and 
p a t ie n t ly  w a i t in g  fo r  he r  to say, “ Come, 
tell me every th in g  now.”

A TRIBUTE

I f  I could do fo r  o thers  
One p a r t  of w h a t  w as  done fo r  me—  
I f  I could m ake some o ther  w om an 
Look ever h igher ,  fo r  the  good—
If  I could give h e r  confidence 
To do th e  th in g  th a t  m ust  be done— 
I f  I could teach  he r  to believe in self 
As s t r e n g th  untold, when t r ia ls  come—  
If  I could help her  to he r  best,
No m a t te r  w h a t  the pa in  m ig h t  be—
If  I could tak e  he r  to the  heights ,
And keep h e r  there ,  to t ru ly  live—
If  mine could be a gu id ing  hand  
To m ake a n o th e r ’s life more b lest—
In short ,  if  I could pass  a long  
The in sp ira t io n s  given me—

This w ere  a t r ib u te  well w orthw hile .
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EDITORIALS

A M erry  C hris tm as  and a H appy  New 
Y ear  to you, one and  all.

C hris tm as  is upon us, and close be
hind it  the  end of the old year. The 
old yea r!  W h a t  did you do with  it? 
W ere the p as t  twelve months entire ly  
sa t is fac to ry ?  Or do a few ghosts come 
back occasionally to h a u n t  you of u n 
kind words and though tless  deeds, of 
h a rm fu l  pastim es, and  duties still u n 
done? We a re  all bothered, more or 
less, by these unwelcome guests, troub le
some rem inders  of our mistakes, and th a t  
is one ve ry  good reason w hy we should 
begin the new yea r  r igh t.  The old year 
is dead. The pas t  is gone forever, but 
the  p resen t  is here, the p resen t  th a t  is 
going  to be to -m orrow ’s past.  L e t ’s 
b u ry  our  ghosts  and begin a clean slate. 
L e t ’s m ake the  new y ea r  such a success

th a t  a thousand  backw ard  glances, how
ever search ing , c a n ’t  m ake us flinch. 
Let us resolve now th a t  the re  will be no 
vain  reg re ts  when we check up accounts 
nex t December.

A s t ra n g e r  asked me the o ther  day, 
“ Do the g ir ls  of Colby have good college 
s p i r i t? ” I laughed and  said, “ Why, 
t h a t ’s an  unnecessa ry  question .” B u t 
ju s t  the  same now, between ourselves, 
have we?  College sp ir i t  does no t neces
sa r i ly  imply “ dabb ling” in every  college 
activ ity , because often in such cases we 
don’t  give a n y th in g  much to a n y  one of 
them. The question is— how much r e a l 
ly constructive  help do you give the 
activ ities  w ith  which you a re  affiliated? 
Because you can give construc tive  help if 
you will, and  in your endeavor to do th is  
lies the  te s t  of your college sp ir i t .  
There  m u s t  be som ething which you like
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to do b e t te r  th a n  o th e r  th ings .  V e ry  
well. Do th a t  th ing ,  and do it  so well 
and  so w ho le -hea r ted ly  t h a t  its  d e p a r t 
m ent, w h a te v e r  it  m ay  be, can n o t  fa i l  to 
be g re a t ly  benefited by your  in te re s t  
and  ass is tance . C u l t iva te  leade rsh ip  in

the  line of your  fa v o r i te  ac t iv i ty ,  de
vise innovations ,  in troduce  im prove
m ents . Get your  whole h e a r t  and  soul 
into your  w ork  and  you will soon find 
t h a t  the  effort expended is m ore  th a n  
com pensated  by the  benefits derived.

D ear  M ild re d :— I w as de ligh ted  to get 
your le t te r  and  g lad  to see f rom  th e  
m any  questions you asked t h a t  you ’re 
still in te re s ted  in Y. W. C. A. So I ’m 
going to m ake th is  le t te r  every  b it  Y. W., 
and tell you ail the  exc it ing  an d  in s p i r 
ing  th in g s  w e’ve done th is  fall.

To begin w ith ,  a t  the  v e ry  f irst C abi
n e t  m eeting  we chose Donnie Getchell 
to take  your p lace as  c h a i rm a n  o f  W orld  
Fellowship Committee. W e ’re so so r ry  
not to hav e  you back w ith  us, b u t  Don
n ie ’s a good ch a irm an .

Of course the f irs t  F r id a y  we had  the  
f re sh m en  recep tion— as u su a l— only I 
th ink  i t  was even m ore  successful th a n  
usual. I enjoyed it  m ore  an y w ay .  We 
had the  n icest p ro g ra m ;  M arc ia  Davis 
sang, and E m ily  B a r ro w s  and  M arion  
C um m ings read , and  M arion  Johnson  
gave us  a violin solo. Some of th e  new 
facu l ty  ladies w ere  here  an d  we w ere  
g lad  to welcome o u r  loyal f r ie n d s  a- 
ga in  in the  fa c u l ty  ladies an d  adv isers  
whom you know.

By the  w ay, did you ge t  a ‘‘Follow 
the  G leam ” and  a Y. W. Sym phony  la s t  
yea r?  Chix h ad  a c a m p a ig n  th is  fa ll  
and  about all th e  g ir ls  bough t them . 1 
guess you could g e t  one f ro m  her  now if 
you h a v e n ’t  any.

Oh, Mil, Miss H ess  w as h e re !  You 
know Miss F je r i l  H ess  who w as song 
leader a t  M aqua. Well, sh e ’s on th e  
board of the  W o m a n ’s P re s s  now, bu t  
she took tim e off and  came to N ew  E n g 
land to ta lk  to the  colleges abou t the

S tu d en t  F r ie n d sh ip  Drive. W e w ere  
crazy  to see h e r!  We had  a C abinet 
m ee ting  w ith  the  adv ise rs  and  she spoke 
to us then, and  in the  evening  a t  Y. W. 
She w ore  th e  em broidered  blouse the  
“ c h i ld ren ” in Czecho-Slovacia had  given 
her, and  she w as ju s t  as  d e a r  an d  con
v inc ing  as  she w as  a t  M aqua. She w en t  
to M aine from  here  and  came back fo r  
Colby Day. You should have been a t  
the  “ special session” t h a t  evening. Most 
of the  M aqua  g ir ls  g a th e re d  in T il ley ’s 
room an d  we and  Miss H ess e n te r ta in e d  
each o th e r  w ith  songs a n d  s to r ies  un til  
finally, when  the  “ wee, s m a ’ h o u rs ” w ere  
com ing Miss H ess said, “ Well, children,  
don ’t  you th in k  i t ’s t im e  you w ere  a- 
s lu m b e r in g ? ”

W hile  she w as  h e re — we w ere  d re a d 
fu lly  ru sh ed  fo r  t im e— J. S t i t t  W ilson, 
the  “ W a n d e r in g  P ro p h e t  f rom  B erk ley ” , 
w as  in W ate rv il le .  He came u n d e r  the  
C. C. A., and  th e y  w ere  v e ry  u rg e n t  t h a t  
we should a t te n d  his lec tures ,  an d  we 
w ere  g lad  we did. He w as  one of the 
m ost in te re s t in g ,  w ide-aw ake, p ra c t ic a l  
sp eak ers  I ever h ea rd .  H e spoke on 
“ H is to ry ” , “ Science” , an d  “ R ev e la t io n ” , 
an d  he proved by s t r a ig h t  f a c ts  of h is 
to ry  a n d  scientific p r inc ip les  t h a t  th e  
c re a tu re s  t h a t  w ere  bound to succeed 
and  to en d u re  w ere  those  w ith  th e  m ost 
n e a r ly  C hris t- l ike  sp ir i t .  The chapel 
w as  packed every  t im e  he spoke, an d  it  
s t a r t e d  everybody  to doing  some rea l ,  
serious th in k in g .

I suppose  you ’re  w onder ing  abou t the
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new members. We had  a p a g e a n t  one 
evening to explain  the  purpose and the 
ideals of the  Association. I t  w as very  
p re t ty  and  impressive, and t h a t  n igh t  
the  m em bership  cam paign  began. I t  has  
been a success— I th in k  A nna  said th a t  
all except six g ir ls  had joined or were 
going to.

The nex t  m eeting  w as the  in it ia tion  
service. I th ink  i t ’s lovely, don’t  you? 
The Assembly Room was decorated with 
a filmy tr ian g le  of blue and white s t r e a m 
ers between the lights, and w ith  boughs 
and  flowers. A nna  led the  f reshm en in 
and they  lighted th e ir  candles while we 
sang, a f te r  they  had taken  the pledge.

I a lm ost fo rgo t— Miss Bryson, B r ’er 
Rabbit,  you know,— called a t  the hall 
about two m inutes  one evening. She 
w as v is it ing  Coburn, she’s w orking with 
prep schools th is  year, so she came to the 
hall to see the  M aqua girls, and to tell a 
B r ’er Rabbit  story, which we were over
joyed to hear. We were so rry  everyone 
couldn’t see her.

A nother  in te re s t in g  speaker was Miss 
Grace Scott, whose work d u ring  the  w a r  
w as in te re s t in g  the  soldiers in the c a n 
tons in F rance . She has since given up 
he r  sing ing  to tell young men and women 
in Am erica  some of the th ings  t h a t  count 
in life, and th a t  they m ust  be t ru e  and 
pu re  and sincere. She is an unusual 
woman, and she spoke ve ry  sincerely.

One n igh t  we had a M aqua meeting, 
p lanned  by “ W a rb y ” . I wish you m ight 
have been here. I t  w as in the  form  of 
a d iary , and I almost tho t  I was back a t  
camp. R u th  Allen spoke about Dr. 
Scott, and  the B asket Ball game. M arion 
Cum m ings rem inded us of the  s t ra n g e  
an im al hea rd  every  n igh t  which finally 
proved to be Elsie Roberts of Bates blow
ing out her  lan te rn . Thelm a Powers 
and Louise Steele drew vivid p ic tures  of 
the  r a in — you rem em ber the  ra in , I 
t r u s t — and Tilley made me feel all over 
aga in  the quiet s t re n g th  and beau ty  of 
the place, as we saw it in the meetings. 
I sha ll  never fo rg e t  Dr. A rch iba ld ’s 
words, which she repea ted :  “ Don’t  look 
a t  the  lamp-post. Seek the inner l ig h t” . 
We san g  the  W heaton prize song and the 
Simmons song and ended the meeting 
w ith  the  beau tifu l  musical benediction 
we learned  a t  M aqua, “ Peace I leave 
with you” .

I t  w as Y. W .’s 50th b ir th d ay  Novem
ber 12, and we had a b ir th d ay  p a r ty  a t

supper. A conspiracy  had been formed 
beforehand. The lights  w ent out sud 
denly, and th e  n ex t  m inute , in m arched  
all the  w aitresses— each bea r in g  a cake 
with lighted candles a r r a n g e d  in a t r i 
angle. Then Melva told us about how 
Y. W. s ta r ted ,  and when she had finished 
we all agreed  w ith  her t h a t  to i ts  
founders  the  world owes more th a n  we 
can ever realize.

You m u st  be w ondering  w he the r  or 
not we did a n y th in g  about S tuden t  
F r iendsh ip  Drive. We sure ly  did! 
T here  w as a campus-wide cam paign. Mr. 
W halen spoke to C. C. A. and  a t  g i r l s ’ 
chapel about the drive. We w anted  to 
sh a re  Miss Hess w ith  them  b u t  the re  
was so m any  m eetings while Mr. Wilson 
w as here  th a t  we couldn’t  a r r a n g e  for  
her  to speak to them. T here  was the  
dand ies t  sp ir i t  du r in g  the  whole drive! 
The W om en’s Division had “ sacrifice 
week” and gave up movies, candy, shoe 
shines and such. A ltoge ther  we saved 
$46.13 by sacrifice. We combined the  
drive with “ Week of P r a y e r ” and  a t  the  
p ra y e r  service each evening we had  the  
leader read  the  am ount of pledge money 
fo r  the day by classes. The g irls  pledg
ed near ly  $150.00. The facu lty  con tr ib 
uted $53.50 and  I th ink  the  men gave 
$200.00. So from  the  whole college th a t  
makes about $450.00. I sn ’t  th a t  w onder
fu l?

A nother  th in g  which w as p lanned a t  
M aqua and which took place th is  fa ll  
w as the  Boston Conference. You re 
member how proud we Colby delegates 
were and how pleased everyone w as  to 
have the  M aqua g roup  decide to send 
our own dean as  rep resen ta t ive .  She 
went to Boston over one week-end, and 
b rough t back a rep o r t  as lucid and in 
te re s t in g  as only Miss R unnals  could 
m ake it, especially since it  w as a busi
ness meeting, and there  were several 
complex groups  of figures. They de
cided to have a s e p a ra te  o rgan iza t ion  
fo r  the S tuden t  division of Y. W. C. A., 
w ith  its own officers and  its own con
ference and  every th ing .

L as t  bu t no t least  o f  our v isitors  and 
speakers  w as Miss E d ith  Sanderson, 
S tuden t  V olunteer  Secre ta ry , who came 
the  las t  of November. I t ’s too bad you 
couldn’t have hea rd  her,— you would 
have been p a r t ic u la r ly  interested .

An innovation a t  Y. W. m eetings is a 
special choir to lead the  s ing ing  and  to
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sing  a t  chapel once in a  while. T h a t  
was C h r ix ’s idea, and  a good one too.

Gracious, Mil, I ’ve tak en  so m uch  
tim e! I ’ll j u s t  m ention  the len g th y  busi
ness m eeting  w ith  d iscussion of th e  
budget (m a n y  p ros  and  cons) ; a m ee t
ing of the  C ab ine t w ith  the  A dvisory  
Board, fo r  bus iness ;  vesper  services fo r  
T h an k sg iv in g  an d  C h r is tm a s  w ith  spe
cial music and  sp eak e rs ;  and  the  C h r is t 
mas caro ls— don’t  you love th e m ? ”

Well, old dea r ,  you m u s t  a d m it  th a t  
w e ’ve h ad  a  te rm  c ra m - ja m  fu ll  of 
work and  business and  en thusiasm .

H asti ly ,
Y our  la s t  y e a r ’s roomie.

P. S. In  case you ’ve fo rg o t ten  them, 
I ’ll j u s t  add a list of the  officers fo r  you 
to peruse  a t  your  leisure.

P res iden t ,  Louise  K. T illey; Vice- 
P res iden t ,  A n n a  E r ic k so n ;  S ec re ta ry ,  
M ary  E. W a tso n ;  T re a s u re r ,  A rlene  E. 
R in g ro s e :

O the r  C abinet m e m b e rs :
C h a irm a n  Religious m eetings com

m ittee , Melva M. M an n ;  c h a irm a n  P u b 
licity committee, M arion D. B row n; 
c h a i rm a n  Social committee, T he lm a A. 
P ow ers ;  c h a i rm a n  Town Girls com
m ittee , E th e l  M. Alley; ch a irm an  W orld  
Fellow ship  committee, Donnie C. Getch- 
ell; c h a i rm a n  Social Service committee, 
Lucy M. Osgood; c h a i rm a n  Music com
m ittee , Helen H. P r a t t ;  c h a irm an  Bible 
S tu d y  committee, Louise L. Steele; 
P re s id e n t  M aqua Club, Leonette  M. 
W a rb u r to n !  S tu d en t  V olunteers ,  Avis 
V a rn u m , Leonette  M. W a rb u r to n ;  u n 
d e rg ra d u a te  rep re sen ta t iv e ,  M arion  L. 
C um m ings;  a s s i s ta n t  u n d e rg ra d u a te  re 
p re sen ta t iv e ,  Nellie E. Pottle .

A dvisory  bo a rd :  Mrs. Roberts , Mrs. 
W heeler , Mrs. Brown, Mrs. Bessey, 
Mrs. Sm ith , Mrs. Chester , Mrs. T re-  
fe then , Mrs. C a r te r ,  Mrs. W hite.

Then  the Trouble Began.
M aid— “ A young  m an  ju s t  called, 

Miss Doris, b u t  I have  fo rg o t ten  his 
name. I can show him to you, though , 
fo r  you have his p ic tu re  in the  bu reau  
d raw er .

— Widow.

She— “ 0  Algy, you E n g lish  a re  so 
slow.”

He— “ E r ,  I ’m a f r a id  I don ’t  g ra sp  
you.”

She— “ Yes, t h a t ’s j u s t  i t .”
— B row n Jug .

F i r s t  J u n io r — “ Did you g e t  th e  second 
question in C a lcu lu s?”

Second J u n io r — “ N o.”
F i r s t  J u n io r — “ How f a r  w ere  you 

from  the  r ig h t  a n s w e r ? ”
Second J u n io r — “ Five  s e a ts .”

— F ro th .

Lives of g r e a t  men o f t  rem ind  us 
We can m ake our  own sublime 
And by a sk in g  m an y  questions,
Use uj:> rec i ta t ion  time.

— Ja c k -o ’-L an te rn .

B a rn e y  Google— “ Is your wife a club 
w o m a n ? ”

J ig g s — “ No, she uses a flat i ro n .”
— F ro th .

Old L ady— “ I see t h a t  t ips  a re  f o r 
bidden h e re .”

A t t e n d a n t : — “ Lor, Mum, so was a p 
ples in the  G arden  of E d en .”

— Goblin.

“ How did you m a n a g e  to g e t  home so 
e a r ly  la s t  n ig h t? ”

“ Oh I had  tough  luck. I leaned 
a g a in s t  h e r  doorbell.”

— Puppe t .
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A dance— A g ir l— a jealous fr iend  
A stolen c a r— a plan  to end 
The Love a f fa ir— A kidnapped  g irl 
The he ro ’s head is in a whirl.
A gu n — a cab— a frenzied  chase 
A shot— a sc ream — a low-down place 
A cop— a fight— the villian dead 
The boy— the  g ir l— now go to— a n 

o ther movie.
— J  ack-o’-L an te rn .

A m erican  (po in ting  out the  anim als  
a t  a zoo to a Scotchm an) “ Now th a t  
is an A m erican  moose.”

Scotchm an: “ H out m o n ! W h a t  m ust 
A m erican  r a t s  be likes?”

— Widow.

“ W h a t  is infin ity?”
“ The place where all M ath  P ro fs  go.”

— Puppet.

He who laughs la s t  is usually  las t  to 
to get the  joke.

— Tiger.

The Seven A ges of Women. 
S afe ty  pins.
W hip-pins.
H a i r  pins.
F r a t e r n i t i y  pins.
Diamond pins.
Clothes pins.
Rolling pins.

-—B anter .

“ Do you know, our new m in is te r  is 
ju s t  wonderful.  He b r ings  home to you 
th ings  th a t  you never saw before .” 

“ T h a t ’s no th ing ;  we have a laundry-  
man th a t  does the  same th in g .”

— Pelican.

Em bryo— “ W h a t  w as Hobson’s Choice, 
P ro fe sso r?”

P ro f .— “ Ah-er, why, Mrs. Hobson, of 
course .”

— Octopus.

H ere  is some real food for  thought,
I hea rd  it a t  a recent ball,

’Tis b e t te r  to be kissed and  caugh t 
T h an  never to be kissed a t  all.

— W hirlw ind.

“ You c a n ’t nam e one g re a t  m an th a t  
your school has  tu rn ed  ou t.”

“ No, we alw ays allow them to s tay  
and g ra d u a te .”

— Gargoyle.

Room: “ W h a t  w as th a t  noise I heard  
last n ig h t? ”

M ate :  “ M ust have been my cold
b reak in g  up .”

— Lord Jeff.

O rches tra  D ru m m er— I ’m the fa s te s t  
m an in the w orld .”

Violinist— “ H ow ’s t h a t ? ”
O. D.— “ Time flies, doesn’t i t ? ”
V.— “ So they  say .”
0 . D.— “ Well, I beat t im e.”

— C h a p a r ra l .

Eco. (to class) :— “ Who establishes the 
law of d im in ish ing  r e tu r n s ? ”

Echo (from  the  r e a r  r a n k )  :— “ My 
la u n d ry m a n .”

— J  ack-o’-L an tern .

“ My good man, you should begin a t  
the bottom and  w ork  up .”

“ I t  c a n ’t  be done in my line. I ’m a 
g rave-d igger .

Unsolicited le t te r  to the  E d w a rd sb u rg  
Corn S y rup  C om pany:

“ D ear  S ir :  Though I have taken  six 
cans of your sy rup  my feet a re  no bet
te r  th an  when I s t a r te d .”

— Goblin.

He (as  cance ro ck s )— “ Don’t  be 
a f r a id ;  we’re only ten feet from  land .” 

She (looking a r o u n d ) — “ W here  is i t ? ” 
He— “ U n d ern ea th  u s ! ”

— C h ap a rra l .

P ro f .— “ W hy should we read  all of the 
best of the p re sen t  day l i t e r a tu r e ? ”

B. S.— “ So we can ap p rec ia te  the 
parvelies .”

— Punch Bowl.

“ I see th a t  your  rich cousin who m a r 
ried Lord Lincoln w as cut off f rom  her  
in h e r i tan ce .”

“ Yes, she took th e  nam e of the Lord 
in V a in .”

— Prince ton  Tiger. Gargoyle.
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ITEMS OF INTEREST

The H ea l th  L eague  th is  y e a r  is un d e r  
the superv is ion  of Miss Corinne  B. V an  
N o rm an , the  new in s t ru c to r  of physica l 
education, t a k in g  the  place of Mrs. 
B e r th a  M. B. A ndrew s, who is w ork ing  
in beha lf  of the  alumnae building. Miss 
V an  N o rm a n  is en th u s ia s t ic  abou t the 
w ork  and  has  in troduced  m an y  innova
tions.

The y e a r  w as opened by a H ea l th  
League picnic a t  the  Q u a r ry .  A n o u t
line of the  w ork  w as  given so t h a t  the  
new g ir ls  m ig h t  become acqua in ted  w ith  
the work. Speeches w ere  g iven by Miss 
V an  N o rm an  and  by the h ea l th  leaders  
of each class, Doris  Dickey, ’23, Helen 
P r a t t ,  ’24, Jo seph ine  W a rb u r to n ,  ’25, 
and E d i th  G rearson , ’26.

D u rin g  the  fa ll ,  outdoor sp o r ts  have 
been in order. T he p a r t i c u la r  ones a re  
hockey, tenn is  and  a rch e ry .  A rc h e ry  is 
new a t  Colby, being in troduced  by Miss 
V an  N o rm an . U n d e r  the  d irection of 
Reta  W heaton , ’23, th e  new sp o r t  has  
been en th u s ia s t ica l ly  received.

Hockey w as  an  in te rc la ss  sp o r t  and 
the gam es w ere  p layed off N ovem ber 
11 and 14. The p re l im in a ry  gam es 
were between the  seniors and  sopho
mores, f re sh m en  and  ju n io rs .  T he 
seniors won 2-0 and  the  f re shm en , 2-1. 
The final gam e p layed  between seniors 
and f re shm en  w as  a v ic to ry  fo r  the  
seniors, m a k in g  th em  hockey ch am 
pions.

Tennis  is also a f a v o r i te  sport .  A 
new tennis  c o u r t  h a s  been added  to the  
equ ipm ent m a k in g  th re e  courts .

Miss V an  N o rm a n  h as  also in troduced  
the  p lan  of  S a tu r d a y  hikes w ith  lunch 
out of doors. T he object of th is  is to 
help in the  w in n in g  of hea l th  league 
points. The com m ittee  in ch a rg e  is Annie  
B row nstone, ’24, ch a irm an ,  Genevieve 
Clark , ’24, M a ry  Gordon, ’24, and  
E s th e r  Holt, ’24.

One of th e  m ost successful Colby 
Days ever given w as  t h a t  given on 
October 20 un d e r  the  m a n a g e m e n t  of 
Lucy M. Osgood, ’23.

The idea w as d iffe ren t f ro m  th a t  of 
o the r  years .  E ach  f a c u l ty  lady  and  
a lu m n a  in W ate rv i l le  w as  pe rso n a l ly  
invited  by a m em ber  of  th e  u p p e r  classes 
to be p resen t .  F ro m  five to six open 
house w as held an d  the  rooms of Foss 
H all  w ere  v isited  by betw een seventy  
five and  a hu n d red  guests .

A t  six o’clock the  doors w ere  opened 
into the  d in ing  room, which w as  a r t i s 
t ica lly  decorated . T he  fo u r  class b a n 
n e rs  and  a la rg e  Colby b a n n e r  w e re  in 
evidence on the w alls  of the  room. The 
H allow e’en idea w as  the  scheme of the  
decora t ions  and black and  o ra n g e  crepe 
p a p e r  w ere  used in c a r ry in g  it  out. As 
each g ues t  en te red  she w as handed  a 
nu m b er  d e te rm in in g  the g ro u p  w ith  
which she should sit  d u r in g  the  d inner.  
The tab les  had  been rem oved and  the 
cha irs  w ere  placed in circles a ro u n d  a 
g r in n in g  jack -o ’- la n te rn  perched  on a 
h igh tripod. The hostesses  of each 
g roup  w ere a facu l ty  lady  and  a senior 
girl.

The d in n e r  w as  served in picnic style. 
Between courses c lass songs w ere  sung  
and  speeches were given by some of the 
senior g ir ls  and  the  alumnae. The m ain  
them e of the  speeches w as  the  alumnae 
bu ild ing  fo r  which everyone is w ork ing  
h ea r t i ly .  A f te r  these  speeches, a fa rc e  
“ The C row d” w as  given by th e  d ra m a t ic  
club. This, th e i r  f irs t  effort of the  year,  
w as  ve ry  successful. A hum orous  s tu n t  
by the  alumnae followed. In  c losing the  
ac tive  g ir ls  sa n g  an  o r ig ina l  song to the  
alumnae. A f te r  th is  fa rew e lls  w ere  said, 
everyone a g re e in g  t h a t  Colby Day, 1922, 
w as one of the  m ost successful ever held.

P la n s  a r e  e n th u s ia s t ic a l ly  going  f o r 
w a rd  fo r  r a i s in g  m oney fo r  the  new 
a th le t ic  building. The m em bers  of the  
W ate rv i l le  Alumnae Associa tion  a re  v e ry  
ac t ive  in th e i r  endeavors . T hey  a re  now 
selling  pencils and  soap, w ith  th e  a s 
s is tance  of some of the  s tuden ts .  E v e r y 
one on the  cam pus uses Colby pencils, 
and  it  is hoped t h a t  soon Colby soap 
will be as popu lar .
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The P o r t la n d  Alumnae Association is 
to give a b a z a a r  on December 15, and 
th ey  hope to  realize a la rg e  sum of 
money for  the building. A new associa
tion has  also been form ed, the Connecti
cu t Valley Colby Alumnae Association, 
which p lans to s t a r t  im m ediately  some 
new money m ak ing  schemes.

The senior class of the  w om en’s divi
sion, w ith  the  assis tance  of several 
m em bers of the  o ther  classes, is to p re 
sent a Shakesperian  play, “ Tw elfth  
N ig h t ,” a t  the  Opera House, T h u rsd ay  
evening, J a n u a r y  7, for the benefit of the 
alumnae build ing fund. The cast of 
c h a rac te rs  is as follows:
Duke O rs in o ........................... A lber ta  Olson
V alen tine  .......................E dy the  D. P o r te r
S e b a s t ia n .................. Leonette  W arb u r to n
Curio .......................................Lucy Osgood.
Antonio .................................... M ary  Gordon
Sea C ap ta in  .........................A nna Ericson
Sir Tobey B elch ................Helen F reem an
Sir  A ndrew  Aquecherch . . Myrtice Swain

Malvolis .....................................Helen P r a t t
F a b i a n ......................................Doris W ym an
Feste , a C low n .......................M arcia  Davis
V io la ............................................Melva M ann
Olivia .......................................M ary  W a rre n
M a r i a .......................... Joseph ine  W a rb u r to n
L ad ies-in-W aiting  ...........................................

......... Doris Dickey, G er tru d e  F le tcher
Officers . . .H e l e n  D resser , Velma B riggs

The annua l  dance  of the senior class 
of the  women’s division w as held a t  Foss 
Hall, S a tu rd a y  evening, November 25. 
The dining-room, where the  dance was 
given, was a t t ra c t iv e ly  decorated in 
black and white, the  class colors. The 
pa tro n s  and pa tronesses  w ere :  P res iden t 
and Mrs. A. J .  Roberts, P ro fessor  and 
Mrs. P a rm e n te r ,  P ro fessor  and Mrs. 
B urgum , Miss N ett ie  R unnals, Miss 
Corinne Van N orm an , and  Miss Mildred 
W righ t .  The rep resen ta t ives  from  the  
o ther classes w ere :  Helen P r a t t ,  ’24,
Elsie Bishop, ’25, and E lv ira  Royle, ’26. 
The dance was voted a g re a t  success.
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, SPECIALTY SHOE STORE Herbert A. McLellan !
j C A N T I L E V E R  S H O E S  A N D  
j W A L K O V E R  S H O E S

1 106 M ain  S tree t ,  W ate rv i l le ,  Me. 
1

63 Tem ple S t re e t  * 
A lw ays  c a r r ie s  a fu ll  line of re liab le  [ 

Groceries, F re s h  M eat, and  J 
Prov is ions .

1 J .  E . H E R S O M  H. P. B O N S A L L  
|

Tel. 338-R •
I

1 Hersom & Bonsall
. C A S H  G R O C E R S

1

Karekin’s Studio (
j1

} The P lace  to T rade .

| We sell fo r  cash  only. O rder  of $1.50
E V E R Y T H I N G  [

i delivered.
i P H O T O G R A P H I C  j

j W ate rv il le ,  Me A u g u s ta ,  Me.
170 M ain  St. 174 W a te r  St. 

! Tel. 188 Tel. 670 
i

j
C orner  M ain  and  T em ple  Sts.

i

The Elmwood, Waterville, Maine

Ij T R Y

jj 1 1  >

!
T h e  !j

! H a g e r  s Ticonic iI
! F O R  C A N D IE S ,  IC E  C R E A M  A N D  

j SODA

N a tio n a l B a n k  !
j

i
| 113 M ain  S t re e t

O F F E R S  j
i A C O M P L E T E  B A N K IN G  .

I S. E. Whitcomb Co.j
S E R V IC E  j

iconducted u n d e r  th e  d irec t  .

j F I N E  G R O C E R IE S superv is ion  of the  j
* M E A T S , F I S H U N I T E D  S T A T E S

|  P rov is ions  of all k inds G O V E R N M E N T  jifj Service and  Q u a l i ty  unexcelled
1

108 Y e a rs  C on tinuous  B usiness  ‘
j  Tel. 261 and  262 81 M ain  St. W a te rv i l le ,  M aine  ,



Coburn Classical Institute

1820 1922

Waterville, Maine

Coburn is well located, well equipped school for boys and girls.
I t  p repares  thoroughly for Colby and for other colleges.
The faculty  is composed of well tra ined  and experienced teachers.
The courses are  thorough and well a rranged .
The Household A rts  departm ent is complete. Coburn musical courses 

are  unexcelled. The L ib rary  and L aboratory  facilities are excellent. 
Coburn Cottage  is the home of the Girls.
Thayer Hall  is the splendid new dormitory for Boys.
Libbey Field  is a first-class place for all out of door sports  under com

peten t directors.
Coburn is a thorough, progressive C hris t ian  School.
For Catalogue w rite  the Principal,

D R EW  T. H A R T H O R N .

COLBY COLLEGE
Waterville, Maine

Courses leading to the degrees of A. B. and S. B. 

F o r  Catalogue, address

A. J. R O BERTS, President 

Waterville, Maine
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Y OU CA N  A L W A Y S  G E T  T H E  

V E R Y  L A T E S T  S T Y L E S  

IN

L A D I E S ’ G A R M E N T S  

a t

Markson Brothers

43-47 M ain S t re e t  

W A T E R V I L L E ,  M A IN E

Com plim ents of

LARKIN DRUG COMPANY

M ain St., W a te rv i l le

THE LITTLE GIFT SHOP
The shop w here  th in g s  a re  d iffe ren t

C A N T I L E V E R S  

A T T H E

Gallert Shoe Store
51 M ain S t re e t

A g e n ts  fen' D oro thy  Dodd Shoes  
Gold Sea l  and  S h a w m u t  R ubbers

T E A  C O F F E E

GRAND UNION TEA COMPANY
117 M ain St., W aterv il le ,  Ms. 

G R O C E R IE S  C A N D Y

Tel., Office 336-M; Res., 998-W

M . M. SM ALL, M . D .
84 M ain S tree t ,  W ate rv il le

P ra c t ic e  limited to diseases of the  Eye, 
E a r ,  Nose and  T h ro a t

S U P E R B  G IF T S  F O R  A L L  ! 

S E A S O N S

The S to re  of Q uali ty

F. A. Harriman
98 M ain S t re e t  

J E W E L E R  A N D  O P T IC IA N

56 T em ple  S t re e t  

N E L L I E  K. C L A R K

TE1. 305-M

E .  L .  S 1V I I T H
S H O E  A N D  R U B B E R  R E P A I R I N G

57 T em ple  St., W aterv il le ,  Me.

M ISS CARRIE C. STEMETZ
M IL L IN E R Y , C O R S E T S  A N D  

W A IS T S
U nderw ear, H osiery ,  A r t  Goods and  

N e c k w e a r  
86 M ain St., W ate rv il le ,  Me.

Che J e w e l e r
a s  M A I N  8TRCI
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Compliments

of

A Friend

E. E. C la ir  C o m p a n y
All kinds of Shoe R ep a ir in g  done 

p rom ptly

33 Temple St. W aterv ille ,  Maine

D r. F ra n k  P . H ig g in s
D E N T IS T  

58 Main S tree t  
Tel. 329-W W aterv ille , Maine

B . F. STEELE’S

CH O IC E G R O C E R IE S  

136 M ain S tree t

WATERVILLE STEAM LAUNDRY

145 M ain S tree t  

W A T E R V IL L E ,  ME. 

P ro m p t Service 

S a tis fac t ion  G uaran teed

L A D I E S ’ W E A R IN G  A P P A R E L

Ida T a y lo r  H e r so m
S P E C IA L T Y  S H O P  

72 M ain S tree t

W. L. CORSON
F IL M S  D E V E L O P E D  AN D  

P R IN T E D

n n n

Photog raph ic  Views F ine  W ork

T . A . GILMAN
O P T O M E T R IS T  A N D  O P T IC IA N  

Broken Lenses Replaced 

124 Main S tree t ,  W aterville , Me.

REDINGTON & CO.
H O U S E  F U R N I S H E R S

F u rn i tu re ,  C arpe ts ,  Rugs, Crockery, 
Stoves, M irro rs ,  M attresses ,

Etc., Etc.

11 S IL V E R  ST., W A T E R V IL L E

Sororities , A t te n t io n !

M I T C H E L L ’ S  L L O W E R  S H O P
F L O W E R S  F O R  A LL O C C A SIO N S

144 M ain S tree t ,  W aterv il le ,  Me.

PATRONIZE MERCHANTS WHO ADVERTISE IN THE COLBIANA
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K R llTZ K Y ’S KENNISON & W ARREN
L A D I E S ’ H A IR  D R E S S IN G D ealers  in P a p e r  H an g in g s ,  Room

Tel. 319-W
M ouldings, P a in ts ,  Oils, V a r-

nishes and  Glass
100 M ain  St., W a te rv i l le 76 T em ple  St., W a te rv i l le

L E A R N  TO W R I T E  S H O R T H A N D
Special C ourses a t

(JElunuaa H u h u u ' h s  (EnlUuu'

T eleprone1 Red C ross P h a rm a c y

|  25 M ain  S t re e t

( Telephone 290

. D A R V IA U  & C U N IO N , P rops. 

W a te rv i l le ’s L ead ing  T h e a t re

| The HAINES
H .m e  of P a r a m o u n t  P ic tu re s  

A ss is te d  by the H a ines  S y m p h o n y  S ix

! ELMER L. CRAIG
|  D ea le r  in

j G R O C E R IE S

* R E A L  E S T A T E  A N D

. L IV E  P O U L T R Y

| 58 Tem ple S tree t ,  W ate rv i l le ,  M aine

D R . GORDON B . HATFIELD

D E N T I S T

173 M ain S tree t ,  W ate rv il le ,  M aine 

Sav ings  B ank  B uild ing

C ut F low ers  F u n e r a l  D esigns j

CHAS. E. CARTER, F lo r is t  I
T E M P L E  S T R E E T  

P e t ted  P la n ts  Tel. 1061 ’

THE LOVERING HAIR STORE J
129 M A IN  S T R E E T

H a ir  Goods, T h e a t r ic a l  W igs, H a i r  . 
P ins , Jew e lry ,  Crochet Cotton
R oya l S oc ie ty  P ackage  O utf i ts  '

HOME DAIRY COMPANY |
Successors to E lm  C ity  C re a m e ry  j

D a iry  P roduc ts  our S p ec ia l ty  s
Serv ice  our M otto  I

E A T  A T  j
HARMON’S ELECTRIC CAFE !

83 M ain St., Cor. Common and  M ain  I
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L. H. Sop er Co.
D epa r tm en t  S tore

DRY GOODS 

G A R M E N T S  

M I L L I N E R Y  

V IC T R O L A S  

AND

VICT OR R E C O R D S

L. H. Sop er Co.
M AIN  S T R E E T

F O R  DRUGS,  KODAKS,  PH O T O  j 

S U P P L I E S  A N D  T O I L E T  

A R T I C L E S

Go to

D eO rsay’s D rug S to re
70 Main St., Waterv il le

[ HOT D R I N K S  A ND LIG H T  

' L U N C H E S  a t

I SPEAR’S

52 M AIN  ST., W A T E R V I L L E

Allen’s D rug S to re
T H E  S T O R E  T H A T  DOES A 

S T R I C T L Y  DRU G B U S I N E S S

118 Main Stree t,  Waterv i l le  Maine

T H E  C O L L E G E  S T O R E

The H. R. D unham  Co.
F R E S H  H O M E - M A D E  

C H O C O L A T E S  A ND 

C A N D I E S  our  special ty
64 M A IN  ST., W A T E R V I L L E
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i (Shr C E N T R A L  F R U IT  M A R K E T  j
Choice F r u i t s  and  Confect ionery |

i (Enlbtj lE rhn E. M A R C H E T T I  |
Opposi te  Postoffice |

j P u b lish ed  w eek ly  d u rin g  th e  Col- 1j lege y e a r  by  th e  s tu d e n ts Verzoni Bros.1 of Colby College.
Choice F r u i t ,  P u r e  Ice Cr eam \

. Clyde E. Russell ,  Edi tor- in-Chief j
Leonard W. Mayo, Ma nage r 140 Main S t ree t ,  Waterv i l le ,  Maine  j

\
| H. L. KELLEY & CO.

j
W A T E R V IL L E  S A V IN G S  B A N K  1

| W A T E R V I L L E ,  M A I N E  1I BOOKS,  S T A T I O N E R Y j
. A N D  F I N E  A R T ^  |

GOODS 

130 Main  S t r ee t

Betty W ales D resses
F O R

S T R E E T ,  A F T E R N O O N ,  A N D  

E V E N I N G  W E A R

Sold  in  W a terv i l le  exc lus ive ly  by

WARDWELL
Dry Goods Co.

Pres ident ,  Edward W. Heath

T r e a s u r e r ,  Albert F. Drummond

D r . C o b b

D E N T I S T

74 Main St ree t ,  Waterv i l le ,  Me.

L. G. BUNKER, M. D.

W A T E R V I L L E ,  M A I N E  

Tel. Office, 49

Pra c t ic e  l imited to the  t r e a t m e n t  of 
the  eye, ea r ,  nose a nd  t h r o a t



36 T H E  0 0 L B I A N  A

S. L .  P R E B L E

T H E  A R T I S T

E m e r y - B r o w n  C o .

D E P A R T M E N T

S T O R E

C O E E E G E  
P H O  T O  G R A  P H E R

S P E C I A L  A T T E N T I O N  TO T H E  

N E E D S  OF C O L L E G E  

S T U D E N T S

c r

68 M A IN  S T R E E T ,  W A T E R V I L L E

W H E E L E R S
H O M E - M A D E  CAN DY,  ICE C R E A M  

A N D  SODA

7 Silver St ree t ,  Watervi l le ,  Maine 

Ev e ry th in g  of the Best

The  Store of Dependable Qual i ty

*s.z

%W. S i l l  A /

FAIRFIELD, MAINE

W A T E R V I L L E ,  M A I N E

H A R D W A R E  H E A T I N G

P L U M B I N G

W. B. A rnold & Co.
107-109 Main Street ,  23 Temple S t ree t  

W A T E R V I L L E ,  M A I N E

O. A .  H E A D E R
Wholesale dea le r  in

F R U I T  A N D  P R O D U C E  

C O N F E C T I O N E R Y

B u tte r ,  E ggs ,  Paper, P aper  Bags

9 Chapl in Stree t,  Waterv il le ,  Maine 

Telephone:  50 and  51-2
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