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Volume XII

THE COLBIANA

Shirley Gordon swept through the French
doors that led into the richly appointed liv-
ing room of her home. With her came the
faint fragrance of the exotic flower with
which her personality had become identified
to all who knew her.

“Shirley—"~

“Well?”

The tone conveyed the impression that
everything was anything but well.

“l’ve just heard from the Harborne
Heaths at Grand Point. They want us to
come up next week. Edith writes that they
will love to have us—provided our honey-
moon is over enough to make it possible for
us to inhabit the same earth with other mar-
ried couples. You may read what she has
to say if you like.”

There was a faint curl of Shirley’s pretty
lips, as Dick quoted from the letter in his
hand. She flashed a challenging glance at
him.

“And what did you reply?”

“Nothing yet, of course. | just started
my letter and then came in to see what you
wanted to do about it.”

“Then please tell them that you and 1
are far too sensible to go mooning around
alone, and that we shall be overjoyed to ac-
cept, or make it more formal. Just as you
like,” she added in an uninterested tone.

He looked at her pleadingly.

JUNE, 1924 Number 3
MARRIED FOR HER MONEY
“Shirley,” he said, “l don’t have to be

reminded all the time that our marriage
has been a failure even before we could
consider it begun, but I don’t think it is
necessary to tell the world about it.”

He was looking away angrily, or he would
have seen the way in which the slender girl
wife before him shrank, as if from a blow.
He did not see the tears start, for when he
turned to look at her again, she had wiped
the tears from her eyes and they now
gleamed hard and brilliant.

“What does it matter?” she asked reck-
lessly. “Our set can see for themselves
that we are the most sensible couple in the
bunch; that we have no nonsense, or ro-
mance, or sentiment about us. We know
what we married for and | suppose we are
both satisfied.”

And Shirley, because she was intently
studying the toe of her tiny blue slipper,
failed also to notice the look of pain that
crept into her husband’s face at her words.

He came a step nearer and very gently
but firmly put his hand upon her shoulder.
He gave no sign that he felt her shrink from
his touch, but every fiber of his being was
aware of it.

“Many times you have hinted that some-
thing came between wus, Shirley. Now I
must know what it is.”

Her color deepened, but she lifted her
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brows disdainfully, and there was a mock-
ing light in her eyes.

“It is not necessary to .take time for that.
We know why we married, and you’ll admit
that we both have our desire.”

There was a stifled sob in the girl’s voice,
but to the man it sounded only like an at-
tempt to control an overmastering anger.

“And what was it you married for?” he
asked evenly.

“1?  That | might belong to someone;
that I might not be utterly alone as | had
been all my life.”

Dick would have stopped her, but she
went on, and her voice was choked with
the emotion which had been checked for so
long.

“Oh, I know, you’ll say that | was never
anyone; that my guardian sent me govern-
esses when | was a child, and companions
when | grew older. But I never belonged
to them—they belonged to me. They let
me see it in a hundred ways. It was the
same with the men who wanted to marry
me. | knew it was because | was an heir-
ess; because they wanted my money, but
when you came—"

“Well—when | came?” he repeated, for
she had stopped abruptly.

“When you came,” she said very quietly,
“l1 knew it was different. | knew it was
not you who would belong to me, but I who
would belong to you. And | thought it
would be the most wonderful thing in the
world. I, who had always been my own
mistress was to be—"

A deep flush rose to Dick Gordon’s brow.

“Have | ever been harsh or inconsiderate
with you, Shirley?”

“No,” she answered, still quietly. “You
are kind to all who belong to you. | guess
it was my mistake in thinking | could ever
belong to any one. | have no right to com-
plain; 1 got what | bargained for. And
you—"

“Have | made a mistake, too?” he asked
bitterly.

“How can | be expected to know? But
you have no right to complain, either, be-
cause you got what you wished, even
though you may be finding it unsatisfactory
now.”

No one conversation

listening to this

could have guessed the agony of pain and
loneliness through which Shirley Gordon
had passed before she arrived at the conclu-
sion she was now voicing so clearly and ap-
parently unemotionally. What she had just
said was true. Her life, in spite of all the
luxury and beautiful things that great
wealth and an indulgent guardian could
shower upon her, had been devoid of the
companionship and understanding that
every girl needs,— until Dick appeared. She
loved him now so much that every word
seemed to pierce her heart, but he was like
all the rest—faithless. For two months
now they had been exchanging hideous
courtesies.

There was a brief silence while Shirley
was mourning over her regrets and her
shattered dreams, and Dick was wonder-
ing how to unravel his wife’s meaning from
the vague “you have what you married
for!”

Suddenly he turned to her.

“Shirley, just what do you mean?”

The girl hesitated an instant; then she
hastened from the room. Dick was about
to go after her when she returned and

handed him a crumpled piece of paper.

“Perhaps this will remind you,” she said
flippantly.
Dick glanced over the paper. There

were only a few short lines, written one
day on their wedding tour, when he had
been called away suddenly to look for a
trunk of her’s, and had sent this little note
to Shirley explaining the delay. He re-
membered writing it in the smoking room,

on a torn leaf of his memorandum book,
and sending it up by a boy.
He was turning the paper around in a

puzzled way, when something on the re-
verse side caught his eye. In one glance
he took in the whole mistake.

The evidence was there, in three short
lines, with the end of each torn off in tak-
7ng the paper out of the memorandum
book.

“You ask me why I
marry her. Simply
cause she is rich.”

It was Dick’s own writing; he could not
have denied it if he would. However, he
showed no inclination to do so. For one
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minute he kept his eyes on the paper. When
he raised his head and looked at his wife,
his face was as pale as her own, but there
was no humiliation in it.

“So this is what you have had against
me ever since the beginning of our wed-
ding trip?” Now his voice was cold and
relentless. “You knew me as little as that,
and yet you married me. Why, if your
own hand bore witness to something shame-
ful against you, Shirley, do you think that
I would believe it, rather than think that
there was some mistake? And would | not
let you give some explanation? That is
what love means to me—trust.”

As he spoke he drew out his memoran-
dum book, and turned to the place from
which he had hastily torn his note to her.
It had not been taken off close to the
binding so there was a narrow strip of pa-
per left in the book. It contained the end-
ing of those three lines which had caused
so much trouble. It was their ending
which Dick was offering her now.

“Read,” he commanded coldly.

“1 will not,” she answered with a sob in
her voice. “You can never forgive me. |
can never forgive myself. But | will not
read—just to prove that | have trust in
you, too, although it comes too late.”

Then, with a sudden cry, she stretched
out her arms to him.

“Oh, you must forgive me,” she cried
piteously. “You can’t condemn me to the
misery of the past long weeks always.”

“And you think it’s fair for you to es-
cape, unpunished for the bitter pain you’ve
been giving me?”

“Wasn’t my
enough, Dick?”

“No.” He drew her to a window, and
made her sit down on its broad, cushioned
seat and then sat down beside her.

“You must pay the penalty | exact; you

suffering, punishment

must read this and
all about it.”
He laid the torn leaf in the book so that

listen while 1| tell you

it matched the lines. Shirley read them
aloud, with a quivering voice:
“You ask me why I’ll not

marry her. Simply be-
cause she is rich.”

“l was writing to my sister about you,”
he explained. “It’s the way | always do—
scribble things to her, just as they come
into my head. Her last letter had accused
me of faint-heartedness. | felt badly over
the thoughts of giving you up and this is all
I could write in reply. | wanted her to
know that your money stood between us.
your money and only that.

“Oh, Dick,” was all that Shirley coul*
say, as she buried her head on his shoulder.

“And then,” he continued, “Doris came
back at me with the unanswerable question
— ‘but what about Shirley—what if she
loves you?’ That settled it, and so— " he
made a helpless, defeated gesture, “and
so, well—here I am.”

When Shirley spoke again her voice was
soft and the love light shone once more in
her pretty blue eyes.

“Let’s write the Harborne Heaths that
our honeymoon is indefinitely prolonged,
Dickey Boy.” It was the old love name for
which Dick had hungered so long.

Dick went to the writing table in the next
room, and returned, in a moment, with a
hastily written note.

“Sorry to turn up our respected noses at
your hospitality, but we can only stop over
a day on the second lap of our wedding
trip. Love is a chronic disease with us.

“Shirley and Dick.”

“And as soon as you’re ready, we’ll take
a trip to the Great Lakes, Little-Girl-Who-
Is-Always-Going-To-Trust-Her-Husband —
where we can have a little peace.”

Muriel Thomas, ’27.

THE HERMIT

The song of the hermit is eager,
Smiting the strings of the heart,

Too sweet for the hour of sorrow:
Youth only may suffer the smart.

The song is beauty striving—
Beauty may not be bound—

Beating the doors of music,
Breaking the bars of sound.



Sombre and dark is the forest;
The sudden yearning note,

Carol of light and rapture,
Will rend the singing throat.

TROY

O long ago in an orchard bower
We made the shadowy past our play:
We haunted the hollow ships for an hour,
And lived in Troy a summer’s day.
I, proud Achilles, scorned thy power,
Thou Hector, prince of the ancient lay.
We stole the poet’s gold for our dower,
But rainbow treasure is soon away.

Fair Helen looked from her lofty tower—

She peeped from wunder a blooming
spray—

fhe Trojans blanched at her beauty’s
flower—

Fie, Rosy-red! woulds’t a world betray?

The petals fell in a drifting shower:
Beware, beware the blossomy way!
We stole the poet’s gold for our dower,

THE COLBIANA

Thou bird, thou song, thou spirit,
Unfading be thy tree,
But I walk no more in the forest—
The roads of the world for me.
Florence E. Dunn.

IN AN ORCHARD

But rainbow treasure is soon away.

Beneath the branches warriors glower;
Freckled Andromache may pray,

By the orchard wall she is fain to cower;
For heroes leap to the bloody fray.

Ladies might weep, and prophets might
lower,
But hector was dauntless, the old stories
say.

We stole the poet’s gold for our dower,
But rainbow treasure is soon away.

O long ago in an orchard bower
We made the shadowy past our play:
We stole the poet’s gold for our dower,
But rainbow treasure is soon away.
Florence E. Dunn.

“CHASTELARD™—SWINBOURNE

An Appreciation.

Since the story is one of Mary Stuart,
the background must of course be either
the French or Scottish court. For his pur-
poses the author has wanted a heroine who
has absolute power, so he has placed her on
her own throne in Scotland. The setting
of the play is in no way responsible for any
of Mary’s motives, but does provide the
queen with excuses for her actions. She
even excuses her loveless marriage to her
cousin Darnley, on the ground that, unpro-
tected in a disapproving land, she needed
some strong support. Disapproving land,
| say, because quite evidently the Scottish
people looked with little favor on the
French court which their queen maintained.

Through the fabric of the play are in-
terwoven two threads: the one, of somber
unrequited love, the other, of flaming,
crimson passion. The first, is the hopeless
devotion of Mary Beaton for her queen’s

lover, Chastelard—the other, the consum-
ing passion Chastelard bears for Mary
Stuart, a passion so strong that he remains
in Scotland while his kinsmen are strug-
gling and dying without his assistance.
The somber thread of Mary Beaton’s
story begins to unravel in the first scene,
as she sings a melancholy love song, and
continues through to the very end. At
Chastelard’s execution, when the crowd
cries, “So perish all traitors of the Queen,”

— Mary Beaton in all her bitterness and
remorse, crys out, “So perish the queen
some day.”

Although the play bears the name of

Chastelard, (and truly it is his fate \ve are
concerned with) yet the queen seems to be
the central figure most of the time. Per-

haps it is( fitting that it should be thus,
however, for certainly the queen was all of
life for Chastelard, and sadly enough,
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death too.

Chastelard represented the
French chivalry, and
knew to be dangerous. But our admiration
foir' him is most aroused by his chivalric
treatment ot> Mary Beaton after she had
impetuously caught him in a trap that
might as well have been the hangman’s
noose. Besides the knight, there was much
of the poet and philosopher in Chastelard’s
nature. His bitter-sweet philosophy of love
is shown in these lines referring to the
queen:

“l1 know her ways of loving, all of them;

A sweet, soft way the first is; afterward

It burns and bites like fire; the end of that

Charred dust, and eyelids bitten through
with smoke.”

To analyze Chastelard’s

flower of
loved with a love he

character and

heart, or even to pierce its superficialities is
difficult. For in her we are dealing with a
woman practiced in the art of deceit,
learned in two courts, and a woman con-
sidered one of the most fascinating in his-
tory. It is not because she was a creature
of impulses that she is hard to understand,
but rather it is difficult to conceive how
greatly her life was ruled by selfishness—
a selfishness so great that she could not
bear that any man should love another
than herself. She said:

“l would sometimes that all things were
dead asleep that | have loved—"

And what she willed she did, and so we
have Chastelard laying his head upon the
block, because Mary in her arrogance had
said,

“It were convenient one of us should

devotion is comparatively easy, but to at- die.”
tempt to fathom the depth of Mary Stuart’s Betty E. Alden, ’27.
GLIMPSES

Fragrance of drenched magnolia—

Green of lawns a-glint with springtime
rains—

A winding, drifting, cherry-bordered path
— kindly Lincoln—

White-crossed,

peaceful
soldier dead,

Where North and South meet equally to
tribute pay;

resting place of

A friendly city— Washington.

Marian Johnson, ’25.

YOUR AVENUE

The future lies before you like an endless
avenue.

Its turns and twists and hillocks are made
of the things you’ll do.

You can see its heights of glory,
low-land filled with tears,

As your highway ever lengthens by the
swiftly passing years.

and its

Oh, your dreams are strange and many
while your hopes are unsurpassed;
And you must not think that failure may
be waiting at the last,
For your faith upon the victory is what
makes the game worth while;
what fills the heart with pleasure
down the rocky, stretching mile.

Tis

You may read, and talk, and ponder, but I
think you’ll say with me

it’s mostly up to you what
avenue shall be.

That your

Now if you get dissatisfied or fret at your
position

You’re going to make your future a less
cheerful proposition.

But if you just keep smiling, while you do
your very best,

I think that Fate will willingly take care of
all the rest,

Till your highway goes a-climbing up its
last stupendous hill,

And you look off in the distance to a future
brighter still.

Vera E. Fellows, ’27.
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THE FATEFUL LOCKET

The passage thus far had been a stormy
one. The passengers on the liner “King
George” because of the cold, drizzling rain
and the rocking-horse motion of the boat,
were bored with themselves and with their
fellow sufferers and consequently were ir-
ritable and unhappy.

One young man who appeared on deck,
with a pale, worried face, looked especially
miserable. And no wonder, for in his cabin
were a sick wife and two whimpering
babies. He was experiencing his first ocean
passage, and he was going to some “incon-
venient hole” to try to uplift the “ungrate-
ful heathen.” Of course he didn’t usually
regard the matter in such an un-Christian-
like attitude, but today he was unhappy
and bitter.

The day passed, as had the others pre-
ceding it, in flurried squalls of stinging
rain, and with the approach of darkness the
wind increased in fury, driving even the
most courageous passengers from the
decks to the warmth and light of the sa-
lon below. The gale outside roared and
shrieked with renewed force, and the
mountainous rollers, breaking against the
ship’s side, drenched the decks and flung
salt spray high over the smokestacks.

The passengers— at least all who were not
too sick to care what happened—clung to-
gether in frightened groups and began to
whisper of life-belts and life-boats. By
midnight however, the gale had died away
leaving in its place, what was still more to
be dreaded, an impenetrable blanket of
thick, white fog. The ship, tossed out of
its course by the storm, was now like a
blind animal uncertainly feeling its way
towards the blank wall which enclosed it,
shutting out all sights and sounds of the
usual world in which it moved.

The passengers, however, aware only
that the terrible pitching and rolling had
subsided, felt more secure and many began
to recover miraculously from their attacks
of mal de mer. Comparative peace reigned
in cabin and stateroom for several hours,
while the officers on the bridge peered anx-
iously ahead into the fog, which lifted
tantalizingly now and then to reveal
glimpses of gray water, and then shut down
again thicker and whiter than before.

Then in the stillness came the crash, the
sudden shock of steam propelled wood and
steel on hidden rocks, the screams of wo-
men and the wild confusion of panic-strick-
en passengers.

The young missionary with his wife and
babies clasped closely to him, pushed his
way resolutely through the mob of strug-
gling men and women to the ship’s side,
where boats were being loaded with women
and children and lowered as swiftly as
safety permitted.

He reached the first one just as it swung
slowly over the side of the ship. His wife
with one of the boys had struggled frantic-
ally to an already ladened boat and had
thrust her child into the arms of a woman
who had obtained a place in it. The father,
seeing her action and realizing that the only
hope that remained was to save the chil-
dren, hesitated only for one despairing
moment, then tossed his son to outstretched
arms in the boat below. For an agonized
instant he watched until the white bundle
was safely caught and held, then he turned
back to his wife.

As the lifeboats drew away, the stricken
vessel plunged suddenly, nose downward,
and slipped quickly out of sight, while the
survivors watched in tragic silence with a
horrified fascination which remained un-
broken until all signs of the ship had en-
tirely disappeared.

* * * * * * *

It was a glorious morning in early June,
and from the tennis courts at the rear of
the Cranston home came the sounds of
clear, young voices engaged, apparently in
a rather spirited yet half-laughing argu-
ment as to whether the last ball had been
“on the tape or out.”

Mrs. Cranston, going over her list of en-
gagements for the day, smiled complacently
to herself as the sounds floated in through
the open windows of the sunny living-room,
in which she sat. After another considera-
tion of her note-book, she rose and going
out to the porch, called in the direction of
the voices which, by this time, had settled

their disagreement and were peacefully
calling off the scores. In a moment the
players, flushed and happy, appeared

through the shrubbery.
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What a pair they were! These two
young creatures, radiant with health and
activity, overflowing with the love of life

and of each other. The girl, slim and quick,
her dusky hair framing an adorably piquant
face and forming a suitable background for
a pair of unusually expressive eyes; the
boy, tall and lithe, with well-cut features
and an irresistable smile.

“Will you take this note to Mrs. Carter
for me, Dick?” she asked. At their eager
assent she smiled, then added sternly, “You
simply must be back by half-past two, you
both have to go to the Bailey’s lawn party
this afternoon you know.”

She realized from experience that a five

mile run into the country might very well
lengthen itself into a half day’s trip, if
these iiresponsible youngsters followed

their own impulses in the matter.

Little deceived by her sternness, they
dashed gayly off to the garage and soon
swept out of ihe driveway in the boy’s low
racer, waving laughing farewells to the
woman who stood watching their departure
with loving piide shining in her eyes.

And well she might be proud, though to-
day her happy thoughts were mingled with
sad memories, for this was the anniversary
of one of the most momentous and tragic
days of her life. Twenty-three years ago
today she had lost her husband and received
the baby boy who had now come to mean
life itself to her.

The events of that night and of the
weeks that followed were imprinted, with
photographic clarity, on her brain and

aroused by memory, now passed in rapid
procession before her. The terrible knowl-
edge that the ship was wrecked and sink-
ing; the mad struggle for life-boats; she
herself, half unconscious, placed in an al-
ready laden boat; her struggle to rejoin
her husband for whom there was no room;
restraining hands and the downward mo-
tion of the boat; then a frantic face at the
rail just above her; a soft white bundle
thrust wildly into her unresisting arms,
and a voice which implored— “Only take
my baby;” then the cold, heart-breaking
hours of drifting; a rescuing ship; warmth,
food, and blissful oblivion. Oh! how well
she remembered what a comfort the child
had been to her in the days that followed;

how its tiny hands had seemed to entwine
themselves in her very heart strings; then
the home-coming to a desolate house; the
investigations as to any claims for the
child, the only clue to its identity being a
tiny locket with the pictures of two babies
marvelously alike; the adoption; and finally
the settling back into the old routine which
had been so disiupted. Her husband’s for-

tune, well invested, had given very com-
fortable returns and she had lavished on
the boy all the advantages and love of

which she was capable. And now, his col-
lege education completed, this fine, manly
son of her’s had recently added the final
drop of happiness to her cup, by announc-
ing his engagement to this charming girl,
eminently fitted to be his wife. During the
past year, he had entered political circles
under the guidance of his future father-in-
law and, successful in this as in everything,
was fast becoming a well known and pop-
ular figure. Yes, he was indeed a son to
glory in,, and as the mother turned to re-
enter the house, her eyes filled suddenly
with happy tears and she breathed a silent
prayer of thankfulness that she should be
so blessed.

On this same beautiful day in June, ex-
citement was running very high in the city
of Westfield.

Heavy, black newspaper type proclaimed
loudly that the robbery was the “most dar-
ing and mystifying of any pulled off within
the year. The police of course, had sev-
eral valuable clues which were not to be
disclosed as yet but which would undoubt-
edly lead to the speedy apprehension of the
thief.”

Robert Falmouth upon reading these
words flung the paper from him with a dis-
gusted toss and smiled disagreeably. “Of

course they always have valuable clues,”
he muttered amusedly to himself, and
turned his thoughts to more important

things.

Falmouth was considered a very hand-
some man, and indeed he was. If his well-
formed mouth curved cynically now and
then, or his eyes gleamed with sudden
malignity, what of that? There were few
who noticed and less who cared.

As he stood in his rather luxurious hotel
room, he certainly seemed nothing more
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sinister than a rather sardonic young man
of the world, but if the tiuth were known
he was one of the cleverist and most audac-
ious thieves in the country, as the police of
various cities, which he had visited with
disastrous results, could testify.

Under his mask of smiling impertubabil-
ity, Robert Falmouth hated the world and
everybody in it—hated them with an in-
tense hatred bied of long years of abuse
and neglect at the hands of humanity in
general. He had determined to wring from
the world restitution for his miserable
childhood and destroyed youth, and he
could find no swifter or more effective way
than that which he had taken up.

Indeed his attitude was not to be won-
dered at. Placed in a particularly poor or-
phan asylum as a baby, he had giown up in
the cheerless, institutional atmosphere. Sup-
pressed and ignored, he had suffered as only
such a brilliant, responsive child could suf-
fer. From here, he had run away when only

a lad. Unexpeiienced and at the mercy of
older companions he had soon become a
member of a “gang.” Memory of these

years was too painful to recall, but from
the squalor, cruelty and fear of that exist-
ence, he had risen slowly but surely, by
reason of his active brain and fine person-
ality to a position far above his former as-
sociates. He looked and acted like a gen-
tleman; his jobs were done with speed and
efficiency and he left no clues.

His next job was out of the usual nature
of events. It would net him no profit, al-
though there were several good hauls in
the neighborhood. He was obtaining a pa-
per, whose contents he did not know, but
which he judged was important from the
repeated commands for care which he had
received. They had told him it was a tick-
lish job and he was doing it more to demon-
strate his skill than for any material gain.
Well, he must begin to pack—the train left
at 10.45 and if he missed it, he wouldn’t
have any time to look over his territory.

The night was perfect for his project—no
moon and windy. He had gone skillfully
through two neighboring houses collecting
all the loose money, a few trinkets, lock-
ets, brooches, and rings, and now the real
task of the evening lay before him. He

had no difficulty in entering and with the
aid of his tiny light, showing him the ar-
rangement of the rooms he had soon lo-
cated the wall safe.

He had secured the desired paper and
was about to close the safe when a sud-
den, queer sensation, a sixth sense perhaps,
warned him and he wheeled quickly to con-
front a girl with wide stupifying eyes, star-
ing at him with such horrified amazement
that he was held motionless for a moment.
They must have made some sound however
for he heard the pad-pad of slippers on the
staiis and saw a portly old gentleman, his
face a picture of surprise and consterna-
tion, descending the stairs as fast as his
voluminous bathrobe would permit.

Falmouth, not waiting to see more, made
a hasty exit and was surprised that no alarm
was raised in the house behind him.

There was a good reason for that, how-
ever. The girl, seeming powerless to move,
only stared at her father in silence as he
hastily ascertained what was missing, then:

“Father did you see him?” she asked
whisperingly.

“Of course | saw him,” exploded the old
gentleman. “I’'m sure | don’t know what
the young scoundrel’s doing, but he’s got
away with the last paper on earth I’d want
to lose. If it’s a joke it’s a mighty poor
one, and if it isn’t— " the rest of his sen-
tence trailed off into silence.

The girl laughed, rather hysterically it is
true, but she said confidently enough, “It
must have been Dick. You saw him and
I saw him and of course it’s some kind of a
joke or a wager. We’ll know all about it in
the morning.”

Meanwhile Robert Falmouth was making
his way nonchalantly to his hotel where,
once in his room, he began to examine his
collection; several hundred dollars in bills,
some good rings, a diamond bar pin, then
—slowly his eyes focused on a little old-
fashioned locket, quaintly carved. He
reached for it wonderingly, then half laugh-
ing at himself murmured, “There’s probably
a thousand like it anyway.” He opened it
with a quick snap but his laugh soon faded
and he gazed spellbound at the contents of
the locket—two innocent baby faces exact-
ly alike, feature for feature. Deftly he
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reached inside his shirt and pulled from
around his neck, the one remaining token
of his babyhood, the good luck talisman
which he always wore. It was the counter-
part of the locket which lay on the table
before him. From each the same Dbaby
faces looked up into his.

Far into the night, Falmouth sat silently
before the two lockets, imagining, ponder-
ing. When he finally rose his face had
softened, and in his eyes lay an expression
of tenderness which had never been there
before.

During the next two days he reconnoit-
ered carefully in the neighborhood of the
houses which he had robbed, but although
there seemed a pervading air of excitement
he discovered nothing to enlighten him
further.

On the morning of the third day, how-
ever, the newspapers came out with the en-
tire story and a picture of the “suspected
party.” Falmouth saw his own face staring
out at him— the same nose, the same chin—
exactly alike. He knew then what he had
half feared, half hoped for some time.

His companion of the miniature was un-
doubtedly his twin brother. He was alive,
and being held for the crime which he him-
self had committed.

The whole story was there in lurid print;
the valuable secret paper entrusted to Mr.
Mansfield for safe keeping; the robbery;
recognition of his daughter’s fiance; his
refusal to believe the boy guilty; and final-
ly prosecution by the owners of the docu-
ment and the preliminary trial to be held
the following day.

Robert Falmouth could well visualize the
events transpiring in the two homes be-
tween the night of the robbery and the
final exposure; the accusations, denials,
tears, and entreaties. He saw again the
beautiful, startled face of the girl his
brother was to marry.

“Well, he expected it was up to him to
right things.” He smiled his old cynical

smile. “It was just his luck. But then he
might as well, end up by cashing in for
somebody else’s good as his own.” Then
too, the man was his brother and even if
he had never known him, he felt a strange,
yet not so strange, deep love for him,
though he realized the impossibility of fu-
ture association between them.

“Well, he guessed he could give them
one surprise and hand the stupid police the
greatest jolt of their lives.”

He made a few simple preparations and
then, “Let’s go!” he said aloud and
slamming the door of his apartment behind
him he went jauntily down the stairs,
whistling a gay, half-wistful, little tune.

Again the newspapers, on the following
morning, fairly shouted their news, in bold,
black type, to the passers-by. It was a
sensational story. All the events leading
up to it had been sensational and the final
chapter was the most unusual of all.

Breaking his way through the guards at
the courtroom, there had come, apparently,
the ghost of the prisoner in the witness
box. There had been a sudden, tense si-
lence— then disclosure. The ghost had be-
gun to speak in a very human voice.

As Falmouth listed his crimes and always
his escapes, the faces of the magistrates
and officers grew gradually intelligent,
then darkened with anger. The final sent-
ence, “lI am the man you want,” was a sig-
nal for pandemonium to be let loose— such
an uproar and disturbance as that staid old
court room had never before witnessed.

Suddenly there was a shot and as the
crowd fell apart, Falmouth made one final
dash for freedom. Instantly there were sev-
eral answering shots, and when the smoke
had cleared away and the crowd Dbeen
forced back, there he lay, face upward, a
half smile on his lips, and the tiny locket
clutched in his hand matching the one which
lay over his heart— mute testimony of why
he had made the sacrifice.

Caroline Heald, ’27.

JUST VIOLETS

A regal tree—the elm,
From monstrous gnarled roots
And time-scarred trunk,

To green and crested top;
Fantastic dancing limbs
So supple in the breeze,
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And always reaching up
To search the secrets of the clouds.

Far ’neath this monarch tall—

A patch of violets,

All Quaker-like in mien;
In dainty purple bonnets decked,
Drink in the evening dew;

Not haunts for songsters gay

But to all insects—friends;

COLBIANA

The lowly comforters of man.

The world admires the great.
Rich bounties are in store
For those who wait their turn;
And all must pay the price.
Yet common folks there are
Who do the homely tasks,
Though they reach not the skies,
In self-appointed goal lies fame.
Mildred E. Briggs, ’25.

ACHIEVEMENT

| stand upon the summit of the hill,
Defying every storm and gale,

What matter if beyond there lies
The deep, vague mystery of a vale?

It is enough that for today | stand

Undaunted, armed with Youth’s great
shield;

Health is my scabbard, Right and Truth my
sword,

Before which every foe must yield.

To right earth’s wrongs; to bring the dark
to light!

The old world laughs; they, too, have

thought to tread
This path, but left the field. They saw
The vale, but not the hill ahead.

The hill ahead! the hard, high hill—
And every summit shows below

Another vale, dim, shadowy. Through this
The strong and weak alike must go.

I stand upon the summit of the hill,

Strong in the strength of Youth and
gaze,

Wondering how, in the fray ahead, | can
leave

This great world better for my days?
Mollie R. Seltzer, ’26.
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EDITORIALS

Another college year is fast drawing to
a close and soon we must bid farewell to
those friends and co-workers whom the past
one, two and three years have brought us—
the class of ’24. It is not without feelings
of sadness and regret that we see broken
those ties which have bound us together
with ever increasing strength each year.
But we cannot say that we would wish you
to remain within the narrow limits of these
college walls knowing as we do of the
broad fields beyond, waiting with tasks
that challenge your greatest skill and nob-
lest endeavors. Your college days are al-
most over but rejoice that your education
is only commencing. May each year add a
richer store of knowledge and experience
to that which you have begun at Colby.
Seniors, we wish you success, and may you
ever feel the joy and satisfaction that
comes only with the knowledge of a chosen
task well done! Bon Voyage!

Do you believe that we have too many
accessory functions at Colby? Or haven’t

you had time to think about it at all?

The great cry of we Argericans is for effi-
ciency— the present organization of our in-
dustrial life makes that the very prerequis-
ite of all activity. But the essence of effi-
ciency is not gained by scattered effort and
divided energy. To “make a go” of a thing
demands the whole strength of body, of
heart, of soul. In how many affairs are
we obtaining the results we wish for? To
how many affairs are we giving all that is
in us?

It is deplorable to have the energies of a
girl shackled down in some unnecessary of-
fice, as president or vice president, or sub-
sidiary officer of an organization that merely
exists because it has not life enough to dis-
organize.

Women of Colby, are you thinking of
any function or society that is not adding
to the growth of our lives? We are too
busy to afford to fritter way our time with
accessories that are benefiting nobody. In
this age of specialization we must not at-
tempt to branch out in all directions. A
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“general education” is quite different from
a “general vocation composed of avoca-
tions.”

Why not think about our organizations
at Colby— are they worth our efforts? Are
they able to survive? Why not?

“And what is so rare as a day in June?
Then if ever come perfect days.”
So say we all!

Now that the end of the college year is
so near, let us stop a moment and consider
just what we have made it. Have we al-
ways tried to show genuine Colby spirit?
Have we supported the Y. W. C. A. meet-
ings and those of the Literary Society? At

the games and athletic meets, have we sup-
ported our class teams to the best of our abil-
ity? Have we tried to obey the house rules
or have we tried to evade them in every
way possible? Let us ask ourselves these
questions and others which may suggest
themselves. The way in which we answer
them will be indicative of our success or
failure as a true Colby girl. If we have
made the year a success, let us continue
in the same way; if we find ourselves to
have failed let us remember that there is
another year coming and with it a chance
to do better.

The COLBIANA wishes all of its readers
a pleasant vacation.

CROSS SECTIONS OF Y. W. LIFE

Sherwood Eddy’s visit March 14-16 was
followed by a series of discussion groups

carried on by the individual classes. Prob-
lems treated were based on Mr. Eddy’s
book “Facing The Crisis,” which included

social, international, and religious ques-
tions.
April 8. At this time Leota Schoff gave

an enlightening talk on missionary work
in the Eastern Field, showing the territory
covered by Colby missionaries by means of
a map with streamers and tags. Incidents
were cited from the life of George Dana
Boardman, one of Colby’s first graduates
and her pioneer missionary. At the pres-
ent time Burma has the largest number of
Colby missionaries.

April 15. An election of student gov-
ernment officers took the place of the regu-
lar weekly meeting.

April 22. Members of the old cabinet
gave reports on the events of the past year.

April 29. The Y. W. Banquet was held

in the dining room. Both old and new
cabinets sat in a body at the Senior tables.
Speeches were made by Anna Erickson, the
retiring president, Marjorie Everingham,

her successor, Ervena Goodale, Mrs. N. E.
Wheeler, and Dean Runnals. Miss Dunn
proved a witty and interesting toastmis-

Immediately after dinner the new
installed in the as-

tress.
cabinet members were
sembly room.

May 6. Julia Mayo presided at a meet-
ing in charge of the Freshmen. The topic
was “Working Girls.” It was illustrated by
readings from the personal experiences of
a woman who voluntarily became a working
girl in order to get sympathetic understand-
ing of their problems and desires.

May 13. A Maqua rally was held in the
dining room. Sports and incidents of camp
life were related by Nellie Pottle, Marjorie

Everingham, Anna Erickson, Ethel Har-
mon, and Ruth Allen.
The officers for the ensuing year are:
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President, Irma Davis; Secretary and Treas-
urer, Marian Rowe.

This evening Nellie Pottle gave a report
of the convention in New York, April 28-
May 6. Girls represented there were from
the student, industrial and business classes.
There were separate assemblies in which
the common aim was a friendly understand-
ing among the groups. Two significant ex-
pressions were “Break down the barriers to

Dear Frances:—

My part of the Round Robin letter I am
afraid will seem more like a newspaper clip-
ping) than a letter for it has been three
months since | last wrote you. These are
the items which | think will be of most in-
terest to you:

Dean Runnals went to the American As-
sociation of University Women Convention
which was held April 21-25 at Washington,
D. C. .

The Literary Society has had five meet-
ings since Easter.

1. Miss Dunn spoke concerning Robert
Frost.

2. Prof. Hunt told about “The Psycholo-
gical Effect of Modern Fiction on the Read-
ing Public.”

3. John Masefield was the subject of a
general discussion at the next meeting.

4. Only Seniors attended the fourth
meeting which was held in Foss Hall li-
brary. Each one present brought the titles
of three important books and then ensued
a two hours discussion after which coffee
and mints were served.

5. At the last meeting the following of-
ficers were installed: Louise Cates, Presi-
dent; Evelyn Gilmore, vice president;
Agnes Osgood, secretary; Ruth Fifield,
treasurer, and Doris Sanborn, sergeant-at-
arms.

The annual Coburn Prize Speaking con-

deep thinking” and “Widen the reach of
your love.”
May 20. This was Senior night. A mus-

ical selection was given t"y Grace Fox ac-
companied by Marion Brown and Helen
Pratt. Marion Cummings gave poetic ex-
cerpts from Browning’s “Saul,” afterwards
asking other members for favorite poems
and songs.

test was held at the Chapel, May 15. The
first and second prizes were divided be-
tween Anna Erickson and Mary Gordon
while the third and fourth prizes were di-
vided between Ervena Goodale and Bar-
bara Whitney. The speeches were inter-
spersed by fine musical selections rendered
by the College Women’s Orchestra.

The Hamlin Prize Speaking contest was
held at the Chapel, Friday evening, May
23. The first prize of ten dollars was won
by Barbara Whitney and the second prize
of five dollars was won by ldora Beatty.

The Junior members of Kappa Alpha are
as follows: Eva Alley, Elsie Bishop, Louise
Cates, Claire Crosby, Alta Doe, Marjorie
Everingham, Viola Jodrey, Marion Johnson,
Marion Merriam, Leota Schoff, Ellen Smith
and Marjorie Sterling.

The Senior women chosen to give Class
parts on Senior Day are: Mary Gordon,
“Address to Undergraduates” and Anna
Erickson, “Awarding of Honors.” The Ode
committee consists of Hilda Worthen, Celia
Clary and Katrina Hedman.

The following are the new members of
Chi Gamma Theta: Jean Cadwallader,
Louise Chapman, Marguerite Chase, Bar-
bara Fife, Harriet Fletcher, Lee Hall, Phyl-
lis Ham, Mary Holland, Esther Knudson,
Mildred McCann, Alice Rogers, Helen
Stone, Ruth Viles and Erna Wolfe.

The annual Ilvy Day of the Women’s di-
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vision was held Saturday, May 24 at Foss
Hall. The afternoon program was opened
by an “Address of Welcome™ given by Mary
Gordon after which a pageant, “A Masque
of the Woodlands" was presented. Imme-
diately following the pageant the lvy Day
exercises were held consisting of: Proces-
sional March by all the classes, planting of
the lvy by the Senior class, presentation of
the trowel by Marion Drisko, ’24, and the
acceptance by Amy Robinson, ’25. In the
evening the Junior class presented the
Shakespearean play “A Midsummer Night’s
Dream."

The women’s division gave its annual
Glee club concert at the Junior High school
on May 9, under the able direction of Miss
Grace Fox, ’24. The concert was one of
the best that has been given. A new feat-
ure was the orchestra which Miss Fox has
been directing.

The annual gymnasium meet was held
April 12, in the men’s gymnasium. Num-
HidiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiimwiTaiiiiinaiaaaniaaimiN i

ALUMNAE

erals and arm-bands were awarded at this
time to those who had earned them.

Elsie Bishop represented the Colby wo-
men at a Student Government convention,
consisting of delegates from the smaller
New England colleges, and held at Rhode
Island State college the last of April. Colby
has voted to become a member of a league
including these smaller colleges.

The Aroostook club has initiated the fol-
lowing new members: Elizabeth Watson of
Houlton; Frances Bragdon of Ashland;
Vina McGary of Houlton; Helen Harmon of
Caribou; Ardelle Chase of Houlton; Helen
Mitchell of Houlton; and Betsy Ringdall of
New Sweden.

Wishing you a pleasant vacation,

Your Sister in Colby.

P. S.—Since writing the above, | have
heard that the Beta Chi Theta, a local sor-
ority, has been granted formal recognition
by the Panhellenic Council.

1

ST AT T ST T et e et e R T

Grace Wells Thompson, ex-’15, has been

elected a member of the school board
of Waterville.
Mrs. Eva Macomber Keyes, ’13, of Jay

has a son born the last of April.

Many friends mourn the passing away of
Mary Tourtilotte, ’109.

Mrs. Mildred Smiley Wing, ex-’22 has a
little daughter, Muriel.

Mrs. Bertha Gilliat Moore, 22, of Hart-
land has a little girl, Margaret Ellen.

Mrs. Clara Wightman Goodwin, ’22, of
Wells has a little daughter, Virginia.

Leonette Warburton, ’23, will again take

up her work with the Swarthmore Chautau-
qua this summer.

Mary Warren, 23, has been elected sec-
retary of the local branch of the American
Association of University Women.

The marriage of Lena G. Cooley, ex-’25,
and Leonard W. Mayo, ’22, will take place
sometime during the summer.

The marriage of Margaret E. Turner, 24,
and Malcolm Howe will take place June 24,
at Stonington, Me.

Mary Eastman, ex-'24, has returned from
California.
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Dutchy: What case is that?
Dumbell: Accusative gender.
Prof.: Never use a preposition to end a

sentence with.

Miss S., reading from “Hamlet:” “The
king shall drink to Hamlet’s better health,

and in the cup an onion (union) shall he
throw.”

Dr. Libby, imitating Miss H.: “Who is
this, Miss Smith?”

Miss Smith: “You.”

Prof. Perkins, pointing to a phosphores-

cent fish: “Now these two little fish are con-
siderably “lit up.””

Soph.: “Why does a stork stand on one
foot?”

Fresh: “I’ll bite, why does he?”

Soph.: “If he’d lift the other foot,
fall down.”

he’d
— Chaparral.

Judge: “This lady says you tried to speak
to her at the station.”

Student: “It was a mistake. | was look-
ing for my roommate’s girl, whom | had
never seen before, but who’d been de-
scribed to me as a handsome Dblond with
classic features, fine complexion, perfect

figure, beautifully dressed, and—"”
Witness: “l don’t care to prosecute the
gentleman. Anyone might have made the
same mistake.”
— Punch Bowl.

MODERNISM.

Two little girls, coming from Sunday
school, where reference had been made to
his Satanic majesty, were discussing the
lesson.

“Do you believe there is a devil?” asked
one.

“No,” said the other, “it’s just like Santa
Claus; it’s your father.”

—Epworth Herald.

In the motion picture *“Robin Hood,”
Lady Marian desires to send a message to
the Earl of Huntington and chooses Little
John to act as her messenger. She presents
John with a scroll which is protected by
what seems to be a black case or tube.

As she handed it over, a small boy in the
audience asked his mother what it was.

“That’s a flashlight,” she answered in a
loud whisper.

“Don’t show your ignorance, Mary,”
said her husband. “They didn’t have flash-
lights in those days. That’s a thermos bot-
tle.”

— American Legion Weekly.



NmMmo

™
3m/|.t

(-
0< ®
mmELo

i? 9|
n Ort
o "Crt

>3si*
W3 » >

(o]

oo o mus >

ot on 1BV . oqa_ﬂ

oRQ oommms
Seh hin Sook
Now Do Ow o ol fr
BOx & Om>e

Mo om T Ao

s o B&o

3a_w,m.xo d
ol moe F oX
oOmm £ 08§01 &

<o Rese® O
Ziv oBm O o

OnQQ_us.w,
&g O
el oL
%mwn I " w oK
Smoll m
@ STy m
e 8

ORmmME

& 8
o
s O

oM £

ot o
ot &

B dro5e
Boygl 00
w Mrsmm
B e
I

< B
SFm

SENIOR GIRLS’ STATISTICS

MVOT L& 3MZmX

® ol o Gsotio o <

a3 <

0 Tar odocEEm <@
O oo sov 85 .8 S0
. YO M®
Sk 2 Kk Sw 0 <
IZ® < wa% <oM @ _
t
00 Som Eof
¢ HBo EmsE
o MM
£ mha o\
S oo @Q
..—m Ownm Em E
OLmesy )
<A OEO-lO0ee
04 0 ¢
0>
Iog o £ dm Heowe
oMt Omdit
xvem EO T move mo g
O Yrum
y ! = @0
X T <

-
Of _O_JR_v oM

B 8 2 02

¢ < me
oV s QotB L0 Tow
C on o
ort |
o M
MaOo.sD
RO 0 0¢ <
Ot SEON Y. i
U na@ 51 2 oo o€ oRke
g '™ £
n BNovyos
£r GoR o neotOf
£ o Om ok
mmmmm A _3m\u
< £8 M 0N
Ko<, Om
O_O.nn_
X m.m )
oM a Po

Fovor Pwge @0

ool o 500V Om

VovTeR* oo =

X £3R 00 Mt Bom Roc

O vBR O 0E  KRood o DMor

Ocfh R ¥R

Setpd 0 5mE om 0E of
e

Xe o ¢ wl

xMs moA s

3 0w

00 o s O NMRE 3o e

ot BmgEom ¥ £ 0t

< l_ns%\_

> Ao D.30A =

_O.RSFAMJHQ mw
il 8

anms £t

Vo

re,
a
m

3 ej-L Tofa

*

L VI
1
wov B ook ™

o noe & ek
230808 R vot to 0
mg8 O <t o) £
=0eme o« o
avwownﬁ_m 5* I Bo. ¥ N
o 2 "B oake €
M wnm :zn0o a 5&
m. 0 VY oEiko

B Qe
<ol::  WOwo
nQ bv «¥ehe

ROO
2.93"
3

« a

.-2 1133
2

we ®o Gk

ZBR5E - A IER
iqO 2

a3d3a>=>"""rt-L
3J5 ago 1

ttkK O O

0
k3

™R BoG o

e

s 0o &1 O3S Ems0 o

TaEoN®m <¥ O mm o o20t8
OLgnf Lo osm

Somd @ mo3N

Sut. & R ®irmB0 mneOms

@%nOa&,on
-z @
o n88 R 8
N < 2o< 8
nR Fo o.3n._ mo +3
YO0 of 008t ¢B Avemoe

wNEoE Mwme

Owb o oODm 3oc
~0 g BRin
NO O Re om
0 SN )
oot wf@ Oo
Sot ,08 £ 35
B5Rer wmg O 6T ™
b3.ﬂM<n3mo £l tmDo ¢
TomBotce o 0L8e e
dO@ Rapr cc
AR«
NOS 8 LS o octd
To &_QM,AC,_ o g o O Lo
<maEOn R ofs #m B8
ol e o .On' m8
Oo nwe u ..h_mb
A< E lo twate B¢
" ol
NEEB R S
ZOW@O_o/oO £0a o mmt
0
B v =
00 o m>Etc
Boon R
o B Lse 5
oo (=<7 Que &2

vﬁﬂrd%m S oo
Ig8m OBom y
Io 6c ool » =2 VL op
IO 5e Oimdn ™ mdl 7o £d
d .te 02 Boo A,msw. (]
To M wns® SEmm
To 5 <289 Pa Mnnme
TO Ot Boe Lemcine
To 8@
To G
To o2 8edOm LMB8 o e&
Om '£30m Bt
To Pwo 8l |
Io o =
To < mn A I O b
Ocs 8 NS
IO £Mool BOER
[}
Io 3 HE %
IO g oM osq3m02 o
w320 0% OG5 gw Bo
Io 6B 2 ®2< 5wh '
HO &w o< v A2
Io Bh_oTn o s ow
I0 £ 28 B-«< —t
IO ® Mmoot £ to 8 -50mBt
Io £oo<c 0 X
Io Ro "0t mOct 2hhmm Omot
™V
IO @0 ok < @ @ R wdynNme
IO R 1.8 rne 30 ose || ¢
%37% m €8 chos M
Io oSt :
Io t& Boalect <
Io ‘unoﬂmmnma o £ et £0® dos
Io mm-dg =
IOt = v  Omes
To tda Bt oo
Ioe Y
Io 8 me



THE COLBIANA

Tel. 338-R

Karekin’s Studio

FILMS DEVELOPED
and PRINTED

Corner Mam and Temple Sts.

SPECIALTY SHOE STORE

bantHevpr
— olloe
The Elnwood,

TRY

Hager’s

113 Main Street

S. E. Whitcomb Co,

FINE GROCERIES
MEATS, FISH
Provisions of all kinds

Service and Quality unexcelled

Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St.

J. E. Hersom H. P. Bonsall
Hersom & Bonsall
CASH GROCERS

The Place to Trade
We sell for cash only. Orders of $1.50

delivered.
Waterville, Me. Augusta Me.
170 Main St. 174 W ater St.
Tel. 188 Tel. 670

Home Dairy Company

DAIRY PRODUCTS our specialty

Service our Motto

52 Temple Street

Waterville Maine

The
Ticonic

N ational B ank

OFFERS

A COMPLETE BANKING
SERVICE
conducted under the direct
supervision of the

UNITED STATES
GOVERNMENT

109 Years Continuous Business

Waterville, Maine
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Coburn Classical Institute
Waterville, Maine

Coburn is a well located, well equipped school tor boys and girls.
It prepares thoroughly for Colby and for other colleges.

The faculty is composed of well trained and experienced teachers.
The courses are thorough and well arranged.

The Household Arts department is complete. Coburn musical courses
are unexcelled. The Library and Laboratory 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-
petent directors.

Coburn is a thorough, progressive Christian School.
For Catalogue write the Principal.

DREW T. HARTHORN.

COLBY

Walerrille, Maine

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

For Catalogue, address
A. J. ROBERTS, President

Waterville, Maine
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YOU CAN ALWAYS GET THE
VERY LATEST STYLES
IN

LADIES’ GARMENTS

at

Markson Brothers

43-47 Main Street

WATERVILLE, MAINE

Compliments of

Larkin Drug Company

Main St., Waterviile

The Little Gift Shop

The Place Where Things are
Different
56 Temple Street

NELLIE K. CLARK

E. L.

S M

CANTILEVERS
AT THE

Gallert Shoe Store

51 Main Street

Agents for Dorothy Dodd Shoes
Gold Seal and Shawmut Rubbers

TEA COFI'EE

GRAND UNION™ TEA  COMPANY

117 Main St., Waterviile, Me.
GROCERIES CANDY

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

M M Small, M D.

Professional Building
Practice limited to diseases of the Eye

SUPERB GIFTS FOR ALL
SEASONS
The Store of Quality
FINE STATIONERY

F. A. Harriman

98 Main Street
JEWELER AND OPTICIAN

ITH

SHOE AND RUBBER REPAIRING

TEL. 305-M.

Miss Carrie C. Stemetz

MILLINERY, CORSETS AND
WAISTS
Underwear, Hosiery, Sweaters and
Neckwear
86 Main St., Waterviile, Me.

57 Temple St., Waterviile, Me.
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Compliments of

Daviau's Pharmacy

Professional Building

177 Main Street, Waterville, Me.

Compliments of

A FRIEND

B. F. STEELE'S

CHOICE GROCERIES
136 Main Street

WATERVILLE STEAM LAUNDRY

145 Main Street

WATERVILLE, ME.
Prompt Service

Satisfaction Guaranteed

Sororities, Attention!

M itchell’s

Flower

LADIES” WEARING APPAREL

Ida Taylor Hersom
SPECIALTY SHOP

72 Main Street

W. L. CORSON

FILMS DEVELOPED AND

PRINTED

Photographic Views Fine Work

T. A. GILMAN

OPTOMETRIST AND OPTICIAN
Broken Lenses Replaced
124 Main Street, Waterville, Me.

REDINGTON & CO.

HOUSE FURNISHERS

Furniture, Carpets, Rugs, Crockery,
Stoves, Mirrors, Mattresses,
Etc., Etc.

11 SILVER ST., WATERVILLE

Shop

FLOWERS FOR ALL OCCASIONS

144 Main Street, Waterville, Me.

PATRONIZE MERCHANTS WHO ADVERTISE IN' THE COLSIANA
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MARY |I. NASH
Formerly Krutzky’s

LADIES’ HAIR DRESSING

Tel. 319-W

100 Main Street, Waterville

LEARN TO WRITE SHORTHAND

Special Courses at

Kennison & Warren
Dealers in Paper Hangings, Room
Mouldings, Paints, Oils, Var-
nishes and Glass

76 Temple St., Waterville

©ljnutaa Huatttraa GJnllmr

City Job Print

Sayings Bank Building

PRINTING and ENGRAVING

Waterville’s Leading Theatre

The Haines

Home of Paramount Pictures

Elmer L. Craig

Dealer in
GROCERIES
REAL ESTATE AND
LIVE POULTRY

58 Temple Street, Waterville,

Maine

Telephone

Dr. Gordon B. Hatfield
DENTIST

173 Main Street, Waterville, Maine

Savings Bank Building

Cut Flowers Funeral Designs

Charles E. Carter, Florist
Temple Street

Potted Plants Tel. 1061

The Lovering Hair Store
129 MAIN STREET

Hair Goods, Theatrical Wigs, Hair
Pins, Jewelry, Crochet Cotton
Royal Society Package Outfits

Colby CollegelStore

RECITATION HALL

Libby Mills
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Published weekly during the College
year by the students of
Colby College

Joseph C. Smith, Editor-in-Chief

Ralph U. Libby, Manager

Carleton P. Cook

BOOKS, STATIONERY and

FINE ARTS GOODS

139 Main Street

Betty Wales Dresses

AND COATS

FOR
STREET, AFTERNOON AND

EVENING WEAR

Sold in Waterville exclusively by

WARDWELL
Dry Goods Co.

CENTRAL FRUIT MARKET

Choice Fruits and Confectionery
E. MARCHETTI
Opposite Postoffice

Hros.

Choice Fruit, Pure lce Cream

Verzoni

140 Main Street, Waterville, Maine

WATERVILLE  SAVINGS  RANK

WATERVILLE, MAINE

President, Edward W. Heath

Treasurer, Albert F. Drummond

DR. COBB

DENTIST

74 Main Street, Waterville, Maine

L. G BUNKER, M. D.

WATERVILLE, MAINE

Tel. Office, 49

Practice limited to the treatment of

the eye, ear, nose and throat
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L. H. Soper Co.

Department Store

DRY GOODS
GARMENTS
MILLINERY
VICTROLAS

and

VICTOR RECORDS

L H Soper Co.

MAIN STREET

FOR DRUGS, KODAKS, PHOTO

SUPPLIES AND TOILET
ARTICLES

Go to

DcOrsay’s Drug Store

70 Main St., Waterville

1fn? B

52 MAIN ST., WATERVILLE

Allen’s Drug Store

THE STORE THAT DOES A
STRICTLY DRUG BUSINESS

118 Main Street, Waterville, Maine

THE COLLEGE STORE

The H. R. Dunham Co.

64 MAIN ST., WATERVILLE

23
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S L. PREBL E

THE ARTIST

COLLEGE
PHOTOGRAPHER

68 MAIN STREET, WATERVILLE

CHATE MUSIC
COMPANY

VICTROLAS
SHEET MUSIC
VICTOR RECORDS
PIANOS

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

Savings Bank Building

WATERVILLE, MAINE

Emery-Brown (o,

DEPARTMENT
STORE

SPECIAL ATTENTION TO THE
NEEDS OF COLLEGE
STUDENTS

The Store of Dependable Quality

WATERVILLE, MAINE

HARDWARE HEATING

PLUMBING

W. 6. Armnold Go.

107-9 Main Street, 23 Temple Street

WATERVILLE, MAINE

O.  AMEADER

Wholesale dealer in

FRUIT AND PRODUCE
CONFECTIONERY

Butter, Eggs, Paper, Paper Bags
9 Chaplin Street, Waterville, Maine

Telephone: 50 and 51-2
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