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A PLAY IN ONE ACT.
Characters.

E v e re t t  Sanborn.
M arjo r ie  Ferr is ,  his fiancee.
Calvin Ferr is ,  he r  b ro ther .
Mrs. Ferris .
Ted, Nick, Tom, Dick, F red , am ong  the 

fellows.

Scene I.
Time, A fte rnoon .
Scene, The F e rr is  home, in the living 

room, a t t rac t iv e ly  furn ished . Mrs. F e rr is  is 
alone, read ing . E n te r  M arjorie  with E v e r
ett.  She is ta lk ing  excitedly, he nonchal
an t ly  smokes a c igare tte .

M arjorie . Oh, d o n ’t  laugh, Ev! D on’t! 
W e ’ve g o t  to settle  this, se ttle  it  this a f t e r 
noon. Y ou’ve go t to tell me b e fo re ------- oh,
m other,  B u s te r ’s crying, h e ’s outdoors  in his 
ca rr iage  and  Sis isn ’t  in sight.

Ev. (As M arjorie  walks to o ther side of 
room, and nervously  looks over the mail.) 
Besides, Mrs. Ferris ,  M arjorie  w an ts  to give 
me a  wigging, and doesn’t  w an t  any  sym pa
thetic  m o u rn ers  a t  the funera l.

Mrs. F. (Rising to leave.) Well, I c a n ’t 
say th a t  fu n e ra ls  am use me as e n te r ta in 
m ent. I ’ll see to Buster , I think, if y o u ’ll 
excuse me. How is your  aun t ,  E v ere t t?

Ev. Oh, she’s well, though  the w arm  
w ea th e r  tr ies  her. She misses the “ Gossip 
C lub’’ m eetings, you see— very try ing .

(Mrs. F e r r is  leaves the room. M arjorie  
tu rn s  quickly, comes over to Ev, center-

stage. She places h e r  hands up on the  
lapels of his coat.)

M arjorie. Now Ev. Tell me now.
Ev. (comically, to the  a ir .)  Good grief ,  

yo u ’d th ink  the re  was som eth ing  to tell.
Marj. Y ou’ve been “ le t t in g  me down 

easy,” as they  say, fo r  perhaps a m onth . I 
d idn ’t  notice a t  first— you always joked  so 
much anyw ay— b u t la te ly  I c a n ’t  help 
know ing it.

Ev. Well, l i t t le  girl, I ’ll “ l i f t  you up 
again easy .” (He picks her  up and whirls 
with her  in his a rm s ) .  H ow ’s th a t?

Marj. Ev, p u t  me down. (H er  voice is 
sharp  and hurt .  He pu ts  h e r  down on the 
davenport.  She rises a t  once and goes on 
in the same bewildered tone .)  T h a t ’s ju s t  
it. You m ake a joke of everything. T h e re ’s 
no th ing  sacred now. You m ake a joke  of 
our  love. Y ou’ve been calling yourse lf  a 
“ w om an -h a te r” lately, h av en ’t  you— as if 
you m ean t  it. O ur love w asn’t  a joke once. 
(Again her  hands creep up to his lapels.) 
I t  w asn ’t  a joke once.

Ev. (Speak ing  indolently , b u t  a t  the 
same time alm ost roughly  tak in g  her  hands 
down.) I ’ve been cu t fo r  a  bachelor ever 
since I began m aking  mudpies fo r  myself.

M arj. Tell me the t ru th .  I m u s t  have 
the t ru th .

Ev. (D ram atically .)  The t ru th !  my 
kingdom  fo r  the  t ru th !

Marj. (T u rn in g  away, a lm ost sobbing.) 
Oh, Sandy-boy, do n ’t!  (She tu rn s  back, 
ang ry .)  Pe rhaps  you th ink  i t ’s easy fo r  me
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to  do this, to challenge y o u r  r ig h t  ever  to 
leave me fo r  som eone else. P e rh a p s  you  
th in k  i t ’s easy  fo r  me to  fo rg e t  I ’m the  
w om an , an d  to  te ll  you th a t  I love you. 
P e rh a p s  i t ’s easy  to call back  the  t im es 
w hen  you said you loved me, and  to  ask 
you why. (She tu rn s  aw ay  aga in .)  Now—  
y o u ’re  so— different.

(Ev, s ta n d in g  behind  her, holds o u t  his 
a rm s  in a g e s tu re  of infinite  tenderness ,  b u t  
ca tches  himself.  He snaps his fingers in 
i r r i ta t io n .)

Ev. Aw, M arjie ,  fo r  p ick le ’s sake!— It  
m u s t  be the  deuce to be m arr ied .

M arj.  (In  contro l of he rse lf  once m ore .)  
You a re  d ifferent. I t ’s a pose of course—

Ev. (s t r ik in g  a ba lle t  d a n c e r ’s pose.) 
Comme ca?

M arj.  I t ’s all r ig h t  fo r  you to  be fun n y .  
I used to  love y o u r  f u n — b u t  when you 
m ake a t r a v e s ty  of o u r  engagem en t.  (Ev  
has achieved a m arve lous  gr im ace  a t  he r  
use of  the  w ord  t ra v e s ty .)  Ev, do be se r 
ious! W hen  you mock me, mock the  th ings  
in me you used to  le t  me th in k  you a d 
m ired, w hen  you deride  all m arr iag e ,  and  
g ro an  a t  the  ve ry  th ings, ha rd  thou g h  th ey  
are , th a t  d raw  a m an and  w ife  to g e th e r—

Ev. Oh, I say, why p ro long  the  agony? 
B eing  en gaged  has been  fu n ,  h a s n ’t  it?  
W h a t  m ore  do you w a n t?  W h oever  w an ts  
to m ake a go of an y th in g  m ore?

M arj.  T h a t  w as h a rd ly  the  w ay  you fe l t  
a b o u t  it  w hen  we picked o u t  the  co ttage .

Ev. P ick ing  it  o u t  w as fu n ,  sure. B u t  
w h a t  a b o u t  the  living in it?

M arj.  B u t  the  ducky li t t le  b re a k fa s t  
nook— and  the  “ g u e s t  ro o m ” all in ivory—  
and , and  the  n u rse ry !  Ev!

Ev. (W inces  visibly.) M arjo r ie !
M arj.  (Quick to  tak e  a d v a n ta g e  of his 

a p p a re n t  em otion .)  W e had  the  colleges 
all chosen, re m e m b e r?  You used to  be so 
te n d e r ,  Sandy , an d  once in a while so e a r n 
est. I loved you w hen  you w ere  em pha tic—  
y o u ’d co n q u e r  the  w orld— fo r  me.

Ev. B u t  n o t  t ie  m y  neck tie  s tra ig h t ,  
I ’ll w ager.  “ W hen I w as a child— ” you 
know.

M arj.  Then  it  w as all a  joke?  You 
m e a n t  none- of it?  You n ev e r  m e a n t  it?

Ev. (Off g u a rd .)  B u t  I— (H e checks 
h im se lf .)  I d id n ’t  know  you took  it  all so 
seriously. Jo k e  on me th a t  you did— good

jo k e— was hav ing  a d a rn  good tim e  m y
self.

M arj.  And had it  till you g o t  t i red  of 
y o u r  p a r tn e r ,  and  w an ted  to  sh if t?  You 
m igh t  have told me, Sandy, t h a t  you w ere 
t ired . You m igh t  have saved me th is  m on th  
of u n ce r ta in ty .  (She hands  him the  r in g  
fro m  her  finger. Calling— ) M other!  Can 
you come in?

Mrs. F. (Off s tage .)  J u s t  a  m inu te ,  
dear.

(T hey  w a it  in silence. E v e re t t  s tands  
ho ld ing  the  r in g  in his palm. In his face 
loss and  derision fight fo r  m aste ry . F in a l 
ly, holding the  r in g  high be tw een  his thum b 
and  fo re f inge r— )

Ev. Do I h e a r  a h igher  bid? Going, go
ing fo r  tw o-penny  h a ’ pen n y !— Going.

M arj.  Sandy!
(E n te r  Mrs. F e rr is .)
M other, ou r  en g ag em en t  is b roken. I 

th o u g h t  you should know  r ig h t  away.
Mrs. F e rr is .  I ’m sorry, dear. A nd  I ’m 

so rry  on yo u r  account, E v e re t t .  B u t i t ’s 
no t  en t i re ly  a surprise .

Ev. No? Well, M arj,  the  leas t  you can 
do is to h an g  crepe over the  d av enpor t  
somehow. I t  will miss o u r  foolishness—  
Good day, Mrs. Ferr is .  ’Bye, M arj.

(H e leaves as n oncha lan tly  as he had  en 
te red . )

C u r ta in  to show in te rva l  of five hours.

S cen e II.
Scene : as before .  The cu r ta in  r ises on 

an in fo rm al  g roup  of y o u n g  men, some ten  
or twelve. T here  is one tab le  of bridge, 
back-stage. The re s t  a re  lounging, sm ok
ing, and  ta lk in g — Ted, Tom, F re d  and 
Nick in f ro n t .

Ted. Well, by jove, i t ’s t im e the  w om an 
h a te r  appeared .

F red . Oh, h e ’s always beh indhand  lately. 
H e ’ll come.

Tom. Knows the  p a r ty  doesn ’t  h a lf  s ta r t  
till he g e t  the re .  I believe h e ’s a b igger  
clown every  year.

Ted. I d o n ’t  like the  w ay  h e ’s t r e a te d  
Cal’s sis ter,  though , devil-a-bit.

Tom. Oh, i t ’s j u s t  his craziness. He 
do esn ’t  m ean  it, an d  h e ’ll g e t  over i t  b e 
fo re  the  m o n th  is out.

Ted. H e ’s gone too fa r ,  though , even, 
fo r  Sandy. I t ’s gone too f a r  fo r  craziness,
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too f a r  fo r  fun . If  she w e re n ’t  such a 
peach of a girl she ’d never  s tand  it.

Tom. She doesn ’t  play up to him, lately. 
She used to, b u t  she’s too darn  serious now. 
He c a n ’t  take  tha t.

F red . Which only goes to prove E v ’s 
point,  th a t  h e ’s gone too fa r .

Tom. Too f a r  fo r  M arjorie . F o r  some 
one else, maybe. Oh, well, h e re ’s the old 
scout now!

(E n te r  E v e re t t  Sanborn . Cries of “ ’Lo, 
th e re ,” “ Well, Sandy, w h a t  t im e is i t ? ” 
“ W h e re ’d you leave you r  g ir l ,” etc.)

Ev. Well, well, looks like a happy  fa m 
ily, su re!  Hello, Ted, th o u g h t  you had a 
heavy  date  fo r  tonight.

Ted. Did. B u t A rlene had to b reak  it 
a t  the  last  m inute .

Ev. Oh, yes! Well, y o u ’ve lost he r  fo r  
g o o d !

Ted. How come?
Ev. B et she heard  you r  fam ily  had a 

tendency  to twins. She’ll politely re fuse  
n e x t  time, too.

Ted. W hatcha  bet?
Ev. B e t te r  join my “ Off women fo r  

L i fe ” Club, Ted. Then i t ’ll have two m em 
bers.

Nick. F a t  chance, Sandy! T h a t ’d leave 
ju s t  ab o u t  one when you and M arje  nam e 
the  date.

Ev. Oh t h a t ’s off. Busted  this a f t e r 
noon.

Fred . (Affecting a Y ankee accent.)  
Naow, a in ’t  th a t  tough, though?

Ted. W hoopee, tell ano the r!
Ev. S tra ig h t  goods, really! M atr i

m ony’s too deep fo r  me. Hi, Cal, over 
th e re !  Come here  and tell ’em i t ’s s tra ig h t  
abou t you r  sis ter  and poor me. (W ith  an 
abused air .)  They d o n ’t  believe me.

Cal. (C urt ly  w ithou t  leaving his table .)  
I t ’s s t ra ig h t  the  en g agem en t is broken.

(F ire  t ru ck s  are  heard  going down the 
s tree t .)

F red . F ire  somewhere.
(Nick goes to the  window.)
Nick. T h e re ’s a b r igh t  look down 

a round  L a n d ry ’s house. Still a larm , evi
dently.

F red . L e t ’s go. Come on, fellows.
(They  leave, re m a rk in g  cha rac te r is t ica l

ly on the  excitem ent. Cal touches Ev  on 
the a rm  as he is ab o u t  to go w ith  the  last

few .)
Cal. Mind w a it ing  a m inu te ,  Sandy? 

No, guess I w on’t  come, Dick. Sandy  and 
I w an t  to talk. W e’ll have some ea ts  when 
you all ge t  back.

Dick. So long, then. Me fo r  the  g lo r i
fication ! (E v e re t t  an I Cal are  le f t  alone. 
Cal is very  sober.)

Ev. Well, old man, w h a t’s ea t ing  you?
Cal. Will you be serious fo r  a m inu te ,  

Sandy boy? T h a t ’s quite  a proposition , I 
know. B u t this is im portan t .

Ev. Shoot. (He walks about, n o t  look
ing a t  Cal.)

Cal. I t ’s M arjorie , of course. She is in 
love with you, Sandy, even now. Even a f 
t e r  this m ean m onth , even a f t e r  th is  a f t e r 
noon. She’s hurt ,  of course, and  ha tes  to  
adm it  she still w an ts  anyone who fee ls  as 
you seem to feel tow ard  her. She’s hu r t ,  
b u t  she c a n ’t  believe th e re ’s no m istake. 
She th inks y o u ’re no t  yourself .  She th inks  
th e re ’s som eth ing  y o u ’re hiding.

Ev. I told her  the  t ru th .  Yes, I ’m 
serious now. We had a good time, and 
now I ’m tired  of th a t  kind of good time. 
Maybe a little  t ired  of he r— no fa u l t  of hers  
of course.

Cal. You le t  her  believe it  m e a n t  m ore  
than  “ a good t im e .”

Ev. She took me too seriously, I u n d e r 
bid her  bum p of literalness.

Cal. You let us fellows th ink  you m ean t  
more than  a good time in this, though
every th ing  else was a joke.

Ev. Well, doggonit, if  i t ’s going to cu t  
such a fuss, I ’ll re fo rm  altoge ther .  Resol
ved, this te n th  day of A ugust  th a t  hence 
fo r th  every  word I speak, I, E v e re t t  Lowell 
San—

Cal. Cut it! Y ou’re lying, man.
Y ou’re living a lie, have been fo r  weeks.
And yo u ’re lying now. (Sandy  shows
fight).  No, wait. I don’t  ask you to tell  
me when y o u ’re bluffing, b u t  I do ask fo r  
an explanation  in reg a rd  to M arjorie . Be
cause she’s my sister, and because you and 
I have been pals. I th ink  y o u ’re  due to 
come clean.

Ev. Suppose I adm it  the lie, and  ju s t  
say it  cou ldn’t be helped. I n ev er  a im ed 
to be Georgie with the hatchet.

Cal. B u t  t h a t ’s no t  enough— fo r  me. 
T h e re ’s som eth ing  r a th e r  serious back  of
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th is ,— b e t  I could help it, Sandy. (E v e 
r e t t  shakes his h e a d ) .  The two im p o r ta n t  
th ings  a re  O. K. We could fix the  re s t  
somehow. M arjo r ie  loves you. A nd you 
love her.

Ev. Upon m y word, you have courage  
to believe it!  . . . .  I do, Cal.

Cal. Then  w hy have you done this?
Ev. Does it  m a t te r ?  I ’m leav ing  fo r  

the  W est  n e x t  week. R a th e r  sudden plans 
— to stay.

Cal. W hy, Sandy! . . . B u t  I th in k  i t ’s 
im p o r ta n t  none the  less.

Ev. W ell,— You w o n ’t  te ll  M arj ie?  
I d o n ’t  w a n t  h e r  to  know.

Cal. N ot un ti l  you give the  word. 
B u t—

Ev. This, then ,  is the  g ra n d  fa n fa re  
and  k e t t le -d ru m s :  I c a n ’t  m arry ,  ever.
I t ’s T. B.

Cal. S andy!  Sandy-boy!
Ev. I ’m b ea t in g  it  to A rizona. Going 

to ra ise  t r e e to a d s  o u t  th e re  fo r  a living—  
and  p robab ly  live to  a r ipe  old age. You 
and  M arje  and  y o u r  respec tive  g ra n d 
children  will pe rh ap s  visit  me som etim e 
th e n  in y o u r  p r iva te  a irmobile. W h a t  a 
nice g ra n d d a d  y o u ’ll m ake, old boy!

Cal. I ’m so rry— (C al’s head  is on E v ’s 
s h o u ld e r ) .

Ev. D on’t  g e t  s e n t im e n ta l— I h a v e n ’t

any  mop handy!
Cal. B u t I can tell  M arjo r ie?  And 

th a t  you do love h e r  as she once th o u g h t?
Ev. You th in k  th a t  would help!
Cal. Of course. I t ’s the  dead h u r t  

t h a t ’s aw ful.
Ev. Yes, and  it  would be the  dead m elo

d ram a  th a t  would be aw fu l  then . She’ll 
fo rg e t  th is— people fo rg e t  cads easily—  
B u t th a t  would keep h e r  a lw ays sorry, p i ty 
ing me, p i ty ing  herself ,  living in the  m ight- 
have-beens. . . Oh, shucks, Cal, c a n ’t  you 
see?

Cal. Well. . . . B u t  i t ’s such a c rop
p e r  fo r  you, so beas t ly  to be th o u g h t  a 
good-fo r-no th ing  cad.

Ev. Oh, in A rizona  th e y ’re  ve ry  fond  
of cads. S o r t  of fam ily  pets, like cats.

[R e tu rn in g  fellows are  hea rd .]
Cal. Well, here  come the fellows. (He 

ex tends  his hand  to Ev, who silently  takes 
i t ) .

[ E n te r  the  fellows.]
Ev. Got the  fire all p u t  ou t?
Ted. D andy fire . . n o t  m uch  damage. 

O ugh t to have been there ,  you two.
Nick. Did someone say “ E a t s ? ”
Ev. Sure, come on. Cal’s a good cook. 

(As th ey  t roop  o f f ) .

[C u r ta in .]

CASTINE
The M aine coast— w h a t  a p ic tu re  is 

flashed be fo re  the  m in d ’s eye a t  its  m e n 
tion. E v e r  changefu l ,  n ev er  dull, always 
fu l l  o f  em otion  and  m ean ing , it  is indeli
bly s tam ped  upon the  m em ory  of all who 
a re  so f o r tu n a te  as to know  its m yste r ie s  
and  love its moods. No o th e r  place on e a r th  
can exac tly  equal its ab ili ty  to change a l
m ost  in s ta n ta n e o u s ly  f ro m  a scene of calm 
b e a u ty  to  one of ra g in g  elem ents.

A t  the  m o u th  of the  Penobscot, a lm ost 
en t i re ly  ou tshone  by the  bril l iance  of the  
m ore  fa sh ionab le  B ar  H arbo r ,  is a typical 
l i t t le  M aine sea-coast tow n, Castine. 
T housands  do n o t  flock to  it  as th ey  do to 
its  m ore  fam o u s  neighbor,  b u t  those who 
do, n ev e r  fa il  to r e tu r n  th e re  y e a r  a f t e r  
year .  T here  is an a tm o sp h e re  of  en-

HARBOR.
c h a n tm e n t  ab o u t  the  place, snuggled as it  
is n e a r  the  edge of the  w a te r ,  as if  i t  loved 
and t ru s te d  the  sea as a child loves and 
t ru s t s  its m other.

S om ew hat down the  bay  f ro m  the  town 
th e re  r ises a rocky  p ro m o n to ry  capped by 
a p ic tu resque  lighthouse. In  the  daytim e, 
the  l ighthouse g leam s spotless w hite  aga ins t  
a b ackg round  of g reen  p ines; a t  n ig h t  a 
pow erfu l  lam p sends its rays  across the  
tree-tops,  leav ing  the  lower p a r ts  shrouded  
in darkness. One gasps in sheer  a s ton ish 
m e n t  to see the  sum m its  o f  the  t r e e s  a p 
p a re n t ly  floating  m idw ay  be tw een  e a r th  
and  sky.

A t  the  foo t  o f  the  p ro m o n to ry  is a pile 
of ra in  and  w ave-w ashed rocks, covered 
n e a r  the  w a te r  w ith  shiny sea-weed and



THE COLBIANA

pink star-fish. Above the  w a te r  line, the 
rocks a re  dry, and  N a tu re  by some u n 
canny  m eans  has scu lp tu red  rude  thrones, 
upon which one sits as tem p o ra ry  m onarch. 
On a fine day, the  s ight f rom  the  most 
com fortab le  of these sea ts  is one which is 
n o t  easily fo rg o t ten .  On e i the r  side rise 
jagged , unpolished rocks, s ta lw ar t  and 
w eather-p roo f,  symbolic of the cha rac te r  
of the  men who by honest  toil glean a  scan
ty  livelihood from  the  rocky  fields behind 
the  coast. A b r igh t  expanse of sh im m er
ing blue w a te r  s tre tches  ou t before , do tted  
by white sails. The sun, s tream in g  down 
on the  w ater ,  builds over it  a bridge of 
m olten  gold. A th in  smoke appears  on the 
horizon and one idly w onders  its cause.

Slowly a t iny  s team er  m iracu lously  rises 
ou t  of the  w a te r  and ploughs its w ay past. 
W hite  sea gulls swoop down on the  blue 
w a te r  f rom  a still b luer  sky, seem ingly to 
chase the white foam  of the waves as a 
child chases the  m oney on a cup of tea. 
The whole scene, brilliant,  colorful, r io tous
ly beau tifu l ,  is N a tu re ’s garden  fe te .

W ith  a sigh, one tu rn s  aw ay from  the  
lonely spot, as with a sigh he closes a lovely 
book. But ju s t  as he knows th a t  again  he 
m ay open his book to find double his first 
pleasure , so now he knows th a t  he m ay 
come back to Castine, the  harbor ,  and  the 
lighthouse, and find th a t  w h a t  befo re  he 
loved as a novelty, he now loves as a p a r t  of 
himself. R. M., ’30.

“IF YOU KNEW SUSY—”
M orningcrest,  May 22. 

My D eares t  J a n e t :
Y our  own little  Susy has a t  last  found  

idyllic, beatific, happiness. H encefor th ,  I 
am devoting  my life to the Arts , the  Muses, 
the  Divine Insp ira t ions  and Consolers— es
pecially musicians. This is how it  h ap 
pened. A u n ty  gave a musicale last  W ednes
day, a rea l  mid-Victorian, respectab le  m usi
cale. Of course I expected  to be bored to 
salty  te a rs  and  sailed into the  draw ing  room 
(it  is called a draw ing  room — im agine!) 
clothed in my haugh tiest ,  m ost sophisticated 
m a n n e r  and  the  g reen  dress th a t  is cu t  low 
in the  back— Alexis says th a t  it  makes me 
look like Circe, b u t  I ’m g e t t in g  ahead  of my 
story. The usual hodge-podge se t was 
there , b u t  the  Russian pianist, Ex-G rand  
Duke Alexis— O my dear!  He is divinely 
young  and  good looking and so in te res t ing  
to ta lk  w ith! He rea lly  is the m ost in te l
lectual man I have ever met. He ju s t  raves 
ab o u t  my golden locks and swan-like th roa t .  
By the  way, w h a t  are  sw an’s necks like, 
J a n e t?  I a lways tho u g h t  they  were crooked, 
e longated , fu n n y  looking things. Of course 
our  fr iendsh ip  is pure ly  platonic. He has 
called twice to discuss the A r ts  w ith  me. O 
I never  knew  w ha t it  m ean t  to live before. 
J u s t  th ink  how worldly and— Excuse please, 
b u t  Alexis has come and I have a new  sap

phire tea-gown so I simply m ust  change.
Hastily,

Susy.

Ju n e  3.
My D earest Jan e t ,

I am so very, very  happy  the  pen ju s t  
jum ps up and down and hops all over the 
pages. Alexis has proposed! I t  seems so 
w onderfu l th a t  our p e r fec t  fr iendsh ip  has 
r ipened into love. We are  going to be m a r 
ried r ig h t  away. I h av en ’t  told A u n ty  y e t  
and I am ra th e r  d read ing  it, b u t  Alexis 
gives me lots of encouragem ent.  He says 
th a t  as my hum an sym pathy  and u n d e r 
s tand ing  are  so much more sensitive than  
his, he re lu c tan t ly  en tru s ts  the  du ty  to me. 
Alexis is such a dea r  and says such sweet 
th ings!  I am p lann ing  my trousseau  now, 
and I do wish you were here  to help me. 
You will simply have to be here  fo r  the  
wedding. We m ay have to elope, w ou ldn ’t  
th a t  be exciting?

Happily,
Susy.

J u n e  10.
My D eares t Jan e t ,

L ittle  did I know, a b r ie f  week ago, th a t  
my life would soon be blasted, my hopes 
and my t ru s t  in hum an  n a tu re  dashed
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a g a in s t  the  b leak  rock  of disillusion and  de 
sp a ir !  How  could I know  th a t  A lexis loved 
me only  fo r  A u n ty ’s m oney?  W hen A u n ty  
th r e a te n e d  to  cu t off m y a llowance and  
leave me o u t  of h e r  will if I should m a r ry  
him, the  b ru te  told me gen t ly  b u t  firmly 
(w ith  less g en t len ess  th a n  firmness, I con
fess)  th a t  he was a f ra id  we nev e r  would be 
happy  and  th a t  i t  was bes t  fo r  us to p a r t .  
W hen  I p ro te s ted  and  pleaded  m y love, he 
d e a l t  the  final c ru sh ing  blow th a t  his nam e 
w as Schm idt and  th a t  he had  a w ife  and  
five ch ild ren  in C incinnati.  L ife  is too 
c r u e l ! I am  dress ing  in b lack  now, cu t 
v e ry  simply b u t  e legan tly— and  I r e f r a in  
f ro m  rouge. A pallo r  is so in te res t ing ,  
d o n ’t  you th ink?  Life holds no th in g  fo r  me 
now, J a n e t ,  and  I fee l m yse lf  slowly going  
in to  decline.

Y our  disillusioned
Susy.

J u n e  15.
My D ea re s t  J a n e t ,

A t  last, a f t e r  m uch  suffering I have 
fo u n d  m y rea l  life and  soul. I am  devo t
ing  m y life to good deeds and  generosity ,  
sco rn ing  all w orld ly  and  p u re ly  a r t is t ic  oc
cu p a t io n s— and  I owe i t  all to  W ilbur. O 
you don t  know  W ilbur, do you? 1 d id n ’t

un til  last  Sunday. He is the  new  m in is te r  
a t  the  St. Jam es . You c a n ’t  im agine  w ha t  
a w on d erfu l ly  cu r in g  influence he had  on 
my b lasted  life. J u s t  one look a t  his u p 
lif ted , s tu n n in g ly  handsom e face  m ade me 
realize  how insignificant such m en as Alexis 
and  the  tenn is  cham pion and  the  others, 
you know, rea l ly  are  in m y life. So I have 
decided to fo rg ive  and  devote  my life to 
service.

I use a l i ttle  rouge  now  fo r  “ i t  is rea lly  
t im e fo r  the  flush of you th  to come back  to 
those pale cheeks,” he says, and  I have 
some of the  d e a re s t  l i t t le  muslin  and  dim ity  
dresses. W ilbu r  says th a t  I rem ind  him of 
a l i ttle  sunbeam  th a t  lives only to  m ake 
o thers  happy. W ilbu r  seems ve ry  happy. 
You d o n ’t  rea lize  the  co m fo r t  I fee l in 
reach ing  my niche in life a t  la s t  an d  the  
g ra t i tu d e  I have tow ard  a f r ien d  like W il
b u r  who rea l ly  u n d e rs ta n d s  me.

A sublim ely  happy
Susy.

P. S.— B efore  I could send th is  le t te r  the 
m ost das ta rd ly  th in g  happened . The c h a u f 
f e u r  (a new, young, good-looking one) 
came in w ith  the  horrib le  news th a t  W ilbur 
had eloped w ith  A unty . This is the  end, 
the  b i t te r ,  b i t t e r  end, b u t  Sm ythe, the  
chauffeur, is so com fo r t in g .— S.

L. N. W., ’30.

PORTRAIT OF A YOUNG MAN TRYING 
TO BE ANOTHER LORD BYRON.

Scene I.— Y o u n g  Man, his nam e is Jo h n  
E th e lb e r t  Jenk ins ,  ap p ea rs  in his bedroom . 
He is a r r a n g in g  a p lan  of cam paign  th a t  
will b r in g  to his f e e t  a ve ry  b e a u t i fu l  young  
lady, M yra  Elouise  T ibbe tts ,  whom he has 
j u s t  m e t  an d  on whom he is to  call th a t  
evening. A fine idea s tr ikes  him. He ree ls  
f ro m  the  blow. Some g re a t  lovers of h is
to ry  m u s t  be his guides. He ponders.

“ Romeo w as a good guy, b u t  he d o esn ’t  
su i t  m y  s ty le— too dumb. I w a n t  som eone 
sn ap p y — n o t  sappy. L e t ’s see, M ark  ‘A n 
th o n y ; ’ P e t ra rc h ,  ‘D a n t , ’ B row ning , Byron, 
— B y ro n ’s the  m an  fo r  me. He could 
knock  ’em dead  w ith  a limp an d  a look. 
L e t ’s see! W h e re ’s the  ‘W o r ld ’s g r e a te s t  
p o e ts ’ th a t  a g e n t  s tuck  me with. P ag e  297,

hm m — . Well, well, well, ‘B if ,’ old kid, did 
you a lw ays w ea r  y o u r  collar open like tha t ,  
or j u s t  in th is  p ic tu re?  Y our  h a i r  isn ’t 
combed, e ither . ‘Child-e H a ro ld ’s P i lg r im 
a g e ! ’ H m p h ! N ot fo r  me. I t  sounds like 
a crusade. ‘So W e ’ll Go No More A-Rov- 
ing! Oh, b u t  we will,’ too. ‘On This Day 
I Com plete  My T h ir ty -S ix th  Y e a r !5 Nope, 
only the  tw en t ie th .  D arned  gloomy. Lis
ten  to th is! ‘My days a re  in the  yellow 
l e a f ; the  flowers and  f ru i t s  of love are  
g o n e ;— If  thou  r e g r e t ’st th y  youth , why 
l iv e? ’ Well, gloom m ay  be w h a t  ge ts  ’em. 
I can t ry  it. ‘Don J u a n . ’ H a! I ’ve heard  
a b o u t  th a t .  O ugh t to  be good. W h a t ’s 
th is?  ‘Isles of G reece !’ ‘M ara th o n  and  
m o u n ta in s!  Say, I th o u g h t  th is  was a love
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poem, n o t  a  geography . H e re ’s a no te  a t  
the bo ttom  of the  page— ‘B ut I had no t 
quite fixed w h e th e r  to  m ake him end in 
Hell, or in an u nhappy  m arr iage , n o t  know 
ing which would be the seve res t .’ I have 
it. Byron was a cynic. Quite a while ago 
I hea rd  someone say he was. T h a t ’s my 
style. I t  ju s t  su its  my type. Tall, dark  
(my h a ir  looks da rk  in some l igh ts) ,  cyni
cal, melancholy, careless of my dress. 
T h a t ’s my cue. I ’ll ta lk  ab o u t  how fu tile  
life is, how fickle women are , m ake her 
th ink  I ’ve d ru n k  life to the  dregs and have 
n o th ing  m ore to live for. ‘By,’ old boy, a f 
t e r  folks see me, th e y ’ll fo rg e t  you ever 
existed. I ’m going to be a super-B yron .” 

Scene II.— C urta in  rises on Miss T ibbe tts  
and  Mr. Jenk ins-B yron  seated  on a daven

port.  In the half- l igh t John  E th e lb e r t ’s 
ha ir  looks one shade d a rk e r  th an  tan , 
“ d a rk .” His ha ir  is care fu lly  rum pled , his 
collar open a t  the  th roa t .  Pensively he 
res ts  his cheek upon two ex tended  fingers 
while in a m elancholy fashion he gazes into 
Miss T ib b e t ts ’ eyes. Opening  his m outh , 
sighs and a m elting, b roken  voice escape.

“ Yes, I h u r t  m y leg re scu ing  a child f rom  
certa in  death. I t  still fo rces  me to  limp 
sometimes, no t always. T h a t ’s why you 
d id n ’t  notice it  this a f te rnoon .  I s tra ined  
it  on the way here. You see i t  was this 
w ay ,” And so on and  on. Miss T ibbe tts  
r e tu rn e d  his gaze— how? Can you im ag
ine? W hat emotions would you have fe l t?  
W ha t do you th ink?

H., ’29.

BEYOND THE PALE.
Kay usually  l is tened to Y asak u ’s p laying 

with an apprec ia t ive  ear. Tonight, how
ever, it  was different, and Yasaku, with his 
keen percep tion , sensed it. He was lean 
ing lazily aga ins t  a heavily tap es tr ied  wall, 
p laying his samosen, the Jap an ese  gu ita r .  
The music was l ight and gay and hopeful, 
like a spring  m orning. She had always 
loved his music, which seldom contained 
even a suggestion of sadness; b u t  now, with 
he r  g row ing  sorrow, Kay wished th a t  he 
would go. His d ream y  alm ond eyes a n 
noyed her.

F inally  he took his leave and  Kay was 
alone in the  richly fu rn ished  room. She 
disdained the colossal divan with its sea of 
cushions, and  nestl ing  am ong  the  cushions 
she th rew  to the floor, and sank into deep 
and pa in fu l  m edita tion .

H er  rea l nam e was Kaio, b u t  had long 
ago been Anglicized to Kay. H er fa the r ,  
a w ealthy  C aliforn ian  of Spanish ex trac t ,  
had never bo thered  to m arry  her  m other, 
who was the m ost m eek of Jap an ese  wo
men, and  who died a t  K ay’s birth . Since 
then, he r  f a th e r  had g ra n te d  K ay’s every 
wish, sen t  he r  to a finishing school in San 
Francisco, and  allowed he r  to indulge in 
m any ex travagances .

In the  w ea lthy  suburb  in which they  
lived, the  fac ts  of h e r  b ir th  w ere no se

c re t ;  but,  since her  f a th e r  was unm oral,  
r a th e r  than  immoral, and was wellknown 
in the world of sports, and  also since Kay 
herse lf  was a r a d ia n t  personality , she was 
looked upon with in te re s t  and approval. 
This approval, however, had its limit. So 
long as she had shown no desire to in te r 
m arry  into the social circle into which she 
was adm itted , the  people allowed he r  f ree  
rein. How could they know of h e r  silent, 
secre t longings?

She had known the  security  of an i r r e 
sponsible existence, and  now th a t  she was 
budding  into young womanhood, he r  f a th e r  
was proud to display her  to the  world in 
general.  His pride was n o t  w ithou t  fo u n d 
ation, fo r  Kay was a finished c rea tion  of 
grace  and delicacy and fragili ty . H er  face, 
long and oval-shaped, was f ram ed  by 
s tra igh t,  glossy, black ha ir ;  bobbed, of 
course. H er  long, na rrow  eyes s lan ted  up 
w ard a t  the o u te r  corners, and  her  eye
brows were two delicate lines, high above 
the eyes. H er nose was aquiline, and  low 
a t  the bridge, giving her expression a  mild
ness which she did no t possess. A small 
m outh, with full red lips, and  pale cheeks 
added to he r  Jap an ese  beauty . These f e a t 
ures had been inher i ted  from  h e r  m other,  
b u t  he r  te m p e ra m e n t  was like h e r  f a th e r ’s.

U ntil  recen tly , she had been as un-



10 THE COLBIANA

troub led  and inconsequent as a butterfly, 
bu t suddenly she fe l t  t rapped  by forces she 
could not, a t  first, understand . Life was 
proving to be an inexplicable tangle , and 
as a re su l t  she became listless, mechanical, 
a lmost depersonalized. The inevitable had 
happened ; she had fallen in love, b u t  u n 
fo r tuna te ly ,  with an American whose name 
and position m ean t more to him than  an y 
th ing  else. They had m et a t  one of the 
coun try  club dances, and he had gazed upon 
her qua in t beau ty  in adm iration . The 
roundness  of her slim figure was inviting, 
and he held her  perhaps a trifle closer than  
was necessary fo r  terpsichorean  purposes. 
She sensed his adm iration , and although 
her eyes were discreetly downcast, her  head 
was t ilted  a t  a coquettish angle. The music 
was joy, m ounting  rapidly to delight, then 
higher still to rap tu re ,  and with a wild 
burs t  of madness, ceased. She rem em bered  
th a t  music; it somehow typified her  life.

The rom ance began with this dance and 
lasted a m onth ,— a beautifu l,  joyous month. 
Then, in a deep husky voice, he told her 
th a t  most certa in ly  she was fem inine p e r 
fection, b u t  (alas!) she was Japanese!  He 
adm itted  th a t  love should no t be bound by 
n a rrow  conventions, b u t  his pu ri tan  stra in  
could no t be denied, and so he w en t ou t of 
he r  life forever, leaving a shadow behind.

In the midst of these disquieting mus- 
ings, an invo lun ta ry  spasm of pain con
trac ted  K ay’s fea tu res .  She had tried, bu t 
she could no t dispel the image of him; he

had so in tr igued  her. She would have deli
cious dreams, then realization , followed by 
panicky revolt. W as she always to see the 
privileged world go by, and rem ain  fo rever 
an outsider, a m ere specta tor , because of 
her Japanese  blood? W hat was the  worth  
of such a life? Was life to become a m ean
ingless succession of days, weeks and 
months.

In this m anner,  Kay brooded in silence, 
m ed ita t ing  on the m onstrous in justice  of 
her birth. Tears  obscured he r  vision. Gone 
fo rever  was the buoyant, gay and some
times absurd  Kay, and in her  place came a 
crea tu re ,  with incomparable charm still, 
b u t  with a crushed spirit. H er soul shrank 
into a pit of blackness, and to her  em bit
tered  mind, death  seemed the only solution 
of her difficulties. Death. In the very 
word was a haven of peace, an invitation.

She stepped out into the s treet,  and with 
steps th a t  were short, ye t quick, she h u r 
ried along th rough  the dripp ing  shadows, 
until  she reached the edge of the river. 
She seemed quite alone in the  blackness; 
yes, she was alone, and suddenly i t  seemed 
to her  th a t  she had always been alone, even 
a t  the height of popularity , fo r  she was 
J a p a n e s e !

The run n in g  w a te r  beneath  was an en
chanting  sound. I t  would no t refuse  her 
because of her Japanese  blood; i t  would 
not!— and in a moment, it had swallowed 
her.

She was no longer beyond the pale.
B. M., ’29.

ACCORDING TO
There are  th ree  types of woman. F irs t  

there  are  those who agree with Shakes
peare  th a t  it  is good policy to “ Beware of 
en trance  to a qua rre l ;  bu t  being in, b e a r ’t 
t h ’ opposed m ay beware of thee ,” and then, 
“ Do n o t  fo r  one repulse forego the purpose 
th a t  you resolved to effect.” To this class 
belong querulus, nagg ing  wives, s tep 
mothers, and mothers-in-law.

Second, the re  are those submissive c re a t 
ures who believe th a t  it is w om an’s du ty  to 
“ Give every man th ine ear, b u t  few  thy

SHAKESPEARE.
voice; take each m a n ’s censure, bu t  reserve 
thy ju d g m e n t .” Such women are  few  in 
num ber  and mostly morons.

Third, are  the intelligent, independent, 
modern women who reason thu s :  “ This
above all; to th ine own self be tru e ,  And 
it m ust follow as the n igh t the day, Thou 
canst not then be false to any  m an .” But 
who cares abou t th a t  last  line? F o r  “ W ith 
devotion’s visage and pious action we do 
sugar o ’er the devil h im self .” “ W hat a 
piece of work is m a n !” B. G. ’27.
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ONE NIGHT.
The moon was shining when I l e f t  the  

tow n and  s ta r te d  on my long walk home. 
The moon seemed like a pum pkin  pie out 
o f  which a huge b ite  had been taken . The 
m arks  of the  ravenous  m o n s te r ’s te e th  gave 
the  app ea ran ce  of a profile. A few  m o
m en ts  la te r ,  while I was gazing, a cloud 
gen tly  covered its m u ti la ted  fo rm  from  
view, and the  d is tan t  rum ble  of th u n d e r  
announced  the  approach  of a storm.

The th o u g h t  of a s torm , fo r  one w ithou t  
e i th e r  a h a t  or coat, a mile f rom  the  n e a r 
est she lte r  and  on a lonely road, was by no 
m eans  p leasan t. N e a re r  and  n e a re r  came 
the  m um ble  and rum ble. A p a t te r  of r a in 
drops, com ing slowly then  swiftly, a n 
nounced  th a t  the  sto rm  had overtaken  me. 
I began to walk fa s te r ,  my walk quickened 
into a tro t ,  my t r o t  into a run . The rain , 
like ice-w ater  poured  from  a huge p itcher, 
ran  down my shivering back.

E very  now and  then  a flash of l igh tn ing  
revea led  the road  ahead  of me. O therwise 
every th in g  was of an inky blackness. 
Somehow, in my flight, I took a w rong  tu rn

in the road. W hen I t r ied  to re tr a c e  my 
steps, I found  th a t  I was quite  lost. The 
flashes of l igh tn ing  became less and  less 
f req u en t .  Suddenly  the re  was one flash 
b r ig h te r  than  any  of the  p receed ing  ones. 
In it I saw to my h o rro r  a hum an  body 
hang ing  from  a tree . The white face  had 
been m ade g lis ten ing  and  shin ing  by the 
ra in , the white ha ir  c lung to  the head  so 
closely th a t  it resem bled  a bleached skull, 
and the  clothes, now rags, had been ha lf  
to rn  f rom  the  g a u n t  body. The wind blew 
the  whole horrib le  spectacle to and  fro. 
The sunken, s ta r in g  eyes seemed to reflect 
the g lare  of the l igh tn ing  into my own. The 
m outh  hung  open, an ink-spot on a snow- 
white table-cloth.

F o r  a m om ent I stood, shaken and  t r e m b 
ling. Then I fled, ru n n in g  I knew  and  
cared no t where, so long as my fe e t  ca rr ied  
me from  the  d read fu l  spot. W hen i t  
seemed as if I could run  no longer, my fe e t  
came in con tac t  w ith  ha rd  sm ooth  ground . 
A flicker of l igh tn ing  revealed  a fam ilia r  
road to me. W h a t  had I seen in the woods?

E. M., ’30.

A NORTHERN SINGER.
As was the  case with read e rs  of M ark 

Twain or W alt  W hitm an, it m ay be th a t  
no t m any  A m ericans  app rec ia te  the  native 
flavor of R o b er t  F r o s t ’s w ork as keenly  as 
an E nglishm an or a F renchm an  might. Mr. 
F ro s t  is essentia lly  a poe t  of place. Al
though  we do no t  feel in his verse, as in 
th a t  of W hitm an , the sweep of a  co n tinen t  
from  sea to sea, the  m odern  poet in te rp re ts  
fo r  us the  rocky reserve  of New England  
pasture's, the  sudden glimpses of beauty , 
o f ten  as suddenly  w ithdraw n, th a t  charac
terize  New E ng land  n a tu re .  He gives to 
orchards, swallows, snow storms, deserted  
farm s, poetic expression. Because of a 
quality  in himself, a touch  of Y ankee p a 
ganism, he embodies in his “ ta lk ing  v e rse” 
the  very  sp ir i t  of p lace; fo r  his own genius 
is as s t ra ig h t  and  p u n g e n t  as a pine tree . 
Poems like “ A f te r  Apple P ick ing ,” or “ The 
M ou n ta in ” b e t ra y  an observation  n o u r 

ished on the s ta rk  concre teness  of rea li ty .
B u t Mr. F ro s t  goes beyond this r e f r e s h 

ing directness, as of a wind from  the  m o u n 
tains. Since he is a genuine  poet, his in 
s t inc t  fo r  locality p e n e tra te s  the  su rface  
of life and  dips down to the roo ts  of ch a r
acter. S tone walls and grass-grown roads 
are  his symbols of the  difficult em otions of 
provincial New E ng land— the lives th a t  
o f ten  resem ble apples knar led  by rough  
circum stances. In his d ram atic  n a rra t iv e s  
and dialogues, so closely does he keep to the 
genre  n a tu re  of his subjects , th a t  he first 
impresses the re a d e r  by the sharpness  of 
his insight and the homeliness of his de
tail r a th e r  than  by any  un iversa l quality  
in the  situation . Y et the  psychology of 
“ Home B ur ia l” or “ A S e rv an t  to S e rv an ts” 
involves c h a rac te r  in a p e rfec t ly  n a tu ra l  
reac tion  to fa te .  “ The Death  of the  H ired  
M an”— a t rag ed y  hard, a lm ost m ean— has



THE COLBIANA12

the  pa thos  o f  un eq u a l  s trugg le  w ith  des
t iny . As the  poe t  is keen  enough  to re a l 
ize, the  life  of lonely  neighborhoods  has  its  
own em otiona l  n o uances— fug it ive  hopes, 
despairs , revivals. Thus “ The Snow S to rm ” 
is a b r ie f  Odyssey, “ The H o u sek eep e r” a 
com edy of reprisa l .

T hough  Mr. F ro s t  o f ten  sings the  n a tu ra l  
d ra m a  of life, y e t  his lyrics unquestionab ly  
revea l  also the  reflective poet. One who 
in te rp re t s  re lu c tan ce  and  so rrow  has pon d 
ered  his own emotions. The apprec ia t ive  
re ad e r ,  however, cha rac te r ize s  th is  m odern  
see r  by poem s like “ The V alley ’s S ing ing  
S t r e n g th ,” or “ The S ta r  in a S tone B o a t ,” 
in which the  poe t  has  m ost in t im a te ly  fused  
his soul w ith  his New E n g lan d  env iro n 
m ent.  The lines on Hyla Brook have bo th  
a tm o sp h ere  and  sp ir i tua l  insight. “ Come 
w ith  Rain, O Loud S o u th w e s te r !” No one 
b u t  Mr. F ro s t  could have w rit ten .

T hough as an a r t i s t  th is  N o r th e rn  poet 
is m odern  and  som ew hat ru th less ,  keep ing  
s tep  only when he likes, he is n o t  a  com
ple te  t r a i to r  to form . B u t the  b e a u ty  th a t  
he seeks is moody, in co n s tan t— like th a t  of

New H am psh ire  Aprils. T u rn in g  of ten  
from  lyric conventions, he chooses the  f re e r  
“ ta lk ing  v e rse ” because  his n a tu re  p re fe rs  
th a t  way of expression ,—

“ Som eth ing  th e re  is th a t  do esn ’t  love a 
w all .”

Mr. F ro s t  is, in fac t ,  so m uch  him self 
th a t  the  critic, though  tem p ted  to cer ta in  
para lle ls  w ith  W ordsw orth ,  h es i ta te s  to 
suggest  them . F ro s t  has  read  the  older 
poets, b u t  his soul is self-poised. He de
lights by m o un ta in  f reshness ,  by fa i th fu l 
ness to a b e a u ty  he h im self  has seen, by the 
responses and  sym path ies  of his own hear t .  
E m otiona lly  he is a t  one w ith  the  N ew  E n g 
land he has c h o s e n :

“ The h e a r t  is still ach ing  to seek,
B ut the  fe e t  question  ‘W h i th e r? ’ ” 

C learer , perhaps,  a re  the  l ines:
“ This as it will be seen is o th e r  f a r  
Than with brooks taken  o the rw here  in song. 
We love the  th ings  we love fo r  w h a t  they  

a r e .”
The N orth  has its own springs and  flow

ers— its own hillside pipers.
F. D.

SYLVIA’S FIRST COLLEGIATE LETTER.
S u g a r  Bowl, Room 10, 

P inkham  Hall, 
Lincoln College, 

Lincoln, N. H.

Molly D arl ing :
I s n ’t  th a t  head in g  imposing? H ere  I am 

a t  Lincoln, a co-ed a t  last. I have been in 
college ex ac tly  10 hours  and  23 m in u tes  
and  it  ce r ta in ly  does b roaden  one. I ’ve go t 
fif teen  nam es on my new  slicker a lready .

I do wish you w ere  here , Molly. My 
ro o m -m a te ’s nam e is Peggy  M ordaun t.  I s n ’t  
th a t  w o n d e rfu l!  I th in k  she m u s t  be of 
noble E nglish  blood, i t  sounds r a th e r  E n g 
lish d o n ’t  you th in k ?  H e r  h a ir  is a  lot 
longer  th a n  you rs  Molly, rea l  c h e s tn u t ty  
and  h e r  skin is divine. B u t  I th ink  she ’s a 
li t t le  bow-legged. S h e ’s g o t  th e  c u te s t  
d raw l and  lovely clothes. Of course  she 
will n ev er  be as close to me as you, d a r l 
ing, I know  I cou ld n ’t  share  every  sec re t  
w ith  h e r  as I do w ith  you.

Such a lovely tr ip  I had. My dear, I was 
on the  t ra in  5 hours, abso lu te ly  u n ch ap e r 
oned. How I ha ted  to leave you.

W hen you to re  you rse lf  f ro m  my arm s 
and  ra n  sobbing into Joe  M erce r ’s s to re  I 
d id n ’t  th ink  I could b e a r  it, b u t  Daddy 
hustled  me on the  t ra in  ju s t  as it  s ta r ted .

The ca r  he p u t  me in was d ifferen t than  
an y  o th e r  I have ever seen, sm ooth  lea th e r  
cushioned seats  fac ing  each o th e r  w ith  l i t 
tle drop leaf  tab les  betw een  them . I had 
a p a r lo r  ca r  ticket,  so I w e n t  r ig h t  in and 
looked fo r  a  seat. The car  was ha lf  full 
of men, laugh ing  and  smoking. As I 
walked down the aisle everyone stopped 
talking. My dear, such a fee ling!  I knew  
I was a t t ra c t iv e  b u t  I d id n ’t  suppose I had 
such a fasc ina tion  fo r  the  opposite sex. 
T ravel ce r ta in ly  b roadens  one.

I found  a nice sea t  w ith  a l i ttle  tab le  
which had a lo t  of red , white, and  blue 
tiddledy-w inks on it. One of the  young  
men across the aisle offered me a c iga re t te
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and  w an ted  to sit w ith  me. The nerve  of 
h im ! He was cu te  though. B u t my dear, 
I ju s t  looked a t  him. I t  rea lly  isn ’t  safe  fo r  
a y o ung  girl to trav e l  nowadays. These 
insidious m en! I j u s t  know  he w an ted  to  
a b d u c t  me. I showed him where  to g e t  off. 
He was cute  ju s t  the  same. I o f ten  th ink  
th a t  if one is to be abducted , th a t  makes 
such a difference.

I was p e rfec t ly  a t  ease. I slipped ou t 
of my coa t  and  snuggled down in my chair. 
The b rak em an  came th ro u g h  and  when he 
punched  m y t ick e t  he looked deep into my 
eyes and  then  rushed  out. My dear, I was 
beg inn ing  to  f e a r  my power. In a few  m o
m en ts  he came back w ith  an oldish m an in 
un ifo rm . This m an came r ig h t  to my chair 
and was go ing  to speak, the  old m asher, b u t  
I s ta red  coldly ou t of the window. W hen 
he had spoken twice, I tu rn e d  slowly about, 
unveiling  my g re a t  brown eyes, ju s t  like 
Sally Gordon in the movies, and  spoke very  
coolly.

“ I beg yuah  pahdon. Did you speak to 
m e ? ”

“ Yes, miss,” he said, “ you m ust  n o t  sit 
here. Ladies are  no t  allowed here. This is 
the  sm oker .”

My dear, can you im agine! I ju s t  looked 
a t  him.

“ I th a n k  y ou ,” I replied, “ I was m erely  
w ait ing  foh some one to ca rry  m ah luggage 
to the pahlah cah .”

I guess he d idn ’t  realize  w h a t  a woman 
of the  world I am. He d id n ’t  say a word, 
Molly. He ju s t  tu rn e d  and  called a p o r te r  
b u t  I saw his shoulders shake with a s trong  
emotion. W h a t  te r r ib le  influence we wo
men have.

The p o r te r  took my bags and  led the way 
to the  p a r lo r  car. I t ipped  him and  w ha t 
do you suppose I gave him? T h a t  F rench  
coin th a t  Billy C raw ford  gave me fo r  a 
lucky piece. I a lm ost asked it  back b u t  
I ’m no t speak ing  to Billy any  more so I 
than k ed  the  p o r te r  in F ren ch  and smiled. 
I cou ldn’t  th ink  of the  idiom so I ju s t  r e 
cited th a t  l ittle  poem ab o u t  the  ca t  and the 
bird. He d id n ’t  know the  difference and I 
ju s t  know he th inks  I ’m a Paris ian .

I had the  ca r  all to m yself  so I sa t  in all 
the big g reen  chairs  and  p re ten d ed  I was a 
fo re ign  princess giv ing a tea . I t  is well to 
practice, one never  knows when one m ay

m a rry  a prince. B u t  as I have told you 
m any  times, Molly, I am so da rk  and  all of 
the  o the r  kids in our  fam ily  so red  headed, 
I ’m sure  I m u s t  have been adopted. I t  m u s t  
have been when I was very  young  because 
I was 17 las t  April.

A t  Enfield some m ore people go t  on. I 
looked expensive and silky, and  g lanced 
and  began to read  my m agazine  th a t  D anny  
gave me. Molly, if he goes ou t w ith  th a t  
M illett  girl, you w rite  me, will you? I 
do n ’t  th ink  he will, still two m onths  is a 
long tim e and  men are  so fickle.

I g o t  off a t  Lincoln s ta tion  and  I fe l t  
dreadfu lly . E veryone m et everyone and  I 
ju s t  stood there . My new  t ru n k  w e n t  by 
on a truck . I saw it and  the re  was a  p ink 
lingerie  s t rap  sticking ou t one end. Then a 
long legged boy came and  said, “ Smash 
you r  b ag g ag e?” My dear, I ju s t  looked a t  
him.

“ I should say not, I ’ll have you u n d e r 
s tand  th is  is a new  su it  case .” A nd I was 
ju s t  going to fix him when a girl in brown 
pounced on me. “ H e re ’s one ,” she 
shouted, and  then  some o thers  sang, “ She 
surely  is a F reshm an  as nobody can deny .” 
T h a t  nas ty  boy laughed. They p u t  me in 
the bus and  shrieked a t  me all the  w ay out.

When we go t  there ,  I w en t  to the D ean ’s 
office and reg is te red  and every th ing . She 
has g ray  ha ir  and brown eyes and  had on a 
smock. Can you fe a tu re  th a t?  She was 
w ashing he r  office windows, I thought.

She gave me the key to my room because 
Peggy h a d n ’t  come and told me w here  to  go. 
I rem em ber she said the  house had a red  
roof. I go t  lost somehow and  w en t  across 
som eone’s vegetable  garden  back of one of 
the houses, b u t  I came ou t  n e a r  a house 
with a red  roof. She told me my room was 
in the  house with the red roo f  so I s ta r ted  
up the  steps. I s topped to pick a b u r r  off 
from  my stocking and  a nice looking boy 
came up to me.

“ Hi, girl, where are  you g o in g ?”
My dear, I ju s t  looked a t  him, b u t  I 

answ ered  civilly enough, “ In there ,  
s m a r ty .”

“ The deuce you a r e ! ”
“ C erta in ly .”
“ All r igh t,  I ’ll take  you r  bag up .”
He took it  and  we w en t  in and, Molly 

do n ’t  you tell a  soul,— b u t  i t  was a f r a t
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house, a m e n ’s f r a t  house. T h a t  w re tched  
dean , how I h a te  the  w om an! She sen t  me 
th e re  purposely . I d o n ’t  know  how  I go t 
out, b u t  p r e t ty  soon I fo u n d  m yse lf  on a 
bench  in the  p a rk  crying. In a few  m in 
u te s  t h a t  boy b ro u g h t  m y su it  case an d  sa t  
down side of me.

He said, “ D on’t  cry, girl, I w as the  only 
one who saw  you and  I w o n ’t  te l l .” A n d th e n  
he c o m fo r ted  me. I th in k  I shall like col
lege a f t e r  all.

A nd when I took  m y h a n d k e rch ie f  out 
the  key  fell down a horr ib le  old sewer. I 
c a n ’t  begin to tell  you the  t roub le  we had 
g e t t in g  it  out. His nam e is L aw rence  and  
his f r ie n d s  call him L arry .  H e ’s go t  the

n icest ways, Molly.
F ina lly  I fo u n d  m y room  an d  Peggy  

came. W e ’re  all unpacked  and  she wore 
my new  beads to d in n e r  ton igh t .  W e sa t 
a t  the  D e a n ’s tab le  because th e re  a r e n ’t  
an y  o th e r  f re shm en  yet.

The ru les  d o n ’t  go on till tom orrow , so 
L a r ry  and  I w en t  to  the  movies. I go t  in 
a t  10.45.

The lights a re  go ing  o u t  in a few  m in 
u tes— a t  12 ton igh t.  How  I miss you. I 
th ink  I shall like college. I m u s t  close, 
darling .

Loads of love,
Y our  devoted  chum, 

Sylvia.

THEIR HOUSE
“ Oh-h, Tony, Tone-e-e-, look-a, look-a!” 

b re a th e d  the  ecs ta tic  voice of an  elfin 
brow n child. “ A in ’t  i t  h e a v in !”

“ H eav en !  H u h -h !” g ru n te d  a l i t t le  b o y ’s 
voice in such a m a n fu l  way. “ You call-a 
d a t  H e a v e n ! W hy, Bella, d a t ’s a-a pee- 
zazza. I gues  I know  one ,” and  he ended  
w ith  a l i t t le  sw agger.

“ But, Ton-e-e-e, look-a de t ’ings on the  
pee-ee- za-. pee- well, j u s t  look-a! See, a  
bed w h a t  is h u n g  on chains an  ’a tab le  w ith  
wheels  a n ’, Oh, such a p re e t te e  p i tche r  and  
dishes on it!  A n ’ look-a all de p re e t te e  
cha irs  a n ’ a n ’— oh, some flowers in a  b ask 
e t h a n g in ’ on a s tr in g !  Oh, T on-ee !”

By th is  t im e T ony  was in te re s ted ,  b u t  be
ing all boy, he d id n ’t  have  as m uch  to  say 
as sm alle r  Bella had. Quietly  fo r  a few  
m om en ts  the  two y o u n g s te rs  gazed  a t  the  
c h a rm in g  porch  w ith  its su m m ery  fu rn is h 
ings. The eyes of bo th  w ere  big w ith  in 
t e r e s t  and  n o t  one deta il  escaped them .

“ Bella, when  w e ’re  big, w e ’ll be m arr ied  
a n ’ I ’ll give you a bed w h a t  hangs  on 
chains, m aybe  two, a n ’ a tab le  on le tt le  
w heels  a n ’ lots of th in g s ,” T ony  b roke the  
silence. “ I go t-a  fif teen cen ts  th is  m orn- 
in ’ f ro m  the  P a d re  ’cause I did a  m essage 
fo r  him. A n ’ I ’ll save i t .”

“ Oh, Ton-e-e-e ,” w ords fa i led  Bella fo r  
a m om en t.  “ A in ’t  i t  g r - ra n d !  Mio Tonio! 
W hy c a n ’t  we be b ig  r ig h t  now  a n ’— ! Oh, 
ru n ,  T o n -ee !” she gasped.

OF DREAMS.
Like two brow n leaves, th ey  scam pered  

aw ay  hand  in hand  till th e y  w ere  s t ree ts  
and  s t re e ts  aw ay  fro m  the  lovely house. 
The sounds of ap p ro ach in g  fo o ts tep s  had 
w arn ed  them  th a t  someone w as coming.

All the  w ay to th e i r  poor  hom es they  
p lanned  how Tony “ should push-a a f r u i t  
c a r t  a n ’ m ake-a piles o f  m oney  a n ’ Bella 
should m ake  g r a n ’ lace a n ’ sell-a i t  to  rich 
lad ies .”

So w ith  th e i r  visions they  a re  le f t  awhile.
 ̂  ̂  ̂  ̂  ̂ ^

Some yea rs  had gone by since li t t le  Bella 
and  Tony  had gazed on the  porch. On a 
s u m m e r’s evening, as the  su n ’s la s t  rays  
sp read  over the  city, a y o u n g  m an  and  girl 
came stro l l ing  down the  same s tree t .  I t  
was l i ttle  Bella and  Tony, b u t  a Bella som e
w h a t  ta l le r  and  a Tony who to w ered  pro- 
tec t in g ly  over Bella. Bella’s d a rk  curls 
still p layed ro u n d  h e r  face  and  h e r  big eyes 
w ere  fu ll  of love fo r  the  big, good-looking 
Tony beside her, in whose eyes one could 
read  the  same message.

N e a re r  th ey  came un ti l  th ey  w ere  op
posite  the house, the  house w ith  The Porch. 
By common unspoken  consent, th ey  s top
ped n e a r  the  ga te  and  gazed  a t  the  ra m b l
ing house. F o r  a m o m en t  n e i th e r  spoke.

“ Bella, love, th is  is i t ,” said Tony. “ Does 
i t  look as b e a u t i fu l  to  you as t h a t  t im e 
when we w ere  y o u n g s te rs  and  we peeked 
in f ro m  the  t e r r a c e ? ”
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“ B eau tifu l?  Mio Tony, i t  doesn’t  com
pare  w ith  ou r  house. W hy, Tony, i t ’s so 
big. I ’d nev e r  find you if I w an ted  you 
to sit w ith  me in the  ham m ock .”

“ You d e a r ! ” exclaim ed Tony. “ L e t ’s go 
hom e.”

Slowly th ey  moved on down the  s tree t.  
A vision of th e ir  own little  bungalow  was 
in th e i r  minds, w ith  its gayly  s tr iped  h am 
mock and  s tu rd y  chairs  and  the  f ra i l  te a  
wagon on the porch. N ot fo r  n o th ing  had 
they  gone to  school, worked, saved and 
dream ed. V ery  fu lly  they  knew  work, 
w ork  o f ten  t im es w eary , b u t  w ith  its r e 
w ard  of joy  and  the  sense of som ething 
completed.

T enderly  they  o f ten  laughed  a t  the  plans

the li t t le  Tony and Bella had had “ to push-a 
de c a r t  a n ’ m ake-a de lace.” I t  was of this 
they  ta lked  as they  w en t  along. B u t no t 
fo r  long.

“ Bella, I have a surprise  fo r  you. Dear, 
I ’ve been p rom oted  to su p e r in te n d e n t  of 
the buy ing  d epar tm en t.  Behold, S up er in 
te n d e n t  A ntonio B a n d e t t i !”

“ D arling  Tony! Oh m y Tony! I ’m so 
g l a d !”

’’D on’t  look a t  me th a t  way! Mia Bella! 
I ’m so full of love fo r  you th a t  I ’m likely to 
pick you up r ig h t  here  and show w h a t  it  
m eans fo r  me to love my w ife !”

So hand  in hand  they  walked in the  sil
ver  pa th  m ade by the moon, into th e ir  
House of Dreams. ’27.

COLBY’S CALENDAR.
“ All h is to ry  is b u n k ,” said old H enry  Ford , 
F a th e r  of flivvers and  shakers  and  shivers, 
W o n d e rfu l  exercise— hard  on the livers,
So w h a t  do you say if we c lam ber aboard?

And w e ’ll ju m p  from  Adam  to A braham  
Leaving  old A ra ra t— Noah on top of th a t ;  
Kings of Capetia, Tyre, Phoenicia,
Caesar, N apoleon, and  old Uncle Sam.

I ’ll n e x t  in troduce  our  f r iend  Mr. Columbus 
Cork ing  fine fe l la ’— fr ien d  of Queen Bella 
On a th ree  by six r a f t  th a t  would sink with 

Ju d g e  T aft .
And C hris ,’ so I ’m told, was a Colby A lum 

nus.

I t  w asn ’t  his f a u l t  he discovered San Sal
vador

He m u s t  e i th e r  an ch o r  or land on the 
beaches.

And th a t  is the  reason  th a t  thousands  of 
speeches

Pra ise  the old p ira te ,  b u t  stop a t  the  shore.

S e t t le rs  f ro m  H u ngary ,  Denm ark , and 
Brussells

Poles and  Slovakians,— W ops and  E u s tra -  
chians,

The H arp s  and  the Dagoes— the Philippine 
tagos,

On to Am erica  everyone hustles.

Some came fo r  m oney— some to dodge 
creditors

Mechanics and  a r t isan s— dem ocra t  p a r t i 
sans,

Teachers  and  p reachers  and  some over- 
reachers ,

And even some p r in te rs  and  devils and 
editors.

Soon there  developed a c rav ing  fo r  knowl
edge

High m athem atics ,  physics and  s ta tics—  
Shoes were no t  em pty  b u t  v acan t  old a t t ics  
Must be refilled and hence Colby College.

In e ighteen hundred  tw enty , yes,
T h a t  was the  y ea r  they  landed here,
Some were sain ts  and some were a in ts—  
The leader  Chaplin with others, I guess.

In fra il  canoes up the Kennebec 
To found  a school where th o u g h t  would 

rule
And possibly christen  the Colby Mule 
And impress the  values above the  neck.

A rr iv ing  one n igh t  in W aterville
F o r  lack of ren ts ,  they  p itched th e i r  t e n ts
And hiding th e ir  dollars b en ea th  th e ir  sense



THE COLBIANA16

T hey  slept, an d  all w as still.

The fo llow ing  day  th e y  b o u g h t  some land  
W h ere  the  M. C. t r a in s  belch shrieks and  

smoke
’Til y o u r  sh ir t  f r o n t  looks like a hod of coke 
A nd  th is  w as the  college s tand .

A nd  then ,  again , in seven ty - th ree  
A m aiden  f a i r — w ith  ta le n ts  r a r e —
A nd, to  help me rhym e, w ith  golden ha ir  
W as the  p rem ie re  g irl fo r  a degree.

Since then  C olby’s come by leaps and 
bounds

In b ra in s  w e ’re  first— in gym nasium s w ors t
A nd a c rav ing  fo r  know ledge o u r  only 

th irs t .
Yes, we are  the know ledge hounds.

So now  you have it  f ro m  A dam s to Colby
The m illenium  sure  is a  vague  m y ste ry ;
H. G. Wells, I th in k  ra sh  in his volum es of 

t ra sh
’Tis I— I a lone— who m ade History .

M., ’27.

GOD.
Men say th a t  God is love 
In c a rn a te  up above.
They  have n o t  suffered  here  
N or lived a life  in fea r .
T hey  have n o t  fo u g h t  in vain

A ga ins t  unceas ing  pain.
Men have n o t  know n despair  
N or known a world u n fa i r  
Who speak  of love as God: 
F o r  God holds high the  rod.

W h ere  th e  apple  blossoms sprinkle, 
T he ir  sw eet f r a g ra n c e  he re  and  the re ,  

W h ere  the  roses  climb and  c luster,  
R ound  a g a rd en  wall so fa ir ,

W e ’ll have a l i t t le  co t tag e— you and  I.

W hen the  dew is on the  flowers 
A nd  the  g rass  is cool and  wet,

W hen  the  tw il igh t  h o u r  approaches  
A nd  the  sun begins  to  set,

W e ’ll have  a li t t le  co t tag e— you and  I.

W hen  the  lilies by the  p a th w ay  
Nod th e i r  l i t t le  heads an d  wait,

W here  beside the  p e r fu m e d  bo rders  
S tan d s  the  pansies  by the  g a te

W e ’ll have a l i ttle  c o t tag e— you and  I.

W hen the  cares  of life are  finished,
A nd ou r  w ork  on e a r th  is o ’er,

W hen we see a t  las t  ab o u t  us,
Sw eet c o n te n tm e n t  everm ore ,

W e ’ll have a l i ttle  co t tag e— you and  I.
Anne.

Se lf- in teg ra t ion , living day by day,
A happ y -h ea r ted  hope th a t  ever gleams, 

These help you, as you climb the  up-hill 
way,

To live a life of service, love and  dreams.
G., ’27.



THE COLBIANA 17

THE COLBIANA
Published th ree  t im es a y e a r  by the W o m en ’s Division of Colby College. 

E n te re d  as second-class mail m a t te r ,  D ecem ber 18, 1914, a t  the  P os t  Office a t  
W aterv ille , Me., u n d e r  the  A ct of M arch 3, 1879.

J A N E T  CHASE, 1928 ________________________________
H A R R IE T  W. KIM BALL, 1929 ______________________
LUCY E. C H A PIN , 1929 _____________________________

A SSO C IA T E  ED ITO R S
F R A N C E S  J. BRAGDON, 1928 _______________________
E L S IE  H. L E W IS , 1929___________________
M A R G A R ET H. H A LE, 1930 _____________
DORIS L. GROSBECK, 1929 _________________________
E L IS A B E T H  B. GROSS, 1928 _______________________
H E L E N  A. CHASE, 1930 _____________________________
L. B E R N IC E  COLLINS, 1929 ________________________

B U SIN E SS STA FF.
A R L E E N  H. W A R B U R TO N , 1928_____________
N A T A L IE  M. DOW NS, 1929 ___________________
P A U L IN E  B AKEM AN, 1930 _________________________

_________ Editor-in -C hief
__F ir s t  A ss is tan t  E d i to r
Second A ssis tan t  E d i to r

L i te ra ry  Ed ito rs

________________ A r t  E d i to r
__________ A lum nae E d i to r

_Y. W. C. A. E d i to r
_______________Joke  E d i to r

________ Business M anager
F irs t  A ss is tan t  M anager  

Second A ssis tan t  M anager

T erm s: Subscrip tions, $1.00 pe r  y e a r  in advance. Single copies, 40 cents. All
rem it tan ces  by mail should be m ade to M arjo rie  G. D unstan , Foss Hall, W aterville , Me.

All A lum nae  news and  o the r  i tem s of in te re s t  to the W om en’s Division will be 
gladly received by the  Editors.

A LOST ART ( ? )
First Colby S tudent ( a f t e r  a t ten d in g  

c h ap e l)— “ Do you know, I d o n ’t  believe I
th ink  ju s t  the  way P ro fe sso r  -----------
seemed to th is  m orn ing . Do y o u ? ”

Second Colby S tu d en t--- “ Why, I do n ’t
know. I hav en ’t  thought.  I t  doesn’t  m ake 
much difference. B u t  I do hope i t  doesn’t  
ra in , and  I can w ear  my blue dress t o 
n ig h t .”

*  * *  *  *  *  H=

Miss Colby s tu d e n t— as a f a i r  question—  
is this a  typical exam ple of afte r-chape l  
conversa tion?  I f  it  is, then  th in k in g  is in 
deed one of the  lost a r t s — a t  leas t  on the 
Colby campus. How  o f ten  does one find 
one’s room m ate  s i t t in g  on the edge of the 
bed, chin on hand  in the  a t t i tu d e  of R od in ’s 
“ T h in k e r”— and w ith  a look on h e r  face 
which plain ly  says, “ D on’t  d is tu rb  me, I ’m 
th in k in g !” A nd how o ften  in answ er  to a 
carefu lly  f ram ed  question  does one receive 
the careless reply, “ I do n ’t  know. I h a v e n ’t 
th o u g h t!”

College is one of the  bes t  p laces to de

velop a las ting  hab it  of clear, concen tra ted  
thought.  F o r  ins tance— can you th ink  
clearly  th rough  the difficult p ropositions of 
every  biological or geological ass ignm ent, 
finally reach ing  some fa ir ly  definite ideas 
of you r  own? Or do you accep t w ithou t  
question the  opinion of the  p ro fessor?  Or, 
w orst of all, do you do ne ither?

Again— can you s tee r  you r  w ay th ro u g h  
the in tr ica te  p a th  of college fr iendsh ips?  
O ften tim es, could you b u t  know  it, you are  
only n ex t  door to a w onderfu l  personality . 
Have you th o u g h t  ab o u t  M— ’s possibilities 
fo r  friendships, even though  she does n o t  
belong to y o u r  own soror ity  or  “ c l ique?” 

And m ost of all, Miss Colby S tuden t ,  
have you th o u g h t  ab o u t  yourse lf?  Do you 
know the  rea l you?

“ You have to live with yourse lf ,  and  so 
You w an t  to be fit fo r  yourse lf  to  know .” 
T h inking— a lost a r t .  J u s t  t r y  it!

’29.

Do sororit ies  aid or in ju re  a com m unity?  
W ith  a little conscientious th ink ing  and  a c t 
ing they  would only aid. C om petition  is
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fine. I t  rouses in te res t  in studies, athletics, 
and all contests, b u t  i t  should be carried  
only so far .

Somehow the genial spirit  th a t  makes a 
large group of girls one harm onious family 
seems to be lacking a t  Colby. Girls are 
girls the world around. W hy let a few  sec
re t  societies p reven t  acquain tances never 
to be forgo tten , and friendships never to be 
replaced? One can keep one’s personal 
secrets  and still be confidentially f r iendly  
with others. A college with sororities 
ought to work the same way. Don’t  con
demn a girl because she belongs to ano ther  
or no sorority. She is probably f a r  worth ier  
of consideration and friendship than  one 
who wears two or th ree  pins.

There is an inexpressible u nder-cu rren t  
of feeling, a slight up tu rn  of the nose, evi
den t  in meetings, elections especially and 
even in the corridors. Why no t follow the 
principles, “ Let the b e t te r  woman win,” 
and “ She is as good as I am. I am as good 
as she is.” N arrow  your figures if you will, 
b u t  broaden your minds!

Are you living? or do you ju s t  exist in 
a drowsy half-consciousness? Criticism of 
the facu lty  has been flying around  like ho t 
cakes, b u t  a little inward criticism might 
be in te res t ing  and profitable. Are you 
lackadaisically following the rou tine?  If  
your mind is to be active, alive, you m ust 
use it. But, it  w on’t  ru n  w ithout gas. Read
ing fu rn ishes excellent fuel and if you 
choose the r igh t  m ater ia l  the ca rbu re to r  
w on’t  ge t clogged.

Most of us can read  a newspaper and u n 
ders tand  it  w ithout using a dictionary, ye t 
how m any do? Many of us don’t  even pick 
it  up. W ith  a very little time each day you 
can keep in communication with the cur
r e n t  events. Of course the newspaper 
doesn’t  ren d e r  much profit to the type of 
mind th a t  is appealed to m ost by the m u r
der cases, divorce trials, and la te s t  scan
dals. By discrimination the essential a r 
ticles in the periodicals can be quickly read. 
I t  is im m inently  im po r tan t  th a t  we form

these habits  now if  we wish to keep out of 
the narrow, one-horse-town ruts .

We are  inclined to th ink  th a t  in our busy 
life there  is little time to read  books no t 
required . D on’t  fool yourse lf!  I f  you w an t 
to th ink  yourself  an ex trem ely  busy p e r
son, yourse lf  is ready  to be convinced. 
R em em ber— yo u ’re going to g e t  w ha t  you 
are  a f te r .  In between times, in vacation, 
in holidays, you should be able to keep in 
touch with the ou ts tand ing  books. Novels 
are  quickly read  and you should know w hat 
modern w riters  are  accomplishing. Don’t  
fo rge t  th a t  poetry  is still being w ritten , and 
time spent on th a t  is no t wasted. Books 
connected with your studies should demand 
your a tten tion , especially if you desire a 
real knowledge of these th ings you are  sup
posed to have come to college for.

Do you shun the classics? I f  so, you 
shun friends, f r iends of boundless treasure . 
Does the charm of Jan e  Austen, Scott, 
Dickens, Shakespeare, and all those au thors  
of the pas t  find a response in you? A f te r  
a little association you will find th a t  they 
give an unparalle led  delight. Those books 
th a t  have endured  offer d istinct and unlim 
ited value. Then, we have the  wealth  of 
the g re a t  poets. They carry  you away on 
wings of fancy, bring  yau face to face with 
tru th ,  t ran sp o r t  you from  one feeling  to 
another, and are  perfec t ly  en tranc ing  in 
the ir  beauty  of expression. These, i t  seems, 
more than any others, not only broaden b u t  
deepen the character .

So i t  is up to you w hether  you shall be 
a ra t t l in g  tin-lizzie or a  smooth ru n n in g  
Rolls-Royce; w hether you shall have th a t  
cultivation and poise of mind so desirable 
of college women. Reading is a fine and 
necessary consti tuen t  of the fuel, b u t  not 
the only one. F u r th e rm o re  gas has to be 
mixed with a ir  and touched off with a 
spark. As f a r  as the read ing  goes, the 
hab it  of read ing  the best and gaining the 
most can be gained by conscientious and 
discriminate choice backed up by de te rm i
nation.
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The a n n u a l  w in te r  conference  of the  Y. 
W. C. A. and  Y. M. C. A. was held on the 
week-end of M arch 11-13, a t  the  Poland 
S pring  Hotel, South  Poland, Me. Colby 
women w ere well rep re sen ted  and re tu rn e d  
to college inspired  by the  fine lec tu res  and 
ready  to ca rry  on the them e of the con
fe rence , “ Chris t  Life in A ction .”

Miss Kay A shw orth , N ationa l Y. W. sec
re ta ry  and  one of the  in te re s t in g  speakers 
of the  Poland  S pring  C onference , came to 
Colby, M arch 13. In the  a f te rn o o n  an in 
fo rm al tea  was given fo r  Miss A shw orth  in 
the Foss Hall recep tion  hall so th a t  the  girls 
m ight become personally  acqua in ted  with 
her. In the  evening  she told of the  m any 
delights th a t  Camp M aqua holds. The girls 
were asked w h a t  questions and  subjects  
they  would like to have discussed a t  this 
su m m er’s camp.

A t the ann u a l  e lection of Y. W. officers 
on March 15, F lo rence  G. Young, ’29, of 
Brockton, Mass., was elected  p re s id en t  fo r  
the y ea r  1927-28. Miss Y oung has a lready  
been active and  has had experience  in 
Christian organizations. Miss Carolyn 
Herrick , ’29, of A ugusta ,  was elected vice 
p res iden t;  Miss Viola Philbrook, ’28, of 
K ittery , t r e a s u re r ;  and  Elsie Lewis, ’29, of 
Lynn, Mass., secre ta ry . U nder  the leade r
ship of these able officers Y. W. is s ta r t in g  
ou t upon a new  y ea r  with new  s tre n g th  and 
vigor.

A Y. W. b a n q u e t  was given a t  Foss Hall,

Tuesday  evening, March 25, a t  which Miss 
Helen Mitchell, ’27, presided as toastm is- 
tress. Ju l ia  Mayo, ’27, re t i r in g  president, 
opened the p rogram  w ith  a challenging 
talk. Dean E rm a  V. Reynolds and Mrs. E. 
C. M arriner,  who rep resen ted  the advisory 
board  of the Y. W. cabinet,  both  gave in 
te re s t in g  toasts. Miss M argueri te  Chase, 
’27, then  told of the fine conference  held 
a t  Camp M aqua each year. Miss F lorence  
Young, ’29, the new president, concluded 
the program  with a promise to ca rry  on Y. 
W. work with the best of he r  ability. Fo l
lowing the  ban q u e t  a  short  b u t  impressive 
insta lla tion  service was held fo r  the  new 
officers.

Miss M arg a re t  Crutchfield, trave ling  sec
re ta ry  of S tu d en t  V o lun teer  M ovem ent 
gave a ta lk  a t  the Y. W. m eeting  on April 
12. H er  sub jec t  was “ W hy I w an t  to be a 
m issionary and why I believe all should go 
to foreign fields who are  ab le .”

Invited  by the Y. W. and  Y. M. cabinets  
G. Sherwood Eddy, no ted  lec tu re r  and  s tu 
den t  of in te rn a t io n a l  affairs, came to Wa- 
terville, April 24, 25 and  26, to give a series 
of lec tures  to the s tu d e n t  body. No one 
will ever know ju s t  how m uch Mr. Eddy  
has done fo r  the s tuden ts  on the  campus, 
bu t  his ta lks  will a lways s tay  in the minds 
of some. His knowledge and  experience in 
fore ign  affairs pa r t icu la r ly  in te res ted  many.

On the  evening  of May 10, P ro fesso r  
S trong  en te r ta in ed  the  Colby girls with a
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fine, varied program  of piano selections. ciated by the  college girls and they  look 
P rofessor S tro n g ’s music is always appre- fo rw ard  to an o th e r  visit.

AMONG OUR ALUMNAE!
The m arr iage  of Alpha Crosby, ’26, to 

Mr. Max Brown of Buxton, will take  place 
early  in the summer.

Agnes Osgood, ’26, is teaching in the 
N an tucke t  High School, N antucket, Mass.

Clara Collins, ’26, has a position in the 
high school a t  South Berwick.

Edna  Tuttle , ’26, is teach ing  in the 
Ju n io r  High School in Somerville, Mass.

Lena Drisko, ’26, and Althea Lord, ’26, 
are  both teach ing  in the W aterville  Jun io r  
High.

Phyllis Buck, ex-’26, is assis tan t librarian  
in the A ugusta  S ta te  Library.

Edith  Gray, ’25, who is teaching in Win- 
throp, Mass., recen tly  visited a t  Colby.

Louise Cates, ’25, is teaching in Foxcrof t  
Academy, Dover-Foxcroft.

Doris Hardy, ’25, Doris Tozier, ’24, M ar
guerite  Albert, ’26, and Helen Springfield, 
’24, acted as judges a t  the gym m eet held 
behind Foss Hall, April 20th.

Evelyn Kellett, ’26, is a t  home in Law
rence, Mass., doing substitu te  work in the 
schools of th a t  city.

Mrs. Philip W oodworth (Mildred Bick- 
more, ’26) is teach ing  a t  E rskine Academy, 
China.

Mrs. Virgil McGorrill (Bernice Butler, 
’21) and her son, John, recen tly  visited a t  
Colby.

Elsie Bishop, ’25, is teach ing  a t  Shead 
Memorial High School, E astport .

Dorothy Austin, ’25, has a fine business 
position with the New York Girls’ Club, 
New York City.

Mrs. Louis Shane, Jr . ,  (M arjorie  Rowell, 
ex-’27) who is living in California now, 
came east fo r  a visit and stopped fo r  a few 
days a t  the Hall.

Eva Alley, ’25, is a m em ber  of the fac 
ulty  a t  Higgins Classical Insti tu te ,  Charles
ton.

Edith  Grearson, ’26, is doing substitu te  
teach ing  in Calais.

The following are  teach ing:
Olive Soule a t  Sanborn Academy, Kings

ton, N. H.
Frances  Booth a t  Lawrence, Mass.
K atherine Coyne a t  S tephens High 

School, Rumford.
Dorothy F arn u m  a t  Delphi Academy, 

Delphi, N. Y.
Madeline Merrill a t  BJuehill.
Evelyn Rushton a t  Ju n io r  High School, 

Liberty, N. Y.
Eliza T a r r a n t  a t  Rochester High School, 

Rochester, N. H.
Ruth T u rn e r  in Bridgeport,  Conn.
Nellie Pottle  a t  Spellman College, A t

lanta, Ga.
Ruth  Fifield a t  Milton, Mass.
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M abel: “ I s tudy  French , G erm an, English  
and Jo u rn a l ism .”

M ayo: “ Goodness! How can you learn
fo u r  languages  a t  o n ce?”

Big baggy  p an ts  
A vacan t  look,

A dunhill  pipe
An unused  book,

An u n h a t te d  head 
The la te s t  fad ,

Always b roke—
The College lad.

— “ The C racks.”

C ustom er:  “ A ny soup on th a t  m e n u ? ” 
Vi: “ T here  was, b u t  I wiped it  all off.”

H e: “ Gimme a sen tence  with the  word 
‘W indow .’ ”

Alice: “ W indow  we e a t ? ”

F ro sh :  “ W h e re ’s the  j a n i to r ’s office?” 
H igher up : “ Follow the  passage un til  you 

come to the  sign read in g  ‘No A d m it ta n c e .’ 
Go down sta irs  ’till you see the  sign ‘Keep 
o u t .’ Follow the corr idor  ’till you see the 
sign ‘S ilence.’ Then  yell fo r  h im .”

A successful m onopolist is a person who 
succeeds in occupying bo th  a rm s of his 
th e a t re  seat. >

“ And w ere you little  once like I am, 
G ra n d p a ? ”

“ Of course, my boy.”
“ Gee, you m u sta  been a scream  with 

those glasses and w hiskers!”

“ N ever the twain  shall m e e t ,” sighed the 
small boy as he w atched  the b rakem an  
throw  the switch.

“ So you are  a senior, e h ? ” inquired  the 
curious one.

“ N aw ,” said the easy one, “ I ’m a Ku 
Klux in m o u rn in g .”— Brown Jug.

A Personal Touch.
The p ro fessor had asked tim e and again  

fo r  the s tuden ts  to p u t  more personal touch  
in the ir  themes, so one of the papers  which 
he received ended thu s :

“ Well, p rofessor, how are  the wife and 
kiddies, and, by the  way, before  I fo rg e t  it, 
could you lend me five do lla rs?”— Punch  
Bowl.

T h e re ’s m any  a college m an who doesn’t 
rob the c rad le— b u t  on the  o the r  hand, 
m any have been caugh t w ith  a crib.

“ So you r  f a th e r ’s in the coal business, 
eh? W hat branch  is he in ? ”

“ Oh, he collects the ashes.”



THE COLBIANA22

“ Hi, hi, theah , are  you f ro m  D e n m a rk ? ” 
“ Y ah ; I hail f rom  th e re .”
“ Tell, me then , old f ru i t ,  w hat  is i t  t h a t  is 

ro t te n  th e a h ? ”

Our Idea of a H istory Final.
Who w rote  the  M onroe D octrine?
Who was P re s id en t  du r in g  W ilson’s a d 

m in is t ra t io n ?
In w h a t  New E n g land  tow n did the  Bos

ton Tea P a r ty  take  place?
How m uch did the  charge  of the  L ight 

B rigade cost?
Who o r ig ina ted  the V olstead act?
W h a t  was the  fa re  on the  U nd erg ro u n d  

Railroad  d u r in g  the  Civil W ar?
W h a t  was the  m enu a t  the  Diet of 

W orm s?
How m any  people could the  “ M ayflower” 

ca rry ?  How m any  a re  supposed to have 
come across in it?

In w hat  y ea r  did the gold rush  of ’49 take  
place?

W h a t  P re s id en t  has his p ic tu re  on the 
Lincoln penn ies?— Red Cat.

And a t  th a t ,— could we pass?

C ustom er:  “ W h a t ’s on the  m e n u ? ” 
W aitre ss :  “ I have f r o g ’s legs, chicken 

liver, p ig ’s fee t ,  an d — ”
C ustom er:  “ N ever m ind you r  defo rm i

ties. W h a t  have you to e a t ? ”

A : “ Do you know who is in the  hosp it
a l ? ”

B: “ N o.”
A : “ Sick people .”

Last sum m er I spen t  my vacation  in a 
small town. One day I w en t to a neighbor
ing city  fo r  some th ings  fo r  my m other. I 
fo rg o t  a few  of the  things, so I te lephoned  
my m other .  This is the  conversa tion  th a t  
followed my giving the n u m b er :

“ Hello, Hello; I w a n t  to speak  to 
m o th e r .”

“ Y our m o the r?  Is she h e re .”
“ Now, Gene, I ’m in a hu rry .  P u t  m o the r  

on the  phone and  stop k idd ing .”
“ I ’m n o t  Gene. I wish I was. Who is 

Gene? A re  you sure  y o u r  m o th e r  is h e r e ? ” 
“ Well, she was an h o u r  ago. Now le t  me 

speak  to h e r .”
“ Well, if you tell  me h e r  nam e and  which

ceil she occupies, I will g e t  her. This is the  
coun ty  ja i l .”

Old Scotch: “ Dinna cry, wee laddie. If  
you d o n ’t  find ye penny  b e fo re  dark , h e re ’s 
a m a tch .”

X: “ W hen I began in business fo r  m y
self  I had no th in g  a t  all excep t  by in te ll i
gence .”

Y : “ T h a t  was a small beg in n in g .”

Son: “ W h a t ’s a ta x id e rm is t? ”
F a th e r :  “ He skins an im als .”
Son: “ Well, w h a t ’s a tax i d r iv e r? ” 
F a th e r :  “ He skins h u m an s .”

Old g en tlem an  (seeing  the  small boy was 
hav ing  some troub le  in g e t t in g  aw ay with 
the  large melon he was t ry in g  to ea t)  “ Too 
much melon, isn ’t  it R a s tu s ? ”

“ No sah, boss, no t  enough  n ig g ah .”

Two Scotchm an w ere  w alk ing  down the 
s tree t .  One picked up a ha lf  crown.

The o the r  borrow ed it to go have his eyes 
tested .

A: Lookit them  poor e lephan ts— pitifu l
a in ’t  it?

B: Yah,— probab ly  be e lephan ts  all
th e ir  lives, too.— Pelican.

Oh Min!
“ And w h a t  did my lamb do in Sunday  

School to d a y ? ” asked the fond  m o th e r  of 
her  young  hopeful.

“ S ung a b o u t  A ndy  G um p.”
“ The idea, w h a t  on e a r th  a re  you ta lk ing  

a b o u t? ”
“ We did, too, ‘A ndy  walks w ith  me, 

A ndy ta lks  with m e .’ ”

Chi G am : “ H alt!  W ho goes th e r e ? ”
W eak Voice: “ N obody.”
C. G . : “ A dvance, F ro sh .”

Bill had a bill board. Bill also had  a board  
bill. Bill’s board  bill bored  Bill so th a t  Bill 
sold his bill board  to pay  his bo a rd  bill. The 
board  bill no longer  bored  Bill.

“ Tell them  I ’ll be gone fo r  the  d ay ,” said 
the  luna tic  as he awoke.
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P r o f . : “ W hen was the Revolutionary
W a r? ”

Dumb: “ I don’t know, sir.”
P ro f . :  “ W hen was the Civil W a r? ”
Dumb: “ I don’t  know, sir.”
P ro f . :  “ Well, when was the w ar of

1812 ? ”
Dumb: “ I don’t  know, sir.”

Distressed P r o f . : “ Why don’t  you answer 
m e?”

Frosh : “ I did shake my head .”
P r o f . : “ Well, do you expect me to hear  it 

ra t t le  way up h e re ? ”

F a th e r :  “ And how are you coming along 
in your F rench  conversation class?”

B etty : “ Unspeakably, fa ther ,  unspeak
ably.”

The g rand  old race between the end of 
the te rm  and our allowance is now on.

A college s tudent arose from  his table in 
a fashionable dining room and walked tow
ard the door.

He was passing the house detective a t  the 
entrance  when a silver sugar bowl dropped 
from his bulging coat.

The guest glanced calmly a t  the officer, 
then tu rned  with an expression of polite 
annoyance tow ard the occupants of the 
room. “ Ruffians,” he said, “ Who threw

th a t ? ” and walked out.— Chapparal.

Chemistry professor: “ The gas in this 
cylinder is a deadly poison. W hat steps 
would you take if any of it escaped?” 

A nne: “ Long ones.”

I: “ I don’t  know w hether to become a
pa in te r  or a philosopher.”

II :  “ Become a philosopher.”
I: “ Why do you say th a t— have you

read my thesis?”
II:  “No, bu t I ’ve seen your painting.”

He: “ How do you like Ja c k ? ”
She: “ I ’d take him forever and anon.”
He: “ Anon? Why he belongs to one of

the best f ra ts  on campus.”

Doctor: “ W hat did you do with the pa
t ie n t ’s te m p e ra tu re? ”

Nurse: “ Oh, gracious me, I lef t  it  in the
therm om eter .”

“ I hear your man is Cornish.”
“Yes, he’s touchy about his bunions.”—  

Chapparal.

X: “ Betcha can’t tell me where the two
luckiest fleas in the world were.”

Y: “ I dunno, w here?”
X: “ On the ark, and they had a dog

apiece.”
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| COBURN CLASSICAL INSTITUTE

' Waterville, Maine

Coburn is a well located, high grade school fo r boys and girls. 
H er record in p reparing  students fo r college is excellent.

’ The courses are thorough and well arranged, m eeting require-
i ments of all colleges.

The Household A rts, Music and Religious Education courses all 
! have im portan t places in her program .

Equipm ent is excellent and the faculty  is well trained .
J Coburn is a thorough, progressive C hristian  School.
, For Catalogue w rite  the Principal.

I 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. ROBERTS, P resident

W aterville, Maine
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1
Wltr (U n lb tj <Edin

*

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

Ida Taylor Hersom
Published weekly  du r in g  the College S P E C IA L T Y  SH O P

> y e a r  by the  s tu d en ts  of
Colby College 72 Main S t re e t

’ F red er ick  E. Baker, E d ito r-in -C hief »
Verzoni Bros. i

M aurice W. Lord, M anager
Choice F ru it, Pure Ice Cream

Carleton P. Cook 140 Main S treet, W aterville, Maine j

♦ H e a d q u a r te rs  fo r Waterville »
BOOKS, S T A T IO N E R Y  and *

Savings Bank
' SCHOOL S U P P L IE S I

W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E ;
< 130 Main S tre e t ™ i
1 W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E SD |
j Pres iden t,  Charles E. W a rre n
i SU PE R B  G IFT S  FO R  ALL1 T reasu re r ,  A lbe r t  F. D rum m ond  ♦

SEA SO N S !
The Store  of Quality !
F IN E  ST A T IO N E R Y L. G. Bunker, M. D.

F. A. Harriman W A T E R V IL L E , M AINE

98 Main S t re e t Tel. Office, 49-W I
J E W E L E R  AND O PT IC IA N

Prac tice  limited to the  t r e a tm e n t  of j
the  eye, ear, nose and th ro a t

MARY I. NASH ' i
F o rm e r ly  K ru tz k y ’s

L A D IE S ’ H A IR  D R ESSIN G C om plim ents of
Pel. 319-W

100 Main S tree t ,  W aterv ille Dr. Frederic A. Hatch
D E N T IS T

Com plim ents  of Suites  3 0 1 -302  P ro fess iona l B uild ing j

A Friend Telephone 1620

1
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Turcotte Candy Shoppe
HOME M ADE CANDY, SODA, ICE 
CREAM, FR E SH  & S A L T E D  NUTS

189 Main St., W aterville, Me. 
Opp. Post Office Tel. Con.

J. E. Hersom H. P. Bonsall

Hersom & Bonsall
CASH GROCERS 

The Place to T rade  
We sell fo r  cash only. Orders of $1.50 

delivered.
W aterville , Me. Augusta Me.
170 Main St. 
Tel. 188

174 W ate r  St 
Tel. 670

Waterville Steam 
Laundry

145 Main S tree t  

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

Compliments of

B. D. Wolman, D. M. D.
402 Professional Building  

W A TE RV IL LE, M AINE

Tel. 1300

THE ELMWOOD, WATERVILLE, MAINE

TRY Ladies and Misses
High Class

X l d g C l  o Ready-to-Wear
HOT DRINKS fo r  COLD W E A T H E R Garments
CANDIES, ICE CREAM AND SODA

CORSETS, GLOVES A N D

H A N D K E R C H IE FS
S. E. Whitcomb Co.

FIN E  GROCERIES

MEATS, FISH Wardwell Dry Goods
Provisions of all kinds

Service and Quality  unexcelled Company j

Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St. W A T E R V IL L E  :

i



T H E  C O LBIA N A 27

Kennison & Warren
T /11T& a  r a t i o n -w id e  f t D ealers  in P a p e r  H angings, Room
1 ■  1 # INSTITUTIO N- g Mouldings, P a in ts ,  Oils, V ar-J I j  [ e n n e y v o . nishes and  Glass 1j •  V X r  D E P A R T M E N T  S T O R E S 76 Tem ple  St., W aterv ille

i Dry Goods 
; Millinery

sI

Ready-to-W ear W A T E R V IL L E — A U G U STA  :•
j Shoes

♦
Telephone 1*

j Dr. Gordon B. Hatfield' A t prices which pass on to you the ♦l
! savings m ade possible by the  buy ing  

1 power of 676 stores.

D E N T IS T  ♦
!

173 Main S tree t ,  W aterv ille , Maine 1

| Savings Bank  Building t

|
j C ut F low ers  F u n e ra l  Designs

City Job Print CARTER, the Florist
Temple S tre e t  j

I PR IN T IN G  and  E N G R A V IN G P o tted  P la n ts  Tel. 1061
House Tel. 1229-M !

1 S a v in g s  B a n k  B u ild in g The Lovering Hair Store
W A T E R V IL L E  M AINE 129 M AIN S T R E E T  j

H air  Goods, T h ea tr ica l  Wigs, H a ir  {
Pins, Jew elry ,  C rochet Cotton

• W. L. CORSON Royal Society Package  Outfits ;

• F IL M S D E V E L O P E D  AND The Little Gift Shop j| P R IN T E D1 The Place  W here  Things are
Pho tograph ic  Views F ine  W ork D ifferent

66 Main S tre e t
\ 56 Tem ple  S t re e t  *

T. A. GILMAN
j

N E L L IE  K. CLARK

' O PT O M E T R IST  AND O PT IC IA N C om plim ents of j
1 Broken Lenses Replaced i
| 40 Main S tree t ,  W aterv ille , Me. ♦ A Friend
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L. H. SOPER CO.
D epartm en t Store

DRY GOODS 

GARMENTS 

M ILLINERY 

VICTROLAS 

and

VICTOR RECORDS

L. H. SOPER CO.
MAIN STREET

FOR DRUGS, KODAKS, PHOTO 

SU PPL IE S AND TO ILET 

ARTICLES 

Go to

DeOrsay’s Drug Store
70 Main St., Waterville

HOT DRINKS AND 
LIGHT LUNCHES a t

SPEAR’S

F R E SH  HOME-MADE 
CHOCOLATES AND 
CANDIES a specialty

The 
Ticonic 

National Bank
O FFERS 

A COM PLETE BANKING 

SERVICE 

conducted un d e r  the  d irect 

supervision of the 

U N ITED  STA TES 

GOVERNM ENT

112 Years Continuous Business
W aterville , Maine

Allen’s Drug Store

TH E STORE THAT DOES A 

STRICTLY DRUG BUSINESS

118 Main S tree t,  W aterville, Maine

TH E COLLEGE STORE

The H. R. Dunham Co.

64 MAIN ST., W A T E R V IL L E
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AMERICAN & CHINESE RESTAURANT
W A TER V ILLE, M AINE

50 Cent Regular Dinner
SOUP, M EAT, V EG ETA B LES, D ESSER T, D rinks included 
C H IC K EN  D IN N E R  E V E R Y  TU ESD A Y  AND SATURDAY

Special Supper, 40 Cents to $1.00

P R I V A T E  D IN IN G  ROOM FOR P A R T I E S

JONES’
Sanitary  Bobber Shop

Hairdressing Parlor

H A IR B O B B IN G , M A RCELIN G  
M A N ICU RIN G  
O ur Specialties

U psta irs

Tel. 1069-M 29 Main St.

REDINGTON & CO. j
HO U SE F U R N IS H E R S

F u rn i tu re ,  C arpets , Rugs, Crockery, t
Stoves, M irrors, M attresses, j

Etc.,  E tc . $

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

Sororities , A t t e n t io n !

Mitchell Flower Shop
F L O W E R S  FO R  A LL OCCASIONS

144 Main S tree t ,  W aterville , Me.

Patronize Merchants Who Advertise in the Colbiana
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1

! C A N T I L E V E R S  a n d
| D O R O T H Y  D O D D S Emery-Brown Co.
j AT TH E

GalJert Shoe Store Department
•
) 51 Main S tree t Store
i
j All the Newest Styles in

1 F O O T W E A R  
♦
•
1 -------------------------------------------------------------------------
1 SPEC IA L A T T E N T IO N  TO TH E
' Compliments of N E ED S OF COLLEGE

| Larkin Drug Company S T U D E N T S

I Main St., W aterviile

! Tel., Office 1043, Res.,1012-W
The Store of Dependable Quality

| M. M. Small, M. D.
* 28 Common Stree t,  W aterville  
I P ractice  limited to diseases of the Eye

W A T ER V ILLE, MAINE

H ARDW ARE H EA TIN G

CHOATE MUSIC PLUMBING

COMPANY
W. B. ARNOLD CO.

] VICTROLAS j

j  S H E E T  MUSIC 107-9 Main S tree t,  23 Temple S tree t
A♦

j VICTOR RECORDS W A T ER V ILLE, M AINE I

♦
| PIANOS
•♦ O. A. MEADER i
J MUSICAL IN STRU M EN TS
i

Wholesale dealer in
1

W FR U IT  AND PRODUCE
♦
♦

C O N FECTIO N ERY
if

J Savings Bank Building 
•

| W A TER V ILLE, MAINE 
*

...........................................

9 Chaplin S tree t,  W aterville , Maine
i
»

Telephone: 50 and 51
1
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