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THE COLBIANA
Vol. XIV D E C E M B E R , 1926 N um ber 1

TO DEAN NETTIE RUNNALS.
To Dean Runnals, who is this y ea r  Dean 

of W om en a t  Hillsdale in Michigan, we 
wish to dedicate  this issue of the  Colbiana. 
We wish th a t  it  lay in our power to pay her  
a g re a te r  t r ib u te  in apprecia tion  of he r  
years  of splendid service fo r  the  women 
of Colby. H erse lf  a g rad u a te  of Colby, she 
knew college girls and understood  always 
where help was needed, w he the r  th rough  
advice or discipline or encouragem ent.

“ D uring  the years  th a t  Miss Runnals  
was Dean of W omen a t  Colby she came in 
con tac t  w ith  u n num bered  different girls. 
Miss R unnals  was personally  acqua in ted  
with and  deeply in te res ted  in each one. I 
w onder how m any  of these girls the re  are  
who, a f t e r  leaving college have no t realized 
the g re a t  influence of Miss R unnals  on the ir  
lives. No girl could have lived one yea r  a t

Colby, to say no th ing  of four, w ithou t  g a in 
ing som ething very precious from  con tac t  
with Miss Runnals  which will las t  all he r  
life.

“ Miss Runnals  was in te res ted  in all 
phases of life here  a t  Colby. No s tu d en t  
ac tiv ity  was ever complete w ithou t  he r  
presence. H er influence in the  everyday  
life of the girls was unestim ated . The g re a t  
lessons in fa irness, well-balanced in te res ts  
and r ig h t  living ta u g h t  by Dean R unnals  
can only be realized a f te r  years  of exper
ience. Search the world over fo r  all the  
Colby girls who knew  her, and every one 
will say,— ‘She never fa iled  our  ideal.’ ”

D. H annafo rd ,  ’27.
In some slight t r ib u te  to he r  ability, he r  

fa irness, and her  friendliness, we dedicate  
to her  this issue of the Colbiana.

TO DEAN ERMA V. REYNOLDS.
To our new Dean of W omen, E rm a  R ey

nolds, Colbiana as the voice of the W o
m a n ’s Division, wishes to ex tend  a wel
come. We wish to assure  he r  th a t  we ap 
prec ia te  the  adm irab le  way in which she 
has begun  he r  duties. We realize th a t  any 
successor to Dean R unnals  has a place to fill 
in responsibilities  of office and  in the h ea r ts  
of Colby women which will n o t  easily be

filled. B u t we believe th a t  Dean Reynolds, 
with he r  ea rnes tness  fo r  r ig h t  conditions, 
with her  w arm  in te re s t  in our  ac tiv ities  
and he r  sym pathetic  u n d e rs tan d in g  of each 
individual girl who has had  occasion to 
come in close con tac t  w ith  her, has a lready  
begun to fo rm  a place of he r  own in m any  
of our  hearts .  In h e r  new  work, we wish 
he r  success and happiness.
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THE BLUE BIRD’S FEATHER.
T he th u n d e r  of a m in ia tu re  N iag a ra  

a ro u sed  l i t t le  Miss P rice  f ro m  a m ost s a t 
i s fac to ry  d ream  of h e r  in te r ru p te d  college 
ca ree r .  She w as je rk e d  ru d e ly  f rc m  her  
d row sy  “ 9 o ’clock G e rm a n ” to  room  6 in 
the  “ W id d e r  J a c k so n ’s Respectab le  B o a rd 
ing H ouse .” W ari ly  she opened one heavy 
eye. The room  was sh rouded  in a dim 
ha lf  light, so dim in f a c t  t h a t  Miss P rice  
decided to tak e  a n o th e r  nap. J u s t  as she 
s tiffened h e r  body to tu r n  over, a r h e u 
m atic  wheeze n e a r  by w arn ed  h e r  th a t  the  
a la rm  clock was a b o u t  to se t  up its s t r id en t  
wail. W ith  one bound  she reached  i t  and  
tu rn e d  off the  a larm . Now th o rough ly  
aw ake  she w as f re e  to  give h e r  a t te n t io n  
to  the  a p p a re n t  ea r liness  of the  hour. Rain? 
R a i n !

The b roken  g u t t e r  above one window 
w as h u r l in g  a t o r r e n t  of w a te r  a t  the  glass. 
She did n o t  need  to look fro m  the  o th e r  to 
know  th a t  it  was ra in in g  hard , pelting, 
sp i te fu l  ra in ,  cold, chilling ra in  which had 
no business  in g en tle  Ju n e .  The floor was 
m oist  and  clam m y to h e r  ba re  f e e t  and  she 
leaped  k angaroo -fash ion  f ro m  one ru g  to 
a n o th e r  un t i l  she reached  h e r  n a r ro w  bed.

As she dressed she m u t te re d  f ra g m e n ts  
of sen tences  to herself .  “ Rain! Indoor  
recess— Oh D ear!  here  is a hole in the  heel 
o f  m y  la s t  whole stockings. Now where  
a re  my old shoes? I t ’s so cool we will have 
to  have a fire and  I ju s t  know  ‘Old S im p
k in s ’ will tak e  to d ay  to have lum bago in. 
A nd  he re  is ink  on m y bes t  sh ir tw ais t .  
R a iny!  Oh dea r!  w hy n o t  some o th e r  tim e, 
i t ’s bad  enough  anyhow. This g e t t in g  up 
a t  six and  go ing  down the  same old s ta irs  
— and  seeing  the  same old stuffy gossip a t  
the  same old k ind of a b re a k fa s t— and  then  
the  same old fo lks a t  school, the  same les
sons— lessons— lessons. D arn  the  r a in ! ”

F ina lly  t r im  and  tidy, looking every  inch 
a “ sehoo lm arm ” (a small edition  and  a very  
delec tab le  one a t  th a t )  l i t t le  Miss Price  de
scended  the  m uch  despised cta irs  and  b re a k 
fa s te d  in an u n ap p e t iz in g  room  rem in iscen t  
o f  y e s te rd a y ’s boiled d inner .  I t  m ade little  
Miss P r ice  “ sc r inge ,” to use h e r  own ex 
pression. She le f t  h e r  food bare ly  touched  
an d  h as ten ed  to h e r  room. E ven  the  wall 
p a p e r  seem ed to be p e rm e a te d  by the  d r iv 

ing ra in  w ithou t .  She t id ied  h e r  dresser, 
m oving  briskly  to keep fro m  fee ling  the 
p e n e t r a t in g  dam p, and  a t  8.30 was read y  
to  s t a r t  fo r  school.

She fou n d  th a t  h e r  ru b b e rs  and  um brella  
w ere of l i ttle  use because  of the bois terous 
wind which flapped he r  d renched  sk ir ts  and 
tr ied  ea rn es t ly  to tu rn  h e r  um bre lla  w rong  
side out. By the t im e she reached  the 
schoolhouse she was soaked to  the  skin. As 
she had  fea red ,  “ Old S im pkins” had  no t 
bu ilt  h e r  fire. “ I t  seems silly to  need one 
now ,” she m used, “ b u t  I w a n t  to dry  o u t .” 
The wood was g reen  and  the  d r a f t  too 
strong . A f te r  a long s trugg le ,  l itt le  Miss 
Price  succeeded in s ta r t in g  a fire, b u t  no t 
befo re ,  on the  s t r e n g th  of h e r  te m p e r  alone, 
she could have hurled  the  m o n s te r  into the  
foam ing  ditch.

The children t ra i led  in dam ply  by twos 
and  th ree s  and  hun g  th e i r  d ripp ing  ra in 
coats  behind the  stove. A long puddle 
fo rm ed  b en ea th  them , and  t ra c in g  its 
am ber-like  w ay  across the  floor, jo ined  
forces  w ith  the  wide m uddy  pool befo re  
the door. Twice l i t t le  Miss P rice  swept 
back the  sp read ing  w a te r ,  fee l ing  each time 
a tw inge of sym pa thy  fo r  old K ing C anute , 
who had tr ied  to s tem  the  r is ing  w a te r  even 
as she.

The fo renoon  was endless, a  m onotony  
of d ragg ing  lessons and  s tupid  exercises. 
Miss Price  see thed  w i th in : n o t  even Clara 
Moore knew  a th in g  today. They  d idn ’t 
t r y — they  could n o t  be so stupid. A t  col
lege now the  girls w ere  hav ing  cosy f a r e 
well teas, and  ju s t  because  M ary  and  J o 
an n a  Lawrie  had  seen fit to have the  m um ps 
in April, he r  school m u s t  keep till the  20th. 
H er  pride  of self  su p p o r t  l e f t  her. I t  would 
be all very  well to say she p u t  herse lf  
th ro u g h  college, th a t  she s tayed  ou t and 
t a u g h t  a y ea r ,— b u t  oh! how h a rd  it  was 
on ra in y  days.

N o o n ! The children c lum ped ou t  into 
the  deluge again . L itt le  Miss P r ice  did n o t  
leave the  school roo m ; she heaped  the  fire 
and  d iscree tly  dried  he r  p e t t ic o a t  befo re  
the  ch ildren re tu rn e d .  The w ind had  been 
b ea ten  by the  fu r y  of the  ra in ,  and  was 
still. I t  seem ed to p o u r  the  proverb ia l 
“ ca ts  and  dogs.”
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The a f te rn o o n  session began. I t  was in 
te rm inab le .  The fire bu rn ed  fiercely and  
filled the  room  with s team y w arm th . The 
odor of oilskins and ho t ru b b e r  filled the 
air.

“ L ife ,” Miss Price  reflected, “ is ju s t  one 
smell a f t e r  a n o th e r .”

“ Two o ’clock,” in fo rm ed  Miss Price, a 
b i t  n au sea ted  by lack of food and  an u n 
due a m o u n t  of odor, “ S tudy  period fo r  
g eo g raphy .”

F rom  her  chair  Miss Price  surveyed the 
in a t ten t iv e  row s of children, ha lf-h idden by 
the large geographies. A m in ia tu re  r io t  dis
t ra c te d  h e r  a t te n t io n  from  Molly Phillips’ 
f l ir ta tion  in the  second aisle, to the  back 
of the room. George Davis had E d d ie ’s 
ru le r  and  would no t r e tu rn  it. Miss Price 
had reached  the s tage where calmness was 
beyond her. F o r  the  first t im e during  the  
y ea r  she shook ou t one of he r  pupils. O r
der  was re s to red  b u t  th a t  c u r re n t  of in a t 
ten tiveness  was som eth ing  which she could 
no t  control. H er  nerves w ere n e a r  the 
b reak in g  point.

She began  to co rrec t  spelling papers. 
F rom  the f r o n t  seats  came two u n m is tak 
able sniffs. The tw ins Nellie and  Lilly 
Simpkins seemed to be shar ing  th e ir  f a th 
e r ’s disability. Sniff— sniff— they  had twin 
colds— sniff. C-H-O-I-C-E, no t— sniff—
C-H-I-O-C-E,— sniff, sniff, from  behind the 
fo rem ost  geographies. Sniff— if they  did it 
again  she would scream — sniff— sn— . At 
the limit of he r  endurance  came deliver
ance. Mr. Cowley, the  super in tenden t ,  came 
and asked th a t  the scholars m ight leave 
early  because of the bad traveling . Num bed 
in body and  soul, li t t le  Miss Price dismissed 
them , re fu sed  Mr. Cowley’s offer of a ride 
home, and  duly collected he r  things.

In a daze of self  p ity  she s ta r ted  fo r  
home, or the place she called home. She 
le f t  the  m uddy  walk and chose the  pa th  
th ro u g h  the  fields. The tall  g rasses over
hung  the n a r ro w  way, s a tu ra t in g  he r  heavy 
skirt. M am m oth purp le  clover heads d roop
ing w ith  th e ir  bu rden  of w a te r  s lapped 
coldly a t  he r  heedless ankles. U nfee ling  
of bodily d iscom fort  l i t t le  Miss P r ice  shu t 
herse lf  up in h e r  tu m u ltu o u s  mind. W hen 
she reached  the  bars  betw een  the  fields, 
she s topped, dropped  he r  th rob b in g  head 
on the  topm ost  rail, and  indulged herse lf  
in m any  scalding tears .

I t  was n o t  f a i r— some have so much and  
she had so l i t t le— n oth ing  was r ig h t— the 
world was a g re a t  black cauldron  of w rongs 
aga ins t  herself .  H er  first spasm spen t  i t 
self. The lump in h e r  th ro a t  choked he r  
so th a t  she did no t  realize th a t  the  ra in  
had become w arm  and  gentle.

She res ted  he r  chin on he r  a rm s and  
s ta red  gloomily ou t across the  field, n o ting  
with m elancholy sa tis fac tion  th a t  she was 
ju s t  as w et as a m orta l  could be. She 
glanced a t  her  w atch— so la te— w hat had 
she been doing so long? She m ust  go on 
— go to supper— see the same old people, 
e a t  the same— .

If  it  had no t been so s to rm y it  would 
have been sunset. A t  the  suprem e m o
m ent, the God of S torm s re le n te d ;  the  
morose clouds pa r ted  and  the  golden glory 
of the sum m er sun rolled ou t— out and  on, 
un til  it enveloped little  Miss Price  s tand ing  
a t  the bars, and the te n d e r  leaved apple- 
t ree  beside her. F rom  the  tw isties t  limb 
of all there  appeared  to spring  a m isshapen 
bunch of fea thers .  G radually  i t  took 
shape, a s lender b luebird  p reen ing  itse lf  in 
the golden glow. Liquid bubbles of th a n k s 
giving b u rs t  from  its t iny  th ro a t— a f te r  the  
s torm  the sun— the glorious golden s u n ! 
F o r  Miss Price, who stood in the molten 
light, a b it  of encouragem en t came with  
the b lueb ird ’s song.

A w arm  ra in -sw eet breeze s t ir red  the 
damp curls abou t he r  forehead . I t  flooded 
her  being with a new hope. H er  shoulders 
s tra igh tened , he r  head rose. A f te r  all the re  
was a new day tom orrow , she was young ; 
she was s t rong ;  she was f re e ;  she had 
health  and a s tu rdy  m ind; she was invinci
ble; she could fight, and  she was hung ry !

The t iny  bird sw ung joyously  on the  
tw isties t  limb, chortl ing  fo r  very  happ i
ness, then  he took flight. He h u n g  poised 
fo r  a  m om en t in the golden m ist b e fo re  the  
eyes of little  Miss P r ice ;  then  he shot up 
in the sh a f t  of sunlight, ou t of sight. Miss 
P rice  with firm ja w  and  b r ig h t  eyes con
tem pla ted  climbing over the  bars. Then a 
last  message of the  b luebird  came to her, 
— a t iny  blue-edged fe a th e r ,  d r i f t in g  u n 
cer ta in ly  down to ligh t on h e r  ou ts t re tch ed  
hand. B luebirds a re  fo r  happ iness;  Miss 
Price clu tched h e r  m ascot delicately  and  
m oun ted  the bars.

Annie  H ooper Goodwin, ’29.
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THE GAME.
A wild, reck less  crowd jos t led  each o the r  

a ro u n d  the  W heel of L ife  in the  gam ing  
place of Chance. L au g h in g  and  shou ting  
th e y  th re w  th e i r  m oney, th e i r  beau ty ,  th e ir  
all, on th e  tab le .  A nd the  wheel was spun 
aga in  an d  again . S udden ly  a cry  w e n t  up 
an d  every  one m ade  w ay fo r  a  new-comer. 
W ith o u t  a  w ord  one and  all h anded  over 
th e i r  w inn ings  to  her, fo r  i t  w as F a te ,  h e r 
self. T hen  a w om an, who had  h i th e r to  
k e p t  in the  background , s tepped  fo rw ard  
an d  w ith  cu r l ing  lips and  sco rn fu l  eyes 
th re w  down h e r  s takes  and  took  up the 
gam e. N ot a w ord  was spoken b u t  the  
W heel of L ife  was tu rn e d  and  Skeptic ism  
w as born  in the  fo rm  of J a n e t  F a rr is .

J a n e t  F a r r i s  looked up fro m  the  tub  of 
s te a m in g  clo thes a t  the  d ir ty  cabin w ith  
h a rd  b r ig h t  eyes. Then  she re tu rn e d  to he r  
w ash ing  w ith  ren ew ed  vigor. She m u s t  be 
done in an  hour. P e te  came hom e a t  two 
fo r  d in n e r  and  she had  to  g e t  over to old 
J a k e ’s cabin  and  back  be fo re  then . She 
looked ca lcu la t ing ly  ab o u t  h e r  a t  the  d ir t  
floor, the  rou g h  walls, and  the  ru s ty  stove. 
N ot m uch  longer  in this. I t  sure  paid  to 
be nice to  old Jake . He d id n ’t  have long to 
live by the  looks of him la s t  n ight. A nd 
then , no m ore  of this. She h u n g  o u t  he r  
c lo thes  and  h u r r ie d  over to old J a k e ’s 
cabin.

Old Ja k e  lay, b re a th in g  heavily, on a 
filthy b u n k  when she came in. He m o
t ioned  feeb ly  to h e r  and  she sa t  down b e 
side him, sm ooth ing  the  bedclothes w ith  
an  ill-concealed gr im ace  of disgust. He 
w as dying, she knew, and  she hoped he 
would  tell  h e r  w here  his m oney  w as; God 
k new  she had  schem ed fo r  it!

“ J a n e t — in the  floor— m y m oney— i t ’s all 
y o u rs ,” he paused  fo r  a m o m e n t  and  his 
eyes b u rn ed  into hers. “ You w ere  m e a n t  
f o r  w ealth ,  J a n e t . ”

She l is tened  to the  old m a n ’s w hispers 
w ith  a satisfied smile and  a f t e r  he had  died 
she w e n t  to the  place in the  floor and  g o t  
the  m oney. Bundle  a f t e r  bundle  of  b a n k 
n o tes  she g a th e re d  g reed ily  into h e r  ap ron  
a n d  w ith o u t  a backw ard  g lance s ta r te d  
home. A lread y  p lans  fo r  the  f u tu r e  w ere 
fo rm in g  in he r  selfish p lo t t in g  bra in . She

would go to New York. She would have 
a car. Ja k e  was r igh t.  She was m e a n t  fo r  
w ea lth  and  w h a t  w as m ore, now  th a t  she 
had go t h e r  han d s  on the  m oney  no th ing  
could keep  h e r  f ro m  en jo y in g  it. H er 
m ou th  se t in an unlovely  line. She would 
m ake the  m ost of h e r  face, which Pe te  
used to call p re t ty .  Of course  P e te  d id n ’t  
know  an y th in g  b u t— she s topped  by the  
side of the  mill pond and  looked a t  h e r  r e 
flection in the  deep, still w a te r .  Yes, he r  
face  was p re t ty .  H er  h a ir  w as curly, too. 
She leaned  n e a re r  and  n e a re r .  I t  h a p 
pened  in a second. The sod a t  the  edge 
of the  w a te r  gave w ay and  w ith  a p ierc ing  
shriek  she was hu rled  w ith  h e r  precious 
m oney, over the  dam  and  in to  the  te e th  of
the mill-wheel.

*  *  *  *

A t the  g am ing  tab le , F a te  g a th e re d  up 
h e r  stakes. The w om an, a  li t t le  less con
fident b u t  still ve ry  scornfu l,  th re w  down 
he r  last  m oney, h e r  beau ty ,  every th ing , and 
w atched  the  W heel of L ife  in its  second 
spin as Skeptic ism  w as born  in the  fo rm  of 
Alicia V antine .

Alicia V an t in e  paced the  floor of he r  
p e rfec t ly  appo in ted  d raw ing  room. I t  
cou ldn ’t  be t r u e — b u t  yes, it  was. She 
m igh t  as well face  the  fac ts . H er  law yer  
had ju s t  told he r  th a t  h e r  fo r tu n e ,  every  
cen t  of it, was gone and  she was as poor 
as the w om an who did h e r  laund ry . Yes, 
poorer , fo r  she cou ldn’t  even do laundry . 
She th o u g h t  of Bobby. M ighty  good she 
h a d n ’t  m arr ied  him. Nice kid, b u t  pov
e r ty — no, th a n k  you. She rea l ly  d idn ’t  
w orry  m uch  ab o u t  poverty . T here  was a l
ways old Sprague. I f  he h a d n ’t  been  so old 
she’d have been m arr ied  to him now. B u t 
why w orry , it  w as a c e r ta in ty  th a t  he would 
come back  even if  he had  g o t  a b i t  piqued. 
P e rh ap s  if she w as e x t ra  nice she m igh t  
g e t  him be fo re  he lea rn ed  of h e r  loss. N ot 
p lea san t  to live w ith  an old m an  b u t— oh 
well, beggars  c a n ’t  be choosers, and  she 
sh rugged  h e r  p r e t ty  shoulders  and  w e n t  on 
w ith  he r  selfish scheming.

The phone r a n g  sharply . P robab ly  
Sprague. S he’d ask  him over r ig h t  away.

“ Hello— oh, yes, S a ra h — have I hea rd
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w h a t?— Sprague? W hat about h im ?—  
w ha t?— good heavens!”

The voice a t  the o ther end of the wire 
w ent on mercilessly.

“ The old guy eloped with Suzanne Carle- 
ton. Isn ’t  it  too funny?  She’s a wise kid 
to hitch up with th a t  gold mine even if he

is about twice her age. Hello !— Hello !— ” 
But Alicia had hung  up.

Again a t  the gaming table Fa te  gathered  
up the stakes. The woman of the scornful 
eyes had disappeared.

P. Page, ’27.

A BIT OF PARADISE.
There are  only a few who know of the 

lovely spot which I visit so often. I t  is fa r  
away from  the dust and ra t t le  of any road. 
I th ink th a t  th a t  is why it  has such a charm 
for me. This shady nook lends enchantm ent 
more and more upon each visit. I t  seems 
as though it m ust harbor  a fa iry-ring where, 
every evening in the moonlight, those c rea t
ures from the o ther world come to make 
merry. Their presence may even be fe lt  
sometimes in the late afternoon , and day
dreams of fa iry land  seem to make the spot 
even more lovely.

Then there  is a brook bubbling through 
it;  ju s t  a little brook, bu t clear and swift. 
Not o ften  is the w ater  in the channel still. 
But I rem em ber once, in August, when I 
visited the place, the w ater  was not mov
ing. There were le f t  only some small 
pools of water. I wondered then if it 
were not as charm ing in th a t  s tate as when 
the w ater  hurried  past. For  I could look 
into the crystal basins, and see the green 
above, reflected. I made a cup from birch- 
bark  and tas ted  a little of the water. I t  
was as cool and as pure as any I had ever 
had to drink. I think there  is a spring 
amongst the rocks, else in the summer sun 
the w a te r  would all go.

Ju s t  beyond the brook is a thick clump 
of birches with a narrow  foot-path  through 
it. On this side, and close to the w ater  
are spruce trees, and a hemlock. I always 
marveled a t  the greenness of the ir  foliage, 
bu t the tree  I most admired was an apple 
tree  growing a p a r t  from  the o ther trees a 
little to this side. I t  seems to me a strange 
phenomenon th a t  in a pastu re  of birches, 
spruce, and hemlock, an apple tree  should 
grow. As I lay undernea th  the spruce close 
beside the brook, I would invariably tu rn  
my head so th a t  I could see the apple tree.

I liked to imagine th a t  years ago there  was 
a house close to the brook, and the apple 
tree  was planted th a t  its f ru i t  m ight satisfy 
the children.

There were no birds’ nests in the trees  
nearest  to the brook, bu t in the apple tree  
there  was a rob in ’s nest. I can feel again 
the joy I fe lt  when first I saw the mother 
bird carrying a bit of a twig up to the tree. 
I saw her mate come with a straw  in his 
bill. The nest was barely started. I stayed 
very late th a t  evening, and I saw the home 
almost completed.

During the next few weeks there  was an 
added in terest  in my visits to the brook. I 
took such delight and in terest  in the robin 
family. I knew when the eggs were laid, 
although I never climbed up in the tree. 
The proud husband made it  clearly known 
th a t  no longer was the nest an empty one. 
I was as happy as the two birds when the 
eggs hatched and there were little birds to 
feed.

One day when I approached the brook I 
noticed a bit of white close beside a tree  
trunk. I drew n earer  and found a clump 
of pure white perfec t Indian pipes. There 
had been none the year before. Indian 
pipes were scarce about my home and I 
wondered where the seed had come from. 
Every year since then there  has been al
most the same num ber of these curious 
plants. I never pick one fo r  I like to let 
N ature  have her way and please or su r
prise me as she will.

Only once did I visit this spot in the 
spring. I t  seemed clean and fresh  and oh, 
what gorgeous mayflowers I found t h e r e ! 
I t  was such a delight to look under  the 
leaves fo r  any traces  of the clear, pink and 
white flowers, and to find th a t  rhe loveliest 
ones were always tucked ’way out of sight.
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One of the  o th e r  v is ito rs  to th is  spot was 
G rover  Johnson , the  f a r m e r  who owned the  
land. Severa l t im es  a y e a r  he spen t  a day 
a t  fishing in the  deep pool beyond  the  
sp ruce  trees .  F ro m  m y re s t in g  place, I 
could w a tch  him cast his line in to  the  w a te r  
an d  hau l  ou t his fish. He seem ed so qu ie t 
an d  so still t h a t  he becam e a lm ost a p a r t  
o f  the  a tm o sp h e re  w hen  he w as there .

E ach  tim e I go to m y parad ise  I fee l th a t

it m ay  be m y last  visit, so I d r ink  in the 
place w ith  joy  and  co n ten tm en t .  I t  is the  
m ost e n c h a n t in g  spot to go and  one canno t 
help b u t  g e t  in sp ira t ion  fro m  these  su r 
roundings.

Some day, when m y ship comes in, I am 
going  to buy  the  p ro p e r ty  and  keep it  b eau 
t ifu l  as it a lw ays has been, fo r  the  joy  and 
deligh t of o thers  who m ay  wish to  find 
peace and  seclusion.

Helen Mitchell, ’27.

MY PHILOSOPHY OF BEAUTY.
“ T h ere  a re  some loves t h a t  the  world, 

im p o r ta n t  th o u g h  it  is, m ay  well be lost 
f o r— the  love of an idea, a principle , a 
cause, a discovery, a piece of knowledge 
o r of b e a u ty .”

Rose M acauley.
B eau ty ?  Yes, the  world  m ay  be well lost 

f o r  beau ty . Real b e a u ty  is wholesome, sa t 
isfy ing, exh ila ra t ing ,  even in tox ica ting . 
A nd  b e a u ty  is such a common th in g  and  so 
p la in ly  visible to all th a t  its  in tr insic  w orth  
and  value  a re  overlooked by the  m a jo r i ty  
an d  ap p rec ia ted  by only a few. Most of 
us m u s t  even be t a u g h t  to observe, to a p 
p rec ia te ,  to en joy  beau ty . “ We have eyes, 
an d  we see n o t .” W e a re  fo re v e r  s tr iv ing  
fo r  artif ic ia lity , fo re v e r  endeavoring  to ad 
ju s t  ourse lves  to the  complexion of A m e r 
ican civilization fo rg e t t in g ,  in ou r  e te rn a l  
s trugg le ,  to  seek the  God-given solace of 
the  love of n a tu re .  B u t  th e re  i t  is— all 
a b o u t  us— beau ty .  W h erev e r  th e re  is one 
b lade of g rass  or one b i t  of blue sky vis
ible— th e re  m ay  be seen b e a u ty — ever- 
chang ing , in te re s t in g ,  g ra t ify ing .

I t  would be ab su rd  to s tress  the  im p o r t
ance  of n a tu ra l  scenery  w ithou t ,  a t  least, 
m en t io n in g  some o thers  of the  m ultip le  
sources  o f  beau ty . In fac t ,  th e re  is scarcely  
a n y th in g  in which we c an n o t  d iscover some 
a r t is t ic  quality . Even  such a common oc
cu r ren ce  as a f r ie n d ly  smile accom panying  
a g re e t in g  conveys beau ty , as Mr. H u tc h in 
son will ag ree ,  f o r  he w ri te s :  “ Infin ite ly  the  
m ost  b ea u t i fu l  th in g  in life is a face  l igh t
ing  up w ith  p leasu re  of f r ien d sh ip .”

Then, th e re  is the  b e a u ty  of love— deep, 
overpow ering , basic in its  b ind ing  quality . 
I t  is ou r  c reeda l  ty p e  of beau ty ,  f o r  “ He

th a t  dwelle th  in love dw elle th  in God and 
God in him, fo r  God is love.”

T ru th — our m an ia  fo r  scientific fac ts—  
the  fine a r ts ,  scu lp tu re ,  music, poe try ,  l i t 
e r a tu re — th e re  is indefinite  b e a u ty  in these, 
fo r  th ey  are  the  a r t is t ic  a t te m p ts  of m an  to 
express  the  b e a u ty  of his soul. This type  
of b e a u ty  is de l igh tfu l  and  sa t is fy in g  to 
a ce r ta in  ex ten t ,  b u t  we o f ten  fee l in our  
in ne rm ost  beings th a t  i t  is somehow in 
complete, or, perhaps,  th a t  its  pe rfec t ion  
is o v e rw ro u g h t:— a r t — the sensuous fo rm  
of a b e au t i fu l  though t.

Physical b e a u ty  is ra re .  W e can, p ro b 
ably, if we search keen ly  enough, find some 
adm irab le  f e a tu re  in everybody ; if  one is 
very  ugly in ap p ea ran ce  he has u n d o u b t
edly a b e au t i fu l  soul! B u t  th e re  has never  
y e t  been c rea ted  a hum an  be ing  p e r fe c t  in 
e x te rn a l  b e a u ty  and  fo rm — unless i t  m ay  
have been Christ, though  I doub t even this 
example. “ F o r  th e re  is ever the  f a ta l  flaw 
of h u m an ity  which N a tu re ,  in one shape or 
ano the r ,  s tam ps ineffaceably  on all h e r  p ro 
ductions, e i th e r  to imply th a t  th ey  a re  te m 
p o ra ry  and  finite, or th a t  th e i r  pe rfec t ion  
m u st  be w ro u g h t  by toil and  p a in .” (H aw 
th o rn e .)  And p e rfec t io n  th u s  w ro u g h t  is 
t r a n s ie n t  and  easily tarn ished .

Then, if artif icial and  even hum an  
b eau ty  fa il  to sa t is fy  us completely, i t  m u s t  
be n a tu re  alone th a t  possesses th is  a r t .  A r t i 
ficial expression fails  to  convey to  us th a t  
th r i l l ing  sensation  of wild prim itiveness , of 
God-like m a je s ty  and  power, of p e r fe c t  
h a rm o n y  which n a tu re  so com plete ly  em 
bodies. M an ’s a t te m p t  to su pp lem en t n a t 
u ra l  b e a u ty  by the  erec tion  of m agnificent 
s ta tues ,  and  to  re g u la te  and  chain h e r  wild-
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ness by staid, geom etrica lly  a r ra n g e d  con
cre te  walks is absurd , y e t  pa thetic . W hen 
the  w ork  of the  M aste r  has once been 
touched  by hum an  hands, the  Christ-like 
ind iv iduality  departs ,  and  th a t  fierce, wild, 
p ie rc ing  b e a u ty  becomes docile, tam ed, and 
m an-m ade artis t ic .

Because n a tu re  is the  fu n d am en ta l  source 
of beau ty , we are  fo rev e r  s tr iv ing  to imi
ta te  colors,— fo rev e r  a t te m p t in g  to p ro 
duce a fab r ic  whose hue can r ival the  color
ing of the  sunse t  or of the  dawn. B ut 
th e re  is never  a g reen  so re s tfu l ,  so de
lightfu l,  as the  g reen  of the  grass ;  never  a 
blue th a t  can be m atched  with th a t  heav
enly b lue ; never  a  shade of yellow, or gold, 
or o range  th a t  can rival the m arvelous 
t ra n sp a re n c y  of the  sunlight. I t  is a hope
less ta sk ;  a t  best we can find con tras t ing

shades th a t  will no t  rude ly  clash w ith  the  
color scheme of the  Almighty. The g re a t 
est t r ib u te  th a t  we can pay to n a tu re  is n o t  
to im itate , b u t  to app rec ia te ,— to allow 
ourselves occasionally to become so s a tu r 
a ted  with he r  b eau ty  th a t  we absorb  and 
re ta in  some of h e r  grac ious s treng th ,  to  be 
used in the build ing of our  characters .

Words, language, speech! How inade
quate , how impossible, how fu ti le  these 
symbols with which we a t te m p t  to p o r t ra y  
the  ro a r in g  o f  the  w in te r  gale, the  crysta l  
w hiteness of the snow, the  m u rm u r in g  of 
the  gen tle  sum m er wind, the  em erald  g re e n 
ness of the foliage, and  the rippling, swish
ing blueness of the  lake. Im pressions of 
beau ty  are  to be received, b u t  n ev er  t r u t h 
fully  expressed.

Bernice Green, ’27.

BEVERLY’S BOB.
Beverly H u n t  was homesick. A lthough 

it was the  beg inn ing  of he r  second yea r  
a t  college, she was hum ped up on her  
couch in u t t e r  de jection . I t  would seem 
to a casual observer th a t  Beverly had al
most eve ry th ing  th a t  could be asked to 
m ake he r  happy, fo r  she had m any friends, 
an a t t ra c t iv e  room, p re t ty  clothes, and 
p len ty  of spending money. Beverly was 
good looking, even now when her  head 
drooped and he r  eyes were filled with tea rs  
as she sa t  gazing  in f ro n t  of her, chin in 
hand. H er  home was in a New E ngland  
city, where she lived in an old colonial 
house w ith  he r  m o the r  and  fa th e r ,  small 
b ro th e r  and  sister. All sum m er she had 
looked fo rw ard  to coming back to college, 
b u t  now th a t  she was there , her  longing fo r  
home and  d isagreem ents  with he r  fr iends  
d iscouraged her.

A t presen t ,  the  bone of conten tion  was 
her  long, curly, brown hair, done in a 
smooth kno t  a t  the  back o f he r  head. H er 
room m ates ,  who w ere no th ing  if  n o t  “ col
leg ia te ,” insisted th a t  she would be a much 
g re a te r  success if it  w ere bobbed. Bev
e r ly ’s brown curly  hair, wide blue eyes, 
and clear  complexion, combined w ith  a 
p leasing personality , m ade h e r  very  a t t r a c 
tive. Madge and  Louise had been fa ir ly

successful in teach ing  he r  the  Charleston 
and the o ther  la te s t  dances, then  th o u g h t  
th a t  she ought to be ju s t  a l i ttle  m ore m od
ern to fit in with them. Beverly d idn ’t  lack 
pep. Quite the  con tra ry , fo r  she was a fine 
tenn is  p layer, and  a form idable  g u a rd  in 
hockey. Since she played the  violin ex
ceedingly well, accord ing  to Madge and  
Louise she need only change to the  “ u k e ” 
or ban jo  to be quite in style. While she 
was gloomily going over the conversation  
which had taken  place ea r l ie r  th a t  a f t e r 
noon, and wishing th a t  she could a p p ea r  as 
in te res t ing  and lively as Madge and  Louise 
before  the  boys who came to see them , 
B etty  F ly n t  came rush ing  into the room, 
calling,

“ Cheer up, Bev, come on and  go home 
with me this week-end. D ad’s o u t  here  
with the car  now. W e’re going ou t to the 
fa rm , i t ’s such good w eather.  Come on, old 
scout, the  world will look different when 
you g e t  ou t  the re  in the sunshine and  ge t 
your  tee th  into a hunk  of g ra n d m o th e r ’s 
pum pkin  p ie .”

So Beverly went, and u n d e r  the  rap id  
fire of B e t ty ’s c h a t te r  on the  way out, 
found  herse lf  fee l ing  considerably  be tte r .  
The exc item en t of popping  corn over the  
fireplace and pulling  taffy in the evening
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w ith  a crow d of B e t ty ’s f r ie n d s  m ade  Bev
e r ly  fo rg e t  h e r  difficulty of hom esickness 
a n d  lack of a “ line .” She seem ed to fit in 
as  well as  anyone  w hen  th e y  g a th e red  
a ro u n d  the  p iano to sing or  w ound  up the  
v ic tro la  to  dance  by.

W hen  the  g irls  woke up n e x t  m o rn in g  
the  day  w as such a fine exam ple  of  “ O cto
b e r ’s B r ig h t  Blue W e a th e r” th a t  th ey  p la n 
ned  to  go h u n t in g  fo r  chestnu ts .  B e tty  
d rove  o u t  in the  co u n try  un t i l  th ey  came 
to  a p lace w here  th e re  w ere  c h e s tn u t  t rees, 
th e n  le f t  the  ca r  in a f a rm  ya rd ,  and  walked 
dow n a long  hill w here  the  t re e s  w ere  g ro w 
ing  a long  a stone  wall. The two girls  b e 
cam e se p a ra te d  as th ey  h u n ted ,  Beverly  
go ing  f a r th e r  f ro m  the  road , and  B e t ty  
s ta y in g  a long  the  wall. Beverly  was g ro p 
ing  along, b e n t  over to pick up the  nuts , 
w hen  sudden ly  she s tum bled  over som e
th in g  f u r r y  th a t  she first th o u g h t  a cat, b u t  
on looking up, fo u n d  to h e r  d ism ay th a t  it  
w as a skunk. As she s ta r te d  to  ru n ,  n a u s 
e a te d  by the  d isagreeab le  odor, h e r  h a ir  
a n d  scalp f e l t  suspiciously wet. She h u r 
r ied  up the  hill in tea rs ,  and, looking up, 
saw  a y o u n g  m an  in blue overalls  in the  
middle  of the  road, obviously suppress ing  
his m ir th  w ith  difficulty. He has ten ed  to 
c o m fo r t  her , and  a p p ea red  very  sym pa
thetic .  A f te r  exam in ing  h e r  dam aged  
c ro w n in g  glory, his v e rd ic t  was,

“ T h e re ’s n o th in g  to do b u t  bob i t ! ” T o
g e th e r ,  th ey  w en t  back  to the  fa rm  house, 
w here  th e y  fo u n d  B etty ,  who w as overcome

w ith  a m ix tu re  of d ism ay and  m ir th ,  b u t  
she, too, ag reed  th a t  a  shingle w as the  only 
rem edy. The y oung  m an, whose nam e was 
Bob, p roduced  a p a ir  of shears  and  s ta r te d  
sn ipp ing  a t  B ev er ly ’s curls. His b a rb e r in g  
proved  qu ite  successful, and  when h e r  ha ir  
had been sham pooed  w ith  e v e ry th in g  from  
su lphu r  to kerosene, B everly  ag reed  th a t  it  
was r a th e r  becom ing  bobbed, a f t e r  all. Be
fo re  leaving, th ey  discovered th a t  Bob had 
g ra d u a te d  fro m  the s ta te  ag r ic u l tu ra l  col
lege the  y e a r  befo re ,  th a t  he was tw en ty -  
two, and  ju s t  s ta r t in g  on a f a rm  of his 
own. B everly  prom ised  to  w rite  and  tell 
him the  effect of the  bob on h e r  fr iends,  
in r e tu rn  fo r  the  sk u n k ’s skin, to be k ep t  
as a trophy .

W hen Beverly  and  B e t ty  re tu rn e d ,  th e ir  
room m ates  w ere  occupying  all available 
space in the  room , w ith  a box fu ll  of all 
k inds of “ e a ts ” in the  middle of  the  floor, 
and  var ious  art ic les  sp read  on the  tab les  
and  chairs. As B everly  unconcerned ly  
took  off he r  ha t,  th ey  all ru sh ed  a t  her, c ry 
ing,

“ Oh! Y o u ’ve had  it  bobbed! I t  looks 
simply m arve lous!  How did i t  happen?  
D on’t  you ju s t  love it, g i r ls? ” W hen  Bev
erly  smiled and  told th em  the  rea l  reason, 
they  hooted w ith  shrieks to  b r in g  p roc to rs  
h u r ry in g  f ro m  every  d irec tion  w ith  dire 
th re a ts  of b lack m arks. The fe a s t  was con
t in u ed  in honor  of Beverly  and  h e r  “ Bob.”

Needless to say, bo th  bobs proved quite 
s a t is fac to ry  to Beverly.

Doris H. Church, ’29.

LUCK.
My eye t rav e ls  over the  tab le  and  then  

to  the  fireplace, w here  I s tudy  the  effect of 
g re e n  ti les  and  b rass  an d iro n s  and  rails  
re f lec t ing  the  g low ing  ra y s  of the  fire. I 
th in k  of how th is  b e a u t i fu l  se t  was ob
ta in e d  m ere ly  by luck. Luck! H ere  a t  
m y  elbow sits a curious device, the  Gommy 
W ozzle of  Luck. An ogre rec lines  on an 
o r ien ta l  couch, his r ig h t  hand  re s t in g  on his 
knees, his l e f t  su p p o r t in g  a long  glass pipe 
the  c o n te n ts  of which, a  d a rk  red  fluid, he 
a l t e rn a te ly  sucks to  his lips and  th en  
th ro w s  back  in to  the  tu b e  w ith  such p re s 
su re  th a t  one drop oozes f ro m  the  te rm ina l .

H ere  rec lines  th a t  s t ra n g e  being, u n 
sightly  w ith  its clawlike hands  and  fee t ,  
and  the  g reen  head  w ith  two la rge  b u t  v a 
can t  eyes. He sits in abso lu te  indifference 
to his su rro u n d in g s  and  concen tra t io n  on 
his endless task. His eyes rem a in  fixed on 
the  bowl of his pipe. I notice  th a t  of the  
large  q u a n t i ty  of  fluid seem ing  re a d y  to 
drop f ro m  the  end of the  tu b e  only a small 
p a r t  appears ,  fo r  the  ogre has sucked the  
g r e a te r  p a r t  back. In  m y im agina tion  I 
t r y  to m ake exp lana tions .  Does he th in k  
he will overw helm  us w ith  too much, or 
did he wish to  see ou r  g reed y  hands  sna tch
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fo r  it  only to c lu tch  the a ir?  How o ften  
does the  sportsm an  tell of the  luck he a l
m ost had b u t  lost.

T here  comes to my m ind a vivid p ic tu re  
of the k ingdom  of the ru le r  of luck. How 
m any  millions he has a t  his com m and! All 
classes f ro m  the  l i t t le  g r im y  newsboy on 
the  s t ree t-co rn e r  to the millionaire, the  
rascal to the  judge  befo re  whom he stands, 
the  E g y p tian  to  the Eskimo. All, his loyal 
subjects . All, d ependen t upon his foibles. 
Y et some who have served him best go

em pty  handed, while o f ten  I see a careless, 
indifferen t fellow loaded down w ith  riches, 
r iches acqu ired  by no effort or influence on 
his par t .  I see those held in the  quick
sands of poverty  sinking deeper  and  
deeper, w ait ing  fo r  the  help ing  hand  of 
Luck; on the  o ther  hand, I see the  r ich  
placed in m ore costly mansions, blessing 
Luck fo r  th e ir  fo r tunes .

The little  god Luck reclines upon his 
o rien ta l  couch and watches.

E. B eckett ,  ’30.

MORAL—?
W h at w ere my impressions? Well, mostly  

fog, s lippery w et s tree ts ,  m isty  lights b link
ing in the  d istance and  a lonesome feeling, 
so lonesome th a t— well, I never  hope to be 
lonesome again.

Well, w h a t  do you w ant,  m an?  You said, 
“ how did you fe e l ’’ and  I told you! Yes, 
excuse me. E v e ry th in g  th a t  happened  and 
th a t  I know ab o u t  it, eh!

Give me a m atch  and  I ’ll g e t  my pipe go
ing first. There , t h a t ’s b e t te r .  Now, 
h e re ’s w h a t  I know, b u t  I p ray  you, O 
Fellow-Inquisitors , if you do n ’t  g e t  such a 
thrill  as you an tic ipa ted , do n ’t  blame me.

On th a t  T hursday  evening  a f t e r  I fin
ished dinner, I sa t  down in the  l ib ra ry  and 
lit up as usual and  s ta r te d  read ing . I t  
was drizzling outside and  the re  was a 
s teady  d ripp ing  aga ins t  the window panes. 
Usually th a t  gives me a com fortab le  fee ling  
b u t  th a t  n igh t  I don’t  know w h a t  go t into 
me. I was restless  and cou ldn’t  keep my 
mind on V olta ire , so I knocked the  ashes 
from  my pipe, go t into my w et w ea th e r  
clothes and  s ta r te d  fo r th .  J u s t  as I closed 
the f ro n t  door I hea rd  the clock str ike  ten. 
I s ta r ted  tow ards  the South  End.

A nd ta lk  ab o u t  fog! Say, Ed, i t  had 
your  London fogs bea ten  a t  the  s ta r t .  I 
tr ied  to l ight a c ig a re t te  b u t  the  a tm os
phere  was so w e t  i t  w ou ldn ’t  burn , so I 
had to give it  up. I walked on fo r  abou t 
th ree  q u a r te r s  of an hour. In th a t  tim e I 
passed b u t  th ree  persons, a  young  fellow 
who looked capable  of knocking o u t  Gene 
Tunney , a girl and  a f t e r  them  a policeman.

I t  seem ed like w alk ing  in some ghost

city. I ’d see a l ight a p p a ren t ly  a g r e a t  
distance off and then  find i t  b u t  a  foo t  
away. There  w asn ’t  a sound b u t  the  s teady  
p a t te r  of the  drizzle and  the  close silence 
of the fog  which was so still t h a t  i t  fa ir ly  
shouted. And such nas ty  footing, espec
ially in crepe soled shoes.

A f te r  walking a while longer I decided 
to go home and  tu rn e d  to re t ra c e  my steps. 
As I did so, the re  loomed up in f r o n t  of 
me, the  girl whom I had passed a  short  
t im e before . A t the  same tim e I came 
onto a large puddle of w a te r  unexpected ly  
and veered sharply  to one side to  escape 
it, when— blank— and then  no th ing!

G radually  I became aw are  th a t  I pos
sessed a head and th a t  it  d idn’t  fee l as  i t  
should. In f a c t  I th o u g h t  th a t  I was in a 
F reshm an  Razoo again a t  college. R em em 
ber  th a t  last ra iny  F r id ay  th a t  the  Sophs 
yanked  us out, Neal, and the  fight I go t 
into with “ Bo” H am lin? Oh, yes, yes,—  
my head. Excuse me, Ed, I ’ll go r ig h t  on 
with this tale. Besides m y head thum p in g  
and sizzling, I fe l t  all ou t of balance. Well, 
as I became once more, Mr. B arney  Old
ham, I discovered th a t  I was s i t t ing  on the  
s id ew alk !

“ Robbed! I ’m ro b b ed !” was my first co
h e re n t  though t.  Sw iftly  I w en t  th ro u g h  
my pockets; billfold in tac t,  s ilver kn ife  and  
c iga re t te  case, c igar l ighter, w atch, cuff
links, pin— all th e re !  W h a t  had happened  
then?  T h a t  pugilistic fellow— the  gir l—  
now why did the  policeman follow them ? 
A nd— why, I had it!

I could visualize pe rfec t ly  how the  girl
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s tepped  up  while the  fe llow  dodged rou n d  
in the  fo g  an d  c racked  me. While a b o u t  to 
help h im self  to m y p ro p er ty ,  the  sudden  a p 
p e a ran ce  of the  policem an p u t  a stop to 
th e  p a r ty  and  th ey  “ b ea t  i t .” Thus I solved 
m y fix in a r e g u la r  S. H olm es’ style, b u t  
th a t  w a sn ’t  the  an sw er  as I fo u n d  la te r .

Shucks, m y pouch is em p ty !  A li ttle  
m ore  tobacco, Ed, please, an d  I ’ll finish my 
story . W h a t ’s the  nam e of yo u r  tobacco? 
I t ’s b e t te r  th a n  mine. P r ince  A lber t?  
W hy t h a t ’s odd ,t h a t ’s w h a t  I use, too, b u t  
i t  doesn ’t  seem like yours.

Well, to go on w ith  m y s to ry— I g o t  to 
m y f e e t  and  s ta r te d  off. I w alked and  
w alked  an d  th e n  w alked some more. By 
George, I b e t  I walked twenty-five miles 
b e fo re  i t  daw ned  on me th a t  I was lost in 
m y  own home tow n in the  fog! N ot one 
soul in sight, and  lonesom e! By Allah! I 
fe l t  like a six y e a r  old le f t  alone in the  
d a r k !

I t  w as no laugh ing  m a t te r ,  Neal. I was 
soaked th rough ,  i t  still drizzled and  my 
head  ached  w retchedly , b u t  I decided it  
would  be b e t te r  to keep on going. J u s t

then  I had a fee l ing  th a t  som eone was near. 
T u rn in g  quickly, I saw the  policem an and 
th e n — blank  a g a i n !

Talk  ab o u t  heads! My n e x t  comeback 
has had no equal, be fo re  or since! Orion, 
Ju p i te r ,  V enus and  all the  s ta r  re la t ives  
p a rad ed  and  sc in t i la ted !  B u t fo r  all th a t  
my head  f e l t  m ore  com fortab le  and  th en  I 
came to the  fa c t  th a t  my head  was d rop
ped on a m a n ’s lap! A nd whom  do you 
suppose it  was? P a t  O’R yan , the  cop on 
the  n e x t  block below m y house! I had 
circled a lm ost home in m y w anderings.

B u t  why should P a t  be su p p o r t in g  my 
head, you ask, E d?  Well, t h a t ’s w h a t  I 
asked him. So hold yo u r  b rea th s ,  boys, 
and  h e a r  the  gory  climax. I t  seems th a t  
when I tu rn e d  quickly to  see the  policeman, 
I ’d slipped on m y crepe soles and  cracked 
m y head  on the  p avem en t!

A nd the  g irl?  Well, to  be t ru th fu l ,  I 
fell fo r  her, too, because of those ev e r la s t
ing crepe soles when I t r ied  to  avoid th a t  
p u d d le !

E h! W h a t?  Good Lord, no! I ’m still a 
bach! D oro thy  Giddings, ’27.

NARCISSUS.
The pool lies in b rea th less  expectancy , 

n o t  a  r ipp le  m a r r in g  its su rface . The wil
lows bend by its b r in k  in sym pathe tic  eag 
erness, and  every  fo re s t  voice is hushed. 
N arc issus bends to his image in the  m ir 
ro r in g  w a te r .  How he longs to touch  this 
vision: h e ’s so close, and  he would tak e  it  
to his bosom if  he could. B u t  he knows 
th a t  if he lays so m uch  as a f ingertip  upon 
it, the  face  of his beloved will d isappear  
u t te r ly .

I f  he could b u t  s tay  away, the to r tu r e  of 
his inab ili ty  to  become one w ith  his dar l ing  
would fade.

B u t  he c an n o t  s tay  aw ay!

 ̂  ̂ ^
The sounds of a un iverse  a re  still and 

e a r th  l is tens in a hush  su rcha rged  with 
emotion, when a m o th e r  comes n e a r  to the 
h e a r t  of he r  child, and  the  child is a qu ie t 
pool of welcome. The s t r id e n t  voices of 
m a n ’s w a r fa re  fade  into no th ingness  when 
in the given tension  of b a t t le  two soldier- 
pals m ay  a lm ost e n te r  one into the  h e a r t  
of the  o ther. A lm ost!  The p o ig n an t  p ity  
of  the  b reach!

I f  we would dull th a t  fee l ing  of f r u s t r a 
tion we m u s t  n o t  come close in sp ir i t  to  our 
fellows b u t  dwell a f a r  off.

B u t we c an n o t  s tay  aw ay!
M. R.

THE SOUL OF MAN.
A tan g led  m ass of m y s te ry — so deep 
In tr ig u in g ,  baffling, fo il ing  all a t te m p ts  
To u n d e rs ta n d  the  n a tu re  of its  m aze—  
The soul of man. The essence of o u r  life,

The cherished, g u a rd ed  ob jec t  of God’s 
love,

F o re v e r  s tr iv ing  to  exp ress  itself,
Y et des tined  never  to  be understood .

B. G. ’27.
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BEAUTY.
There is beau ty  in a m ountain  brook But the finest beau ty  th a t  I know
Or in a wood’s secluded nook. Is found in the guise of a hum an soul,
There is beau ty  in the sunset glow; That is striving to reach  a soaring goal.

V. Fellows, ’27.
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EDITORIALS.
“ Ye E d ito rs” announce fo r  the  judges, 

Miss F lorence Dunn, Mrs. C. J. W eber and 
P rofessor  Cecil Rollins, the following w in
ners in Colbiana’s prize contest  fo r  prose: 

F ir s t  prize: Annie Hooper Goodwin, fo r  
the story, “ The Blue B ird ’s F e a th e r .” 

Second prize: (aw arded to each) Pauline 
Page, fo r  “ The G am e;” Helen Mitchell, 
fo r  “ A Bit of P arad ise .”

The judges considered th a t  the verse 
subm itted  was no t such as to w a r ra n t  the 
aw ard  of a prize fo r  poetry.

Colbiana wishes sincerely to th an k  all 
con tr ibu to rs  to the contest. You were com
para tive ly  few ; we wish there  were more 
of you to thank. I t  is significant th a t  those 
who found  time to t ry  fo r  m oney prizes 
a re  w ithout exception those who have a l
ways before  willingly helped Colbiana 
w ithou t the spur of rew ard. F o r  this r e a 
son we feel th a t  the contribu tions were 
made in a fine spirit  of helpfulness,— and 
we th an k  you!

We t ru s t  th a t  you, and others, will as 
gladly offer us m ater ia l  fo r  the n ex t  issue. 
No prizes will be offered, b u t  we believe 
th a t  even more of the  women will place 
artic les  in the Colbiana mail-box. W here

is the pride of the W om an’s Division? 
There are m any of you who w rite  ably, bu t 
you allow Colbiana to pull along (no pun 
in tended) as best it  can by the  den t is t ’s 
method, ex traction . If  you will make it  a 
point to offer us your best, w e’ll g u a ran tee  
you a splendid issue to take  home a t  E a s t 
er-time. F reshm en, you m ay help, too.

The mail-box is always there , and we 
always need m aterial. Are you with us?

M. R.

A lady is known by her  manners. A 
co-ord is a lady— th e re fo re— . This may 
sound like a p la ti tud inous axiom, b u t  there  
is more to it. We feel th a t  the  following 
epigram  gives an excellent definition of a 
lady: A pessimist is one who washes the 
tub  before  use. An optim ist is one who 
washes the tub  a f te r  use. B u t a lady is 
one who washes it  before  and a f te r  use. 
This is a hum orous definite perhaps, bu t 
it  contains a gra in  of t r u th — a lady shows 
consideration fo r  others. She does not 
labor under  the delusion th a t  she is alone 
in the world and th a t  she has personal lib
e r ty  to do as she pleases. She realizes th a t  
she lives in a community, th a t  he r  actions
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affect others. A nd now a co-ord is a  lady. 
As such she is expected  to m a in ta in  s ta n d 
ards. These s tan d a rd s  m ean  no t  only the  
m a jo r  th in g s :  kindness, courtesy , refine
m e n t  of m an n er ,  b u t  also the  m inor  de
ta ils  of every  day l i f e ; the  l i ttle  th ings  
which m ay  n o t  be easy to rem em b er  fo r  
sp o n taneous  irresponsible  you th  such as 
ours. We r e f e r  to noise in and ou t of qu ie t 
hour, shou ting  and  ru n n in g  in the  halls, 
and  gen e ra l  g ra m m a r  school bo is te rous
ness, all the  l i ttle  th ings which m ay seem 
of least  im portance  to each of us b u t  which 
dis tress  and  d is tu rb  others. A lady is 
th o u g h tfu l  of o thers  a t  all t im es— a co-ord 
is a lady.

H. S.

A re you a pessimist, Colbyite? A re you 
finding y o u r  courses dull, you r  room m ate  
shallow, the  muffins taste less, and  the  days 
all ra iny?  A re f ra te rn i t ie s  an evil, and  co
ords silly, and does y o u r  philosophy end in 
N irvana?  Then listen to the  brave  words 
of one who knew  and o f ten  w ro te  ab o u t  
the dregs of hum an  life. In “ Oliver T w is t ,” 
Charles Dickens philosophizes, “ Men who 
look on n a tu re  and th e ir  fellow-men, and 
cry th a t  all is dark  and gloomy a re  in the  
r ig h t ;  b u t  the  som ber colors are  reflections 
of th e ir  own jaund iced  eyes and  hearts .  
The rea l hues a re  delicate and  need a 
c leare r  vision.”

M. R.

AMONG OUR ALUMNAE
Miss N ett ie  Runnals, ’08, our fo rm er  

dean, is now Dean of W omen a t  Hillsdale 
College, Hillsdale, Mich. Miss E rm a  V. 
Reynolds, ’14, is our  p re sen t  dean.

Donnie C. Getchell, ’24, is teach ing  a t  
H u n te r  College and a t te n d in g  Columbia 
University .

Mildred Collins, ’23, is teach ing  in P ro v 
idence, R. I.

Ida  F ran ces  Jones, ’23, was m arr ied  A u 
g u s t  21, to A ndrew  Jackson  Smith. Both 
Mr. and  Mrs. Sm ith  are  teachers  in the 
Troy  Conference  Academy, Poultney , Vt.

M arjo r ie  Kemp, ’23, is teach ing  a t  L in 
coln, Me.

The m arr iag e  of Beulah Adams, ’23, to 
E lm er  W illiams has been announced.

Mr. and  Mrs. Malcolm House (M arg a re t  
T u rn e r ,  ’24) announce  the  b ir th  of a d augh
ter ,  Je a n  Marie, Sept. 24.

F lo rence  Smith, ’25, is teach ing  a t  Win- 
throp.

Mildred Briggs, ’25, is teach ing  in the 
high school a t  Phillips.

M a rg a re t  W hite, ’25, has announced  her  
m arr iag e  to John  McGowan.

Mildred Smiley, ex-’25, is now teach ing  
a t  S ton ington .

Helen Kyle, ’26, was m arr ied  to Gordon 
Swan th is  summer.

Joyce Gordon, ex-’28, has announced  he r  
m arr iage  to Carl Steady. Mr. S teady  is a 
p ro fessor in a Missouri college.

The following m em bers  of the  class of 
1926 are  teach ing :

M arguerite  A lbe r t  a t  Ju n io r  High School, 
W aterville .

Agnes B rouder  a t  the  high school in 
M ethuen, Mass.

Hope Chase a t  Winslow High School.
Clara Collins a t  Berwick Academy, South 

Berwick.
Alpha Crosby a t  B uxton High School, 

Buxton Center.
I rm a  Davis a t  Ricker In s t i tu te ,  Houlton.

D orohty  F a rn u m  a t  Delphi Academy, 
Delphi, N. Y.

Hilda F ife  a t  H am pton  In s t i tu te ,  H am p 
ton, Va.

Adelaide Gordon a t  Lincoln Academy, 
D am ariscotta .

Em ily  H eath  a t  Coburn Classical In s t i 
tu te ,  W aterville .

Imogen Hill a t  Mexico High, Mexico.
Madeline Merrill a t  George Stevens 

Academy, Bluehill.
Jenn ie  N u t te r  a t  Kingfield High School.
Lerene  Rolls, S trong  High School, S trong.
M arian Rowe a t  H a r t la n d  Academy, 

H art land .
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E s th e r  W ood a t  S to n ing ton  High School, 
S ton ing ton .

Evelyn  R ush ton  a t  L ib e r ty  High School, 
L iber ty ,  N. Y.

E d n a  T u t t le  a t  J u n io r  High School, Som
erville, Mass.

Mr. and  Mrs. W a l te r  Littlefield (E lea th a  
Bean, ’25) an n o u n ce  the  b ir th  of a  d augh
te r ,  Norm a.

M a rg a re t  A bbott ,  ’23, is te ach in g  in 
W estb rook  High School, W estbrook .

The m em bers  of the  f re sh m an  class of 
the  w o m en ’s division w ere  given a r ecep 
tion  by the  Y. W. C. A. in Foss Hall, F r i 
day  evening, Sept. 24. Ju l ia  D. Mayo, ’27, 
p re s id en t  of the  organ iza t ion , gave a co r
dial add ress  of welcome to the  f reshm en  
and  to Dean E rm a  V. Reynolds. A short  
musical p ro g ram  concluded the  evening.

The cand le ligh t service fo r  the f re shm en  
w as held T uesday  evening, Sept. 28, in 
Foss Hall. Ju l ia  D. Mayo, ’27, led the 
m eeting .

The first r e g u la r  weekly  m ee ting  was 
held in the  Foss Hall assem bly room, Oct. 
5. A t  th is  m ee t in g  each m em ber  of the  
cab in e t  expla ined  h e r  du ties  in Y. W. C. 
A. by g iving a p rac t ica l  d em ons tra t ion  of 
h e r  work. The du ties  of the  cha irm en  of 
the  re lig ious m eetings,  publicity , m e m b e r
ship, tow n girls, music, conference , f inan
cial, s tu d e n t  vo lun teer ,  and  social com m it
tees  w ere  explained.

A t  the  r e g u la r  m ee t in g  of the  Y. W. C. 
A. on T uesday  evening, Oct. 12, F lo rence  
Young, ’29, to ld  of h e r  experiences  as a

com m unity  w orker  in E v ar ts ,  K entucky, 
du r in g  the  p as t  sum m er.

On T uesday  evening, Oct. 28, Mrs. C lar
ence H. W hite  e n te r ta in e d  the  m em bers  of 
the  Y. W. C. A. w ith  a de ligh tfu l  ha lf  hou r  
of piano selections. The p ro g ram  was as 
follows: “ To S p r in g ,” by Grieg, two love 
songs of S h u b e r t ’s, “ Ave M arie ,” and  In 
W ist die R uhe ,” “ In Old V ien n a ,” by Gad- 
owski, and  two n o c tu rn es  by Chopin.

T uesday  evening, Nov. 2, Rev. A r th u r  
B uckner  of the  U n ita r ia n  church  of Wa- 
terville , spoke to the  m em bers  of the  Y. 
W. C. A. Rev. B uckner  took  as his sub 
jec t,  “ The More E xce llen t  W ay ,” f ro m  the  
last  verse  of the  12th  ch a p te r  of first Cor
in th ians. A t  the conclusion of his p ro g ram  
Pau line  B akem an, ’30, gave several violin 
selections.

On T uesday  evening, Nov. 9, P ro fesso r  
Lowell Q. H aynes  told severa l q u a in t  ta les  
of Negro life. P ro fe sso r  H aynes  m ade 
c lear  m any  of the  Negro  cha rac te r is t ic s  
by re a d in g  several poem s by E rw in  R us
sell.
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The Easy Sex.
“ I w onder  why it  is a girl c a n ’t  catch  a 

ball like a m a n ? ”
“ Oh, a m an is so m uch b igger and easier 

to  ca tch .”

A girl f rom  a te lephone exchange fell 
asleep while a t  church. The preacher,  a n 
nouncing  the  hymn, said: “ N um ber 428.”

A t th a t  m om en t the girl awoke.
“ I ’ll r in g  ’em a g a in ,” she m urm ured .

W hen you ta lk  abou t th e re  be ing  a b e t 
t e r  c o u n try  than  the U nited  S tates, every 
po ta to  winks its eye, every  cabbage shakes 
its head, every  bee t  goes red  in the face, 
every  onion gets  s tronger ,  every  oatfield is 
shocked, rye  strokes its beard , corn pricks 
up its ears, and  every  foo t  of g round  kicks.

Litt le  Boy, “ I ’m n o t  going to school to 
day, ’cause w e’ve g o t  to w ork  too h a rd .”

M other, “ W h a t  have you go t to d o ? ”
L itt le  Boy, “ I d o n ’t  know  b u t  teacher  

said w e’d have calloused then ics  a f t e r  to 
d a y ’s classes.”

S tu d en t ,  “ I have a cold or  som eth ing  in 
my h ead .”

P rofessor ,  “ U ndoubted ly  a cold.”

I f  y o u r  nose is close to the  g rid iron  rough,

And you keep i t  down th e re  long enough, 
You will soon fo rg e t  there  a re  such th ings  
As a brook which babbles and a b ird  which 

sings.
Three  th ings you r  whole world will com

pose :
Yourself ,  the  stone and you r  da rned  old 

n o s e !

Trashy Education.
Fire  S ta r ts  in W aste  P a p e r  B asket Occu

pied by Two S tuden ts .— Iowa P a p e r  h ead 
lines.

“ I sn ’t  radio  w o n d e r fu l? ” said the  first 
man. “ Only las t  n igh t  I heard  the  wife 
singing in America, and  mine is only a 
crysta l  se t .”

“ Oh, t h a t ’s n o th ing ,” rep lied  his com
panion. “ This m orn ing  I hea rd  m y wife 
s t i r r in g  he r  te a  in ‘C hina’ and  mine is only 
a tea  se t .”

The college p res iden t  says:
Such raw ness  in a s tu d e n t  is a  shame,
B ut lack of p rep a ra t io n  is to blame.

The high school p r inc ipa l:
Good heavens, w h a t  c rud ity !  The bo y ’s a 

fool.
The fau l t ,  of course, is w ith  the g ra m m a r  

school.
The te a c h e r  in the g ra m m a r  school:
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Poor k inderga r ten  blockhead! And they  call 
T ha t  p repa ra t ion !  Worse than  none a t  all!

The k inderga r ten  teacher:
N ever such a lack of t ra in in g  did I see, 
W hat sort  of person can the m other be?

The m o the r :
You stupid child! B u t then, you’re no t to 

blame.
Y our f a th e r ’s family are all the same.

The Random Shot.
I shot an a rrow  into the air,
I t  fell in the distance, I knew not where. 
’Till a neighbor said th a t  it  killed his calf, 
And I had to pay him six and a half.
I bought some poison to slay some rats , 
And a neighbor swore it  killed his cats, 
And ra th e r  than  a rgue across the fence,

I paid him fo u r  dollars and fifty cents.
One nigh t I set sailing a toy balloon,
And hoped it would soar till it reached  the 

moon,
But the candle fell on a f a r m e r ’s straw, 
And he said I m ust settle  or go to law. 
And th a t  is the way with the random  shot—  
I t  never hits in the p roper  spot,
And the joke you spring, th a t  you th ink  so 

smart,
May leave a wound in some fellow ’s heart .

“ Pa, does the Lord own a Buick, to o ? ” 
“ Great Scott, no, son. W ha tever  p u t  

th a t  into your h e a d ? ”
“ Well, a t  Sunday School we had a hymn 

th a t  went, ‘If  I love Him, when I die, He 
will take me home on high.’ ”
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COBURN CLASSICAL INSTITUTE

Waterville, Maine

Coburn is a well located, high grade school for boys and girls. 
Her record in preparing students for college is excellent.
The courses are thorough and well arranged, meeting require

ments of all colleges.
The Household Arts, Music and Religious Education courses all 

have important places in her program.
Equipment is excellent and the faculty is well trained.
Coburn is a thorough, progressive Christian School.
For Catalogue write the Principal.

DREW T. HARTHORN.

! COLBY COLLEGE

Waterville, Maine

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

F o r  Catalogue, address 

A. J. RO B ER TS, P res iden t

W aterville , Maine
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Slip Glulby Erho
Published weekly during the College 

year  by the s tuden ts  of 
Colby College

E. J. Condon, Editor-in-Chief 

A lfred  N. Law, M anager

Carleton P. Cook
H eadquarte rs  fo r  

BOOKS, STATIONERY and 

SCHOOL SU PPL IE S

130 Main S tree t 

W A TER V ILLE, MAINE

SUPERB GIFTS FO R ALL 

SEASONS 

The Store of Quality 

F IN E  STATIONERY

F. A. Harriman
98 Main S tree t  

JE W E L E R  AND OPTICIAN

I MARY I. NASH
• Form erly  K ru tzky ’s

J L A D IE S’ H AIR DRESSING

! Pel. 319-W
} 100 Main S tree t,  Waterville

Compliments of

A Friend

LA D IES’ W EA RIN G  A P P A R E L

Ida Taylor Hersom
SPEC IA LTY  SHOP 

72 Main S tree t

Verzoni Bros.
Choice F ru i t ,  P u re  Ice Cream 

140 Main S tree t,  W aterville , Maine

Waterville 
Savings Bank

W A TER V ILLE, MAINE

President, Edw ard  W. Heath

T reasurer ,  A lbert  F. Drummond

L. G. Bunker, M. D.
W A TER V ILLE, MAINE 

Tel. Office, 49-W

Practice  limited to the t re a tm e n t  of J 
the eye, ear, nose and th ro a t

Compliments of

Dr. Frederic A. Hatch
D E N T IST  

Suites 301-302  Professional Building

Telephone 799-M
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Turcotte Candy Shoppe
HOM E M A D E C A N D Y , SO DA, ICE 
CREAM , F R E S H  & S A L T E D  N U T S

189 Main St., W aterv ille , Me. 
Opp. P os t  Office Tel. Con.

J . E. Hersom  H. P. Bonsall

Hersom & Bonsall
CASH GROCERS 

The Place to  T rad e  
We sell fo r  cash only. O rders  of $1.50 

delivered.
W aterv ille ,  Me. A ugusta  Me.
170 Main St. 
Tel. 188

174 W a te r  St. 
Tel. 670

Waterville Steam 
Laundry

145 Main S tre e t  

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

Com plim ents of

B. D. Wolman, D. M. D.
402 P rofessional Building  

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

Tel. 1300

THE ELMWOOD, WATERVILLE, MAINE

TRY

Hager’s
HOT D RINKS fo r  COLD W E A T H E R  

CAN D IES, ICE CREAM AND SODA

S. E. Whitcomb Co.
F IN E  G R O C ER IES 

M EATS, F IS H  

Provisions of all kinds 

Service and Q uality  unexcelled

! Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St.

Ladies and Misses 
High Class 

Ready-to-Wear 
Garments

CORSETS, G LOVES A N D  

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

Wardwell Dry Goods 
Company
W A T E R V IL L E
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T  /?  (NATIONWIDE f *
I  0  I  m  IXSTITUTION- I

J  I, lenneyvo.
DEPARTMENT STORES

Dry Goods 
Millinery 
Ready-to-Wear 
Shoes

A t prices which pass on to you the 

savings made possible by the buying 

power of 676 stores.

City Job Print
PRINTING and ENGRAVING

Sayings Bank Building

W A T ER V ILLE MAINE

W. L. CORSON
FILM S D EV ELO PED  AND 

PRIN TED

Photographic  Views Fine W ork
66 Main S tree t

T. A. GILMAN
OPTO M ETRIST AND O PTICIAN 

Broken Lenses Replaced 
124 Main Stree t,  W aterville , Me.

Kennison & Warren
Dealers in P ap er  Hangings, Room 

Mouldings, Pain ts , Oils, V a r 
nishes and Glass 

76 Temple St., W aterville

W A T E R V IL L E — AUGUSTA 

Telephone

Dr. Gordon B. Hatfield
D EN TIST

173 Main S treet,  W aterville , Maine 

Savings Bank Building

Cut Flowers F u n era l  Designs

CARTER, the Florist
Temple S tree t  

Po tted  P lan ts  Tel. 1061
House Tel. 1229-M

The Lovering Hair Store
129 MAIN STR EET

H air Goods, Theatr ical Wigs, Hair 
Pins, Jewelry , Crochet Cotton 
Royal Society Package Outfits

The Little Gift Shop
The Place W here Things are 

Different 
56 Temple S tree t  

N E L L IE  K. CLARK

Compliments of

A Friend
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L. H. SOPER CO.
D e p a r tm e n t  S tore

DRY GOODS 

G A RM EN TS 

M ILLIN ER Y  

VIC TR O LA S 

and

V ICTO R RECO RD S

1

The 
Ticonic 

National Bank
O FFE R S 

A CO M PLETE BANKING 

SER V IC E 

conducted u n d e r  the d irec t 

supervision of the  

U N IT E D  STA T E S 

G O V ERN M EN T

1 1 2  Years Continuous Business 
W aterville , Maine

i L. H. SOPER CO.
| M AIN S T R E E T
I
t
I
| FO R  DRUGS, KODAKS, PH O TO

! S U P P L IE S  AND T O IL E T Allen’s Drug Store
{ A R T IC L E S |

j Go to TH E STORE T H A T  DOES A S

STRICTLY  DRUG B U SIN ESS J
j DeOrsay’s Drug Store ♦

•
*

118 Main S tree t ,  W aterville , Maine {
} 70 Main St., W aterville

J HOT D RIN K S AND T H E  CO LLEG E STO R E I
LIG H T L U N C H E S a t !

| SPEAR’S The H. R. Dunham Co. j

« F R E S H  HOM E-M ADE I
! C H O C O LA TES AND 64 M AIN ST., W A T E R V IL L E  J

C A N D IES a specialty
|
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