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ILLUSION—AN ALLEGORY.
Once upon a time it came about by the 

will of the All-Wise that a child lay warm 
in soft blankets by the side of a woman, and 
that upon her new gift the mother smiled, 
thinking in her heart, “Some day this child 
of mine shall be great, a great painter of 
the Beauty of Life. All her youth I shall 
teach her beauty. She shall see in life 
nothing but beauty. Then, when she is 
older, she shall paint wisely, with a vision 
unshadowed by the ugliness I have seen.”

Like a violet in its sheltered, secluded 
nook, the child grew. They called her 
Violet and planned that her life should be 
like that of the flower. And, truly, as she 
grew, she was as fair as ever any violet 
was. For long hours she would play con
tentedly with her flaxen-haired doll, hum
ming to it fragments of hymns, while she 
dressed it in dainty shades of azure and 
apricot and lavender. Every day she would 
walk in the meadows around their cottage, 
and on these walks her mother would teach 
her to love the sunshine and flowers, to 
listen to the music o f the woodland brook, 
to watch the small birds courting in the 
spring. All about her Violet was allowed 
to know nothing but peace and pleasant
ness and beauty.

But when snow and frost and icy winds

came to kill the flowers, drive away the 
birds, and still the brook’s chatter, then 
Violet was kept deep within doors. Only 
once in a while was she allowed to look out 
upon the blanketed world, once in a while 
when the sun shone upon a snowy world, 
making it a thing of rare beauty. Mean
while, through all the long winters, great 
masters came to teach her the science of 
painting. And because the child had real 
talent and was eager for instruction, many 
winters had not passed before she could 
paint delicate pastels full o f soft glow and 
rich of fancy.

So passed a quiet girlhood, sheltered by 
a love that sang always of Joy and Life 
Abundant, and never taught that Sorrow 
and Death are a bit of life and joy.

O n e , day, however, there happened, in 
the beautiful spring of a year when the 
girl was becoming the maiden, a circum
stance against which her mother6 had not 
guarded. On this day Violet chanced to 
meet a hunter on one of her solitary walks. 
She heard the sharp noise of his shot and 
saw the squirrel whose chatter she had 
been mocking fall to the ground. The 
hunter told her that the animal was dead. 
Dead? The word meant more to her when 
she had his poor limp body. Dead? It
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meant more when she heard the pitiful cries 
o f  the starving family o f little ones next 
day. She said nothing to her mother about 
her discovery, but pondered many things in 
her own heart.

When, a short time later, the mother 
surprised Violet painting a picture o f sor
row, painting the nest o f  a squirrel with 
a fam ily o f  young starving within it, she 
was grieved. But the child told her, “It is 
right that I should know. A bitter truth 
is better than beautiful lie.”

A year later V iolet came to her mother 
asking fo r  permission to leave her shelt
ered home, to go to the city and study 
there. The mother longed to say “No,” 
but she could not. She told the girl again 
the story o f  Jesus the Beautiful and kissed 
her goodbye.

Now the world had many things to teach 
Violet. She wrote long letters to her 
mother, telling o f  the things she was see 
ing and hearing, the things she was learn
ing, both about art and about life. The 
letters made the m other’s heart ache, but 
still she thought that the child should have 
been protected from this knowledge. 
Paintings by the girl came to her, far d if 
ferent from the scenes o f quiet Nature 
which she had painted at home. Drawings 
o f  sordid homes and drunken brawls; lurid, 
awful pictures o f  war; foul scenes o f dis
ease. And color! No longer the baby blue 
and peacefu l green the young child had 
loved. Now the flare o f  orange, the flash 
o f  red, flaring juxtaposition o f yellow- 
green and vermillion. Now the grays and 
browns o f  life without hope. Now the 
crazy, tippling nightmare o f the impres
sionist, now the sneaking suggest ions of

the sensualist. All this the mother saw set 
forth in smiting power. She began to won
der if perhaps she were not at fault when 
long ago she had not taught the little child 
to see beauty in ugliness and strength in 
weakness. She began to wonder— and 
wonder.

Then came a picture which tore at her 
very heart-strings. It was a painting of 
dirt and poverty and a disease-wrecked 
child. Oh, Violet, is beauty indeed dead 
fo r you? But no! she looked closer at the 
face o f the painted child. In the eyes o f 
the pitiful warped and hardened counten
ance shone— not a smile, it is true— just 
the gleam o f some happiness, the vision of 
some love.

This she saw in her ch ild’s work, and she 
knew both that the work was great, and 
that God had wrought well, had repaired 
her mistake.

That day a letter came from the city for 
her. From it fell a packet o f sketches, just 
pencil sketches, but such true bits o f  life 
— the whole o f life in its symphony o f what 
is called good  and what is called evil. 
Martyrs and heroes and lovers there were, 
and poverty and wealth and beauty and 
death. And in all shone a message— the 
message o f  love and service. And last o f 
the set was a painting— a tiny vivid por
trait o f Christ. On its back was written:

“Mother!— I have found Him. He is not 
as your love tried to show Him to me. He 
is the man and the God, the rich and the 
poor, the mighty and the humble, the pow 
erful and the lowly, the vivid and the calm, 
the Lord o f happiness and the Prince of 
pain.” M. R., ’27.

LA ROSE
Next door to my home in the little town 

o f  Dover, there used to be a low, rambling 
cottage and a picturesque, vine-tangled ga r 
den, which seemed to be waiting fo r  som e
one to come and care fo r  it once more. 
Finally such a person did come, an aged 
but industrious little Frenchman, named 
Jean Rideau. I soon guessed, by the j o y 
ous look he wore as he walked over his d o 
main, that the old garden with its possibil-

BLANCHE.
ities was what had drawn him to the place. 
Since my favorite hobby was flowers, we 
soon became pleasantly acquainted.

He told me his story one day. R e jo ic 
ing, as he did so, in his present happiness, 
but mindful o f the obstacles that he had 
been ob liged to overcome, and the sacrifices 
he had made.

“Even a year ago,” he said, “I hardly 
dared to hope that I would be living in a
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pleasant home like this. I can remember 
how, as a child, I used to plan what I would 
do when I had a little piece o f ground of 
my own. When I came to this country, I 
brought with me my wife and baby boy—  
not a cent o f worldly wealth. I wanted to 
be a gardener, but by living away from the 
city I could not have given my boy, as he 
grew older, the advantage o f fine schools. 
As I wanted to give him every opportun
ity within my power, I went to work in a 
factory. There I toiled for twenty years. 
My boy grew  up and went to college. He 
is a prosperous business man today. He 
made it possible fo r  me to have this won
derful place. Do you know, I hope to make 
this whole yard into a garden o f the most 
exquisite roses that can be found. A rose, 
especially a white rose, I think, is the most 
beautiful flower in the world.”

“Roses are very beautiful,” I said.
“To me, they are not merely beautiful, 

they recall to my mind the pleasant gar
dens and sunny fields o f the little French 
town where I lived. There was an old man 
there who had the finest rose garden in 
our district. He had in it rare varieties, 
whose blossoms were well worth their 
weight in gold. One kind, in particular, 
I remember especially well. Its petals were 
velvety white, with the merest blush o f 
pink, like the sky just be fore dawn. I 
want a garden as nearly like his as I can 
make it; not simply a garden but a thing 
of beauty and worth, one that people may 
well admire.

“Not for a few  years yet however. First 
I must have assurance that my dear wife 
will never again fee l the need o f anything. 
A young man has his own way to make. 
His business may fail. Anyway our son 
will have a wife, be fore long, and a family, 
which will probably require the greater 
part o f  his earnings. To provide for my 
w ife’s com for t is my own special duty. It 
may take a long time, perhaps five or six 
years, but I should not be content to do 
otherwise.”

Four long years it took him to complete 
this task he had set fo r  himself, and then 
came the time o f which he had dreamed. 
He no longer worked as he had done be
fore, but spent every day in his garden, 
spading it, shaking out the weeds, raking

over the ground, until it was almost as 
smooth as a floor. This work took so long 
that another spring came before he started 
to plant the seeds he had bought.

Three little rows they made, waiting to 
match their frail strength and that o f  their 
loving owner, against the hoards o f insects 
that are always ready to attack young 
plants.

The patient gardener was sorely tried 
by children who persisted in running 
thoughtlessly through his garden, destroy
ing the loving work o f days. Jean R ideau’s 
only weapon was kindness; this he used 
many times, but still he was bothered. 
Poor Jean did not realize that kindness is 
as precious as gold, and, like gold, must 
be mixed with some sternness if it is to be 
o f any value.

That spring he spent every pleasant day 
in his garden, adding new bushes where 
there were vacant spaces, and anxiously 
watching each tiny bud that appeared, hop
ing fo r  one that would reach maturity. He 
seemed so well and happy that we were 
surprised and grieved to learn that he had 
from some unknown cause, been stricken 
with a wasting fever. His w ife never 
lacked fo r  visitors, who came to offer dain
ties fo r  Jean, and words o f sympathy for 
her. She it was who realized sooner than 
he, that it was to be his last spring on earth. 
He was never so wretched, however, that 
he could not take interest and pleasure 
in his garden, and a day never passed on 
which he did not ask her to look, to look 
carefully, to see if she cou ldn’t find a 
blossom.

One morning a few  weeks later, on my 
way through the garden, I saw a full blown 
rose. It was the most beautiful one I had 
ever seen. I ran with it joy fu l ly  into the 
cottage, hoping to gladden his heart with 
the jo y  o f seeing it, but when his w ife came 
to let me in, there were tears in her eyes. 
No words were necessary. Seeing the rose 
in my hand, she led me into his little room, 
and lovingly placed the rose in his hands.

“The trials, the sorrows, the disappoint
ments, are ended now,” she said, “but the 
dream has come true, and the beauty he 
has created will remain a jo y  and pleasure 
for all who see it.”

Helen Wyman, ’28.
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JUST THOUGHTS.
I was sitt ing on the veranda reading, 

but my thoughts wandered from  my book, 
and fo r  a few  moments I read from my 
own mind. It was circus day, and evident
ly the show was just over, fo r  cars passed 
all g o in g  in the same direction and in quick 
succession. I wrondered about the people. 
Who were they? Did they look upon life 
as I did? What was my relation to them? 
I know none o f  them personally— they 
were my fe l low  creatures, that was all. 
As car a fter car passed I realized how few 
peop le in comparison with the entire popu 
lation I knew even as speaking acquaint
ances. I fe lt a little isolated— a little shut 
out from  the rest o f  civilization.

My next thought o f these strangers pass
ing was about their rank and station in 
life. But what difference did that make? 
We live— we strugg le— we die. All o f  us 
do that. Our youth is an eager struggle 
fo r  knowledge. When we have attained

the rudiments o f an education, we struggle 
fo r  money, fo r  distinction, fo r  recognition, 
tor fame; and then we die. Even death is 
a struggle. Few people die peaceably. It 
is no wonder we sometimes have wars. We 
are born fighting. We grow  up fighting. 
We die fighting. W hat’s the ob ject? 
Well— you say.

This thought, however, breeds d iscon
tent. T h ere’s love. We all possess that—  
a God-given birthright. There is no man 
living who does not love somebody or 
something. T here’s our pleasure, th ere’s 
the cause o f our eternal struggle. Love. 
W e’re all human, possess ing the same basic 
instincts. The primary instinct is fighting 
— fighting because o f love. I’m not isola
ted. I don’t have to know everybody per
sonally. I’m just human, like every per
son in those cars speeding past, and w e’re 
all bound together by common ties.

Bernice V. Green, ’27.

THE PET OF THE CAMP.
“Eat her up,” shouted the cookee; im 

mediately, there was a rush, and the long 
tables were surrounded by hungry lumber
jacks. The fo od  was wholesome and fresh, 
but the style o f  serving was what one would 
expect in a lumber camp. The dishes were 
made o f  tin; and salt-cellars were spice 
boxes with holes punched in the top; the 
sugar bowls were milk cans from  which 
the covers had been complete ly removed 
and the paper label washed off. Bread, 
cake and cook ies were piled high on tin 
plates in the middle o f the ta b le ; basins of 
meat and vegetab les were plac Ad here and 
there within the reach o f  the men. One 
plate had to suffice fo r  bread and butter, 
meat and vegetables, and dessert fo r  each 
man. These hungry woodsmen, however, 
en joyed  their meal. They sat stooped low 
over the table with knife in one hand and 
fork in the other, so that they might miss 
no time in gett in g all the fo od  that b e 
longed to them.

John Dawes, the boss, sat at one end o f 
the table. He was a big, husky, bearded 
man with a gentle look in his eyes.

John’s friend, Henry Jones, sat opposite 
him. He was much like his friend in ap
pearance, but one could see that he had 
had some great disappointment in his life.

“Say, I can’t seem to get much to eat 
down here,” said John. “They’re g o t the 
light up at the other end o f the table any
how. Them kerosene lamps don’t give 
much light. When I’m in the city, I al
ways have electric lights in my room. How 
’bout you, H en ry?”

“Well, I always plan to have a good 
room if I have money enough left to pay 
fo r  it. Somehow money don’t last me long 
when I’m in the city.” As he said this he 
rose, bent as far over the table as possible, 
and “speared” a piece o f bread with his 
fork.

“Henry, do you remember that story you 
was telling me a while ago ’bout your 
seeing a little fawn out in the woods? 
Well, do you suppose they would fine us if 
we brought one in to camp fo r  a pet? I t’s 
kind o’ lonesome around here Sundays, 
without nothing to do.”

“The snow is pretty deep in the woods



THE COLBIANA

now; it must be hard fo r  the little things 
to ge t around. W e’ve go t to go  to town 
Sunday for the mail, and if we have some 
time, com ing back, we can scour the woods 
a bit,” said Henry.

This conversation took place on Tues
day night. The men were busy with their 
work fo r the fo l low ing days, consequently 
they had no time to think of pets.

Saturday morning, Henry awoke with a 
start. His alarm was ringing as loudly as 
it could, much to the disgust o f the other 
men in the room. From every side o f the 
room came voices saying, “Shut that thing 
off. It’s only four o’clock .” This was a 
very early hour we must admit, but woods
men work early and late. Teamsters must 
ge t up to feed their horses at four o’clock  
since the crew starts fo r  the woods at six 
o’clock.

Henry arose sleepily; put on the re
mainder of his clothing— he had slept in 
most o f it; took his lantern; and went to 
the hovel. It was a bitter cold morning; 
the stars were shining coldly from the 
bleak winter sky. He entered the hovel, 
and went to where his horses were stand
ing.

“Well, hungry and cold this morning, old 
boys? W hat’s the trouble, Dan? You 
seem terrible glad to see me this morning. 
Why, the special greeting fo r  this morning 
and not on others?”

It was time to feed the horses, so Henry 
went into the other part o f the hovel where 
the grain and hay were kept. Just as he 
was about to throw a fork full o f  hay to 
old Dan, something in the dim light caught 
his eye. He snatched his lantern, and ran 
to where a pile o f blankets was placed. 
There, all wrapped in blankets, was a little 
child and on one corner o f the blanket was 
a little puppy sleeping as soundly as his 
master.

Poor Henry was dumbfounded; he could 
not move. As he stood there the child 
seemed to fee l the presence o f some one 
near him; he stirred. This seemed to give

5

some life to the watching man. Timidly, 
fearfully, Henry picked up the bundle and 
started fo r  the camp. The puppy, disgusted 
at being thrown from his nice, warm bed, 
yelped, and on little, warbling legs, he fo l 
lowed his master.

“Hey there! open the door fo r  me,” 
shouted Henry as he reached the camp 
door.

“Qu’ avez-vous?” asked one of the sleepy 
Frenchmen, as he neared the door.

“Open the door, and y ou’ll see,” yelled 
Henry.

He entered the m en’s camp; the puppy 
fo llowed at his heels. Henry sank down on 
a bench and began to unwrap his prize.

“Humph, w here’d you find h im?” asked 
one o f the choppers.

“Well, that makes no difference now. I 
found him and h e’s mine. I guess this a in’t 
much of a place fo r  boys his age, but w e’ll 
find a bed for him somewheres.”

During all this conversation, the little 
boy had watched the crowd with his b ig 
brown eyes. He did not say a word until 
John, whom Henry had summoned, ap
proached. The child seemed to have no 
fear whatever for the big, bearded man; 
he must have seen the gentle look in John’s 
eyes fo r  he reached out his arms to John, 
saying in a “coo in g” voice, “I like ’oo.”

At once John’s heart, as well as his 
fr ien d s’, was filled with love fo r  this little 
newcomer. No one knew where he had 
come from— no one cared— they had him 
and that was the thing that counted.

One of the watchers saw the little puppy 
gazing wistfully at his master; he picked 
the little animal up, and gave him to the 
boy who held him lovingly to his heart, 
saying, “I like my doggie, too.”

John gazed at Henry; Henry gazed at 
John. At last John said,

“Well, Henry, I guess w e’ve go t our pets 
right here; we w on’t have to hunt fo r  a 
fawn next Sunday.”

Irma Sawyer, ’28.

FATE OR THE WAR.
They were back, back in the same room cupied as roommates. It was in a college 

which twenty-eight years ago they had oc- frat house, quite up-to-date, which did not
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show very obviously the numerous renova
tions it had undergone. Here Bob and 
Chick had spent four happy years together 
as classmates and very close chums. Now, 
nearly thirty years later they gazed at each 
other, and because their spirits were young 
they bridged the years of separation and 
saw each other, not as two tall, dignified, 
gray-haired men, but as two tall, gangly 
youths about to confide in each other, and 
talk over the day’s adventures. Well, when 
on e’s heart is young, years count only as 
so many minutes.

The summer of their graduation they 
had both enlisted for the World War, Bob 
in the United States Infantry, Chick in 
the Aviation Branch. That rather charac
terized the youths; Chick loved the daring, 
venturesome, reckless life; Bob was the 
sturdy, slow plodding kind that never gave 
up, and was a source of constant aid to his 
more tempestuous, temperamental chum.

Chick didn’t exactly like the war, but he 
did love the adventure, the soaring of his 
machine high above the clouds towards the 
unknown. He never thought of personal 
glory in his dreams of recklessness. That 
was the lovable part of Chick. He wanted 
all his life to be a physical battle against 
the elements. Alas for Chick! Soon after 
he reached the front his plane was brought 
down in a skirmish with the enemy and 
Chick was maimed for life— his right arm 
and leg were gone.

Thereafter life was a battle for Chick, 
but ’tw as mostly a battle o f the soul, a war 
against the bitterness that surged and 
swelled within him. At last he conquered 
this fee ling that was poisoning his heart; 
but he could never conquer his passion for 
adventure. The light came one day as he 
scribbled aimlessly, and tried to accustom 
his left hand to using a pen. He found 
himself writing, and when he had finished, 
he had completed the first chapter o f a real 
story of adventure— and so his soul found 
relief. How differently life had turned out 
for him, different from his boyish dreams 
o f thirty years a g o ! Here he was an 
author when he had anticipated flying into 
the jungles o f Africa, or leading a band of 
explorers to the North Pole.

Chick had finished his reminiscences and 
glanced up just in time to receive the sym
pathetic, loving glance of his friend. Then 
Bob began.

Bob had never been able to talk freely 
with anyone but Chick. Even college 
could not free him of his shy, painfully shy 
habits o f  speech. Why he had found fa c
ing the German guns much easier than re
citing in Speaking class. It had been dif
ficult for him to part with Chick. It is al
ways so with people who can take to them
selves but one close friend.

Many weary months passed while he 
plodded through the muck and mire of the 
trenches. Finally he became a sergeant. 
One o f his duties was to warn his men of 
the approach of a gas attack. In an effort 
to assure the safety o f all his men he was 
just a little late in gett ing into his mask 
during one such attack and was badly 
gassed, so much so that he had to leave the 
trenches. When he had sufficiently recov
ered to return home, he found himself 
commissioned to enlist the interest, money, 
and lives o f other men into a final effort to 
end the war. How much greater task he 
found it to face the eyes of hundreds and 
to force himself to paint word pictures so 
vividly that his efforts would be of some 
avail. Like many another man he found 
himself during this period— perhaps he 
would never have found himself if there 
had been no such crisis. He talked to his 
countrymen, and because he had a message 
worthy of the skill o f a great orator, he 
became an orator to fill his coun try’s need.

Thirty years had passed. Bob had just 
arrived at his Alma Mater from his post as 
missionary in Africa. How different from 
the office position he had once expected to 
occupy.

And because these two loved each other 
they each felt that in his heart each knew 
what his chum was to have become, and 
that his heart’s prophecy had been fu l
filled. Perhaps the eyes of friendship 
delve down deep into the future; but be
cause we are not they, and we look at their 
lives impersonally, we say it was Fate or 
the War.

Katharine Greaney, ’28.
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THE RESULT OF CURIOSITY.
Slowly a thick, gray cloud was lifting it

self above the Kennebec river as the morn
ing sun sent its beams through the mist. 
The trees on the campus were covered 
with frost, which made them look like 
branching coral. Students were walking 
briskly to their early morning classes un
der these fairy-like trees. Golden beams 
of sunshine crept through the branches, 
through the window panes and into the 
room in which I stood. Before me, much 
to my surprise, I perceived a distinguished 
looking gentleman, toiling incessantly. At 
first I stood in awe, and then suddenly I 
realized that here was the eminent Mr. 
Garland B. Laddy, a renowned student of 
ancient languages. Only on the previous 
day I had read in the Morning Sentinel that 
this scholar was a visitor in Waterville.

He had come to Colby campus on a very 
urgent matter. Through some accident, 
Mr. Laddy had discovered that thirty years 
ago a graduate of Colby, a Mr. Lang, had 
been intensely interested in ancient books. 
This graduate, after extensive search in 
Italy, had found a collection of works by 
Virgil hitherto unknown. So pleased with 
his discovery was this Colby alumnus that 
he planned to return home with the great 
books secretly, read them thoroughly, 
render an English translation, and then 
give his discovery to the world of litera
ture.

But alas! When he had nearly finished 
his translation, he was taken suddenly ill 
and death followed before his great secret 
was disclosed. For thirty long years these 
works had been hidden from the world; 
for thirty long years students had followed 
all clues in vain. It had been discovered, 
however, that Mr. Lang had left Italy with 
V irg il’s books in his possesson and that he 
had brought them into New England. 
There, all clues stopped. Some said that 
these works had been destroyed, burned 
by their discoverer; others believed that

they had only been misplaced and that ex
tensive search would reveal them. Among 
those who thought this, was Mr. Laddy.

He strongly believed that Colby campus 
shielded this priceless treasure, unknown 
to the faculty and students. For weeks he 
had searched all buildings and now his only 
hope lay in Memorial Hall. He had spent 
two days searching every corner of the 
chapel and the library on the second 
floor. At last he had come to the stack 
room and here I found him.

One by one he was taking the books 
down, looking over their covers and ex
amining the shelves. Book after book was 
taken from its position, reviewed, and then 
replaced. On and on he worked with un
tiring energy. His eager eyes would linger 
on some books he loved; but not for long, 
for his one aim was to find the lost treas
ure. Ah, if I could only help him, but I 
knew that, with my limited knowledge, I 
could be of no aid. Slowly and quietly I 
left the room in order that I might not dis
turb the searcher.

At four that afternoon I resisted the 
temptation no longer but returned to the 
library. Discouragement and dispair were 
creeping into the eyes of Mr. Laddy. He 
had almost reached the end of his last clue 
with no success. His shoulders were droop
ing and his head bent. I walked softly to 
the window, intending only to watch this 
man. Suddenly I stubbed my toe, reached 
for an old shield hanging near the window 
and fell. Down came the shield, and oh—  
what could I have done? For slowly a 
shelf was moving from the wall as though 
some magic hand had touched it. A 
scream from Mr. Laddy brought me to my 
feet. There was the lost treasure complete 
and unharmed!

For days after this occurence I received 
undeserved praise. Curiosity, once at least, 
brought me great rewards.

Claire Richardson, ’28.

NEWANHE.
The lithe canoe bounding forward over swiftly and noiselessly and at each stroke 

the quiet lake left only a faint ripple to be- the canoe leaped forward as a sprinter on 
tray its passing. The paddle came down the home stretch. This was Newanhe re-
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turn ing from  his w in ter’s trapping in the 
Northlands. Look ing over the great waste 
o f  white, b linding snow he had felt a pas
sionate long ing surge within him to see 
his own country once more where the trees 
would be green with foliage, where the 
birds would be s ing ing sweetly, and where, 
oh yes, this had at last decided him, where 
Tiani lived, fair as a cherry blossom, with 
eyes as blue as a summer sky, a rare g ift 
from  the god s to a dusky maid. To her 
he had prom ised to come back when he 
should have done his trapping, and now like 
a hom ing dove, he was wending his way 
homeward. He allowed himself to dwell a 
little upon the home com ing that would be 
his and as the canoe shot over the path o f 
moonlight the joyousness in his heart burst 
forth into a smile.

For three days and nights now he had 
traveled and on the morrow he would keep 
his tryst and he smiled again as he thought 
o f the jo y  that wTould be T ian i’s.

Soon the moon disappeared, dipping b e 
low the horizon and the stars winked out 
one by one as though driven away by the 
com ing dawn. Just as the fiery sun peeped 
over the hills, Newanhe reached the en
campment o f his people and joyous ly  leaped 
to the ground. But where were the voices 
to greet him, where were his people, where 
was Tiani? Gone, gone were they all—  
nothing was left save the very stillness o f 
dawn.

For his peop le he had not to search long 
fo r  he found them asleep, among the r e 
mains o f a feast, near the camp fire. Angry 
at be ing thus forgo tten  and seeing no rea
son fo r  a feast he roughly shook a brave 
who sat up and shouted, awaking the 
others. These were not like his people, 
these red-eyed, tremulous and befudd led—  
these were shouting like mad creatures and 
there was no sense to their shouting.

He raised his hand and his face had b e 
come so grim and stern that a sudden hush 
fell over the crowd and a tremor o f  fear 
ran through them. This was not like their 
Newanhe, who always was laughing and 
joyful. Only once be fore had they seen him 
thus and then he had killed a brave who

had sought to molest Tiani. Now they 
could stand this no longer and they pushed 
Nekeag, the medicine man, forward to 
speak for them.

He in a trembling voice told how the 
white man had come, he who could talk the 
new language and could keep them supplied 
with the fire water, he who was good  to 
look upon and who had made him a hut in 
the clearing, he who had seen Tiani and had 
asked her people fo r  her. They had at first 
refused but Tiani herself had begged  to go 
with him. She had said she loved him and 
would die if she could not go. They, her 
people, had taken pity on her and influenced 
by the g i ft o f more fire water had let her 
go  last even— that was the cause o f the 
feasting. To the look in N ewanhe’s eyes 
Nekeag responded slowly that no, not as a 
bride had she gone. She had said that the 
white man did not wish it and she wished 
to do only as he willed.

Newanhe, with the eyes o f a deer wound
ed by a swiftly w inged arrow, looked at his 
people with scorn that thus they should 
have been cheated by a white seducer. He 
demanded to know where this white man 
was so that he could avenge them but Ne
keag whispered soft ly—

“Tiani, she love him, she love him.”
Then did Newanhe realize that Tiani had 

been unfaithful, had been unworthy o f his 
love and could not be called one o f  his peo
ple longer. He had no need to avenge her 
fo r  she was no true Indian maid and a 
brave has no right to avenge any other than 
those o f his own race. Thus reasoned clear 
eyed Newanhe and his face grew  darker and 
darker like the sky when the rain god is 
sending thunder to his people.

The people moaned and shivered as 
Newanhe spat on the dust and with a g e s 
ture disowned them. They had fear for 
their lives but he scorned to touch them.

Grimly he stalked to the canoe and as 
grim ly he pushed it into the water. He 
looked not back but paddled down the lake, 
slower now than before but still true and 
steady.

M. Marguerite Albert, ’26.
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NOVEMBER WOODS.
N ovem ber’s mood now glooms the tinted 

year,
The bare, gray woods a dreary quiet hold. 
A quiet born of poverty and cold;
Save fo r  the wistful, melancholy sigh,
Of sleeping, golden-colored leaves swept 

high,

And whirled leagues away.
Where all once flourished, now is stark and 

bare.
Dimmed by the sullen, wintry laden air; 
For day and leaf have come November 

days,
To paint them in its bleak, forbidden ways.

Mollie Seltzer, ’26.

EXAMINOPSIS.
(Apologizing if need be)

So toil, that when more quizzes come to 
join

The irrevocable ones which now have 
passed,

To that unhappy sphere where each takes
up

Its station in the deadly ranks of “flunks,”

Thou go not, as in former days distressed, 
Knowing thy doom; but with the knowledge 

that
Will bring results, attend the mournful

class,
Like one who takes exams but for pure joy  
Of writing and recounting all he knows.

D. W. F., ’27.

Practice the jo y  of living, seek it again and 
a ga in ;

Look for the thing that is lacking, so oft 
in this world of men,

Give for the jo y  of giving,
Live for the love o f living.

Peace will come to you then.

Happiness ever is hiding, challenging us to 
a cha se ;

Up then, “ut prosim,” the motto, let us 
away in the race.

Inward th ere’s nothing to bar 
Happiness beckons afar,

On then the battle to face.

Life should be spent in serving; some little 
kindness done;

Life should be spent in loving; half o f the 
battle is won.

Away flies care and sorrow 
Joy comes today, not tomorrow,

God murmurs, “My servant, well done.” 
Annie Goodwin, ’29.

MILL TOWERS ACROSS KENNEBEC,
As a magic city on the heights,
Revealed to knight o f old upon a quest, 
Shines forth in glory through the silver 

veil,
And fascinating beckons him aloft;

So do the towers there in yonder mist 
Enthrall me, charm me, urge me on and on 
To peer beyond the pearly haze and see 
What ancient city there enchanted lies.

M. M. A., ’26.

THE JOURNEY.
O’er the silvery highway

That leads to the land o f dreams, 
We travel boldly forward

For each hopes to catch the gleams

Of a future bright before him 
Where happiness is found, 

Where sorrows never harm one 
And joy s  always abound.
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So through life we journey onward, 
Striving toward the best,

Hoping each step forward
Will stand the M aster’s test.

There’s many a weary mile 
Before the jou rn ey’s done,

But may the goal bring happiness 
With the gleams o f the setting sun.

Beatrice M. Palmer, ’29

POSSESSION.
Upon the hill there stood a wide-spread oak 
Marking the boundary line for centuries 
Between the farmlands of two greedy men 
Whose god was avarice, whose idol self. 
For years a bitter feud about the tree 
Had kept these two stern neighbors far 

apart;

But when the great tornado from the west 
Had come and torn from its long used bed 
The oak. The dying wind seemed then to 

say,
“Be still and argue not, thou canst not own 
That which belongs to Nature and to God.’

Anon.

HUNTING DREAM.
When the days are still and dreamy,

When the haze is on the hills,
When the f o g  hangs low of mornings, 

Autumn’s tang the whole air fills.
When the hunting moons rise redly,

When the stars more brightly glow,
Then it is the Red Gods call me,

Then I feel that I must go.

Then I ache for the feel o f a rifle,
Then I long for the drag of a pack,

Then I dream of the long weary marches, 
And the rests for my aching back,

Then I sigh for the touch of a paddle,
My canoe— and the virgin spruce—

The wild things— the wood things— the free 
things

The harsh rolling call of the moose.

I know on the side of the mountain 
In a slashing the spotted dear feed,

And there sleeps the bear on the ledges, 
There it is that the wild cats breed.

I remember the logs where the partridges 
drum,

Near the tree where the raccoons play, 
And the mountain itself lifts its lordly 

crown,
Through the mist cloud at break of day.

I can ’m ost see the lake’s rugged shore line, 
I can ’m ost hear the ducks quack at 

dawn,
Feel the canoe gliding over the shallows,

Hear the wail o f the birch supper horn. 
The deer will mince down through the 

marsh-land,
They will stamp at the foamy lake’s edge. 

Above them the geese winging southward, 
A discordant flying wedge.

I want to be weary from tramping,
Wet moccasins torturing my feet,

To crawl into blankets so weary,
Too tired almost to eat.

Eat! The w ood’s goal all asteaming,
I just want to sniff it again,

Rest my feet on the rusty old stove hearth 
And jeer at the wind and the rain.

Let me read by the flickering lantern,
Old magazines tattered and torn.

Away with your bright lights and dances!
I want my old Kipling so worn.

Tramping from dawn until starlight, 
Sleeping from starlight till dawn,

How I long for that wonderful camp life. 
Tomorrow— I think I’ll be gone.

Yes! I’ll sure pack my bag in the morning. 
I’ve fought and resisted in vain,

When dawn breaks tomorrow you’ll see me 
Scurrying straight for the train.

Every fall I just feel it a-coming,
I suppose it would haunt till I died, 

The Red G od’s call isn’t fruitless,
They are go in g to be satisfield.

Annie Goodwin, ’29.
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EDITORIALS.
“Summer, Fall, Winter, Spring 
Back and forth the seasons swing.”

September— June, and the first lap of 
one of life’s great adventures was passed. 
As Freshmen did you realize your short
comings and formulate plans for the bet
terment of those failures which depended 
upon your ideal directions? Of course you 
d id !

September— June, and the second lap of 
the journey was over and you found your 
stride and kept it thru thick and thin. Did 
you live up to your hopes, did you improve 
and better your opportunities? Did you 
say to yourself, “I’ve done well, but I’ve 
got to do better because I know I can?” 
Of course you did— you w ouldn’t be a true 
Colby girl if you didn’t.

September— June, the third lap gone 
and you are a bit breathless at the thought 
of the end o f the race. Y ou’re trying to bet
ter your stride, to catch up with others in 
the race who have somehow gotten ahead 
of you. Did you say to yourself, “The fin
ish depends on myself alone, and I know I 
can do it well because I’ve gone thus far

in a fairly good condition. I did not break 
training but worked faithfully at every 
task presented to me, therefore I can not 
fail!” Of course you did, and straightway 
paid more attention to your pace so as to 
“make go od” with yourself.

September— December— almost there!
Yet aren’t you thankful that June isn’t here 
because there are so many things you’ve 
still got to d o !! The tape is seen in the dis
tance and a sheepskin is waiting for you 
as reward of the race you’ve run. What 
are you going to do with it? Of course 
you’ve entered this race as training for the 
greater race of Life, and you are supposed 
to be fully prepared for that inevitable 
ordeal. Look yourself squarely in the face 
and decide whether you have played square 
with yourself, your family and your 
friends. Of course you have— but— there’s 
still time, better that stride and come out 
in full power with a “sprint” that is stag
gering to the onlookers, hurdle those ob
stacles and finish in a place satisfactory to 
yourself.

The world is waiting like Missouri and 
wants to be shown. Remember, “He can



12 THE COLBIANA

who thinks he can, but we know you can. 
so le t’s g o— onward toward June!

“Well begun is half done.” This old 
motto may well be quoted and aptly ap
plied to college life. How many freshmen 
enter college with the idea that they are 
go in g to have the time of their lives for the 
first year or so, and then are go ing to turn 
over a new leaf and study for all that is 
in them and come otf with flying colors 
with their diplomas grasped securely in 
their hands? But as many times as this plan 
is tried, so many times does the student 
struggle through the last years of the col
lege course, and if the examinations were 
even passed, then does the student leave 
college only half equipped, and no doubt 
will pursue the same course in after life.

It is well known that we are creatures 
of habit, and that our lives are shaped by 
habits o f earlier days. For instance the 
course of a stream is shaped. Even so does 
habit run its course. So, you students who 
have been go in g under the delusion that 
you can have a good time now shirking 
studies and responsibilities, train the course 
o f  your stream in the right direction.

Just because you w eren’t lucky enough 
to be born a genius, are you go ing to get 
discouraged and give up? Just oecause 
you aren’t a “wonder” have you any rea
son for shirking your work day by day? 
Have you yet stopped to consider that the

work of the world must be done day by day 
endlessly and that it those of average na
tive endowment who are doing this? Our 
geniuses are our leaders. It is very evi
dent that we can’t all be leaders, so let us 
try and cultivate our intelligent fellowshin 
and fall in step with the march of events. 
Let us all cooperate and let us begin this 
very day.

In all the glad bustle o f Christmas vaca
tion ; in all our rush to see everyone and 
everything and to be “in” on everything; 
let us try to bring back rested bodies and 
minds so that our encounters with the an
nual mid-year exams will not prove to be 
our Waterloo. Exams aren’t really grim 
spectres stalking our every step but they 
are simply markers on the way where we 
are to stop and take inventory o f our stock 
o f knowledge. If we have a successful in
ventory, great credit to our efficient, bus
inesslike way of doing things. If our in
ventory shows deficit, why not “buck” up 
and do things in the only one real way—  
the right way?

Are you a knocker or are you a booster? 
Do you contribute material to Colbiana to 
make this a real representative paper of 
the W om en’s Division or do you let the 
other girl do it? What if everyone should 
do like you? Somehow one can’t publish 
a good paper when everyone lets the other 
girl do it. Why not do your bit?
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Y. W. C. A. has just been booming at 
Colby this fall so if I merely make out a 
topical outline of the activities it will be 
sufficient to bring back a host o f happy 
memories.
A Freshman Reception.
B Cabinet Notes.

1 Camping trip at Mrs. Brown’s cot
tage, 

a Eating, 
b Sleeping.
c Swimming and boating, 
d Last and most important, plan

ned the work for the coming 
year.

2 Lots of enthusiastic committees.
3 Cabinet meetings every Monday

evening.
a Two joint meetings with the Y. 

M. cabinet.
C What Colby girls have done.

1 Membership drive.
a 248 girls in college, 
b 239 members of Y. W. C. A.

2 Finance Drive.
a All members pledge toward the 

support of Y. W. C. A.
D Regular weekly meetings.

1 Sept. 22, Candle light service.
2 Sept. 29, Introduction of cabinet

members and a pageant.
3 Oct. 6, Maqua meeting.
4 Oct. 15, Miss Clark, rural life.
5 Oct. 20, Pageant by Finance Com

mittee.
6 Oct. 27, Student volunteers.
7 Nov. 3, World Court meeting, at

chapel.
8 Nov. 12, Mr. Snyder at chapel.
9 Nov. 17, Mr. Paul R. Braisted.

10 Nov. 24, Dr. Wilkinson.

AMONG OUR ALUMNAE
Margaret White, ’25, is teaching in 

Lynn, Mass.
Bernice Robinson, ’25, is teaching in 

Simsbury, Conn.

Marjorie Sterling, ’25, is teaching in 
Scarboro, Me.

Helen Hight, ex-’27, is assistant to the 
principal in Skowhegan High School.
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Idora Beatty, ex-’27, was married 
Thanksgiving Day to Bert Merrill, Colby 
*24.

Betty Alden, ex-’27, has transferred to 
Bates College.

Ethel Childs, ’25, is teaching at Old 
Orchard. Me.

Marion Brown, ’24, travelled last sum
mer in Europe. She spent most of the time 
in England but visited other countries.

Ervena Goodale, ’24, was married in Sep
tember to Joseph Smith, Colby ’24.

Mrs. Evan Shearman (Margaret Smith, 
ex-’26) is living in Brooklyn, N. Y., where 
her husband is the assistant pastor in the 
Brooklyn Baptist church.

Leota Sc-hoff, 25, is teaching in Spell
man College, Ga.

Ruth Fifield, ’25, is teaching in Warren, 
Me.

Marjorie Everingham, ’25, is teaching in 
Spellman College, Atlanta, Ga.

Eleatha Beane, ’25, is married to Mr. 
Walter Littlefield. They live in Ogunquit, 
Maine.

Louise Butler, ex-’27, is married to Mr. 
Ralph Bowden. They are living in Orono, 
Maine.

Dorothy Austin, ’25, is attending a Sec
retarial School in New York.

Hazel Berry, ’25, is teaching in Island 
Falls, Me.

Grace Heffron, ex-’27, has transferred to 
Jackson College.

Marjorie Pierce, ex-’27, is teaching at 
Freedom Academy.

Nellie Pottle, ’25, is teaching in Spell
man College, Georgia.

Elsie Bishop, ’25, is teaching in Eastport.
Doris Hardy, ’25, is teaching at Coburn 

Classical Institute.
Marion Merriam, ’25, is teaching in 

Union, Me.
Amy Robinson, ’25, is teaching in Houl- 

ton, Me.
Carrie Baker, ex-’26, is teaching in 

Unity.
Winona Knowlton, ex-’26, is teaching in 

Boothbay Harbor.
Eva Cilley, ’25, is preceptress at Higgins 

Classical Institute.

Edith Gray, ’25, is teaching in Winthrop, 
Mass.

Grace Wilder, ’22, is studying the Pre- 
Medical course at Johns Hopkins univers
ity.

Vivian Hubbard, ’24, is working in an 
office in Skowhegan.

Doris Keay, ex-’26, has been married to 
Clair Wood, ex-’26. They are teaching in 
Lagrange, Me.

Kathleen Poland, ex-’26, is working in 
Livermore Falls.

Muriel Thomas, ex-’27, is working in an 
office in Augusta.

Miriam Scott, ex-’28, is at Northfield 
Seminary.

Ruth Viles, ex-’27, is working in an office 
in Skowhegan.

Inez Stevens, ex-’27, has transferred to 
the University o f Maine.

Grace Martin, ’24, is working in the 
chemistry department in the State House 
at Augusta, Me.

Genevieve Clarke, ’23, is living at her 
home in Portland.

Pauline Waugh, ex-’27, is teaching in 
Strong, Me.

Olive Robinson, ex-’27, has transferred 
to Bates College.

Claire Crosby, ’25, is teaching in Beals, 
Me.

Jennie Nutter, ex-’26, is teaching in 
Monson High School. Substituting.

Mildred Briggs, ’25, is teaching in Ab
bott Village, Me.

Elsie Adams, ’25, is teaching in Ashland, 
Me.

Waneta Blake, ’24, is living at home on 
account of recent illness. Her home is in 
Gardiner, Me.

Rose Seltzer, ex-’27, is studying at the 
Boston Conservatory of Music.

Frances Bragdon, ex-’27, is teaching 
American History in Northampton, Mass. 
She is also taking a course in scientific 
German at Smith College.

Eleanor King, ex-’ 27, is teaching in 
Athens, Me.

Viola Jodrey, ’25, is doing graduate 
work in economics at Clark University.
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Professor Perkins: “Miss Towle, name
the four seasons.”

Miss Towle : “Salt, mustard, vinegar and
pepper.”

Prof. C o lgan : “Now, suppose that I am
leaving the school and a man comes up to 
me, gives me a blow which knocks me down 
and my head strikes the pavement with 
great force and I am killed. What is the 
consequence?”

Fair Co-ord: “We should have a holi
day.”

Some people grow old gracefully; others 
attempt the new dances.

W hate’er my forebears may have been, 
Ape, insect, bird, flesh, fowl, or fin,
1 am myself; and rain or shine,
Intend to fill the place that’s mine.
Say what you will, prove what you can 
About the origin of man—
No line of monkey ancestry 
Can make a monkey out of me.

— John Kendrick Bangs.

Servant: “Professor, your little son has
broke his leg.”

Professor: “How many times must I
tell you that it is not ‘broke,’ it’s ‘broken.’ ”

Chase: “So you can’t understand why
your girl in college flunked in all the fo r 
eign languages?”

Smith: “No, it’s a mystery to me. She
picked up all the college yells in no time.”

Coco: “Do you like Hamburger balls?”
Cola: “I don’t think I ever attended

one.”

Krazy: “I just hate to read this Shakes
peare.”

Kat: “Why?”
Krazy: “Oh, all his works are so full of

stale quotations.”

“There is not another boy in this town 
as clever as my Charles.”

“Go on; how is that?”
“Well, look at those two chairs. My 

Charles made them all out of his own head, 
and he has enough wood left to make an 
arm chair.”

K id’ “Let’s play Cinderella.”
Sam: “Naw, your feet are to big.”

Coach (to prospective candidate) : “Are
you related to Mike O’Reilly, the famous 
all-American quarter of several years 
back?”
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Candidate: “Very distantly, sir; he was
my m other’s first child and I was her 
twelfth.”

“Tomorrow afternoon,” said a minister 
to his congregation, “the funeral o f Mr. 
Smith will be held in this church. I shall 
make a funeral address on the occasion, 
and the man himself will be here, the first 
time in twenty years.”

Mrs. Smith (after ten minutes conversa
tion) : “Well, Mrs. Brown, I must be ge t
ting along to the plumber. My husband is 
home with his thumb on the burst pipe, 
waiting till he comes.”

“Soap must be good for the eyes.” 
“How com e?”
“It makes them smart.”

Dumb: “When I left college I didn’t owe 
anybody a cent.”

Belle: “What an awful time to leave.”

Betty: “I hear that letter postage is
go in g up to three cents.”

Bobbin: “Yes?”
Betty: “I’m go ing to lay in a goodly

supply of two-cent stamps.”

Tillie: “Why don’t you play your banjo
or mandolin?”

Millie: “There is no choice.”
Tillie: “What do you mean, there is no

cho ice?”
Mill e: “I haven’t any pick.”

“What curious sound is that?” said he.
“0, that’s only an owl, my lord,” said she. 
“An ’owl, of course, I jo lly well know,
But what animal is it that’s ’ow ling s o ?”

Prof: “You made 99 in that last exam,
why did you not get a hundred?”

Tweed: “There must have been a mis
print in the books, sir.”

“Wifie, it says in the paper here that a 
man turned over in his sleep and it killed 
him.”

“Impossible, George!”
“No— he was driving at night, went to 

sleep and his machine turned turtle.”

Autoist (who has just driven over a pe
destrian): “Pardon me, but haven’t I run
across your face before some time or 
other?”

Irish Pedestrian: “No. begorra, it was me 
left leg ye hit last time.”

Lux: “The prof is in a class by himself.” 
Shux : “Yeah?”
Lux: “H e’s ten minutes late.”

Dot: “I’ve been trying to think of a
word for two weeks.”

Kit: “Well, will fortnight d o ?”

CRUMBLNGS BY M. M. A. ’26.
Dear to the heart of Confucius is this 

college. Do you doubt it? Then just stand 
outside any recitation hall after classes and 
see how well is exemplified the Chinese 
motto, “Men First.”

It’s all in the viewpoint, you know. A 
cu-ord college is a w om en’s college wicn a 
m en’s division attached.

How not to get along with your room 
mate: When you come in late close the
door gently behind you. Turn on the light 
that does not shine in her eyes. Walk on 
your tiptoes and make no noise. Wind the 
clock beneath a pillow so as to deaden the 
noise— do not try the alarm to see if it 
will work. Put the window up by degrees 
to avoid that squeaking noise, turn the light 
out gently so as to not ge t that clicking 
sound and then— fall over the chair on 
which you put the alarm clock.

Trying to bluff some profs is about as 
effective in passing the course as the In
dian was in stopping the thunder storm by 
offering his chewing tobacco to the thun
der god.
Snap, click, click, snap! snap!! snap!!!
Are you wondering whence that can come? 
No, you’re wrong, it isn’t a “movie” ma

chine,
It’s just a co-ord chewing her gum.

Arrows here, arrows there,
Arrows, arrows everywhere,
Indians? Massacres? Not at all,
Just the expert archers back of Foss Hall.

Just a paltry fourteen dollars per day,
Is all the bricklayers get, so they say,
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Of course the teachers get a mere vestige 
But oh just think! ‘‘Their Social Prestige.”

While a bricklayer is cutting up all his 
capers,

The teacher sits at home and corrects 
school papers,

But when the bricklayer goes to Europe 
for a holiday 

Just think! It’s the teacher who can show 
him the way!

So if you’re teaching for mere money 
You may as well get out.
If you’re teaching for the fun 
Then you’ll soon be put to rout;
But— if you’re serving an ideal.
Then I have a confession 
Teach and teach well, y ou’ve an honored 

profession.

Style has no appeal to us,
No matter what you say.

For wTiat we want, is style plus 
Each and every day.

PLEA OF A POOR ASSISTANT 
LIBRARIAN.

I do my best to please you,
You co-ords of this place 

But you most unkindly treat me 
And insult me to my face.

’Twas just the other evening,
As I was reading, “Tales of a Hut,”

That a fair young lady student 
Came and shouted at me “Nutt!”

I looked at her most severely
For her conduct was most erratic 

As I murmured, “What can I do for you ?” 
She answered quickly, “Kilpatrick.” 

Now I’m sure I don’t look murderous 
For such feelings I scarcely harbor 

But someone must have misread my 
thoughts

For there came a loud whisper, “Carver!” 
Oh, many are the tales I could list

Of the insults thrust on me each day, 
And I’m sure you would also— but hist—  

Someone is yelling, “Hay!”
M. M. A., ’26

TO THE WATERVILLE FIRE ALARM.
Oh loud and piercing fire bell 
Thy voice was meant a tale to tell.
But when thy hoarse shrieks sound each 

morn
Before the cock has crowed at dawn 
My soul doth seeth with burning wrath.
To think that thee, the power hath 
To drag me from the arms o f he 
Who brings the balm of sleep to me.

And why should not it raise my ire 
To find no sign of one in sight 
Without the calm and peaceful night,
To ease my mind I cry oh, well!
I know where soon will be that bell. 
Some day when hung in nether halls 
While throughout time it calls and calls 
Then in truth ’tw ill be no liar 
For there I know there’ll be a fire!

Elinor Butler, ’29.
I rise in haste to view the fire
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COBURN CLASSICAL IN ST ITU TE
I Waterville, Maine
! Coburn is a well located, high grade school for boys and girls.
[ Her record in preparing students for college is excellent.
J The courses are thorough and well arranged, meeting require-
j ments of all colleges.
I The Household Arts, Music and Religious Education courses all
j have important places in her program.
• Equipment is excellent and the faculty is well trained.
| Coburn is a thorough, progressive Christian School,
t For Catalogue write the Principal.
! DREW T. HARTHORN.

•

!
; COLBY COLLEGE
♦
j Waterville, Maine»
»
! Courses leading to the degrees o f A. B. and S. B.

; For Catalogue, address

i A. J. ROBERTS, President

Waterville, Maine
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® ljr (Enlby iErlin
Published weekly during the College 

year by the students of 
Colby College

Charles Ide, Editor-in-Chief 

A lfred N. Law, Manager

Carleton P. Cook
Headquarters fo r  

BOOKS, STATIONERY and 

SCHOOL SUPPLIES

130 Main Street 
WATERVILLE, MAINE

SUPERB G IFTS FOR ALL 
SEASONS 

The Store of Quality 
FINE STATIONERY

F. A. Harriman
98 Main Street 

JEW ELER AND OPTICIAN

MARY I. NASH
Formerly Krutzky's

LAD IES’ HAIR DRESSING
Tel. 319-W 

| 100 Main Street, Waterville

Compliments of

A Friend

LAD IES’ WEARING APPAREL

Ida Taylor H ersom
SPEC IALTY  SHOP 

72 Main Street

Verzon i Bros.
Choice Fruit, Pure Ice Cream 

140 Main Street, Waterville, Maine

Waterville 
Savings Bank

WATERVILLE, MAINE

President, Edward W. Heath
Treasurer, Albert F. Drummond

L. G. Bunker, M. D.
WATERVILLE, MAINE

Tel. Office, 49-W

Practice limited to the treatment o f 
the eye, ear, nose and throat

Compliments of
Dr. Frederic A. Hatch

D EN T I S T  
Sui te s  301-302 Pro f e s s i on a l  Bui l d ing

Telephone 799-M
Compliments of

B. D. Wolman, D. M. D.
402 Pr o fe s s i ona l  Bui l d ing 

W ATERV ILLE ,  M A INE
Tel. 1300
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Turcotte Candy Shoppe
HOM E  M ADE  CANDY, SODA, ICE  
CREAM, FR E SH  & SA LTED  NUTS

189 Main St., Waterville, Me. 
Opp. Post Office Tel. Con.

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

CASH GROCERS 
The Place to Trade 

We sell fo r  cash only. Orders of $1.50 
delivered.

Waterville, Me. Augusta Me.
170 Main St. 174 Water St.
Tel. 188 Tel. 670

W aterville Steam 
Laundry

145 Main Street 

WATERVILLE, ME.

Colby C o lleg e  Store

REC ITAT ION  HALL

MILLS SIMM

THE ELMWOOD, WATERVILLE, MAINE

TRY

H ager’s
HOT DRINKS for COLD WEATHER 

CANDIES, ICE CREAM AND SODA

S. E. Whitcomb Co.
FINE GROCERIES 

MEATS, FISH 

Provisions o f all kinds 

Service and Quality unexcelled

Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St.

Ladies and Misses 
High Class 

Ready-to-Wear 
Garments

CORSETS ,  G LOVE S  AND  

H A N D K E R C H IE F S

WATERV ILLE

W ardwell Dry G ood s { 
Company j
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Dry Goods 
Millinery 
Ready-to-Wear 
Shoes

At prices which pass on to you the 
savings made possible by the buying 
power o f  676 stores.

City Job Print
PRINTING and ENGRAVING

Savings Bank Building

WATERV ILLE MAINE

W. L. CORSON
FILMS DEVELOPED AND 

PRINTED
Photographic Views Fine Work

66 Main Street

T. A. GILMAN
OPTOMETR IST  AND OPTIC IAN 

Broken Lenses Replaced 
124 Main Street, Waterville, Me.

Kennison & Warren
Dealers in Paper Hangings, Room 

Mouldings, Paints, Oils, Var
nishes and Glass 

76 Temple St., Waterville

Telephone

Dr. Gordon B. Hatfield
DENTIST

173 Main Street, Waterville, Maine 
Savings Bank Building

Cut Flowers Funeral Designs
CARTER, the Florist

Temple Street 
Potted Plants Tel. 1061

House Tel. 1229-M

The Lover ing Hair S tore  !
129 MAIN STREET J

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

The Little G ift Shop j
The Place Where Things are i

Different j
56 Temple Street \

NELLIE K. CLARK ‘

Compliments of

A Friend
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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

DeOrsay’s Drug Store
70 Main St., Waterville

HOT DRINKS AND 
LIGHT LUNCHES at

The 
Ticonic 

National Bank
OFFERS 

A COMPLETE BANKING 

SERVICE 

conducted under the direct 

supervision of the 

UNITED STATES 
GOVERNMENT

111 Years Continuous Business
Waterville, Maine

SPEAR’S
FRESH HOME-MADE 
CHOCOLATES AND 
CANDIES a specialty

A llen’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
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AMERICAN & CHINESE RESTAURANT
WATERVILLE, MAINE

50 Cent Regular Dinner
SOUP, MEAT, VEGETABLES, DESSERT, Drinks included 
CHICKEN DINNER EVERY TUESDAY AND SATURDAY

Special Supper, 40 Cents to $1.00

PRIVATE DINING ROOM FOR PARTIES

JONES’
Sani tary Bobber  Shop

Hairdres s ing Parlor

HAIRBOBBING, MARCELING 
MANICURING 
Our Specialties

Upstairs

Tel. 1069-M 29 Main St.

REDINGTON & CO.
HOUSE FURNISHERS

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

Etc., Etc.

11 SILVER ST., WATERVILLE

Sororities, A ttention!
♦ Mitchell Flower Shop

FLOWERS FOR ALL OCCASIONS

144 Main Street, Waterville, Me.

Patronize Merchants Who Advertise in the Colbiana
*
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f1 1i
! CANTILEVERS ♦ Emery-Brown Co. !
| AT THE
f
| Gallert Shoe Store

iDepartment !

1 51 Main Street » Store ;
! Agents fo r  Dorothy Dodd Shoes
’ Gold Seal and Hood Rubbers 
♦

»•»---------- Ii♦»
iJ Compliments of

•
SPECIAL ATTENTION TO THE ! 

NEEDS OF COLLEGE |
j Larkin Drug Company
■ Main St., Waterviile

f
STUDENTS j

•II
i Tel., Office 1043, Res.,1012-W

II1The Store of Dependable Quality r
M. M. Small, M. D.

1
I♦

1 28 Common Street, Waterviile 
1 Practice limited to diseases of the Eye

WATERVILLE, MAINE ;
1♦---------------------------------------- j♦>

j CHOATE MUSIC
I

HARDWARE HEATING j
I

PLUMBING jj
! COMPANY
♦♦ W. B. A R N O L D  CO . j
| VICTROLAS

J SHEET MUSIC j 107-9 Main Street, 23 Temple Street ♦

I
VICTOR RECORDS WATERVILLE, MAINE

J PIANOS
I
1•

MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

!•

O. A. MEADER !jJ
Wholesale dealer in

♦
FRUIT AND PRODUCE I

CONFECTIONERY |I
Savings Bank Building

»•
♦♦

9 Chaplin Street, Waterviile, Maine J
{ WATERVILLE, MAINE 
♦*•

1
Telephone: 50 and 51

♦t


	Colby College
	Digital Commons @ Colby
	12-1925

	The Colbiana vol. 14 no. 1 (December, 1925)
	Colby College
	Recommended Citation


	tmp.1542297003.pdf.Hejxh

