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We respectfully dedicate this issue 
of the Colbiana to Florence Elizabeth 
Dunn, admired, respected, and loved 
for her loyalty and deration to Colby.
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REQUITAL
Main s t r e e t  was silent. A few  v e te ra n  

lo a fe rs  held down the  steps of A llen ’s sto re  
and  Post  Office, b u t  they  w ere  n o t  a r g u 
ing  an d  discussing, as was the  custom  of 
the  f r e q u e n te r s  of th is  village rendezvous. 
I t  w as no t election y e a r ;  no one had been 
a r r e s te d  since the  F o u r th  of J u ly ;  it w a s n ’t 
t im e to s t a r t  po ta to  d igging, and  so they  
ju s t  sat. The ho t S ep tem b er  sun held them  
stupefied.

A s t r id e n t  ro a r  to re  the stillness a b r u p t 
ly. A g ra y  s treak ,  a cloud of dust,  a shrill 
“ Ooh! R a h !” two a rm s  and  legs waved 
s im u ltan eo u s ly  in the  air, and  a shou t  of 
‘‘Hi, b o y s !”

The lo u n g ers  w ere  s t i r red  f ro m  th e ir  
listless a t t i tu d e s ,  and  followed with the ir  
eyes the  w hizzing  fo rm  of Rip H o ld e n ’s 
l i t t le  ca r  un ti l  it d isappeared  a ro u n d  the 
‘‘Devil’s E lb o w .” Then, as they  puffed a t  
th e i r  b row n cob pipes, or reached  in th e i r  
hip pocke ts  fo r  th e i r  fa v o r i te  plug, they  
r e tu r n e d  to a fa m il ia r  sub jec t.

‘‘Y o u n g  H olden will be b re a k in ’ his darn  
neck one o ’ these  d ay s ,” observed  a v e te ran ,  
as he hooked his th u m b s  in the  a rm holes  
of his g reen -b lack  vest.

‘‘Aw, h e ’s safe  enough. T h a t  kind never  
g its  h u r t .  H e ’s n ev e r  been in an acc iden t  
y e t . ”

‘‘No, n o t  yet,  b u t  the  fu s t  t im e alius 
com es f u r  th a t  k inda  fellers , a n ’ they  alius 
kill som eb u d d y  else, a n ’ c lear  ou t w ith  a 
whole hide th em se lv es .”

‘‘R ip ” H olden was a speed m aniac . His

sleek b row n -g ray  s tr ip  down had been 
ch r is tened  ‘‘The C ockroach ,” and  even the  
dogs in the s t r e e t  h ea rd  the  m enace  in its 
roa r ,  and  scu t t led  fo r  the  n e a re s t  s idewalk 
as it app roached . I t  had become a p a r t  
of the  town.

Rip was not, as m an y  supposed, a c a r e 
less driver. He knew  and  loved every  
spring , lever, and rod of “ The C ockroach ,” 
and  was as sure  of its pow ers  as of his own 
step  on the dance hall floor. People  called 
him careless, heedless,— th o u g h t  he w ou ld 
n ’t care  if he should cause su ffering  or 
death . Well, let them  th in k  so, b u t  he 
knew  his car, and  was sure  of h im self.  He 
had faced  d an g e r  and  dea th  m an y  tim es 
in F ran ce ,  and  they  had n ev e r  feazed  him. 
M any a t im e  th a t  su m m er  as he had shot 
the  curves with “ The C ockroach” a h o r 
rible acc iden t  had seem ed inevitable , b u t  
he had never  lost his nerve. He had slip
ped down into the  seat,  set his tee th ,  and  
— got o u t  of it in some way.

In ear ly  S ep tem b er  Rip was he lp ing  to 
build a new  road  over in H ayden  C en ter .  
He was d r iv ing  one of the  tow n t ru c k s  
and  h a u l in g  grave l f ro m  the  p it  a t  the  
o th e r  side of the  village. The w ork  was 
all r igh t ,  bu t he c o u ld n ’t  ge t  m uch  o u t  of 
the  old truck .  It was so da rn  slow! And 
besides, th a t  r ig h t  f r o n t  t i re  w a s n ’t safe . 
I t  was w orn a lm ost  th ro u g h  in one place. 
He had told the  boss a b o u t  it  the  n ig h t  b e 
fore ,  b u t  he th o u g h t  it would  go a n o th e r  
day. All r igh t ,  Rip would  r isk  it.
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R etu rn ing  from  a tr ip  to the center, he 
was going at a p re t ty  good clip (for the 
old truck) down the Corn Shop Hill. There 
a t  the foot were Sid C lark’s little girls, the 
twins, coming home from  school. H alf
past th ree!  It would soon be five, and 
then he would let “ The Cockroach” loose, 
and push the old accelerator  to the floor!

A bang like a pistol shot sounded a t the 
fron t  of the car! It  lurched to the right! 
It swayed! Sid Clark’s kids! Right by 
th a t  culvert! He gripped the wheel,— ja m 
med on the brakes! He m u s tn ’t hit those 
kids! Great God! He had! That concrete 
curb ing  by Sid Clark’s culvert! Before 
the t ruck  stopped he leaped from the cab, 
and ,— God! Human blood! The blood of 
a little girl! He felt dizzy and fa in t ,— and 
he had been th rough  the war! Why d idn’t 
he do something? Little Joyce Clark! He 
pulled her bleeding body from under the 
truck, and. feeling  half-paralyzed, carried 
it into the house. Her m other was s tu n 
ned. then wild, insane. Rip rushed to the 
telephone and gasped his call fo r  Dr. 
S tewart.  He rushed back to the couch. 
Joyce made no sound. She did not move. 
Her righ t side was crushed, and blood 
gushed from  a cut in the upper arm. He 
held the arm tightly with his s trong  fing
ers. and checked the blood flow. She was 
such a tiny thing, and what a beast he was! 
Would time never pass? W hat made him 
feel so queer? Would tha t  doctor never 
come ?

At last he did come,— but little Joyce 
was gone.

A year passed, and Time, the g rea t  
healer, had soothed in some m easure the 
anguish of Rip, and of Joyce ’s parents . Rip 
had been blamed severely by the “ I-told- 
you so’s,” always p resen t in a small town. 
The loafers at the village store had passed 
various opinions on the accident. Sid 
Clark had been nearly  insane, and had 
taken the m a tte r  to court, but the law 
cleared Rip. It w asn’t his fau lt  th a t  the 
bad tire  h ad n ’t been changed. N everthe
less, R ip’s license was revoked fo r  a year. 
— some thought more to give a slight sa t
isfaction to Sid Clark than fo r  any legal 
reason. But Rip d idn’t care. He had been

insane himself, and he never wanted to 
drive “ The Cockroach” again ,— never! He 
kept it in the garage  behind the house, 
and sometimes, when he felt  miserably 
lonesome, he would go out and slip into 
the seat, and sit fo r  a long time stroking 
the wheel, ju s t  fo r  old t im es’ sake. But 
he d idn’t want to drive. He had n ’t the 
nerve.

Rip had re tu rn ed  to life to this extent. 
He had become one of the loafers who held 
down the steps of A llen’s store and Post 
Office. He went down town because there 
seemed nothing else to do.

The village store occupied the building 
at the top of the steep little hill th a t  leads 
down to the new iron bridge. On S a tu r 
day nights the narrow  stree t  was lined with 
Fords and a few big cars, H arry  Allen’s 
S tudebaker and Sid Clark’s Buick. Sid’s 
car was parked on the side hill a t  one end 
of the steps. The loafers, with their 
thum bs in the arm-holes of the ir  vests, 
were engrossed in a discussion of the new 
high school principal, when a sharp cry 
from someone at the edge of the group 
made them look up. Sid Clark’s Buick had 
s ta l led  in some way, and was sliding down 
hill. Why d idn’t  they do something? What 
was tha t in the f ro n t  seat? Rip gasped. A 
flash of red! He m ust stop tha t  car! With 
a bound he was over the edge of the p la t
form. The car was gaining momentum, 
but he could reach it. He must before it 
crashed into the bridge. It would ease his 
to r tu red  mind a little if he could save 
Sid’s car. He leaped with all his strength, 
and felt  the car lurch as he landed on the 
runn ing  board. He tum bled into the seat, 
set his teeth, gripped the wheel. The car 
swung back; the brakes shrieked! He 
lurched forward. A small something w rap
ped in red tumbled to the car floor from 
the seat beside Rip. It moved! Rip 
reached down and picked up a warm, 
squirm ing little body! S tartled , he pushed 
back her hair and s tared  at the sleepy little 
face— Lois Clark.

Late, very late tha t  night, lights shone 
from the windows of Rip’s garage, and the 
next m orn ing  early, before  the first loafer 
had reached Allen’s store and Post Office,



T H E  C O L B IA N A

the  sleek fo rm  of “ The C o ck ro ach ” glided 
down the  g rave l  p a th  to the  curb . As it 
t u r n e d  to the  beck o n in g  leng th  of Main

s tree t ,  the  m o rn in g  sun flashed t r iu m p h 
a n t ly  on the  b r ig h t  w indshield , an d  Rip 
pushed  the  a c c e le ra to r  to the  floor.

P. W., ’29.

HEAVENS
You know, i t ’s f u n n y  ab o u t  heaven. The 

m ore  I th in k  a b o u t  it, the  m ore  I ’m con
vinced th a t  the  A lm igh ty  has a big ta sk  on 
his han d s  if h e ’s go ing  to provide  a heaven.

H e ’ll have to provide  a heaven  fo r  cats, 
of co u rse ;  a place w here  th e re  a re  no h u 
m an beings, and  no dogs. Because, of 
course , no one would consider  a place 
h eav en — at leas t  no ca t  w ould— if e i th e r  
people or  dogs w ere  p resen t .  T h e re ’ll have 
to be p len ty  of lazy mice and  ra t s  on hand  
to provide  exc i tem en t ,  too. And q u an t i t ie s  
of fish an d  ra w  m ea t  to sa t is fy  the longings 
of all the  felines.

Of course  the  dogs m u st  have  a se p a ra te  
heaven , b u t  th e re  m ust  be p len ty  of cats  
here  fo r  the  dogs to chase. So I ju d g e  th a t  
the  dog heaven  m u s t  be the  c a t ’s hell. L ike
wise the  mice and  ra ts  in the  c a t ’s heaven 
m u s t  be in hell. So in th is  way, we can 
save space again  to some ex ten t .  C a n ’t 
you ju s t  im ag ine  a m o th e r  ca t p ic tu r in g  to 
he r  fam ily  in g low ing  colors the  heaven 
w here  th ey  will go if they  a re  good, and 
the  to rm e n t  of the o th e r  p lace?

Then  th e re  will have to be a heaven  fo r  
the  pigs, w ith  ind iv idual m ud-holes w here  
th ey  can wallow co n ten ted  and  und is tu rb ed .  
I im ag ine  t h a t ’s ab o u t  all th a t  will be r e 
qu ired , excep t  p len ty  of liquid r e f r e s h 
m ents.

The fish will have to have a special 
m a r in e  h e av en ,— p len ty  of w a te r ,  in fac t,  
j u s t  a b o u t  all w a te r .  T here  m u s t  be cool, 
o v e rh a n g in g  banks  w here  they  can drowse 
in the  h e a t  of the  day. A nd so f t  m ud with 
a dense  p opu la t ion  of worms, and  p len ty  of 
a t t r a c t iv e  flies on top  of the  w a te r .  B u t 
m ost im p o r ta n t  of all— th e re  will be no 
h o o k s !

H eaven  fo r  w orm s would be easy to p ro 
vide, some dam p  e a r th  to crawl in, an d  no 
f isherm en to pull th em  o u t— and  no birds 
e i the r .

A nd  the  flies— they  m u s t  have th e i r

heaven  to look fo rw a rd  to, too. T hey  will 
need  p len ty  of w indow  pane  sto buzz on, 
and  some good bald heads to p ro m en ad e ,  
and of course  th e re  will be no ca lcu la t ing  
hum an  hand  w ield ing  a f ly -sw atte r— offen
sive th ing !

All the  po lar  bea r  would need  fo r  his 
celestial happ iness  would be a sea of ice 
w a te r  with a cake of ice floating  in it. A nd 
the  seal would doub tless  ap p re c ia te  a s im i
lar  location.

And so we m ight go on fa sh io n in g  a 
heaven  fo r  each anim al. And in p rov id ing  
all this, the  A lm igh ty  m ight n o t  have too 
g re a t  a task. But when it comes to m a k 
ing a heaven  fo r  m ank ind !

F o r  the  same heaven  c o u ld n ’t  be 
s t re tch ed  to hold all the  people who have 
lived since t im e began. N or would the  in 
h a b i ta n ts  be happy  if such w ere  the  case.

T h e re ’s the m an who likes to fish m ore  
than  a n y th in g  in all the world. I f  he could 
find a p e r fe c t  fishing g ro u n d —-a place 
w here  the fish bite  con tinua lly ,  w here  he 
could land b igger  and  b e t te r  fish th an  any  
o th e r  f isherm an! A nd since this is his idea 
of a p e r fe c t  heaven , I c a n ’t see b u t  th a t  
God will have to give him ju s t  such a place 
fo r  his p r iva te  heaven. A nd th e re  had best 
be big un m is tak ab le  “ No Trespass!” signs 
up ali a round ,  because  you c a n ’t  exp ec t  to 
fish and  ca tch  a n y th in g  with  people  bob 
b ing  up all a ro u n d  you, now can you?

I t  s unders tood ,  too, th a t  a special 
heaven  will have to be prov ided  fo r  each 
one of the  n u m ero u s  saxaphone  p layers. 
A nd it m u s t  be in a c o rn e r  rem o te  f ro m  
the  spot w here  th e i r  fo rm e r  ne ighbors  a re  
t ry in g  to en joy  them selves.

T h e r e ’ll have to be provision m ade  fo r  
all those people who feel th a t  t h e y ’d be 
p e r fe c t ly  happy  with no th in g  w h a te v e r  to 
do.

A nd no d o u b t  th e re  a re  some who a c tu 
ally look fo rw a rd  with p leasu re  to w ear-
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ing golden crow ns and c a rry in g  golden 
h a rp s ;  to w alk ing  up and down the golden 
s t re e ts  and  th ro u g h  the pear ly  gates.

But all the same most people are  going 
to insist, when they  begin to plan for

heaven, on p rivate  ones all th e ir  own, where 
they  can do w hat they  like best to do with 
no in te r fe re n ce  from  the re s t  of the world 
— or more correc t ly  the rest  of heaven.

E. P., ’28.

LIFE
A w o m a n ’s voice c rooning a lullaby—  

so ft ly  shaded lam ps— blue tobacco smoke 
tw is t ing  abou t the  room — the rustle  of a 
new spaper. Silence and peace.

Cries of the g roan in g  t ree s— the rush  of 
the w ind— the gurg le-gurg le  of the swiftly

r is ing  r iv e r— w eary ing  rain , drip-dropping 
steadily. Noise and confusion.

Cries of h o r ro r— crash ing  t ree s— tr iu m 
phan t chuckles of the m ad r iv e r— roar-rush , 
roar-rush  of the w ater .  Scream s— prayers  
— oaths. D arkness  an d — .

M. L., ’28.

HUNTED!
M aster  W illiam Blake, aged ten, s a u n t 

ered  down the steps of his home with a de
cidedly noncha lan t ,  man of the world air. 
He paused on the last step to Hick the ashes 
f ro m  his im ag ina ry  cigar. So splendid was 
this ge s tu re  th a t  he fo rg o t  his role as an 
inscru tab le  m an and allowed a smile of de
light to b reak  th ro u g h  his mask. He took 
a hu rr ied  step, s tum bled  and fell sp raw l
ing upon the walk.

“ Blame, d a r n ! ” he growled, (a despe r
a te  oath  when given this p a r t icu la r  inflec
tion. ) He got slowly to his fee t  m umbling, 
“ Blame the darn , blame, d a rn !”

He rubbed  an elbow by way of inves t iga
t io n — all sound, no th ing  w ounded but his 
a rm o u r  propre . He kicked the lowest step 
viciously then howled with pain. Had a n y 
one w itnessed this la test  piece of folly? 
He glanced  abou t instinctively. To his p ro 
found  annoyance  he saw a small girl s ta n d 
ing on the sidewalk g ravely  w atch ing  his 
every  action.

“ You git out o ’ here , you p rune  y o u !” he 
yelled w ra thfu lly .

The little girl said no th ing  bu t wrinkled 
up he r  wee snub nose. Then she stuck out 
her  tongue  to an unbelievable  length.

“ You— ” W illiam took a th re a te n in g  step 
fo rw ard .

Not in the least in tim ida ted , the child 
screwed her  face  into a defiant “ snoo t,”

tossed her head airily  and passed on hu rr ied 
ly— not because of William bu t to join the 
woman ahead who was calling im patien tly  
to her.

“ Well an y w ay .” tho u g h t  William, “ I 
never seen her befo re  ’n probably  I never 
will again. She’s aw fu l  young, probably 
not m ore than  seven, ’n she do n ’t coun t.” 
Tt was a com fort ing  though t,  so com forting  
th a t  he s ta r te d  to whistle. His good hum or 
now en tire ly  re s to red  he walked briskly 
out of the yard , cut across a ne ighbor’s 
lawn and headed in the d irection of the 
park. The spark ling  m orn ing  soon urged 
him to song. “ Oh, I ’m go in ’ to hang  my 
fa r th a  ta  nite cuz h e ’s bin ru-ude ta  me-e-.” 
Somehow the folks a t  home always ob jected  
to his fits of song. He had to make the 
most of his unham pered  moments.

Soon William reached the park  and 
tu rn ed  tow ard  the artificial pond where the 
children were sailing boats. As he ap 
proached along  the side least f req u en ted  he 
saw tha t  girl again. She was reach ing  peril
ously over the  w a te r  to re tr ieve  a stick- 
boat.

Huh! Ju s t  like her  to th ink  she can sail 
a boat over here. “ Hey yo u .” he shrieked.

S ta r t led  by the p ierc ing  yell the little 
girl wabbled unstead ily , then pitched head
long into the w ater.

\\  illiam ran  quickly, slid down the bank
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a n d  p lu nged  in a f t e r  her . The w a te r  was 
n o t  v e ry  deep  a t  th is  p o in t  b u t  the  fo rce  of 
the  fa ll  had  been such th a t  the  ch ild ’s face  
was h a lf  bu r ied  in the  oozy m ud. W il
liam pulled  h e r  ou t and  d rag g ed  her, none 
too gen tly ,  up the  bank . He fum bled  
a ro u n d  un ti l  he loca ted  a once white  h a n d 
k e rch ie f .  W ith  th is  he rough ly  sc raped  the  
m ud  f ro m  the  l i t t le  g i r l ’s face. Im m ed i
a te ly  he r e g re t t e d  th is  act,  fo r  now she was 
ab le  to open h e r  m o u th  in ea r-sp l i t t in g  
cries.

“ A w  dry  up, c a n ’t c h a ? ” He m e a n t  to be 
soo th ing  b u t  his n a tu ra l  d is ta s te  fo r  te a rs  
d rove aw ay  all sense of the polite. 

“ B lu b -b l-b -b lah !”
“ D ry up! Din chu h e a r  m e? I said, 

Dry u p !”
I t  w as r a th e r  a ta ll  o rder ,  consider ing  the 

fa c t  th a t  the  l i t t le  girl was a b o u t  as w a te ry  
a s igh t  as one could im agine . A f re sh  o u t 
b u r s t  of wails  re su l te d  f ro m  W ill iam ’s 
words.

“ W ell yell, then ,  I d o n ’t  c a r e ! ” I t  was 
the  only com m and  he fe l t  would be fo l
lowed. So p e rv e rse  is w om an, however, 
th a t  the  small girl ceased he r  la m e n ta t io n s  
a b ru p t ly ,  only now and  then  a sob escaped. 
She gazed  e a rn e s t ly  a t  he r  re scuer .  W il
liam re g a rd e d  he r  with f r a n k  disgust.  The 
fa c t  th a t  he w as ind irec t ly  to b lam e fo r  her 
p re d ic a m e n t  d id n ’t  m ake  him feel m ore  
k ind ly  to w a rd  her. Q uite  the  reverse ,  he 
was ce r ta in  he ha ted  her. A blam ed girl, 
t h a t ’s w h a t  she was. He frow ned .

“ Guess when I say fo r  you ta  stop it I 
m ean  i t . ” W h a t  w as to be done now? 
This re scue  business  w a s n ’t  all it was 
c rack ed  up to be. I f  all heroes  fe l t  the  w ay 
he did, then  he d id n ’t  w a n t  to be one ever 
again .

The girl looked up a t  him. Sm iling tea r i ly  
she a n n o u n c e d ,  “ My n am e  is M a ry .”

“ I d o n ’ care  wha cha ole n am e  is. I 
d o n ’ let no g irl m ake  faces  a t  me ’n g it  
aw ay  w ith  i t . ”

N o th in g  d a u n te d ,M a ry  con t in u ed  to smile 
e n g a g in g ly  a t  the  d isg ru n t led  W illiam. She 
w as e x p e r ie n c in g  a new  an d  s t ra n g e  sen sa 
tion . I t  w as as thou g h  W illiam  had become 
h e r  p r iv a te  possession since he had t ro u b led  
to  re scu e  her. She rose and  ru n n in g  to him 
th r e w  h e r  a rm s  a b o u t  him in an em b race  so

tierce th a t  W illiam  th o u g h t  it w as the  b e 
g in n in g  of a w res t l in g  m atch.

“ S w ee th ea r t ,  my li t t le  sw ee th ea r t ,  t h a t ’s 
ju s t  w ha t  chu a r e , ” she trilled.

F o r  a m o m e n t  W illiam  was incredulous, 
then  in a dazed  way he began  to realize  
the  en o rm ity  of the  th ing. He t r ie d  to 
th ro w  off the  enc irc l ing  arm s. The ru in o u s  
claim seem ed to have been estab lished  fo r  
a t  th a t  m om en t a g roup  of sp ec ta to rs  had 
arr ived . The children com posing the  p a r ty  
of onlookers  giggled  and  hooted, acco rd ing  
to th e i r  sex, to see W illiam, the  avowed 
g ir l -h a te r ,  clasped t igh tly  by such a wet, b e 
dragg led  c re a tu re .  M a ry ’s a u n t  who had 
been f ra n t ic a l ly  sea rch ing  fo r  he r  small 
niece now jo ined  the group . She gasped  a t  
the  s ight of he r  charge.

“ Mary, Mary, w h a t  have you been do
in g ? ”

“ Ooh, A u n ty  Alice, I only felled in the 
w a te r  and  he pulled me o u t ! ”

“ In the w a te r !  I should say you had 
fallen  in the w a te r .  How did it h a p p e n ? ” 

M ary looked a t  William. W illiam m ade 
a g rave  e rro r .  He g la red  a t  Mary. She 
squ in ted  he r  eyes and  th o u g h t  fo r  a f r a c 
tion of a second then p o in ting  an accusing  
linger a t  W illiam she declared , “ He did it, 
he pushed me ’n I felled in .”

W illiam was too f ra n k ly  overcom e to de 
fend  himself.  The perfid ity  of her!  No 
evidence or a rg u m e n t  would have availed 
with tIte w orried , d o ting  aun t .

“ You bad, rude  li ttle  boy! Sham e on 
y o u !” scolded the  aun t .

“ I a in ’t a l i ttle  boy ’n sham e on you r  
own se lf ,” lie re to r te d .

“ S ’all r igh t,  A u n ty  Alice, cuz you see 
lie’s my sw e e th e a r t .”

The crowd t i t te re d .  The world  had be
come a horr ib le  n ig h tm a re  fo r  W illiam. To 
be com prom ised  b e fo re  his p laym ates ,  
especially  by a m uddy  seven-year-o ld  girl 
who m ade faces  a t  him, was m ore  th an  he 
could b ea r  m anfu lly .  He pushed his w ay 
th ro u g h  the  crowd by the  d e x te ro u s  use of 
his elbows and fled a t  top speed. He h ea rd  
as he ran  th a t  de te s tab le  y o ung  one trill ,  
“ G ’ bye li t t le  s w e e th e a r t .”

W illiam  would have p re f e r r e d  n o t  to v e n 
tu re  too n e a r  the  p a rk  the  nex t  day. He
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had lea rn ed  th a t  M ary was to be in town 
all sum m er, and  she lived close to the park. 
In the a f te rn o o n  his m o the r  in fo rm ed  him 
th a t  he m u s t  take  his baby  b ro th e r  fo r  an 
air ing . He was to s tay  in the p a rk  until  
his m o the r  came fo r  the baby on her way 
home from  shopping.

“ My goodness! Blame darn!  S ’if I 
d id en ’ haf  a n y th in ’ ta  do ,” he rem ons tra ted .  

“ Will-i-a-m, w ha t  did you sa y ? ” 
“ N o th in g .” Hope always fled when 

M am a said, “ W ill-iam.”
“ J u s ’ let her  call me sw ee th ea r t  again. 

Let her  t ry  ’n do it ju s  once ’n see what 
I ’ll do ta  her. Let he r  pu t her  hands on me 
ju s ’ once ’n I ’ll fix her. I ’ll fix her  alrite , 
a lrite . I ’ll dynam ite  he r  or sum pin ’.” This 
W illiam confided to his young  b ro th e r  as he 
joggled  the carra ige  tow ards  the park. He 
had no hope w ha teve r  th a t  the “ h e r ” of 
his though ts  would not be a t  the  park. The 
ignom iny of ten d in g  the baby w asn ’t 
enough ; fa te  was bound to hum ilia te  him 
to the utmost.

He stro lled  gloomily up several paths. 
He was forced  to pause occasionally while 
some adu lt  said silly th ings to the baby. 
“ Sock ’em Bobby ’f ya don ’ like the gush 
they  hand  y a ,” he advised pettishly.

Suddenly  from  behind a clump of shrubs 
he saw th a t  in fe rn a l  child descending upon 
him. He strove fo r  a m eans of escape but 
she had a lready  spied him.

“ Willy-um, little sw eetheart .  Oo-hoo, 
W illy-um .”

William endeavored  to run  b u t  the c a r 
r iage  balked, one t ra i to ro u s  wheel rolled 
off u n d e r  a bush. He stooped to grab  it 
when M ary charged  and the two landed in 
a heap on the grass. She did not offer to 
em brace  him, however, fo r  she was a t 
tra c te d  by a lusty yell from  the carriage.

“ Oh the dar-ling  precious chee-ild,” she 
cooed, “ Precious, precious. Did urns naugh ty  
boy h u r t  urns bou-ti-fu l.”

“ You leave my b ro th e r  alone, you. ’S 
my b ro th e r  ’n you leave him alone or I ’ll, 
I ’ll— ”

M ary tu rn e d  an inqu ir ing  eye upon the 
p ro te s t in g  William. The la t te r  stepped 
back a pace. Perhaps, a f t e r  all, it was best 
th a t  her  a t te n t io n  were a t t r a c te d  to the 
baby.

“ I know ,” she gurgled , “ w e’ll p lay  fa m 
ily. I ’ll be the m o the r  ’n you be the  fa th e r  
and h e ’ll be the b aby .”

“ Naw, I w on’t n e i th e r  play fam ily ,” he 
ob jected , no t so much to the gam e but be
cause he disliked being the f a th e r  or any 
m em ber  of a fam ily  in which she was con
cerned.

She ignored his re fu sa l  and com m anded 
him to pu t the wheel back on the carriage, 
while she held Bobby. He did as he was 
told. It was the only th ing  to do under  the 
c ircum stances. Unlike his b ro ther ,  Bobby 
had taken  a fancy  to M ary and insisted 
upon clinging to her thumb.

“ Little  sw ee th ea r t ,” she crooned. W il
liam blushed, unce r ta in  w hether  the en 
dear ing  te rm  was applied to him or to 
Bobby.

“ F or  heavens’ sakes quit singen ’n give a 
person time to th in k .”

“ Guess I ’ll sing if I w anta ,  m is te r .” 
M ary began again in a more aggressive 
tone, “ Little sw eetheart ,  l i t t le— ”

A dee b itten  hound p a tte red  up and be
gan to howl. Bobby also jo ined  the chorus. 
The noisy trio a t t r a c te d  an audience. It 
was the second time in two days th a t  W il
liam had been the cen te r  of a hostile p u b 
lic.

“ Ho, th e re ’s W illiam ’n his sw eetie ,” 
some one shouted. William w en t wild. He 
ga the red  up dirt, rocks, stones, an y th in g  he 
could lay his hands on and hurled the mis
siles in every direction, bea ting  back the 
ta u n t in g  mob.

Ju s t  then Mrs. Blake arrived. “ William, 
William, is this the way you take  care of 
Bobby? W hy the little lamb is crying. 
W hat have you been d o in g ?”

“ I a in ’t done n o th in ’, i t ’s h e r .” It  was 
William s tu rn  to poin t an accusing finger. 
Mrs. Blake tu rn e d  to look a t  Mary. The 
la t te r  rad ia ted  young innocence. Even 
Bobby stopped cry ing  to smile a t  his late 
foste r-m other.  This was p roof positive to 
Mrs. Blake.

“ W hat was William doing, d e a r ? ”
“ You see i t ’s this w ay ,” Mary replied 

primly. Bobby w an ted  me to sing to him 
n W illiam w ou ldn ’t let me ’n he s ta r ted  

in fightin’. He frow ed rocks, ’n w hat could I 
d o ? ”
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“ Quite r igh t,  quite right. William you 
m arch  home. No, you wait and go with me. 
I ’ll see if I c a n ’t m ake you behave fo r  once 
to d a y .”

W hy are  girls anyw ay?  William w ondered 
If  she were a boy now he could up ’n tight 
her. He cou ldn’t  reason it out. W hat 
M ary had said was true ,  only it w asn ’t true.

He hated  girls, M ary in p a r t icu la r ;  th a t  
was one th ing  he was positive about. W ith 
mingled feelings of chagrin  and relief  he 
s ta r ted  home with his m other. They had 
gone only a short d istance when a fam ilia r  
voice called, “ G’bye Willy-um! G’bye 
s w e e th e a r t !”

William shuddered.
K. G., ’28.

WOODS
It  was the  da rkes t  n ight I had ever seen, 

bu t I d id n ’t w an t  Hulda to call me “ f ra id y ” 
or “ sissy,” so I watched stoically while she 
tucked  the milk bottle  under  one braw ny 
a rm  and s ta r ted  out. Hulda was a good 
deal like the darkness  to me— big and 
scarey— still she was a fac to r  to be reck 
oned with, fo r  like the darkness  she was 
always near.

We trudged  down the road, r a th e r  she 
t rudged , grimly, while I tr ied  to keep up.

Then she stum bled and fell— fell flat. I 
th ink  she lost her  confidence, fo r  as we w ent 
on she m u t te re d — “ blackes’ n ight she 
ever saw ” and “ was I co ld?” This last su r
prised me. Since she always said I never 
knew  when I was cold, why bother to ask 
me? She usually  waited  till I cried with 
the  pain or num bed fingers.

Then we en te red  the woods. They were

tall pines thickly m a tted  a t  the ir  roots  with 
ground  hemlock, which form ed a dense 
sh rubbery  several f ee t  high. In these 
bushes som ething wiggled— then ju m p ed —  
and made a noise like fa ll ing  th rough  a 
barn  floor.

“ H uh— Hulda w ha’s— w ha’s ’a t ? ” 
“ T h a t ’s— t h a t ’s God, I guess.”
“ God? Then I ’m not a f ra id .— But 

Hulda, w hat was He do ing?”
“ Yes— God— but le t ’s r u n ! ” And she 

dragged me to the ne ighbor’s house, my 
toes ju s t  touching  the high spots.

Now whbn I th ink  of pines, or see tall 
dark  ones aga ins t  the sky, they do no t look 
very f a r  from  God. I guess as Hulda said, 
God was in those bushes— even if they  were 
da rk— ju s t  as much as in the nice wide open 
fields.

P. S., ’30.

MOTHER LOVE
The court  room was very still as the offi

cer led the  p r isoner  to the stand. The boy, 
fo r  he was only a boy— not more than  
tw en ty , was very  handsom e in his way, with 
his curly  yellow hair, his fa i r  complexion, 
and oddly dark  eyes. His m outh  and chin 
were weak, however, and  his eyes had a 
sullen look which did no t become his years.

As he reached  the stand, a little old lady 
in the middle of the room, moved restlessly, 
and  her  eyes w ere fixed s tead fas t ly  on the 
boy. She was scrupulously  neat,  bu t  very 
th read b a re ,  and her fingers fum bled  con tin 
ually with a small linen handkerch ief,

though she did not appea r  par t icu la r ly  w or
ried. One could tell in a m om ent th a t  she 
was the lad ’s m o the r— a glance into her 
dark  eyes, so like his, tog e th e r  with the ir  
adoring  gaze, was m ute  witness to the fact.

The judge  looked pityingly a t  her. Did 
she not realize th a t  her son was b rough t 
up for  a very  serious charge, and was more 
than likely to be found  guilty? No indeed, 
w orthy  judge, did you th ink  fo r  a m om ent 
th a t  th a t  little woman believed her  boy, her  
baby, guilty  of almost killing a m an?  Of 
course he could have done no such thing, 
and the ju ry  could not decide aga ins t  him
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when they  saw him, so handsom e and so 
young. He had done foolish th ings  before , 
th ings  th a t  any  boy m ight do, bu t  he could 
never  do a n y th in g  serious. And thus  her 
th o u g h ts  ran  on, so th a t  she scarcely re a l 
ized w h a t  the w itnesses  were saying.

Suddenly  she began to notice th a t  th ings 
w ere  no t all going favorab ly . The boy 
looked f r ig h ten ed ,  and the m em bers  of the 
ju ry  was shaking  th e ir  heads ominously. 
W h a t  was th a t  the  w itness  with the  little 
m oustache  was saying?

“ The p r isoner  was fu m b lin g  th ro u g h  the 
pockets  of the  p ro s tra te  m an when I saw 
him, you r  H o n o r .” Of course no one would 
believe it— bu t they  seemed to, they  seemed 
t o !

All she could see was the white face of 
he r  boy, and the  words, “ It c a n ’t be true ,  
it c a n ’t be t r u e ,” kep t  r in g in g  th ro u g h  her 
head. B efore  she rea lized  it, she was go 
ing to the f ro n t  of the room. A hand  
reached  out to stop her, bu t she repelled  it 
with all he r  fra i l  s treng th . S tra igh t  to the 
judge , who to h e r  was all pow erfu l,  she 
went. She m u st  tell them  quickly how 
w rong  they  were, how u t te r ly  u n fa i r  they  
were to h e r  boy.

The court room  was in absolute  silence. 
The Hies on the smokey pane alone seemed 
unm oved by the  courageous fight of the

little m o the r  fo r  her  child who was in d an 
ger.

“ Mr. Ju d g e ,” she said, “ it could not 
have been my D anny  who did this. You 
do n ’t  know him or you w o u ld n ’t  believe it 
fo r  a m inute .  He was such a p re t ty  little 
boy ,” she fo rg o t  her  aud ience  in he r  p leas
an t  rem em brances ,  and  a ha lf  smile came 
to her  lips, “ and he a lw ays loved anim als 
so— why he w ou ldn ’t even kill a bug. One 
day he found  a little bird th a t  had broken 
its leg, and he wept as though  his h ea r t  
would break. And when he was older, and 
the o ther  children had grown up,— he was 
my baby, you know— he was always so 
th o u g h tfu l  of me and loved me so— ” here 
her  voice broke fo r  a m om en t bu t she kept 
b ravely  on. “ Of course, he did th ings he 
shou ldn ’t have, bu t you see th a t  was be 
cause the boys he w en t  w ith  w ere  not good. 
You know now, d o n ’t you, Mr. Judge , th a t  
it cou ldn ’t have been D a n n y ? ” the tense 
voice stopped in its plea.

The F a tes  would not be changed, how
ever. and D anny was given a sentence  of 
ten years. S tunned  and helpless the little 
m o th e r  w atched him led away, her  arm s 
s t re tched  longingly to him. and  as the r e 
lentless ga te  shu t behind him, she crum pled 
in a small black heap to the dus ty  floor.

P. B.. ’30.

A CHILD OF THE CONVENT
Alone, crippled, in the  m onotonous 

ro u t in e  of convent life a t  St. Joseph, St. 
David, is a little  girl. She has been there  
ever  since she was le f t  on its cold stone 
steps by h e r  d runken  pa ren ts ,  who, in a 
d ru n k en  f renzy , had dropped  the child on 
a hot stove and  near ly  bu rn ed  the life ou t 
of the little- body.

It was a dismal n ight in December. 
Out-side, a blizzard was rag ing  and no sane 
m an  would have v e n tu re d  out into the en 
veloping darkness  and  swirling  to r re n ts  of 
sleet. The cold b lasts  tw isted  the branches 
of the  t rees  and rocked  the  little  cabin 
which stood, fo r lo rn  and alone n e a r  the 
ou tsk ir ts  of the village of St. David. In 
side the cabin, was a scene of d isorder and

depravation . The top of the old ru s ty  
stove was red hot, the a ir  in the room was 
suffocating, and the filthy smell of rum  
p e n e t ra te d  the nostrils. The death ly  si
lence was broken only by the heavy b re a th 
ing of a figure lying spraw led ha lf  out of 
a broken rocker  onto a wooden table  in the 
middle of the room. The figure was th a t  of 
a woman. H er once golden hair, now dirty  
and uncom bed, fell over he r  d issipated  face, 
lined and seamed, with its flabby skin. 
By one d ir ty  hand  was a glass, ha lf  filled 
with vile smelling liquor.

For a long time, the wom an lay thus, 
un til  the ban g  of the door aroused  her 
num bed senses and  she drew  herse lf  up 
to a s i t t ing  posture ,  w iping her  m ou th  on
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the  back of h e r  hand , as she did so. The 
bang; o f  the door had been caused by the  
e n t ra n c e  of a m a n — a m an ?  No, r a th e r  a 
b ru te .  His unshaven  face, u n k e m p t  hair ,  
b lea ry  eyes, and  leering: g r in  w ere  all c h a r 
ac te r is t ic s  of the  h a b i tu a l  d ru n k a rd .

As he lu rched  fo rw ard ,  he m u t te re d ,  
“ Uh, some n igh t  ou t  th e re !  Got ’ny m ore 
ru m ?  H uh?  They t ’row ed me o u t  down 
to J i m ’s place. Said if I c o u ld n ’t  pay my 
bills, I ’d h a f ta  ge t  out. Get me some 
d r in k !”

“ Aw, ge t  it you rse lf ,  P ie r re  D adier, I 
a in ’t no se rvan t .  A n ’ besides, qu it  y e r  hol
le r in ’. I j e s t  go t the  kid to sleep a n ’ ye r  
o u g h t  to be th a n k fu l  she a in ’t ye l l in ’. 
S h e ’s an aw fu l  b o th e r— w hy— ”

“ Gimme so m e th in ’ to d r ink !  D id ja  h ea r  
m e ? ” bawled the man.

“ Get ye r  own stuff, ye r  d ru n k en  h o u n d !” 
she re tu rn e d .

“ I ’ll teach  ye r  to ta lk  like th a t  to me, 
Liz D a d ie r !” he ro a red ,  as he s taggered  
fo rw a rd ,  “ you d r— ”

A t th is  m om en t,  he was in te r ru p te d  by 
a t in y  wail issuing fro m  b en ea th  a d ir ty ,  
ragged , b lan k e t  in the  corner.

“ D ra t  th a t  k id ,” he cried, “ S h e ’s a lw ays 
howling! Give ’e r  to m e !” he said, as the 
w om an w alked uns tead ily  over to the co r
n e r  w here  the child lay.

“ Keep s t i l l !” o rde red  the  wom an. “ I ’ll 
qu ie t  her  in a m in u te .” She l i f ted  a t iny  
bund le  f ro m  the floor and  s ta r te d  tow ard  
the rocker.  But the m an sna tched  the
bundle  f ro m  her  arm s, and reeled  back 
w ard. He lost his ba lance, and  in en d eav 
o ring  to recover  it, he let the  baby  slip 
f ro m  his c lasp— slip and fall onto the red  
hot covers of the  s to v e ! The child u t te re d  
a h e a r t - r e n d in g  cry  as the  scorch ing  stove 
top  b u rn e d  into the  little  body. The baby 
w ri th ed  and  sc ream ed  w ith  pain. Soon 
the  m o the r ,  who had rem a in ed  s tan d in g  
in the  m iddle  of the room , a t  last a roused  
f ro m  a daze in to  which she had sudden ly  
elapsed, sn a tch ed  the  child f ro m  the  stove.

“ Now see w h a t  y e ’ve done— first th in g  
y e r  know  the  au th o r i t ie s  will be a f t e r  yer, 
than  w h a t ’ll y e r  d o ? ”

“ Aw, i t ’ll be a good chance  to g e t  r id  
of it!  Lem m e tak e  it  a n ’ p u t  it w here  
’tw o n ’t b o th e r  nobody no lo n g e r .”

W ith  a m an iaca l  smile on h e r  lips the  
w om an w rapped  the  li t t le  figure, still tw is t 
ing in agony , in an old shawl, and  rough ly  
gave the  bundle  to the m an who, w ith  a g r im 
ace of t r iu m p h , opened the  door and  w e n t  
ou t into the  n ight. W hen he re tu rn e d ,  a 
few  hours  la te r ,  he was em pty-handed .

The n ex t  m orn ing , a t  the  C onven t of 
S a in t  J o s e p h ,a t  S a in t  D av id , the  Nuns fou n d  
a t in y  baby  on the cold, s tone  steps, w ra p 
ped in an old red shawl, f rom  which came 
the smell of liquor. They  took the  half-  
frozen  and te r r ib ly  b u rn ed  li ttle  body into 
the  w arm th  of the  conven t walls and fo r  
weeks they  worked, t ry in g  to re s to re  th e  
b rea th  of life to the w eak  and sickly child. 
The little  one passed the  crisis and g r a d u 
ally began to gain s t re n g th  and  vita lity .

Six yea rs  have passed, and today , echo
ing th ro u g h  the  co rr ido rs  of the  convent, 
m ay  be heard  the  silvery no tes  of song sung  
by one of the  inm ates. G radua lly  the  music 
grow s louder  and  suddenly  a ro u n d  a n e a r 
by co rn e r  the re  ap p ea rs  a t iny  little  c re a 
tu re .  This is the baby  whom the N uns 
found  on the steps of the conven t  six yea rs  
ago, and whom they  have ch r is tened  A n to in 
ette . She is a lm ost fa i ry  like in fac ia l  a p 
p e a ra n c e — rosy cheeks, big, w is tfu l  brown 
eyes, and curly  black hair, b u t  the  body—  
frail,  m u ti la ted ,  m aimed. One of her  a rm s  
can not be moved fro m  her  side; she walks 
with a p it ifu l limp, and the te r r ib le  b u rn s  
received  fro m  the  hot s tove have never  
healed.

E veryone  loves her, ye t  she rem a in s  a loof 
f ro m  the  o th e r  children. She never  p lays 
the  gam es with th e m — alw ays by herse lf .  
She limps fro m  room to room  p e r fo rm in g  
her  small tasks  with a good will— in the  
only home she has ever known. Happy, 
though  she has nev e r  know n the  joys  and  
p leasu res  of a sound little  body; a l th o u g h  
she has nev e r  know n the  g en t len ess  and  
sw eetness  of a m o th e r ’s love— only the  cold 
love of the  N uns, into whose care  she was 
given.
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“AND NOW, LADIES— ”
The W o m en ’s L i te ra ry  Club of Y ourtow n 

was holding its weekly m eeting. Mrs. Regi
nald Van Alstyne, its w orthy  p resident,  
was speaking.

“ And the  nex t  m a t te r  to come befo re  the 
club a t  this time is the decision to be 
reached  concern ing  the e n te r ta in m e n t  fo r  
n ex t  week. Are there  any  sugg es t io n s? ’’

“ M adam P re s id e n t .”
“ Miss S n a i th .” The p res iden t  beam ed 

upon “ the Miss S n a i th ” of club fame.
“ I u n d e rs ta n d  th a t  the M en’s Social Club 

a re  p lann ing  to e n te r ta in  the ladies a t  a 
Bridge nex t  week. Of c o u r s e  we will ac 
ce p t .”

“ Indeed we will. T hank  you so much fo r  
m en tion ing  it. If  th a t  is the case we will 
no t be obliged to hold a re g u la r  m eeting. 
But we rea lly  should m ake some a r r a n g e 
m en t  ab o u t  the m eeting  of the nex t week, 
d o n ’t you th in k ? ” There was a genera l 
nodd ing  of assent. “ I aw ait  suggestions.”

“ M adam P re s id e n t .”
“ Mrs. R e in h a rd t .” The beam  was luke

warm. Mrs. R e inhard t  was a m e m b e r ,  and 
th a t  was all th a t  could be said. There  was 
hard ly  a m ee ting  held bu t someone w on
dered  why they  had voted fo r  her. She 
ce r ta in ly  was no t living up to he r  very  ex 
cellent recom m enda tions  so hear ti ly  g u a r 
an teed  by Dr. C a thca r t  of the University .

Mrs. R e inhard t  rose from  her  seat in a 
f a r  co rne r  of the room. “ It ju s t  occurred  
to me th a t  since we have been discussing 
the m arvelous cures of the psycho-analysts, 
th a t  it would be very  in te res t in g  to have 
one come and visit us .”

The expression of slight to lerance  
changed  to one of pleasure . “ A splendid 
idea! How clever of y ou .” Mrs. Van 
A lstyne  beam ed on the u n fo r tu n a te  Mrs. 
R e inhard t .  “ W hat do the re s t  of the m em 
bers th ink  of the su g g es t io n ?” There was 
a pause. “ I w ait a m o tion .”

“ M adam  P re s id e n t .”
“ Mrs. S n y d e r .”
“ M adam P res iden t ,  I move th a t  the W o

m a n ’s L i te ra ry  Club secure a psycho
an a ly s t  fo r  ou r  nex t m ee t in g .” Mrs. S ny
d e r ’s eyeglasses quivered  with her  e a rn e s t 
ness.

“ Second the m o tion .” Mrs. Nason always

seconded Mrs. S n y d e r ’s motion.
“ It has been moved and  seconded th a t  

the W o m a n ’s L i te ra ry  Club secure a 
psycho-analyst fo r  th e ir  nex t  m eeting . All 
those in favo r?  C on tra ry -m inded?  The 
‘ay e s ’ have it and the motion is carried. 
Will the  s ec re ta ry  please a t te n d  to it as 
soon as possible? Is the re  any  f u r th e r  bus
iness to come before  the c lu b ? ”

“ M adam P re s id e n t .”
“ Mrs. R e in h a rd t .” This time the pres i

den t  was m ore cordial.
“ I would suggest th a t  the sec re ta ry  write  

to Dr. Louis E. Birsh of the New York 
Polyclinic Medical School and Hospital. He 
would be in a position to recom m end a r e 
liable man or woman, and we certa in ly  
would not w ant to be ch ea ted .”

“ Will the sec re ta ry  please m ake a note 
of Mrs. R e in h a rd t ’s suggestion?  Of course 
we would w an t the bes t .”

The sec re ta ry  a p p a ren t ly  noted  Mrs. 
R e in h a rd t ’s suggestion.

“ Is there  any  f u r th e r  business to come 
before  the m eeting?  If  not let us ad journ  
to the bridge tab les .”

The L ite ra ry  Club ad jou rned .  The main 
reason fo r  the fo rm atio n  of the club was 
completely fo rg o t ten .  The m em bers  were 
en joy ing  the ir  “ social h o u r” and the slap, 
slap of cards in te rm ing led  with the low hum 
of voices.

“ Did you say one spade, p a r tn e r?  One 
d iam ond? Two diamonds. I know you 
can make i t .”

A pause. Mrs. R e inhard t,  absen tm inded- 
ly, “ W hat did you say the t ru m p  w a s? ”

II
“ The m eeting  will please come to o rd e r .” 

Mrs. Van Alstyne was calling to o rder  a 
very  special m ee ting  of the W o m an ’s L i t 
e ra ry  Club. “ Will the sec re ta ry  please r e 
port  concern ing  the m a t te r  of securing  a 
psycho-analyst fo r  our  m eeting  n ex t  w eek ?” 

The sec re ta ry  rose, and  in a very  self- 
satisfied voice and m a n n e r  rep o r ted  as fo l
lows: “ I wro te  a reliable source which I
saw advert ised  in the last issue of the 
‘T im es.’ T hrough  this agency  I was able 
to secure the Sahan Skihouti  fo r  nex t F r i 
day a f te rn o o n  from  th ree  to six a t  ten  dol
lars an h o u r .” The s ec re ta ry  g lanced at
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Mrs. R e in h a rd t  who ra ised  h e r  eyebrow s in 
su rp r ise ,  b u t  m ade no move to  speak. I n 
s tead  she qu ie t ly  fo lded  h e r  hands. The 
s e c re ta ry  con tinued .  “ The S ahan  is a nerve- 
c u re r  f ro m  India , and  he is r e p o r te d  to be 
of the  very  best. In fac t ,  acco rd ing  to this 
c ircu la r ,  (and  she w aved a very  a u th o r i t a 
tive looking  p am p h le t)  he is ra n k e d  w ith  
the  M a h a tm a .” Mrs. R e in h a rd t  pu rsed  h e r  
lips, b u t  she said no th ing .

“ I ’m sure  we shall all en joy  the  m ee t in g  
of the  S ahan  very  much. As th e re  is no 
f u r th e r  business  to come be fo re  the  m e e t 
ing, I dec la re  the  m ee t in g  a d jo u rn e d .”

The lad ies  a d jo u rn e d  to the  spacious 
card  room  of th e i r  hostess, and  the  d raw ing  
fo r  p a r tn e r s  began.

The a f te rn o o n  g rad u a l ly  w ore to a close. 
A f te r  the  se rv ing  of tea , the  ladies de 
p a r te d  to th e i r  respec tive  homes. On the 
w ay ou t Miss S na ith  said to Mrs. Snyder,  
“ Do you suppose th a t  we offended Mrs. 
R e in h a rd t?  She ha rd ly  said a word the 
whole a f t e r n o o n .”

“ Oh n o .” Mrs. S n y d e r  w as h ea rd  to 
answ er.  “ I th in k  th a t  she is ju s t  n a tu ra l ly  
very  q u ie t .”

If  she had bu t  kn o w n —
III.

The W o m a n ’s L i te ra ry  Club was e n t e r 
ta in in g  the  m ost  re c e n t  fad  of the  tim e. If 
was the  ne rv e -cu re r ,  Sahan  Skihouti,  a 
suave E a s te rn e r ,  who cha rm ed  them  into 
silence, and  p roduced  the weird  effects of 
which only E a s te rn e r s  a re  capable.

The Sahan  m oved ab o u t  the  circle of 
w ell-dressed ladies, gow ned in th e i r  best. 
On Mrs. V an A ls ty n e ’s am ple  bosom r e 
posed it g l i t t e r in g  rh in es to n e  brooch. Mrs. 
S n y d e r  was c a r ry in g  h e r  beloved gold m esh 
bag, and  Miss S na ith  was w ea r in g  the  f a m 
ily d iam onds  in the  fo rm  of a delica te  p e n d 
an t .  Mrs. N ason was w e a r in g  he r  t r e a su re d  
tu rq u o ise  brooch  set in old gold. Tru ly , 
the  ladies d isp layed  th e i r  best to the  slow 
lidded eyes of the  Sahan . The fo lds of his 
E a s te rn  robes  c re a te d  the  O rien ta l  a tm o s 
phere ,  and  a b o u t  him floated an indefinable  
scen t  th a t  h a u n ted .  W ith  ru s t le  of d r a 
per ies  and r ich  silk accom panied  by the 
c l ink ing  of je w e lry  the  ladies had sea ted  
them selves  in the  circle.

“ W ould som eone please tu r n  o u t  the 
l ig h ts? ”

Miss Sna ith  m inced to the switch. I t  
clicked,

“ A nd now, lad ies ,” came the  oily voice 
f ro m  ou t the  darkness ,  “ Will you please all 
keep v e r ry  quiet,  and  d o n ’t move. I feel 
the  presence  of the  G rea t  One h overing  
over us .”

T here  was a b rea th less  hush. “ Oh, I 
fee l— Oh, w h a t  was th a t?  I fe l t  so m eth ing  
ag a in s t  my legs.” This in a high voice, u n 
n a tu ra l  and  recognizable.

“ E e t  is no th ing , M adam, b u t  the  spirits. 
They  a re  sea rch ing  fo r  k in d red  spirits. 
You m u s t  all keep v e r r ry  q u ie t .”

Again a b rea th less  hush. Then a shriek  
re n t  the  gasp ing  air. “ OOOoooh. I t ’s c ru sh 
ing m e !”

“ Keep still, Lydia. I t  is b u t  the  sp ir i ts  
as Mr. Sk ihoutie  has told you. OOoooooo 
M m m m m m m y— ! ’ ’

“ W h a tev e r  can it b e ? ” This in a very  
incredu lous  voice f ro m  the  o th e r  side of 
the  room. “ I feel no th ing . I see no th ing . 
T here  is no th in g  to be a la rm ed  about.  
Ladies, calm yourse lves .” I t  was the voice 
of th e ir  p res iden t ,  calm, superio r ,  and  dom i
nan t .  “ It is b u t  the  spirits. Give th em  
tim e to find them se lves .”

Again a pause. “ Mrs. Nason ! I a m  s u r 
prised !”

“ Why, w ha t  have I d o n e ? ”
“ You touched  my bag. I d is t inc t ly  fe l t  

i t .”
“ I beg y o u r  pardon . My hands  are  fo lded  

in my lap. You a re  d is t inc t ly  m is ta k e n .”
“ Oil, pe rhaps  I was. I ’m sorry . T here ,  

I fe l t  it a g a in .” Mrs. S nyder  s t i r re d  u n 
easily.

“ I feee l so-o-meth-ing, to o .” I t  was the  
voice of Mrs. Van A lstyne , y e t  how differ
ent. W h a t  was hap p en in g ?

F rom  the cha ir  nex t  to Mrs. Van A l
s ty n e ’s came the calm and  collected voice 
of Mrs. R e in h a rd t  ins ti l l ing  peace in a t im e 
of chaos. “ Be calm, ladies. She is all 
r ig h t .”

“ Ah, lad ies ,” again  the  oily voice of the  
E a s te rn e r .  “ She is the  k indred  spirit .  Let 
us listen fo r  w h a te v e r  m essages she m ay 
have to im p a r t  to u s .”
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The huge  indefinable bulk  th a t  m arked  
the  Sahan  moved n e a re r  to the  fo rm  of 
Mrs. Van A lstyne. G lancing a t  Mrs. R e in 
h a rd t  he saw th a t  h e r  eyes were not closed. 
The huge indefinable bulk  s tra igh tened .  
The oily voice sm oothly snarled , “ Will all 
the  ladies close th e ir  e y e s? ”

T here  was a gasp. T h en — “ I feel som e
th in g  h overing  over me. It is coming 
n e a r e r — it is very  n e a r .— It has gone away 
now .” T h a t  flat voice of th e ir  p re s id e n t’s? 
So unlike he r  usual tones.

“ I f  all the  ladies would join hands  the 
m essages would come q u icke r .” There  was 
a ru s t le ,  and then , “ Have all the ladies 
jo ined  h a n d s ? ”

“ Y es.” “ Yes.” “ Oh the suspense is t e r 
r ib le .”

“ Oh. oh, I feel as if som eth ing  was 
s t ra n g l in g  m e .” Could it be the s im pering  
tones  of Miss Sna ith  “ on p a r a d e ? ”

“ E e t is n o th in g .” Again th a t  oily voice 
in the darkness .  But it did not come from  
w ithin  the circle, it came from  a co rne r  of 
the  room.

T here  was a sound of som eth ing  falling. 
The circle as a whole stiffened. The chain 
of hands t igh tened . “ Oh, oh. w hat was 
t h a t ? ” The shadow in the chair nex t to 
Mrs. Van A ls ty n e ’s s t i r red  and tu rn e d  as 
if g lanc ing  abou t in the darkness. “ There

is no th ing  to f e a r . ” It  was Mrs. R e inhard t  
who spoke. The circle as a whole relaxed. 
The shadow th a t  m arked  the p rogress  of 
the Sahan was now in an o th e r  co rn e r  of the 
large room. The figure of Mrs. Van A lstyne 
s t i r red  and g roaned . Mrs. R e in h ard t  moved 
cau tiously  in her  chair. She leaned fo r 
ward. The figure of the Sahan moved 
tow ard  the circle. Mrs. R e inhard t  settled 
back in her  chair.

The Sahan  moved over to where Mrs. 
Nason was stiffly sitting. He scrutinized 
her face, and leaned n earer .  Then he 
s t ra igh tened ,  and glided away.

“ I thou g h t  fo r  a m in u te  th a t  there  was 
som eth ing  hovering  over me, hang ing  over 
me so to speak. But it is gone now, so it 
m ust have been my im ag ina tion .” Mrs. 
Nason spoke breathlessly .

ill all the ladies please keep s t i l l?” 
The voice of the E a s te rn e r  was insis ten t 
in its oiliness. It came from  th a t  pa r t  of 
the circle th a t  was nea re s t  the door.

Mrs. R e inhard t  slipped from  her chair. 
She moved slowly tow ards  the Sahan.

T here  was a rush. A snarl  of rage. The 
lights clicked on. The door slammed. She 
silken robe ot the Sahan clinked to the rug. 
P andem onium  reigned. Mrs. R e inhard t 
smiled. “ And now. ladies— ”

THE NEW GIRL
C raym ore  College had ju s t  begun to se t

tle down a f t e r  th a t  tu rb u le n t  season which 
only those who have passed th ro u g h  it will 
ever  u n d e rs tan d .  Yes— “ ru sh in g ” was
over. Each  so ro r i ty  had chosen her g roup  
fo r  the  com ing year. “ H e re ’s w here we 
g e t  a n ig h t ’s r e s t , ” said m any  of the older 
girls with a sigh of re lief.  F o r  the five p a r 
ties, one each week, had broken  into the 
b e a u ty  sleep of m ore than  one fa ir  m aiden. 
On these pa r t ie s  all of th e ir  m oney  had 
been expended  as well as th e ir  clever ideas.

“ I ju s t  d o n ’t dare  send home fo r  a n 
o th e r  c e n t ,” m ourned  Dot P a rk e r  as she 
w atched  two m ore  f o r tu n a te  f r iends  s ta r t  
down tow n fo r  a chocolate  sundae. H ow 
ever  she eased he r  t roub les  by th in k in g  of 
the  m arve lous  bunch  of girls chosen to b e 

come m em bers  of he r  sorority . “ It pays,” 
she thought,  “ even though  one m ust go 
w ithout chocolate sundaes .”

“ Now fo r  a little s tu d y ,” she inform ed 
her room m ate , V irginia  Mason. “ P ro fe s 
sor Hughes was really  quite disgusted 
with my rec i ta t ion  this m orn ing , and no 
w onder  fo r  I m ade up every  single bit of 
i t .”

“ I know how it is,” laughed Virginia, 
“ P ro fesso r  C a r te r  gave me a g lance tha t  
m ade me shrivel up with m ortification  when 
I a t te m p te d  to co n ju g a te  a F ren ch  verb the 
o the r  day. Whew, it was te r r ib le !”

R ushing  season had broken into the 
schedule of the en tire  college. For  five 
weeks each of the five sororit ies  had been 
r iva ling  the o the r  in o rde r  to obtain the
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girls  th ey  wished to  becom e th e i r  so ro r i ty  
sisters . College life  seem ed to the  F re s h 
men to be j u s t  one p a r ty  a f t e r  an o th e r ,  and  
some of the  m ore  s tud ious  ones w ere  beg in 
n ing  to be a wee h it  w orr ied  conce rn in g  
th e i r  scholastic  s tand ing .  Now it was all 
over an d  everyone  was se t t led  in h e r  so ro r 
ity  g ro u p  fo r  the  year .

Dot P a rk e r  who was one of  the  lead ing  
m em b ers  of the  K appa Alphas, and  he r  
“ ro o m ie ,” V irg in ia  Mason, o therw ise  know n 
as “ G in ,” had ju s t  opened th e ir  neg lec ted  
te x t  books when the  sound of scu r ry in g  
fe e t  in the  co rr ido r  caused them  to g lance 
up expec tan tly .  In a n o th e r  m om en t the  door 
b u rs t  open and  an h ilarious bunch  of K appa 
A lphas l i te ra l ly  fell into room.

“ W h a t  is the  m a t t e r ? ” ques t ioned  Dot 
a f t e r  the  g en e ra l  hubbub  had died down.

“ T h e re ’s a new  girl ju s t  a r r iv e d ,” r e 
sponded  Sue, b rea th less ly ,  “ and she ’s ju s t  
the  d e a re s t  girl you ever saw ,” finished 
P ru e ,  he r  twin.

“ And the Chi Gams have a lread y  s ta r te d  
ru sh in g  her. They  m e t  h e r  a t  the s ta t io n ,” 
h u rs t  ou t J e r ry .

“ This is c e r ta in ly  n ew s!” said Dot when 
given a chance to speak.

“ And ou r  m oney  is all g o n e ,” b roke in 
the  t r e a s u re r ,  “ we h a v e n ’t one cen t  to 
ru sh  o n .”

H ere  indeed was a calam ity . The K appa  
A lphas had considerab le  ch a rm ; bu t, as is 
o f ten  the  case th e i r  fu n d s  w ere  limited.

“ If  she is as nice as you say, w e ’ve go t 
to do so m eth ing  to m ake he r  see the des ir 
ab ili ty  of our s o ro r i ty ,” M arge, the  p res i
den t ,  added  h e r  say to the  conversa tion .

W h a t  was to be done? F o r  a long tim e 
the  g ir ls  sa t  and  pondered  on th is  m o m en 
tous  question .

“ Oh d ea r!  I ju s t  c a n ’t th in k  of a single 
th ing . My bra in  seems p a ra ly se d ,” m o u rn ed  
Kae who usua lly  had all the  b r ig h t  ideas.

“ W ell”— the  su p p e r  gong  b roke  in on 
the last speaker .  F o r  the m o m en t  the  new  
girl w as fo rg o t te n  as the  bunch  has ten ed  
off to change  th e i r  d resses in the  last  five 
m in u te s  b e fo re  the  second bell.

As D ot donned  h e r  red  crepe  she p o n 
dered  on th is  new  problem . S om eth ing  
had to be done. T hey  c o u ld n ’t  lie down 
and  be bea ten  a t  this s tage  of the  gam e.

W h a t  would  the  new  p ledges th in k  of 
t h e m ! As she b ru sh ed  h e r  d a rk  cu r ly  bob 
into a sem blance  of o rd e r  h e r  eyes re s te d  
on a m o tto  th a t  he r  “ kid b r o th e r ” had given 
h e r  the  day  b e fo re  she l e f t  home. T h a t  
sum m er, while he had  been a t  the  boy 
sco u ts ’ cam p he had ca rved  the  w ords, “ Do 
a good tu r n  d a ily ,” on a s len d e r  s t r ip  of 
wood. Dot had p laced the  m o tto  over h e r  
b u reau ,  p lan n in g  to live up to it. These 
words se t the  wheels  sp inn ing  in D o t’s 
b ra in  and  be fo re  long a plan took  fo rm  in 
he r  mind. “ I ’ll see w h a t  the  g ir ls  th in k  
ab o u t  it a f t e r  s u p p e r ,” she th o u g h t  as she 
applied  the  last touch  of p ow der  on he r  
audac ious  pug  nose, a f e a tu re  which was a 
source of m ortif ica tion  to he r  bu t,  to tell 
the  t ru th ,  it added  to he r  s tyle of beau ty .  
She was the  p ic tu re  of d a r in g  as well as of 
girlish charm . H er  saucy  b row n eyes and  
h e r  ch a rm in g  li ttle  pug  nose com bined  w ith  
th a t  c h e s tn u t  mop of curls  was a co m b in a 
tion th a t  could n o t  be bea ten .

T h a t  n igh t a t  su p p e r  the  K appa  A lphas 
did look a b it  dow ncast,  t h a t  is, all excep t  
Dot, especially  as th ey  g lanced  a t  Lucile 
Robinson, the new  comer, su r ro u n d e d  by a 
laug h in g  bunch of Chi Gams. C er ta in  g irls  
f rom  the o the r  so ro r i t ie s  w ere  in evidence  
not f a r  off re a d y  to take  charge  of Lucile 
if the o p p o r tu n i ty  pe rm it ted .  In f a c t  each 
girl seem ed a t  he r  best ton igh t .  All w e a r i 
ness f ro m  society  affairs  and  la te  s tudy  
seem ed to be cas t  aside. The new  g irl held 
full sway.

“ W as she w orth  i t ? ” Dot w ondered ,  as 
she su rveyed  Lucile. She was c e r ta in ly  
p re t ty  enough, w ith  a halo of go lden  ha ir  
enc irc ling  he r  ch a rm in g  fe a tu re s .  J u s t  the  
p ro p e r  expanse  of fo re h e a d  b e n e a th  which 
sp a rk l in g  blue eyes shone as if to say, “ I ’m 
hav ing  the  m ost w o n d e r fu l  t im e .” Then 
came th a t  p e r f e c t  nose which Dot had 
longed fo r  to rep lace  h e r  own pug-nosed  
affair  and  a t iny  m o u th  of the  ro seb u d  
v a r ie ty  which disclosed eve ry  now an d  th e n  
g leam in g  w hite  te e th ,  and  la s t  of all a p e r 
fec t ly  s tu n n in g  com plexion. H e r  p la in  b lue 
crepe  f rock  inc reased  he r  loveliness.

“ Lucile is to be e n v ied ,” m used  Dot, “ and  
she d o e sn ’t look a b it  spoiled e i the r .  I f  we 
can only have h e r  in our  bun ch !  W h a t  
add it ion  it  will b e !”

an
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Ju s t  then  she tu rn e d  tow ard  J e r ry  with 
a know ing  wink and  smile, fo r  J e r r y ’s 
dow ncast  f e a tu re s  ce r ta in ly  needed ch ee r
ing  up. T h a t  wink had the  desired  effect, 
fo r  J e r r y  two tab les  aw ay sat bolt upr igh t  
and began  to signal, begging  to know the 
secret.  But Dot only shook her  head and 
began  on he r  desser t  w ith  such a p rovoca
tive a ir  th a t  J e r ry  had to grin  in spite of 
herse lf .  H ow ever he r  curiosity  was so 
a roused  th a t  she has tened  th ro u g h  the 
course  and begged Dot to do the same.

A f te r  w hat seemed hours  of w aiting  both 
tab les  w ere th ro u g h  and a c h a t te r in g  bunch 
of girls filed out into the hall. J e r r y  sought 
Dot a t  once and to g e th e r  they  bea t  a has ty  
r e t r e a t  to th e ir  fav o r i te  nook in the w in
dow seat where  Dot explained how the ru sh 
ing of the K appa Alphas m ight be success
fu lly  accom plished with no cost except to 
th e ir  ingenuity .

“ Now listen, J e r ry ,  each of us will take  
one day to do a good tu rn  to Lucile ju s t  
as the  scouts do. She is new here, a fac t 
th a t  will give us m any  opportun it ie s  to help 
her. The first girl will help her  a rrange  
her  schedule, m eet he r  p rofessors, and find 
h e r  c lassroom s.”

“ T h a t ’s a g re a t  idea ,” r e tu rn e d  Je r ry  en 
thusiastically . “ S om eth ing  new  too. I 
never  th o u g h t  of ru sh ing  th a t  way before , 
bu t I beleive i t ’s ju s t  as good as all these 
p a r t ie s  and, in ru sh ing  one girl, i t ’s a g rea t 
deal b e t te r .  We can end up with a feed 
in our  room, because I th ink  th e r e ’s a box 
com ing in a week or so.”

“ T h a t ’s fine, Je r ry .  Then you are  in favor 
of th is  plan. I d o n ’t w ant to press it on the 
girls bu t ju s t  offer it as a suggestion. P e r 
haps someone else will have an idea ,” fin
ished Dot.

“ W e’ll get M arge to call a m ee ting  im
m edia te ly , Dot. I ’ll see M arge and get the 
girls on th ird  floor while you rou n d  them 
up on second .” The en thusiastic  J e r ry  was 
ha lf  way across the  room before  she fin
ished.

“ All r ig h t ,” answ ered  Dot.
Soon the  bunch  were all g a th e red  in 

J e r r y ’s co rn e r  room, which being  one of the 
la rges t  in the d o rm ito ry  allowed everyone 
to squeeze in.

“ W h a t ’s the  idea— tell us a t  once— have

you rea lly  thou g h t  of so m e th in g ? ” thus  ran  
the cries all over the room.

“ O rder, o rd e r ,” com m anded  M arjorie , the 
p resident,  as she tr ied  he r  best to look 
s te rn ,  which was alm ost impossible with 
her. As soon as the re  was a p re ten se  of 
o rder  Dot began to tell the  girls of her  
idea.

“ Of course you know, girls, this is only 
a suggest ion ,” she said. As she finished, 
“ H asn ’t someone else an id e a ? ”

Even though some w ere  read y  to offer a 
few  suggestions no one else had as fea s 
ible a plan. Then J e r r y  took the floor and 
she surely  did jus t ice  to D o t’s scheme. In 
college slang, she “ cracked it up in g rea t  
s ty le .” She told of the reason why she 
had chosen K appa Alpha, not because of 
the pa r t ie s  but because the m em bers  had 
tak en  the troub le  befo re  ru sh in g  began to 
m ake he r  feel a t  home.

“ If it h a d n ’t been fo r  one of the Kappa 
Alphas I d o n ’t know w hat I ’d have done 
th a t  first week. I fo r  one th ink  D o t’s plan 
will w ork ,” finished the en thusiastic  Je rry .

“ L e t ’s give it a t ry  an y w ay .” chimed in 
P eg  S tua r t .  In a few more m inu tes  the 
m a t te r  was voted on and accepted.

That night, while the  Chi Gams gave their  
first p a r ty  in honor of the new  girl, each of 
the Kappa Alphas racked  her  b ra in  on the 
question  of w hat her  good tu rn  was to be. 
P res iden t  M arjo r ie  had the  first day on ac 
count of her  position. This w as a stroke of 
luck fo r  her  work in g e t t in g  the new com er 
s ta r te d  was all p lanned  out. Lucile, t ired  
out a f te r  last n ig h t ’s par ty ,  welcomed this 
unlooked fo r  assistance. B reak ing  into a 
college curr icu lum  was no small affair. 
T ha t  n ight she said with a smile as Marge 
was leaving. “ I rea lly  d o n ’t know, Marge, 
how I'd ever have found  a n y th in g  without 
your  help. I sure ly  would have gone to 
the gym r a th e r  than  S toddard  H all .”

The first day had been w orth  while. The 
second was not such an easy m a tte r .  Poor 
Peggy  had an ex trem ely  difficult time to 
th ink  of any  way of helping. In the m o rn 
ing she ran into L ue ile ’s room  to ask her 
it the re  was a n y th in g  she could do only to 
have Lucile bestow on her  the fr iend lies t  
smile and say, “ No, th an k  you, I rea lly  be
lieve there  is nothing. I ’m beg inn ing  to feel
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r ig h t  a t  home h e re .” Then  a bunch  from  
a n o th e r  so ro r i ty  bore  h e r  off. P eg  sa t  
th ro u g h  classes th a t  m o rn in g  w ith  a look 
of g r e a t  in te n tn e ss ,  only it was no t  on the  
lesson, as the  p ro fe sso r  of Biology fou n d  
ou t to his g r e a t  su rp r ise  when he sp ru n g  a 
ques t ion  on her.

‘‘How would  you describe  a pa ram e- 
ciurn, Miss S t u a r t ? ” P oor  P e g ’s m ind  was 
f a r  f ro m  the  su b je c t  of p a ra m e c iu m ;  in f a c t  
ju s t  th en  she was m e d i ta t in g  on L ucile ’s 
golden h a ir  an d  f a i r  com plexion and  she 
cam e very  n e a r  g iv ing  an ac c u ra te  desc r ip 
tion of Lucile Robinson b u t  she came to 
ju s t  in t im e  with  a s ta r t led ,  ‘‘N ot p re 
p a red  !”

A lm ost im m ed ia te ly  a f te rw a rd s  an idea 
f o r  a good tu r n  daw ned  upon her. Gym 
cam e th a t  a f te rn o o n  and  she was willing to 
w ag e r  th a t  Lucile had  no gym  suit  yet. 
The gy m n as iu m  in s t ru c to r  was very  s t r ic t ;  
no one was allowed on the  floor w ith o u t  he r  
r e g u la t io n  outfit. She was p a r t ic u la r ly  dis
a g reeab le  if one h a d n ’t pu rchased  the  suit 
be fo re  com ing  to college as it was listed in 
the  re q u ire m e n ts  fo r  “ g y m .” P eg  would 
lend h e r  the  e x t r a  suit  which h e r  s is ter  had 
used when in college. She he rse lf  had 
w orn  it he r  f re sh m a n  year ,  b u t  the  fac t  
was th a t  P eg  had inc reased  in size and  a 
new  gym  su it  j u s t  had to be purchased . 
The old suit was in h e r  closet and  was the 
only e x t ra  one in the do rm ito ry .

T h a t  noon P a g  h as tended  up to L ucile’s 
room  to offer the  suit to the new com er who 
was ju s t  s ta r t in g  fo r th  in search  of said 
g a rm e n t .  She th a n k e d  Peg  effusively fo r  
she had h a ted  to g e t  in w ro n g  w ith  the  gym 
in s t ru c to r  r ig h t  a t  the  s ta r t .

“ W h a t  a n a r ro w  escape ,” th o u g h t  P eg  
as she w ended  h e r  w ay  down sta irs ,  “ I 
co u ld n ’t  have th o u g h t  of a n y th in g  else if 
I ’d c o n c e n tra te d  a w eek .”

The n ex t  day  one of the  K appa  A lphas 
sen t  Lucile some fu d g e  and  the  day a f t e r  
one of th e i r  ban d  escorted  he r  to the fo o t 
ball gam e. Sue assis ted  h e r  on a p a r t ic u 
larly  a g g ra v a t in g  Physics problem , while

P ru e  did the honors  in Latin . H ow ever  it 
took J e r r y ’s good tu rn  to cap the  climax.

All th is  t im e the  o th e r  so ro r i t ies  had 
been g iving p a r t ie s  and  teas  in honor  of 
Lucile. She ce r ta in ly  had he r  han d s  fu ll  
in the  social whirl. A t one of the  p a r t ie s  
she go t a spo t on h e r  p a r ty  dress ;  it  w as 
beyond repa ir .  J e r ry ,  hoping to ge t  a m ind 
wave on he r  good tu rn ,  n o n ch a lan t ly  w a n 
dered  in as Lucile was sadly v iew ing the  
ru ins . T ha t  n igh t  the Chi Gams w ere  g iv 
ing th e ir  final p a r ty  and  J e r r y  knew  it, 
J e r r y ’s m ind was in a tu rm o il  b u t  she saw 
again  th a t  m otto ,  “ Do a good tu r n  da ily .”

She swallowed he r  pride  and  so ro r i ty  
fee l ing  and  offered her  own even ing  dress 
fo r  the occasion. It  was som eth ing  of a 
sacrifice because  she h a d n ’t w orn  it h e r 
self.

The fo llow ing  even ing  Lucile m et the  
Kappa A lphas fo r  the  first t im e in a g roup . 
J e r r y ’s box had come in the nick of time. 
T h a t  n igh t  they  had one of the  bes t  t im es 
im aginable .

The n ex t  day bids w ere  ou t and  Lucile 
had fo u r  f ro m  which to choose. The Chi 
Gams w ere confident th a t  they  w ere  the  
favori tes .  E v e ry  so ro r i ty  was m ore  confi
den t  than  the  K appa A lphas— t h e i r  faces  
were a bit disconsolate . “ The w ors t  is y e t  
to com e,” sang  out J e r r y  to the bunch  who 
had g a th e re d  to discuss th e i r  p rospects .

The fo llow ing m o rn in g  M arge, the  p res i
dent, s a u n te re d  down to the mail box; she 
was t ry in g  to look un co n cern ed  and  c h ee r 
ful b u t  it was a losing proposition . A t  last  
the  fa ta l  m o m en t a rr ived . She pulled  a 
n ea t  w hite  envelope ou t of the  mail box. 
W hich would it be, re g re ts  or accep tance?  
E ag e r ly  she to re  it open.

“ Oh, how w o n d e r fu l !” she sang  out, “ she 
is o u rs .”

L a te r  when she exam ined  the c o n ten ts  
of this le t te r  she re a d  these words, “ I have 
accep ted  y o u r  bid because  you have a lw ays 
been so re a d y  to help me in the  little  th ings  
and  because of this f a c t  my ea r ly  days here  
a t  college have been of the  h ap p ie s t .”

THE ENCHANTED GARDEN
Silent,  u n su sp ec ted  in its sw a th in g  of vivid because  of its unexp lo itedness ,  the  

com m onplaces,  all the  m ore  b e a u t i fu l  and  ga rd en  comes to the  eye. I t  is h em m ed  in
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by an old g ray  wall of stone, a pe rfec t  
b ackg round  fo r  its r io tous loveliness.

Tall blue la rk sp u r  s tand  w arm  and  b r igh t  
a g a in s t  the  cold g ray  stone which in the 
shadow seems somehow no t so cold, b u t  
w arm  blue t inged  with lavender.

G racefu l  spires of foxglove lend a touch 
of old fash ioned  g a l lan try  and rom ance. 
They  are  gen tle  folk, these flowers, quiet, 
subdued, bu t with an indefinable a ir  of 
fineness, enhanced  pe rhaps  by th e ir  ex
quisite  colors. H ere then is the aris tocracy  
of my garden .

Over th e re  to the le f t  a re  flashy yellow 
m arigolds, red  and o range nas tu r t iu m s,  r e 
jo ic ing  in th e ir  gorgeous b izarre  coloring. 
They  are  spu rned  by the lordly la rk sp u r  and 
the  h igh-born  foxglove, bu t  little do they 
c a re— they  have the su n ’s color fo r  the ir  
very  own.

A nd here  are  tang les  of roses, white, 
yellow, pink, in a f r a g r a n t  beau ty  all the ir  
own. They  are  the a r t i s t  people who de
light in sub tle  colors; rich shades of cr im 
son, b r igh t  s treaks  of gold, pure  white 
rose-flushed. And always everyw here,  these 
go rgeous  color ha rm onies  have the dear  r e 
lief of the  deep green  of the ir  leaves—  
b e au t i fu l  b its  f rom  an existence of deep 
g reen  m onotone.

T h a t  tre ll is  of sweet peas, there ,  is in a 
place ap a r t ,  for, you see, they  are  fa iry  
people, and canno t live too close to mortals .  
C a n ’t you see how th e ir  wings a re  always 
sp read  fo r  flight? Indeed, in the ir  c o n fu 
sion of delicate  shades, they  look as though 
they  had ju s t  come and would soon depart .  
T hey  are  gay little  people, nodding  and

flu t te r ing  in every  t iny  breeze.
Those pansies are  most closely akin to 

the fa iry  people, fo r  they  are  gypsies, you 
see. They canno t “ be long” with the more 
p resum ing  flowers fo r  they  are  nomads. In 
the t iny  face of each one I can see a w is t
ful longing to be off and away, to follow 
the wind, bu t always they  a re  shu t  in by 
those high g ray  walls.

It  is a varied  crowd, this ga rd en  spot of 
mine, with the g ray  wall all a round , and 
the blue sky overhead. To the passerby 
who chanced upon it, it would seem a g a r 
den .— noth ing  m ore— but to me the flow
ers are  people, some happy, some sad.

On every  m oonlight n igh t in my fancy  I 
can see them . Xo, I am sure I do see them, 
re-assum ing  the ir  p roper roles. The fa iry  
sweet peas spread  the ir  ra inbow  wings and 
fly away. The wistfu l pansy gypsies w ander  
over the  hills. The brazen m arigolds  flaunt 
th e ir  g lory  before  the more quietly  clad. 
The tall la rk spu r  becomes a stiff old p a 
tric ian  gen tlem an , the foxglove, his sw eet
faced wife. The roses bloom in ra p tu ro u s  
dream s in th e ir  shaded corner.

F o r  the moon is a magician and can 
b reak  the spells which hold these u n fo r 
tu n a te s  enchan ted  in my garden .

And so, though the wise m ay smile in a 
superio r  way, while all m ay shake the ir  
heads a t  my fancy, I call it my enchan ted  
garden . And the g ray  walls? T ha t  keeps 
them  un d er  the spell so th a t  I m ay  always 
en joy  the ir  p leasan t  if som ew hat re lu c ta n t  
company.

E. P.. ’28.

ANOTHER GARDEN
Once upon a tim e long, long ago in a 

f a r  c o u n try  the re  was a beau t i fu l  garden . 
In this ga rd en  g rew  every  kind of a flower 
which we know and  m any  which we do not 
— not the G arden  of Eden, mind you. bu t 
a n o th e r  as lovely, as ra in-sw eet, and as 
breeze  kissed.

This g a rd en  was f a r  lovelier th an  the 
p e r fu m e d  te r ra c es  of Parad ise ,  fo r  in it 
g rew  those b eau t i fu l ly  crimson passion 
flowers which b u rs t  th e ir  th ir s ty  buds so

feverishly. The full blown blossoms are 
beyond descr ip t ion— quiver ing  scarle t  r u f 
fles, fluffed ab o u t  the  j e t ty  stam ens, ex 
haling a delirious m usky  f ra g ra n c e .  Do 
you th ink  such flowers could bloom in 
P a rad ise?  Oh no! the a ir  is too chilly 
crystalline . The bloodless pe ta ls  would 
cling to droop ing  stalks.

I have said th a t  the  g a rd en  conta ined  
every  kind of flower which we know  and 
love, bu t those which w ere pecu lia r  to this
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g a rd e n  w ere  f a r  m ore  fa sc in a t in g  than  any  
we see a b o u t  us.

T h ere  w ere  g re a t  golden bells, h an g in g  
da in t i ly  on ta ll  s ta lks  one above the  o ther, 
cool to touch . W hen a breeze  s t i r red  them  
the  t in y  d iam ond  c lappers  clinked ag a in s t  
the  golden cups. The leaves w ere satin  
and  the  s ta lk  of polished ebony b u t  the 
ro o ts  g rew  only a li t t le  into the soil— shal
low roots.

A nd  th e re  w ere  pale ly  b lue love-flowers, 
sw eet w ith  a l in g e r in g  b i t te r  f r a g ra n c e ,  
th o rn  s tu d d e d ;  they  bloom ed con tinua lly  
and  as one passed, l ittle  cu r l ing  ten d r i ls  
c a u g h t  and clung.

And th e re  w ere  laurels , glossy and  s a t 
isfy ing, fram e-f low ers  of m ank ind .

And th e re  w ere  g igan tic  pansy-like, 
though t-f low ers  w ith  plushy h e a r t  shaped 
petals .

T here  w ere  o th e r  s t ra n g e  exotic blos
soms on every  hand  bu t the m ost vivid of 
all w ere  the  b lood-red, m usk-scen ted  pas
sion flowers s ta n d in g  a li t t le  ap a r t .

These flowers g rew  in the c e n te r  of the 
g a rd en  b en ea th  a flowering a lm ond, in a 
g race fu l  pebb le-bound  p lo t b e fo re  the  sil
vered  fo u n ta in .  And the w a te r  lilies of 
the fo u n ta in  pool l i f ted  th e ir  holy w h ite 
ness to the  flaming passion flowers.

A nd th e re  w ere  b luebirds  in the  ga rden .
One day a m an cam e to the  ga rd en .  The 

wall opened  by m agic— black m agic— and 
closed behind him. H e  was as b eau t i fu l  as 
the  chill new  moon of the  n in th  m onth . He 
w alked a b o u t  the ga rd en .  He dipped his 
rose- t ipped  fingers am o n g  the  lilies of the 
pool and  was con ten t .

N igh t  came, and  the  roses show ered 
down th e i r  pe ta ls  fo r  his couch. He slept 
while the  n igh t  wind ra n  he r  g en tle  fingers 
th ro u g h  his golden curls.

Dawn cam e;  the  bees of the  ga rd en  fed  
him honey  and  bee bread . The an ts  spread  
his fe a s t  on the sun dial.

So he lived on in the  g a rd en ,  feed in g  on 
its sun l i t  sp lendor,  d r in k in g  in its m oonlit  
w o n d e r— b u t  it moved him not. A t last 
he ceased to w a n d e r  a long  the w ind ing  
p a th s  and  cam e to sit only beside the  fo u n 
ta in .  Then it was he no ted  the flaming 
passion flower and  the  g race fu l  pebble- 
bound plot b en ea th  the  a lm ond t ree .  The

plot f a sc in a ted  him w ith  its f a r r a g o  of 
color, scent and  delicacy of line. The flow
ers of the  pebb le-bo rdered  p lot becam e his 
chief delight. He te n d e d  each in tu rn .

The golden days and  silvern n igh ts  slip
ped on and  still the  m an l ingered  by the 
fo u n ta in  plot.

One day a f e a th e r  flaked owl d r i f te d  
over the wall. “ W in te r  is com ing ,” sighed 
the roses and  bloomed mightily . The m an 
heeded not. The roses w aited  on in all 
th e i r  hectic  b e a u ty  fo r  the  fros t.

A t last the  m an heeded. The flowers 
w ere  ab o u t  to die. F o r  the  first t im e he 
fe lt .  He could save only one— only one 
from  the fo u n ta in  plot. Which should it 
be? The golden bell? The blue s ta r?  The 
crimson swirl? The glossy lau re l?  Or the  
pansy-like th o u g h t  flower?

He weighed them  in his mind, and  when 
the  even ing  s ta r  s tudded  the apple -g reen  
west, he app roached  the fo u n ta in  plot. 
W hich? The golden bells chimed so f t ly  on 
th e ir  ebony stalks. The love-flower c lung  
to him with tenac ious  tendri ls .  The pas
sion flower set his senses sw im m ing with its 
u n b ea rab le  sweetness. W hich? Then he 
saw som eth ing  u n d e r  one of the  fleshy 
leaves of the  passion p lan t.  A flower he 
had never  noticed. He had t ram p led  it a 
h u n d red  times. I ts buds w ere  lying, limply, 
severed, ha lf  em bedded  in the da rk  mold. 
W h a t  was it?

He knelt,  cu rious of its lifeless buds. The 
bells gave w a rn in g ;  the passion flower 
sighed; and  the  c ling ing  ten d r i ls  of the 
love-flower tw ined  in his hair. The f ro s t  
came, bu t the  m an had up-roo ted  the 
s t r a n g e r  p lan t.  He ca rr ied  it to the o p en 
ing beyond the  a lm ond  t ree .  He fo rg o t  
the fo u n ta in  plot f ro m  th a t  m om ent,  and  
when he looked the  passion flower lay 
across  the rim  of the  pool and  the golden 
bells w ere  ta rn ished .

W in te r  came. The g a rd en  was still. 
Even  the  fo u n ta in  g rew  silent. The b reezes  
becam e cynical. They je e re d  a t  the  w asted  
flowers and mocked a t  the  m a n ’s flimsy 
robe. The bees, the  an ts ,  the  b lueb ird s  all 
w ere  gone. The m an alone  rem a in ed ,  
sh ie ld ing  the  crippled  p lan t  with the 
w arm th  of his body.

The cold g rew  m ore  in tense . Cold and
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h u n g e r  rav ag ed  the m a n ’s body. W hen the 
b lasts  w ere  most b i t te r  he cupped the 
broken  th ing  in his blue-veined hands. He 
w a te re d  it w ith his tears . His b re a th  grew  
short  and  ra t t le d  d is tressfu lly  in his th roa t .  
All one n igh t he lavished the  precious, 
moist w a rm th  of his b rea th  on the t r e m b 
ling plant.

S p r in g  came a t last. The denizens of 
the ga rden  re tu rn e d ,  the fo u n ta in  crooned, 
the  breezes became softly  scen ted ;  the g a r 
den pulsed with l ife— but the  man lay pa in 
fu lly  silent. Each  to r tu re d  b rea th  wracked  
his f rag ile  body. He was dying, but bis 
eyes once cold were w arm  blue— the b lue
nesses of a thousand  sum m er days. They 
w atched  the  s t r a n g e r  plant.

T ha t  too was changed. New foliage, 
v igorous stem. The m an lay benea th  the 
budd ing  alm ond tree  and w atched the p en 
dulous buds swell and burs t  with a rush  of 
f ra g ra n c e .  The blossoms were w onderful.  
And s t ra n g e s t  of all, the re  w ere blossoms 
of t w o  c o l o r s  on each single stem. One 
blood-red and c lear-cut,  the o ther  snow- 
white and  c lea r-cu t— two s ta r ry  blossoms, 
side by side on a single stem.

The m an smiled, “ I have had glory, fam e, 
wealth, love, and passion. I have tended  
each of the flowers of the fo u n ta in  plot. I 
have lost e v e ry th in g — even my life. But 
in my last hour  I still hold the blood red 
s ta r  of courage  and the white s ta r  of 
hon o r .”

And he died.
The an ts  p rep a red  a tomb fo r  h im ; the 

roses cast the ir  downy peta ls  fo r  his last 
couch. The bees bore him on the ir  hum 
ming wings to the spot befo re  the foun ta in .  
The b luebirds sang  his requiem . And the 
fou n ta in  shed b r igh t  tea rs  above him.

The little  s ta rs  of crimson and  white 
tu rn e d  th e ir  faces  tow ard  him and the 
s t r a n g e r  p lan t took roo t  in the ea r th  above 
his heart.

As time passed the o th e r  flowers cast 
th e ir  seeds abou t the m ound,— the little 
love flowers, the laurel,  and the bells— and 
soon the flowers of the fo u n ta in  plot 
bloomed abou t the smooth m ound. Only 
the passion flower lif ted her po ignant 
flame from  the pebble-bordered  plot.

The dead have little use fo r  passion nor 
does passion love the dead.

A. G., ’29.

REVIEW OF FOOTPRINTS
“ One who never  tu rn e d  his back, but 

m arched  b reas t  fo rw ard  
N ever  doub ted  clouds would break, never 

d ream ed , though  
Right w ere worsted , w rong  would tr ium ph, 
Held we fall to rise, a re  baffled to fight 

be t te r ,
Sleep to w ak e .”

These s t i r r in g  lines, so o f ten  quoted  by 
P re s id e n t  R oberts  m ight well describe him, 
fo r  few  men have come closer to this ideal 
visualized by B row ning. Those who knew 
him when his step had not fa l te red  from  
the  long and a rd u o u s  m arch  always fe lt  
this, b u t  p resen t  s tu d en ts  will sense it with 
new significance when they  read  “ F o o t
p r in t s ,” the small volume of essays which 
has re cen t ly  come from  the press.

The book, which con ta ins  addresses  and 
lec tu re s  delivered a t  var ious  places over a 
long period of  time, is one of distinction .

It would be, one v en tu re s  to assert ,  the 
most he lpfu l volume a Senior could add to 
his l ib ra ry ;  not alone fo r  the associations 
it will recall, but fo r  the philosophy of life 
which it embodies. In this day when the 
reader ,  par t icu la r ly  the yo u n g e r  reader ,  is 
bem used  with novels of disillusionment, 
essays of despair,  and biographies  of ex 
posure. it is re f re sh in g  to e n co u n te r  a book 
so d ifferen t in outlook as “ F o o tp r in ts .” 
The experience  is h e a r te n in g  and  joyous, 
fo r  the vigor, the courage , the fa i th ,  and 
clear  vision lift the m ind from  m en ta l  
m iasm a to h igher and  fa i r e r  p rospects , and 
one rem em b ers :  “ How b e au t i fu l  upon the 
m o u n ta in — .”

A n o th e r  charm  abou t this book fo r  those 
who have w earied  of the  l inguistic  an tics  of 
the M encken school is the  simplicity  of the 
language. One canno t bu t recall, while 
read in g  the  b r ie f  pages so a b u n d a n t  in
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th o u g h t ,  M il to n ’s definition of p o e t ry :  
“ Simple, sensuous, p a s s io n a te .” Simple it 
is w ith  the  d irec tn ess  which comes fro m  
c lear  th in k in g ;  sensuous  it  is in its sensi
t iveness  to the  b e a u t i fu l  in n a tu re ,  l i t e r a 
tu re ,  life, and  the  hu m an  p e rso n a l i ty ;  and  
p ass iona te  it is in its  cham pionsh ip  of j u s 
tice, t r u th ,  and  u n sw erv in g  fa i th  in the  
good.

H ere  one can no m ore  com pass the con
te n t  of the  book th a n  he could assim ila te  
a t  a s ingle re a d in g  its wisdom. E v e ry  line 
is w o r th y  of re a d in g  and  m ed ita t ion ,  fo r  
each conno tes  m uch  m ore  than  m eets  the  
eye an d  gives to the  re a d e r  new  glimpses 
of w h a t  life m ay be. One can th ink  of few  
books th a t  could s t im u la te  the  s tu d en t ,  or 
g ra d u a te ,  to m ore  in tense  and p e rs is ten t  
r e a d in g  of good l i t e ra tu re  than  does this 
volume, fo r  the  re fe re n ce s  a re  var ied  and 
ex tens ive  and  ind ica te  w hat  op p o r tu n i t ie s  
fo r  b ro a d e n in g  and  d eepen ing  life m ay be 
fo u n d  in books. The re a d e r  owes a debt 
of g r a t i tu d e  to P ro fe sso r  Carl J. W eber ,  
who ed ited  the  book, fo r  the  no ta t io n  on 
each page of the  exac t  source of all r e f e r 

ences and  quo ta t ions .
T here  is no t space to consider the specific 

m er i ts  of any  of the  essays b u t  in view of 
the fa c t  th a t  so m an y  Colby g ra d u a te s  e n 
te r  the  teach in g  profession  one c a n n o t  too 
s t rong ly  u rge  m ost ca re fu l  considera t ion  of 
the  two essays on educa tion  and  on te a c h 
ing school. P re s id e n t  R oberts  has l i ttle  to 
say a b o u t  scales and  m easu res  and o th e r  
devices d e a r  to m odern  exp o n en ts  of p e d a 
gogy. The prospective  te a c h e r  in th is  e ra  
is a l read y  fa m il ia r  with those b u t  he m ay 
no t be so well g ro u n d ed  as he should be 
in th a t  possession, w ith o u t  which the best 
s tu d e n t  of educa tion  as well as the  m an of 
business  is im poten t.  This possession, 
abou t which P re s id en t  R oberts  has m uch to 
say, is w h a t  he deligh ted  to te rm  “ The sixth 
sense— Common S en se .”

Milton says: “ A good book is the  p re 
cious life blood of a m a s te r  sp i r i t .” Such 
is this. And it helps us to fulfill in some 
m easu re  the well rem em b ered  hope, th a t  to 
us “ the big th ings  m ay loom large, and the 
l i t t le  th ings  seem sm all .”

PEOPLE
Shakespea re  once said som eth ing  to the 

effect th a t  the  world is a s tage  and  the  men 
and women but p layers. How co rrec t  his 
s ta te m e n t  was and  how soon we th ink  of 
it while w a tch in g  a crowd!

T here  a re  some who dislike ru b b in g  el
bows w ith  the g re a t  herd. B u t th e re  are  
o thers ,  like m yself ,  who discard  tax is  as a 
m eans  of t r a n s p o r ta t io n ,  pu rpose ly  choos
ing the subw ay, because  it necess i ta te s  a 
change  a t  T im es Square .  T here  is no b e t 
t e r  o p p o r tu n i ty  to observe m ank ind  th an  
in those s u b te r ra n e a n  passages while fo l
lowing the  g reen  line.

T housands  of people th ro n g  th e re  in the 
course  of an hour,  and  in th a t  t im e the re  
a re  a th o u san d  types  on display. It seems 
a t  first th a t  these  people a re  all alike, b u t  
th a t  is only the  m ass im pression. T ak ing  
the ind iv idua l a lone, a f t e r  the  s tage  is set, 
each one has a special p a r t  to play. T here  
is the  li t t le  shop-girl with he r  pa in ted  lips; 
th e re  is the  g re a t  p roducer ,  who, should his

iden t i ty  be labelled on his ha t,  would be 
in s tan t ly  su rro u n d ed  by ha rd  faced , job less  
chorus g ir ls ;  the re  is C o lum bia’s fam ous  
chem ist in a h u r ry  to reach  116th S t r e e t ;  
th e re  is a shoe clerk  f rom  G im bel’s base 
m en t  slipping his nickel into the stile di
rec tly  behind a w orld -renow ned  bone spec
ia lis t;  th e re  is the  m illionaire  b ro k e r  who 
com m ands  no m ore  re sp ec t  a t  the  new s
s tand  than  the F ren ch  w a i te r  f ro m  P ie r r e ’s 
who has g rabbed  the  same T r ib u n e  th a t  
the  m illionaire  is reach in g  fo r ;  th e re  a re  
d ir ty - faced  new sboys and  th e re  a re  sleek- 
ily gow ned m ann ik ins  f ro m  the A venue 
shops.

Each one is a p a r t  of the  hubbub , each 
one d isappears  into the  m elt in g  po t of 
w orkers ,  ye t each one has a definite  p a r t  
to play and  does it a cco rd ing  to his own 
ideals. T he ir  p a r ts  m ay be small, th e i r  aims 
t r iv ia l ;  b u t  no m a t te r  how tr iv ial,  each c a r 
r ies som eth ing  th a t  helps m ake the  wheels 
of the  world go round .
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TOLD IN THE BULRUSHES
Old Man B ullfrog  was very  a n g ry ;  in 

fa c t  he was so an g ry  th a t  he f ro th ed  a t  the 
m ou th  as he g r i t te d  his jaw s in rage.

Y oung  Miss Dragonfly had ou t-w itted  
him, and  if th e re  was an y th in g  which Old 
Man B u llf rog  ha ted  it was to be out-w itted . 
Food  had been p len t i fu l  fo r  the last two 
w eeks; th e re fo re  he had allowed the dain ty  
little  d ragonfly  to develop into a nice 
ju icy  tidbit.

This m o rn in g  he had his p lans all laid, 
e v e r y t h i n g  was a r ra n g e d  to a T .  You see 
Sally D ragonfly a ligh ted  every  m orn ing  on 
a cer ta in  lily pad. This even tfu l  m orn ing  
she lighted  per usua l— -Old Man B u llf ro g ’s 
eyes had bulged alm ost out of the ir  sockets 
a t  the  th o u g h t  of this succulen t morsel.

Leisure ly  he had edged to the co rn e r  of 
his own pad and with has ty  lunge had tr ied  
to engu lf  Miss Sally within his g re a t  mouth. 
But no! His expec ta t ions  were decidedly 
stepped  on. Miss Dragonfly e luded him. 
She slid u n d e r  a petal and  Mr. Bullfrog 
had filled his m outh  with yellow pollen.

Yes, Mr. F ro g  was a n g ry ;  he was very 
angry . Woe to any dragonfly who came 
within a mile of him th a t  m orn ing!  The 
worst of it was Miss Sally sailed tan ta liz-  
ingly a ro u n d  all the morning.

A t length  Old Man B ullfrog  gave up 
g rum bling  and w en t to sleep. He com
fo rted  h im self with this, “ Oh well, she’s 
too thin to be real good yet. Fll t ry  a g a in .” 

And he did!
B. P., ’29.

THE HOUR OF SILHOUETTES
A Jap a n e se  screen, held to the light, re 

veals no more fan ta s t ic  b eau ty  than  a tw i
light sky when the sun is low and the r e s t 
less tree s  s t re tch  th e ir  black arm s before  
the o range  light.

The magic hou r  of s ilhouettes  comes 
with the early  twilight, ushered in by the 
last flute-clear song of some sleepy bird. 
The rea l i t ies  of the day d isappear  like f ro s t  
b e fo re  the s u n ; the t rees  become huge 
black g ia n ts ;  elves with long peaked caps; 
gnom es with crooked arm s and legs; or 
little  fa iries, danc ing  with flying skirts 
upon some hill top; whole fam ilies of trees

m arch ing  two and two along some winding 
road, dressed in the ir  new spr ing  garm ents ,  
going to church.

All too often  this hour  of s ilhouettes  is 
spen t abou t the supper  table. In rea l i ty  it 
is the m ost b eau tifu l  time of all. the best 
time to walk alone by some brook-side; or 
even along  some city s tree t ,  where church 
spires and gabled roofs  slash the  glowing 
horizon.

If  man would only learn th a t  beau ty  is 
not a thousand  miles away. If  he should 
look he would find it f rom  his own back 
door.

A. B., ’30.

THE RAINBOW
While I w atched  from  the porch the sky 

blue w a te r  becam e black and ugly. The 
waves increased  in volume and velocity 
until  the  white caps becam e visible. The 
sun was enveloped in a dark ly  th re a te n in g  
cloud. The tall reeds seemed to shudder 
and the fe rn s  b en t  low in fear . The pines 
swayed ponderously . The ligh tn ing  flashed 
— then a slow b re a th - ta k in g  stillness. The

rain fell in to r ren ts .  F o r  several m inutes  
the large drops tum bled  down, then they  
slackened. G lancing up from  my book I 
noticed the large  tree-covered  island across 
the cove. One t ree  stood slightly ap a r t  
from  the o thers  on the  n o r th  shore. As I 
looked I saw th a t  one t ree  shining with ex 
quisite t in ts  of red, blue, gold and purple. 
S tro n g e r  still these colors glowed. They
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covered the  tree  from  top to bottom, they 
ex tended  out over the w ater . My delighted 
eyes followed the en tire  arc of th a t  g race 
ful bow. The o ther end of it vanished

am ong the reds in f ro n t  of the c ran b erry  
bog. The rain ceased abruptly . The sun 
broke fo r th  and made the droplets  on the 
leaves sparkle. The ra inbow  vanished.

E. B., ’30.

NIGHT SONG
A lone musician sat in the small boat, 

idly s trum m ing  his g u i ta r  to the moonlight 
and the w ater .  His song was gayly deli
cate, expressive of his ca re f ree  mood. Sil
ver ripples floated by, g lin ting  as though 
the festive w a te r  nym phs were holding 
carnival and dancing  to his music. The 
music grew  slower and softer,  the strains, 
infinitely low and te n d e r  harm onized with 
the lap-lap of waves on the d is tan t  shore. 
The n igh t wind whispered m ysterious n o th 
ings as it slipped from  among the trees. 
The boat d r if ted  slowly under  an overhang
ing bough; to the singer came the delicate 
scent of hidden flowers. The f rag ran ce  
crep t into the music, the tones became 
pure, deep, and full. The v ib ra t ing  chords

grew more powerful.
Suddenly the cry of a loon sha tte red  the 

quietness of the n igh t— the song too was 
broken— an in terval of silence. Then a 
n ight bird called, now near, now fa r th e r  
and f a r th e r  away until  the call blended 
with the night. The song began aga in— a 
melodious warbling. Gently the boat d r if ted  
along the silvery pa th  tow ard the moon. 
Then, bewitched by the beauty , the singer 
began to weave into his theme, the dancing 
w ater , the m ysterious forest,  the in tox ica t
ing odors, the loon’s cry, the ench an tm en t  
of the moonlight, and his own impressions 
of the infinite— the song, at first an air, be
came an angelic medley.

V. G., ’30.

SPRING
W hen the wind is in the tree-tops 

And flowers on the hill,
W hen all the grasses whisper “ Como,” 

My h e a r t  replies, “ I will.”

And when the birds are  calling 
Their  m ates  in fr iend ly  trees,

My soul goes winging with them
Borne on the spring-tim e breeze.

My fee t  go s tray ing  over hills 
And wading in cool brooks,

And all the time my conscience says 
I should be with my books.

But how could I w ithstand  the call 
Of sum m er wind and sum m er time? 

I m ust— I cannot help bu t go 
And leave the books behind!

E. P., ’28.

SOMETHING
Som eth ing  the re  is:
Makes little  boys love dogs; 
Makes little boys h u n t  frogs ;  
Thrill ju s t  to fly a kite.
Or tease the fish to bite ;  
Som eth ing  the re  is.

Som ething there  is:
Makes t iny  girls play dolls; 
Makes tiny girls toss balls; 
Delight in jum ping  rope; 
Blowing bubbles out of soap; 
Som ething there  is.

K. G., ’28.
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APRIL
Robins singin’ in the rain, W arm rain br ing in ’ blossoms on,
Bluebirds w ingin’ by the pane, All the s t ing in ’ cold is gone,
Green things spring in’ from the ground, Mus’ be April.
Jonquils  d ing in’ frag rance  ’round,

I
The sun its golden glow had veiled. 

The moon rose o’er the hill;
The tiny  painted  stars apeared,

And all the world was still.
Night had come.

II
When the moon’s pale light had faded, 

The sun rose o’er the hill;
The tiny painted s tars  winked one by one 

The whole world was athrill.
Day had come.

G. S., ’28.

Come little boat with crimson sail. 
Carry  me away!
Carry  me away to where 
Fair ies dance on th reads of hair;

And the su n ’s rays play 
With the moonbeams fa ir ;
W here all is laughter, joy and song.
A n d  t h e r e  is n o  s t u d y i n g  a l l  d a y  l o n g !

G. S., ’28

SCOTLAND
Highland hills of purple hue 

Beckon from afar,
So th a t  in some ship o’ dreams 

I would cross to where they are.
I see the rugged length of coast.

And all the wave-dashed rocks,
And ’round the cliffs, the shores, the crags, 

The sea-gulls soar in flocks.
The jagged cliff’s with painted crests 

Fling color to the sky,
Now making heaven crimson,

Their colors loath to die;
S treaks of red and je ts  of yellow 

Mingle with the heather.
They play upon the hillsides gray 

In this sweet summer weather.
There lies Loch Lomond, famed in song. 

With gracious shading trees,
While on its banks the woodbine sways 

With every passing breeze.
Full many lakes adorn this land,

Sca ttered  here and there,
Each one seeming yet more blue

Each seeming yet more fair.

The small white roads, the dainty  flowers.
The grass of softest green,

The foliage and garden plots 
Add to the lovely scene.

Now o’er a choppy sea I sail 
To Staffa, wondrous isle,

In F inga l’s cave I love to stray  
And look about the while.

On entering, it seems as if 
Cathedral walls are there 

And solemn organ music rings 
Forever on the air.

The lofty vault far, far,  above 
P rofund ity  doth give 

To this cathedral, N a tu re ’s gift,
Where ocean nymphs might live. 

Farewell ye lakes, ye sun-lit hills, 
Farewell, ye ocean cave,

My ship o’ dreams is sailing home 
It beckons from the wave.

F. T., ’31.
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TA TTERED PRIDE
I w e n t  w alk ing  
L ight as air,

O ut across  the  dow ns;  
L e f t  the  l i t t le  ro ad s  behind 

To the  s teep led  towns.

I w en t  w alk ing  
L ight as air,

P ro u d  head l if ted  h igh ;

D id n ’t  see the  e a r th  a t  all,
Only w atched  the  sky.

I w en t  w alk ing  
L igh t  as air,

Should have had m ore  sense,
Should have w a tch ed  my hum ble  f e e t—  

D arn  the  b a r b ’ w ire  fence !
A. G., ’29.

I hope, when I shall die 
T h a t  D eath  will take  
My hand  so gen tly ,
T h a t  I seem to wake
F rom  s ta r t le d  d re a m in g  of the  un iverse  
In to  a life, w here  in a s teady  course 
The w a te rs  of ex is tence  qu ie t  r u n —
T h at  I shall s tand
As happily  as now and  feel y o u r  h an d ;  
T h a t  in th a t  world of re s t  
Y our  head  m ay  be fo re v e r  on my b re a s t ;  
No vain reg re ts ,  no useless w anderings ,
No t ry in g  of o u r  anx ious  unfledged wings, 
But ju s t  c o n te n tm e n t— to re s t  with you 

beside
The peace fu l  passing  on of t im e ’s deep tide. 

Oh, God give me the  pow er to mold

Some m o n u m en t ,  so when the  w orld  is old 
A nd I have long since fled,
As those who pass b e fo re  me, now all dead, 
My life f ro m  D e a th ’s da rk  bonds m ay  be set 

f ree ,
And I shall live— a persona li ty .

A m bit io n , te l l  me w h a t  can now  be w ro u g h t ,  
By in f a n t  t a le n t  and  unfin ished th o u g h t?  
W h a t  m o n u m e n t  e te rn a l  can be p lan n ed  
T h a t  will n o t  be des troyed  by T im e ’s sw if t  

hand?
For ,  ju s t  th in k — if to m o rro w  I should  die 
And lose the  scen t  of ea r th ,  the  b re a th  of 

sky,
All th ings  of life fo re v e r  lost to me,
Think, w h a t  loss to th is  w orld  would  I be?

MY ROOMMATE
I have a l i t t le  room -m ate

W ho goes in and  ou t with me, 
And w h a t  can be the  use of her  

Is m ore  th an  I can see.

W e ’re  a lw ays in a squabble ,
We a lm ost  w a n t  to fight,

We a rg u e  som etim es  fo r  an h o u r ;  
S h e ’s s u r e  th a t  s h e  is r igh t .

She tells w h a t  I oug h t  to do 
A nd w h a t  I o u g h tn ’t  too,

But why she w a n ts  to tell  me th a t  
I j u s t  c a n ’t see, can you?

B u t then  I so r ta  like h e r  
W ith  all h e r  disposition,

I rea l ly  th in k  th a t  g e t t in g  he r  
W as qu ite  an acquis it ion .

A TOP A WOODED HILL
Balmy b reezes  L it t le  locusts
G en tly  c roon ing  So ft ly  s t ru m m in g

T hrough  the  trees ,  Melodies,
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Lacy fe rns  
Tiny swaying 

Symphonies, 
Ruddy clover 
Sw eetly  w af t in g

F ragranc ies ,
Drowsy m orta l  
V aguely  p lann ing  

Destinies.
L. S., ’28.
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This issue of the C olbiana has been 
ed ited  by the  old and  new  boards  w ork ing  
to g e th e r .  In view of the  fac t  th a t  it is so 
ha rd  to squeeze  m a te r ia l  ou t of m odest 
Colby wom en, it was considered  advisable  
to publish  one in s tead  of the  two usual 
sp r ing  issues. Two heads  are  b e t te r  than 
one. W h e th e r  two Colbiana boards  are  
b e t te r  than  one shall lie le f t  to the  .judg
m en t  of the re ad e r .  B u t the  ed ito rs  wish 
to  rem ind  the  la t te r ,  be fo re  he becom es too 
critical,  t h a t  an o rg an iza t io n  w ith o u t  back 
ing exists  u n d e r  difficulty.

W ould an y o n e  leave a lone o rphan  on 
the doo rs tep  with no fee l in g  of co m punc
tion w h a tso ev er?  The an sw er  is “ no .” A nd 
y e t  the  Colbiana, the  child of the  l i te ra ry  
skill of the  W o m e n ’s Division, has suffered 
cold, h unger ,  scorn, and  r id icu le  because 
of  its s ta rv ed  and  rag g ed  condition . Since

its beg inn ing  this p ap e r  has been the w ork 
of the women alone. The men a re  now 
h in t in g  th a t  com bined ta le n t  would p ro b 
ably pu t the Colbiana on its fee t.  Is the re  
no t enough pride within the W o m en ’s Divi
sion to show th a t  such assis tance  is u n n eces 
sary  ?

A fo rm e r  editor, in a s im ilar period of 
depression, said, “ The Colbiana is the  only 
reflection of a l i te ra ry  tone  of the  in s t i tu 
tion and, r e lu c ta n t  though  we a re  to say 
it, the m agaz ine  is s ink ing  to the  level of 
a secondary  school p a p e r .” O the r  e ras  have 
had th e ir  t roub les  and  recovered . The old 
board  th a n k s  the s tu d e n t  body fo r  its su p 
p o r t  d u r in g  this period of renova tion ,  and  
hopes th a t  the  new  board  will receive as 
m uch and m ore cons truc tive  critic ism  and  
in te re s te d  back ing  from  Colby wom en. 
Make it possible fo r  the lone orphan  to be 
t r a n s fo rm e d  into a w ell-nourished  and  well-
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dressed ind iv idual— the pride of Colby wo
men, the envy of Colby m en!

’28.

The first n um ber  of a “ C olb iana” ever 
issued re a d :  “ The ob ject in s ta r t in g  the 
Colbiana is tw o-fo ld ; to develop am ong the  
girls g re a te r  Colby pride and loyalty, and 
to give to the people outside of the college 
a com plete  rep re sen ta t io n  of the activ ities  
of the  W o m en ’s Division.” Dr. Edwin 
Carey W hit tem ore  from  whose book, “ The 
H istory  of Colby College,” the above lines 
are  taken , then goes on to say: “ This
periodical s tands  very high am ong  u n d e r 
g ra d u a te  jo u rn a ls  in the quality  of its l i t
e ra ry  artic les, its loyalty to the College and 
its ideals, and the wit and hum or which 
such publica tions are  supposed to p roduce .” 

It  is a lways in te res t ing , when s ta r t in g  
out upon a new adm in is tra t ion , to look

back upon the past, and even upon the very  
beginnings of the original adm in is tra t ion .  
The original ob jec t in s ta r t in g  the Colbiana 
still holds. “ More p e rso n a l” has been the 
w atchw ord  and the policy of this y e a r ’s edi
torial staff. N ext yea r  should, and must, 
see a con tinuance  of th a t  policy. N ext 
yea r  should see the addition  of a few new 
departm en ts ,  p rom inen t  am ong  them  being 
the developm ent of an ad eq u a te  system of 
“ E xchanges .”

The ed ito r  fo r  1928-29, assisted by as 
fine a staff as Colbiana has ever had, and 
by a facu lty  adviser  who has ever proven 
herse lf  a fr iend  to the Colby girls, feels 
th a t  Colbiana s h o u l d  indeed be able to 
“ ca rry  o n ” the  work of the past year, and 
to take  its place am ong  u n d e rg ra d u a te  
jo u rn a ls  as a t r u e  rep re sen ta t io n  of the 
work of the women of Colby.

’29.

Sorority News
i

SIGMA KAPPA
O ur an n u a l  in it ia tion  was held as usual 

in the  C hap ter  hall on F e b ru a ry  25. Grace 
Wells Thompson, D istric t  Counsellor, p re 
sided and delegates w ere the re  from  Omi- 
cron and Nu Chapters. Following the ini
t ia tion  we had our banque t  at the E lm 
wood. Helen Mitchell, ’2 7, acted  as toast-  
mistress. We discovered th a t  “ Mick” had 
not changed a bit, even if she had been 
up in the “ Spud C o u n try ” fo r  several 
months. She still cracks those little  jokes 
in the same old way. We all wished the 
b a n q u e t  m ight have lasted longer. It was 
eleven o ’clock befo re  we knew  it.

On M arch 6th we held a special in i t ia 
tion fo r  Ruth  Pineo who, because of her  
f a t h e r ’s illness, was no t able to be in it ia ted  
with the  re s t  of he r  delegation. Directly  
a f t e r  the in it ia tion  Mrs. D orothy Johnson ,

Alpha Zeta, ’26, e n te r ta in e d  the m em bers  
of the so rority  a t  her  a p a r tm e n t  on Heath  
stree t.  An in fo rm al luncheon of lobster 
salad, sandwiches, cake and coffee was 
served, and F a th e r  Time ticked on too 
quickly.

Have you heard  of th a t  little germ  th a t  
is flying a round  in the a ir?  We w onder 
who s ta r ted  it? At any  ra te  it m ust  be 
contagious, fo r  the conventional five-pound 
box of chocolates which an engaged  girl 
m ust p re sen t  the so ro r ity  is becom ing a 
common occurence. So f a r  B a rb a ra  W es
ton and Bob, “ S u n n y ” W ym an and  “ Kid- 
do,” Grace Sylvester  and Bob, P ear l  G ran t  
and  Ted, Helen M errick  and Bob, “ M andy” 
Allen and Charlie have t rea ted .  Who will 
be nex t?
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O ur in i t ia t ions  came to a climax w ith  our 
A nnua l  B anquet ,  March 17, 1928, a t  the 
Elmwood. Mira L. Dolley, ’19, ac ted  as 
toas tm is tre ss  with speeches by re p re s e n ta 
tives from  each class ( I rm a  Sawyer, ’28, 
M artha  Holt, ’29, B a rb a ra  Libby, ’30, Doris 
Spencer, ’31 ) ,  the A lum nae, (E thel Alley, 
’23 ) ,  and the C hap ter  itself, (Claire Rich
ardson , ’28) .  The delegates  from  our 
chap te r  a t  the U niversity  of Maine tog e th e r  
with the large  nu m b er  of a lum nae  th a t

came back fo r  the big day helped m ake our 
ban q u e t  the success th a t  it was.

We have begun a renova tion  of our 
rooms which we hope to com plete  in the 
n ea r  fu tu re .

Bernice Collins, ’29, is to be our  delegate  
to the N ational Chi Omega Convention in 
June . The convention is to be held this 
yea r  at W hite  S u lphur  Springs, W est V ir
ginia.

DELTA DELTA DELTA
J u s t  befo re  C hristm as vacation, Miss 

H alle tt ,  ou r  province deputy , came to in
spect us. We were quite nervous about 
this, not being  used to the process, b u t  
found  it ce r ta in ly  had its compensations. 
The Tri Psis, a na tional so rority  of Tri 
Delt m others , gave a tea  in honor of Miss 
H alle tt ,  which we, na tu ra l ly ,  a t ten d ed  in 
full force. The A lum nae also gave us a 
p a r ty  in the rooms and p resen ted  us with 
a new  chair.

A f te r  Chris tm as our rooms were so im 
proved with the addition of the new chair, 
a clock and a victrola th a t  we decided we 
m ust have a party . Consequently , on F e b 
r u a ry  13th the Tri Delts held a sleigh ride, 
followed by dancing  and ea t ing  in our re n o 
vated  rooms. The Tri Psis again came to

our rescue by providing the food. The only 
th ing  w rong  with the  p a r ty  was th a t ,  like 
most good things, it came to an end too 
soon.

In itia tion  on March 13th was an exciting 
time fo r  us. Many of our a lum nae  were 
back fo r  the big event. In it ia tion  was fo l
lowed by a banque t  at the Elmwood. B ertha  
Cobb Choate ac ted  as toas tm is tre ss  and 
speeches were made by rep re sen ta t iv es  of 
all the classes, by the Maine delegate , by 
Helen Springfield, and Dean E rm a  Rey
nolds.

In Ju ly  Elizabeth  Marshall and Ruth  
B a r t le t t  a re  a t te n d in g  the Tri Delt N ational 
Convention in M innesota. W ould th a t  we 
all could g o !

PHI MU
Phi Mu has surely  had a happy and 

profitable  year. A f te r  our th ree  rush ing  
pa r t ie s  and the  pledge service were over 
we sett led  down to business. The first 
th ing  we did was to move our chap te r  
rooms from  the Edith  build ing to a much 
p lea san te r  location in the W ardwell block. 
To cover the expenses of moving we gave 
p rog ram s in Oakland and Winslow.

The Chris tm as p a r ty  which the p a t ro 
nesses a t te n d e d  proved to be a g rea t  suc
cess. S an ta  had a p re sen t  fo r  everyone and 
he even added an ap p ro p r ia te  verse to each

gift.  A tea  wagon was p resen ted  the  F r a 
te rn i ty ;  la te r  a rug, couch cover, and Vic
tro la  were added to our equipm ent.

A f te r  m id-years a d inner  p a r ty  was given 
in the W are  Parlors .  We are  indeb ted  to 
Rev. Mr. Buckner and his wife fo r  this 
p leasan t occasion.

The A nnual  In i t ia tion  and B anque t  was 
held on March 10th. M yrtle Main, ’27, was 
the toastm istress .  Two delegates, Priscilla 
C onan t and B arb a ra  Johnson  from  the 
U niversity  of Maine, w ere p resen t.

Since in itia tion  m any varied  and  clever
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p ro g ra m s  have been given. The Seniors  
e n te r t a in e d  us over the rad io , the  Ju n io rs  
did the  honors  St. P a t r i c k ’s n igh t,  while 
the  F re sh m e n  held a sew ing  circle fo r  our  
benefit. It  took, how ever, the  D u tton  
H ouse  and  M ary  Low Scandals  to cap the

BETA CHI
On the  eve of C hris tm as  vaca tion  we e n 

te r ta in e d  o u r  p a tro n esse s  and  pledges a t  a 
gay  C hris tm as  p a r ty  a t  which laug h -p ro d u c
ing p re se n ts  w ere  exchanged . This was a 
b eg g a r  p a r ty  and  each girl vied with the 
o th e r  in r id icu lous  a p p a re l  m ak in g  it diffi
cu lt  to choose the m ost beggarly .

In i t ia t io n  took place F e b ru a ry  18th. The 
fo u r  f re sh m en  in i t ia ted  w ere  M arian  Cooke, 
P au line  Gay, B a rb a ra  H ea th , and F lo ra  
T russed .  In the  even ing  the b a n q u e t  was 
held a t  the  E lm w ood with E n a  Page ac t ing  
as to as tm is tre ss .  Fo llow ing  the  b a n q u e t  
so ro r i ty  songs w ere  su n g  and  the tab les  
w ere  pushed  back fo r  dancing.

climax.
The election of officers has ju s t  been 

held. M arion Ginn, ’29, is to be ou r  p re s i
d en t  fo r  the  com ing  year. She is also go 
ing to a t te n d  the  Phi Mu C onvention  in 
P i t tsb u rg ,  Penn .

TH ETA
A plan fo r  e n te r ta in in g  has been devised 

w hereby  the  so ro r i ty  is divided into g roups  
of fo u r  each. This new idea has w orked  
ou t successfully . The last e n te r ta in m e n t  
was given by the  seniors. They  served  a 
delicious su p p er  and  a “ fish” p a r ty  fo l 
lowed. To com plete  the  e v e n in g ’s p ro g ram  
M arg u e r i te  A lb e r t  a p p ea red  w ith  the “ f a 
m o u s” chocolates.

O ur g re a te s t  success of the y e a r  was the 
bridge  p a r ty  given on April 28th in the a s 
sembly room. P a tronesses ,  f r iends ,  fa c u l ty  
ladies, and girls of the  o th e r  so ro r i t ies  a t 
tended .

qCa)ca
(yores

On the  even in g  of J a n u a r y  17, Rev. Paul 
A lden, B ap tis t  s e c re ta ry  of Fore ign  Mis
sions, spoke a t  a special m ee t in g  of the 
Y oung  W o m e n ’s C hris t ian  A ssociation . Mr. 
Alden told of the m an y  o p p o r tu n i t ie s  which 
the fo re ign  mission ex ten d s  to the  young- 
people of today . China, J a p a n ,  and  India, 
especially , need the  help of m issionaries. 
The fo llow ing  day Mr. A lden add ressed  a 
g ro u p  in the college chapel. A t  th is  m e e t 
ing he rev iew ed  the  n u m b e r  of g ra d u a te s  
th a t  Maine colleges have sen t  over to the

mission field. He em phasized  the  fa c t  th a t  
m an y  of these  y o u n g  people gave up e n 
te rp r is in g  business o p p o r tu n i t ie s  in o rd e r  
to e n te r  this life of service.

Mrs. C larence  W hite , one of the  Colby 
g i r l s ’ fav o r i te  musicians, gave a short  
p iano rec ita l  in Foss Hall recep tion  hall, on 
the  even ing  of J a n u a r y  31. B efo re  p la y 
ing selections by such well know n and  well 
loved com posers  as Schubert ,  Chopin and  
Macdowell, Mrs. W hite  gave a b r ie f  sketch  
of the  ca ree rs  of each of these  m usicians.
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On Thursday,  Fe b ru a ry  16, and on the 
fol lowing Friday  a t  chapel exercises Miss 
Laura  P arke r  of the Home Mission Board, 
spoke in a most  pleasing way, commending 
the work done by the Mission Board, which 
is sponsored by twenty-five church denomi
nations.  The work has a fa r  reaching in
fluence under the uni ted suppor t of these 
churches.  One of the many problems which 
this board solves is tha t  of helping immi
gran ts  to find homes and work. The board 
has a system whereby it strives to assist 
the foreigner in finding a church in this 
country.  Still another  task which the board 
takes upon itself is tha t  of working with 
the “ Gasolene Gypsies.” Hundreds of per 
sons are found in this country who follow 
seasonal employments.  In this field there 
is a g rea t  opening for  work, because the 
condit ions under  which the “ Gasolene 
Gypsies” live are almost  unbelievable.

Over the week-end of Feb ruary  17, S tu
dent  Volunteers from Maine, Bates, and 
Colby, held a joint  conference at  the First  
Congregat ional  church in Waterville.  The 
conference  opened Fr iday evening and ge n
eral discussions were cont inued throughout  
Saturday.  Professor  Metziner,  Professor 
Wilson, and Mr. Grey, who spoke for  the 
National  Organization,  gave formal  ad 
dresses Sa turday evening. A short  service 
at  the college chapel concluded the pro
gram. Representa tives from the visiting 
colleges were ente rta ined at  Foss Hall and 
a t  the various f ra te rn i ty  houses.

The activit ies of the Student  Volunteer  
movement are new to this campus. S tu
dents a t  Pr inceton  Universi ty first fel t  the 
need of some organization connecting mis
sions and the college, and for  tha t  reason 
such an organizat ion was founded in 1883. 
From tha t  foundation  the movement  has 
grown until  now it is composed of over 
twelve thousand  Amer ican and Canadian 
members.  Its scope includes the whole mis
sionary field.

Colby was very fo r tuna t e  in being able 
to obtain Miss Florence Hale of the Maine 
Depar tment  of Educat ion  for  a meeting  on 
the evening of F ebrua ry  12. Miss Hale is 
thoroughly acquainted  with the educa tion
al problems in this par t  of the country,  and 
thus was able to draw many il lustrat ions

f rom her  own experiences.  Her  task cen
tered about the problems of the youth of 
today. All th rough history the older gen
erat ion has believed tha t  youth was lower
ing its ideals. Time a f te r  t ime it has been 
asserted tha t  young people are conceited 
but  the assert ion is never cor rected to read 
tha t this conceit  later  tu rns  to poise and 
self confidence. It  was Lindbergh’s de te rm 
ination and firm belief tha t  helped him to 
succeed in doing what  had never been done 
before.  Women have long been s t ruggl ing 
for  equal rights,  and now some of the most 
responsible positions in the educational  
world are held by women. The field of 
education is a field of service, for  it is f rom 
the results of such work tha t  a nation is 
built.

That our  Colby Y. W. C. A. is the oldest 
T . W. in New England was one of the in
te rest ing facts b rought  out  at  the annual 
banquet  and installation of April 17. The 
old and new officers of the administ rat ion,  
dressed in white,  and the facul ty  members,  
sat at  a long table in one end of the dining 
room. Ella L. Vinal, ’28, of Nor th Scituate,  
Mass., acted as toastmistress for  the occa
sion. Speeches were given by Dean Rey
nolds; Har r ie t  Kimball,  ’29, of Eas t  Booth- 
bay, who told us of her  fun at Maqua last 
J une ;  Florence Young of Brockton,  Mass., 
the re t i r ing  president ;  and  the new presi
dent,  Carolyn Herrick,  ’29, of Augusta.

Af te r  the banquet ,  the meeting ad 
journed to the assembly room, where the 
installation of the new officers was held. 
The new officers for  the coming year  a r e : 
Carolyn Herrick,  ’29, of Augusta,  presi
dent ;  Helen A. Chase, ’30, of Houlton,  vice 
president ;  Elizabeth R. Beckett ,  ’30, of 
Calais, secretary;  and Alice W. Paul,  ’29, 
of Fo r t  Fairfield, t reasurer .  “ Fa i th— is 
the substance of things hoped for— the evi
dence of things not  seen.” We wish to the 
new adminis t rat ion the very best of luck—  
with fai th !

The following committees have been ap 
pointed:  Meetings,  Muriel MacDougall ,  E u 
nice Foye, Pauline Bakeman,  Lucy Chapin, 
and Ethel MacDougall ;  social, Lillian Morse, 
Ruth Pineo, Anna  Macomber,  Barbara  Lib
by, and Margare t  Moores; reception,  Vi r 
ginia Dudley and Ruth Norton.
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No r e p o r t  of  Y. W. act iv i t ies would  be 
comple te  w i t h o u t  m e nt io n  of  the  D e p u t a 
t ion teams,  fo r  the  dep u ta t i o n  te a m s this 
season have  gone  ou t  wi th an in te r e s t  and 
a zeal which has  no t  been fe l t  f o r  some 
years .  In coope ra t io n  with the Y. M. C. A. 
the  Y. W. C. A. has  given of its t a le n t  
some fif teen t imes  du r in g  the  course  of  the 
winter .  The  r ecep t io n  in every  town has 
been all t h a t  one could ask. Maine  people 
have  been mos t  cordial  in welcoming  the 
Colby women.  Mo rn in g  services,  S unda y  
school classes,  y o u n g  p eopl e ’s mee t in gs  and 
even in g  services  have  been  placed in the 
en t i r e  cha rge  of  the  teams.  Severa l  well 
p lanned  and  well conduc ted  socials have 
also been held in the  towns  visited.

The  te a m s  have  done  splendid work  and 
we have  eve ry  reason  to feel  th a t  it has 
been app rec i a t ed .  A recent  v is i tor  to Col
by has r e m a r k e d  t h a t  in a very  rea l way 
do de p u ta t i o n  te a m s add  to the value of a 
Y. W. C. A. and  t h a t  the i r  benefi t  is more 
tha n  one real izes  o f ten t imes .

It m ay be of in te r e s t  to note  the  places 
vi si ted:  Richmond,  Aug us ta ,  Ken ts  Hill, 
F a r m i n g t o n ,  Pit tsfield.  Lewiston  and  o the r  
n e a r b y  towns.  A m o n g  the  gir ls  who have 
composed  the te a m s a re :  Muriel  MacDou- 
gall,  F l orence  Young,  Lucy Chapin,  V i rg in 
ia Dudley,  E the l  MacDougal l ,  Mabel  Dol- 
1 iff, J a n e t  Locke and  H a r r i e t  Kimball .

Nex t  y e a r  we a re  looking  f o rw a rd  to the 
cont i nua t io n  of  this  service,  and  perhap s  on 
a b e t t e r  o rganized  and  la rg e r  scale tha n  it 
has had this  year .  The  Y. W. C. A. takes  
this o p p o r tu n i t y  to th a n k  the gir ls who have 
so wil l ingly given of  the i r  t ime  and  effort  
to f u r t h e r  this p rojec t .

F l orence  Young,  ’2b, has had some very  
in te r e s t i n g  exper iences  in the South  d u r ing  
the s u m m e rs  of 1926-28.  She has w r i t te n  
fo r  the Colb iana an acco u n t  of  a d a y ’s p ro 
g ra m  in a c o m m u n i t y  in the Ken tu cky  
moun ta ins .

“ Good m a w n i n ’, t eacher .  Will you-all  
let us use the  co lored penci ls  today ,  please 
m a ’a m ? ”

E v e r y  m o r n in g  a t  seven o’clock someone  
would be sure  to ad d re ss  the  com m un i t y  
w o rk e r  thus,  and  n o tw i t h s ta n d in g  the  fac t  
th a t  school did no t  begin f o r  an hou r  and

a half,  some chi ldren would a lways  be on 
hand.  One could hard ly  b lame th em  since 
they  had been up since f o u r  o ’clock in the 
morning .  Having  been placed in a mi n in g  
town way back in the K en tu c k y  m oun ta ins ,  
it was my privi lege fo r  th r ee  m on th s  to 
provide  me ans  w he re by  the  chi ldren and 
y oung  people of the  town mig ht  employ 
themselves .

It m ay  be in te re s t in g  to no te  w ha t  p e r 
haps would be inc luded in the d a y ’s p r o 
g ram  of the  C o m m un i ty  worker .  Rising 
a t  six o ’clock in the  m o r n in g  she would 
glance  over her  p lans fo r  the day,  ea t  he r  
b reak fa s t ,  and  read  her  mail  before  seven 
o’clock came and  the first pupi ls  a r r i ve d  at  
the school.

Baseball  was  the favor i te  gam e  du r in g  
this hour  and  a ha l f  befo re  school began .  
Since this was the coolest  p a r t  of the  day, 
it worked  in very  nicely.  A t  e igh t - th i r t y  
all the chi ldren would have a r r ived ,  a bou t  
fifty in all, r a n g i n g  in ages f rom  f o u r  to 
f ifteen.  All the boys wore  overal ls  and 
s t r aw  hats,  the girls p ina fo re s  and  sunbon-  
nets,  and eve rybody  was  bare foote d .

Being the  only teacher ,  the  w o rk e r  would 
st r ive to place the chi ldren s t r a teg ica l ly  
du r in g  the  devot ions so t h a t  while she e n 
erge t ica l ly  pumpe d the organ  and  ske tchi ly 
played the  tu n e  she could keep one eye on 
the  mos t  mischievous,  ye t  p r e te nd  to be 
e nw rappe d  in the s inging  of  “ When M o r n 
ing Gilds the  Sk y .”

A f t e r  the devot iona l  period  which las ted 
a bou t  f if teen minutes ,  came the  stories.  
This per iod af forded a shor t  b re a th in g  spell 
f o r  the worker ,  fo r  everybody  f rom  the  
smalles t  girl  to the  bigges t  boy sat  as q u ie t 
ly as anyone  possibly could,  while we were  
all t r a n s p o r te d  to fa i ryland.

A f t e r  the s tor ies  came the  rec re a t io n  
period and  it was an endless source  of  s a t 
isfact ion to teach  those chi ldren games.  
P la y g ro u n d  work  was unkn ow n in those  
pa r t s  and  the  read iness  and  del ight  with 
which these chi ldren g re e te d  new games  
ma de  it a rea l p leasure  to have  this period.

A f t e r  the  games  came the  h a n d w o rk  and  
this was the period t h a t  t r ied  o n e ’s soul. 
E ve rybod y  had to ma ke  the  same thing,  in 
so f a r  as they  were  able,  because  e x p l a n a 
t ions were  necessar i ly  too long and  ted ious
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to al low t ime for  individual  ins truc t ion.  
Invar iab ly  the appe a ra nce  of the hand work  
ma te r i a l s  was the sign fo r  genera l  d i s tu rb 
ance.  Everybody  shoved and pushed in o r 
der  to gain for  himse lf  a desired place to 
work.  The pro j ec t  for  the day was c a re 
ful ly expla ined in detai l  and then  the m a 
te ria l  was passed out.  Everyone  s ta r ted  
ea rnes t ly  to work,  the teacher  helping the 
smalles t  ones to ge t  a star t .  As the pro
jec t  p rogressed  and became more  difficult 
one would wish for  a hund red  eyes and 
han ds.

“ Teacher,  som eone ’s got  my pas te . ’’
“ If yer  d o n ’t look at  mine now, I ’ll t ea r  

it u p . ”
“ Please teacher.  I wan t  an orange  p en

cil.”
“ Lawsy!  Look a t  Joe,  h e ’s e a t i n ’ the 

pencils.  Might  h a ’ waited till we got 
th rough  us in’ t h e m .”

This ea t ing  of pencils is, by the way,  apt  
to be quite p reva len t  and the teacher  mus t  
cons tan t ly  be on guard  aga inst  the use of 
such re f re shm en ts .  Meanwhile,  the sun was 
high in the sky and  it was very hot. Hot, 
red faces  be n t  over the i r  work and  sticky 
hands  pulled at  the te a c h e r ’s dress and 
pa t ted  the i r  handw ork  until  it became quite 
bedaubed  with paste.  Paste was eve ry 
where,  and the c rayons began to melt ,  but  
at  last  each child had finished his work of 
a r t  fo r  the day and a m e r ry  scramble e n 
sued to clean up the room.

Pic tu re  for  yourse lves a bar ren ,  ugly 
room with benches and an organ.  The 
church  school is over for  the day and the 
chi ldren s tand in line. All a re  hot,  the 
smaller  ones are t i red,  but  all are t r iu m p h 
ant ly  c lu tching  the i r  work in thei r  hands.  
The good-by song is sung and school is dis
missed. Even now some few must  s tay to 
see wha t  the te acher  will do next ,  to in
qui re  about  the morrow,  to demand a pic
nic, to invite her to come home to d inner  
with them.  No, the i r  m o th e r  d id n’t say to 
ask the  teacher ,  but  she would like to have 
her  all the same.

At  last  they  a re  all gone and  the worker  
goes in to lunch. There  will be f ried 
chicken,  s t r ing  beans,  and iced tea any way ;  
one can a lways count  on these th ree  things  
gr ac ing  the table.  Dur ing  lunch a messen

ger  a r r ives  with the news th a t  the re  is a 
funera l  back yonder  a t  two o’clock and he 
had been sent  to fetch the  commun i ty  
worker.  Hast i ly lunch is finished, the  hymn 
books a re  collected and worker,  hymn 
books, and messenger  pile into a ra t t l y  
buggy to go the several  miles up the steep 
mount a in  road.  The sun bea ts  down u n 
merciful ly,  and to the tune  of how the 
person died, cause and effect, we cover the 
distance.  Proceeding a t  once to the “ b u r y 
ing g r o u n d ” we find a crowd ga thered ,  peo
ple having  come fo r  miles a round  to the 
“ bu ry in .” The anc ien t  p reache r  comes f o r 
ward and  informs the w orke r  she will have 
to sing “ In the Sweet  Bye and By e” while 
the coffin is lowered into the grave.  The 
worker  pr iva te ly wishes herse lf  in the bye 
and bye but  this is no place for  a rg um en t ,  
so amid the wai l ing and weeping  of the 
f r iends  of the depar ted  the poor communi ty  
worker  raises a quaver ing  voice to the  e f 
fect  tha t  “ we shall meet  on a beauti ful  
shore—-in the sweet  bye and bye .” The 
service closes and congra tu la t ion s  a re  p r o f 
fered on all sides for  the success of the 
fune ra l  and the well-satisfied mo ur ne rs  go 
to seek r e f r e sh m en ts  while the worke r  se
lects r iding down the mo unta in  with the c ir 
cuit  p reache r  r a th e r  than  bumping  down 
in the buggy.  Arr iv ing  on the ou tski r ts  of 
the village, it seems an oppor tune  t ime to 
make some calls. The next  two hours  are 
spent  call ing on women who are  found  rock
ing on the porch of the i r  cabins,  chewing 
snuff and expec tor a t ing  over the rail with 
the ease and precision born of years  of 
practice.

Supper  t ime usual ly finds a w ea ry  worker  
coming down the ra i lroad  t racks  toward  
her house. There  is bare ly t ime to clean 
up before  supper  and the  t ime is none  the 
p leasan te r  when it is discovered the well 
has gone dry and  a tr ip to the  creek is 
necessary.

A f te r  supper  there  mus t  be plans made  
for  the next  day. At  seven o ’clock the 
Boy Scouts a rr ive  and the next  hour  and 
a half  is spent  in drill of various  kinds. 
The worker  usual ly finds this a convenien t  
t -me to deliver  a l i ttle l ecture  on manners ,  
the boys are seriously admonished on the 
subjec ts  of chivalry and honesty,  the  sad
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resu l t s  of l iquor  a nd  nicot ine,  and  s u n d ry  
o t he r  subjec ts .

A f t e r  this  g r o u p  th e re  is inevi tably  some 
o t he r  m e e t i n g  to a t t e n d ,  e i the r  the  deacons  
g a t h e r  to discuss the  business of the church,  
or  th e re  is a reviva l  which  re q u i r e s  a t t e n d 
ance ,  o r  someone  is sick and  dut y  calls one 
there.  At  any  r a t e  th e re  is a lways  som e
th in g  to be done.

W h a t  I have  w r i t te n  is a model  day. In

be tween  t imes picnics an d  socials a re  p l a n 
ned and  executed ,  the  y o u n g  people r e 
hearse  fo r  a play, a nd  one visits c o n t i n u 
ally places th a t  one never  would believe e x 
isted outs ide  of s to ry  books and  movies.

Somet ime s  life is very  dull  and  d isc ou r 
aging,  some t im es  it is th r i l l ing  and  a lmos t  
too exci t ing,  b u t  w h a te v e r  it is, one ga ins  
r ich exper ience  and  fo rm s  new t ies which 
make  the  days live fo reve r  in o n e ’s memor y .

The  a b u n d a n c e  of ice this w in te r  has de
l ighted the h e a r t s  of those who en jo y  
speeding on the  “ b lades .” Not  only has  
this  class been satisfied, bu t  also those  who 
a re  le a rn i ng  the  a r t  of  us ing  ska tes  have 
found  o p p o r tu n e  chances  to reach  p e r f e c 
t ion th r o u g h  pract ice.

Our  unu su a l ly  fine s ka t in g  season was 
t e r m i n a t e d  wi th  our  ann u a l  ice carniva l  
held on the Foss  Hall  r i nk  the  even in g  of 
F e b r u a r y  22nd.  The  c h a r a c t e r  of the c a r n 
ival differed f ro m  those of p r ecedi ng  years.  
All those  p r e s e n t  took p a r t  in a ser ies of 
ga m es  and  compet i t ive  race s  which was 
s ta r te d  by a “ fo l lo w- the - l eader” march ,  
headed  by Miss Van N o r m a n  and  Helen 
W ym an .  The en t i re  p r o g r a m  was en joye d  
by all those who took  par t ,  and  ev ident ly  
by a fe w  o t he rs  who w a tc hed  f r o m  the i r  
windows.  R e f r e s h m e n t s  of  cocoa and  as 
sor ted  cookies were  re l i shed a f t e r  the  p r o 
g r a m  was  comple ted .

V o l l e y  B a l l .
The class te am s p layed  the  p re l im in a ry  

volley ball ga m es  W e d n e s d a y  a f te rn o o n ,  
March  14th. The uppe rc la ssm en  showed 
lack of pract ice  when they  were  m a tc hed  
wi th the  sophomores  and  f r e s h m a n  te a m s 
which have had the i r  r e g u l a r  class p r a c 
t ices all win te r .  The first gam e b e tw een  
the  seniors  and  sophomores  was won by the  
underc lass  by a score of 21 to 6. The  n e x t  
game  was  closer,  bu t  the  sophom ores  won,  
21 to 17.

The  j u n io r - f r e s h m a n  contes t  was  close 
and exci t ing.  The  ju n io rs  were  h a n d i c a p 
ped having  only six p layers  to the  f r e s h 
m e n ’s eight .  The f r e s h m e n  showed good 
sp i r i t  and  te a m  work,  and  won the  match .

The  sophomores  won the  final ga m es  
f rom  the  f re sh me n ,  and  became college 
champions.

G y m .  M e e t .

On Sa tu rd ay ,  May 21st,  the  a n n u a l  gym
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meet  was held on the a thle tic  field behind 
Foss Hall. Severa l  guest s  were  present .

Marches,  dances,  and gymnas t ic  exercises 
were  done by each of  the classes. Music 
was furn ished  by Ruth Park,  violin, and 
Paul ine  Waugh,  piano.  Many amusin g  and 
skillful  s t un ts  were  per fo rm ed  by the d i f 
f e r e n t  classes. The judge s  were  the Misses 
Margue r i te  Alber t ,  Boris  Hardy ,  Doris To- 
zier, and Helen Springfield.  Awards  of 
n um era l s  and le t te rs  were  made to those 
who had earned  them.  Helen Wyman,  the 
r e t i r in g  president ,  instal led the members  of 
the new board.

The pr og ra m  was as fol lows:
Marching,  F re sh m en ;  There  was An Old 

Man, Sophomores ;  Gymnast ics,  Fr e sh m en ;  
Reigan,  Sophomores ;  Dance of Greet ing,  
F re sh m en;  Gymnast ics,  Sophomores ;  The 
Circle, Fr e sh m e n ;  Eliza Jane ,  Yankee  
Doodle, Seniors and Juniors.

Frolic,  Fr og  Dance,  Siamese Sit, Hand 
Stand ,  Wicke t  Race, Sophomores and F re s h 
me n;  Obstacle Race, Seniors and Jun ior s ;  
Esquimo Roll, W heelba r row Race, Hor izon
tal Balance,  Sophomores and F r e s h m e n ; 
Zig Zag Ball Race, Seniors and  Ju n io rs ;  
Camel Walk,  Cent ipede,  Rocking Horse 
Race, Sophomores  and F re sh m en ;  T r a n s 
porta t ion  Race, Seniors and J un io r s ;  Merry 
Go Rounds,  Sophomores and F re sh m en ;  
Tug of War,  Seniors and  Ju n io rs ;  Songs;  
Instal la t ion  of New Heal th League  Officers; 
Aw ardin g  of Honors.

Dur ing  the past  four  years  the senior  
class has had a beacon of hope before  them 
cont inua lly,— tha t  they might  be able to fly 
the i r  final victory flag on the new gym 
floor, bu t  as the years  rolled by tha t  hope 
a l though growing  br igh te r ,  seemed to r e 
cede into the dim f u tu r e  beyond the ir  
grasp.

It is an undenied fact  tha t  the upper  
classes have little or no in te res t  in g y m 
nasium work,  and  this mus t  be due to the 
deplorab le  place which we a re  a t  p resen t  
obliged to call the “ Colby gi r l s ’ gym .”

We all have a rd e n t  hope fo r  a revival  
of the g ir l s ’ a thle tic  spiri t  when the new 
gymna s ium  begins to materia lize,  and there  
is little doubt  as to the abil i ty of the girls 
in makin g  this im po r ta n t  phase of ed uca 
tion a wor thwhile and enjoyable  success.

T h e  T i m e  T a b l e .
Altho i t ’s qui te  appal l ing,

I am convinced ’tis t r ue  
That  carefu l  plans we all mus t  make  

Fo r  the th ings  we wish to do.

A jo u rn ey in g  we all mu s t  go,
That  first I wish to state.

Then how and when and  where and  why 
We pause  to contempla te.

The guide to all the roads  and t rains  
We somehow mu st  procure,

For  if we wish to reach  our  goal 
Of  the way we must  be sure.

Some guides I can pe rhaps  suggest  
To help those on the i r  way 

Who find it hard to unde rs ta nd  
Wha t  the best t ime  tab les  say.

If sunny  climes you would en joy 
And calm would be your  days,

Then let your  nights  be eight  hours  long—  
Some had be t te r  mend the i r  ways.

We know tha t  food in r ight  am ounts  
A grea t  asset  can be,

But when i t ’s hur r ied  on its way 
I t ’s not  so good you see.

Of out  door  air,  a goodly dose 
Each day I do suggest .

I th ink  you 11 find at  least  an hour  
It well thus  to invest.

The way you walk, the way you look,
The way you s tand  or sit,

May be of very  grave  impor t 
W hen you would make  a hit.

So take advice f rom one who knows 
How fe tch ing  you would be 

And choose your  poise and  clothes and shoes 
A ith this good aim in view,

You cannot  know unt i l  you t ry  
How much good it ma y do.

A side t r ip I would next  suggest  
As you go on your  way;

A side t r ip tha t  we hope you find 
As good as any  play.
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A bui ld ing  ne w  th e re  is to be,—
You k no w  w he re  it will s tand ,

A nd  in it joys  of  m a n y  kinds,
By able m ind s  a re  p lanned .

A t  bowl ing  you m a y  t r y  y o u r  hand  
A nd  d e f t ly  prove y o u r  skill.

Of b a t t i n g  balls of eve ry  kind  
Y o u ’ll sure ly  have  y o u r  fill.

No bu lg i ng  be am s will th e re  be fo und  
To b o o m e r a n g  y o u r  ball ;

A nd m ig h ty  musc les  you will need 
If  you would hit  the  wall.

Y o u r  tenn is  s t rok es  of  every  kind 
You th e re  can prac t ice  well.

And w ha t  the  ou tcome  the n  will be 
Nor  m o r ta l  m an  can tell.

And  so we m ig h t  fo r  hou rs  go on 
To laud this  side t r ip  grand ,

But  if we say— this is bu t  ha lf  
I ’m sure  y o u ’ll und e r s t an d .

F o r  t h e r e ’s a l imit  to the  t ime  
T h a t  a ny  one should spend

In ta lk i ng  of the  ways and  me ans  
To r each  a j o u r n e y ’s end.

With  this  much help y o u ’ll sure ly  find 
A good s t a r t  can be made.

T h a t ’s ha l f  the  ba tt le ,  so they  say 
While the  gam e  of life is played.

C. B. V

Among Our Alumni
The n a m e  of Louise Helen  Coburn ,  one 

of  the  first women to be g r a d u a t e d  f ro m  
Colby, is well known  as the  nam e  of one 
of M a i n e ’s f o r e m o s t  poets.  H e re  is a b r ie f  
cl ipping  f ro m  he r  sister,  Grace Coburn 
S m i t h ’s ac co u n t  of “ Louise Helen Coburn,  
as Seen in H e r  P o e m s .”

“ Louise Helen Cob urn  was  born on the 
ba nks  of  the  Kenne be c  an d  has lived all 
he r  life within s igh t and  sound of its waters .  
The  Kennebec  ma ke s  an in te re s t in g  ne ig h 
bor  wi th  all the c h ang in g  moods.  Cold and 
gr a y  in the fall,  bur ied  deep  in ice and  
snow in w in te r ,  in spr ing  su rg in g  madly  
a long  b ea r in g  g r e a t  blocks of  ice soon to 
be fol lowed by th o u s a n d s  of  logs, th a t  
ma ke  piles of  g ia n t  j a c k s t r a w s  a t  the  foo t  
of  the  falls.  In s u m m e r  this  t e m p e r a m e n t a l  
Kennebec  is a p e r f e c t  p ic tur e  of  peace,  r e 
f lect ing se r ene ly  the  ove rh a n g in g  banks,  
the  g lory of  the  su nse t  a nd  the  r ad ia nce  of 
the  evenin g  s t a r . ”

I t  is a s u m m e r  even in g  boa t  r ide t h a t  Miss 
Coburn  descr ibes  in he r  poem “ K e n n e b e c ” 
which ap p r o p r ia te ly  gives its na m e  to her  
collect ion of  verses  no t  a lone  on account  of 
her  love fo r  Maine  an d  its bea u t i fu l  r iver ,

bu t  because  the  l ines a re  add re sse d  to her  
bro ther ,  to whose m e m o ry  the  book is ded i 
ca ted  :
I)o you mind  one evening,  b ro ther ,
Of  a f a r  aw ay  July,
How we gl ided up the river .
Ta lk ing  low to one ano the r ,
While our  eyes were  w a tc h in g  ever  
E v e ry  hue  upon the  r iver.
Eve ry  t i n t  upon the  sky?

Then we saw the evenin g  s t a r  
F lo a t i ng  f rom  its haven f a r  
In the shadows of the  wes t ;
W ax in g  ful ler ,  b r igh te r ,  c learer ,
Coming  nea re r ,  ever  n e a r e r  
Smi l ing  like a r a d ia n t  gues t  
In the  dull and d a r k e n in g  sky.

And  the  evening  s t a r  below 
In the t ide began  to glow 
Like some luminous,  whi te  jewel .
Hold ing  fire wi thin its b reas t  
T h a t  consumes  its h e a r t  as fuel  
A nd  back adown the  r iver  
In a broken  line did qu iver  
Wi th  a cons tan t ,  fine u n r e s t —
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While we glided up tlie r iver  
In tha t  long ago July.

Colby women are  always in t e res ted  in the 
careers  of successful  Colby a lumnae.  There  
a re  a gr ea t  m any  of them who have won 
recogni t ion in the i r  chosen fields. Mar jor ie  
Mills is the  d irector  of the Boston “ Herald-  
T r a v e le r ” Bet t e r  Homes  Bureau.  In a r e 
cent ly publ ished ar ticle “ W ha t  About  W o 
men T o d a y ? ” she discussed her  work and 
much of what  her  work has t a u g h t  her  
abou t  women today.  We quote  a pa r t  of 
the art icle h e r e :

“ W h a t  do you as college women think  of 
o ther  women?  Do you th ink  they a re  in 
different  mothers  and home-makers ,  selfish 
pleasure  seeking? Do you th ink  they are 
growing  more  loyal to o ther  women or more 
competi t ive  as a resul t  of business ex pe r 
ience? Do you believe the f u tu r e  g e n e r a 
tion is safe in the hands of the presen t  g e n 
erat ion of American women or do you be
lieve it is imper iled?

“ May I tell you what  my job has taught  
me about  women and  hope th a t  others  of 
you may take  up the discussion and car ry  it 
on. I edit  the w o m e n ’s page of a morning ,  
an a f te rnoon,  and a Sunday newspaper ;  
and tha t  is a s t imula t ing  task in these p ip
ing t imes when w o m e n ’s in te res ts  range  all 
the way f rom eugenics to cosmetics,  f rom 
applied psychology to s topping an a g g r a 
va t ing  run  in the i r  silk stockings,  f rom con
siderat ion of our Cent ra l  Amer ican  policies 
to the best  method  of preven t in g  the juice 
f rom r u n n in g  out  of a s t r aw be r ry  pie.

“ Newspaper  pages of the old type are 
gone forever.  A few recipes,  a few beauty  
hints,  a few choice pa ra g ra ph s  of advice—  
these compr ised the fe a tu re s  offered its 
women by a newspaper  even ten years ago. 
These were  definitely classified as w o m e n ’s 
inte res t s  and t ru s t i ng  edi tors doubt less be
lieved they  could go on rehash ing  this same 
dish indefinitely.  Equal ly  t ru s t in g — and 
equal ly  mi s t ake n— were  m a n u f a c t u r e r s  of 
whalebone , of hairpins,  of cot ton hose, and  
cot ton pe t t icoats  who, ten years  ago, looked 
fo rw ard  to u n in te r r u p te d  and increas ing 
demand for  the i r  products.

“ U nd e r  our very  eyes the whole scope 
and spir i t  of life is changing  today.  Women

pa r t icu la r ly  a re  go ing  t h ro u g h  a mos t  in
tense phase of t ransi t ion .  They a re  sub 
jec t  to the most  fiercely urgent ,  many-  
sided and  comprehensive  sor t  of  change  and  
ad ju s tm en t .  Two gene ra t io ns  ago women 
were  a lmos t  exclusively producers .  The ir  
whole adu l t  life was consumed in the  busi 
ness of a family.  To mate ,  to produce  a 
large family,  to sustain it, to toil fo r  it 
onerously,  and eventua l ly ,  accord ing  to s t a 
tist ics and the tombsto nes  in the  old church 
yards,  to bury  most  of  it. Women carded 
the yarn,  spun the flax, kni t  the socks, p ro 
duced all the food, for  the family.

“ Today  they are consumers  a lmost  ex 
clusively of goods produced outs ide  the i r  
homes. They can no longer  use themselves 
up if they would in the  immemor ia l  round  
of producing  and sus ta in ing  a family.  They 
a re released,  if we should call it released,  
to find o ther  out le ts  fo r  the i r  energy.  W o 
men are fever ish ly makin g  ad jus tm en ts ,  
reaching  out  for  knowledge  th a t  will help 
them tu rn  the i r  lives into useful  channels.

“ I am giving you an hones t  opinion based 
on fou r  years  contac t  with tho usands  of 
women in every walk of life, of every age, 
race and  degree of cu l ture  and intel l igence.  
Fr om  the sum of these contacts ,  I am f o r m 
ing my es t imate  of the goal toward  which 
women are t rave ling.  The th ing  th a t  im
pressed me was the u t t e r  s incer ity of the i r  
quest ions as to wh e th e r  they  had any  r igh t  
to make this sort  of ad ju s t m en t ,  the i r  e n 
tire unselfishness in wishing to earn  money,  
the i r  wil l ingness to sacrifice the i r  persona l  
welfare-—all the  thousand  things  women 
hold dear,  to do what  might  be best  for  
the i r  families.

“ It is a glor ious ad v en tu re  to them even 
with the most  l imited income, because  they 
real ize tha t  in rai s ing  a fami ly  they  a re  giv
ing the i r  b rains  and energy  in a supreme 
cont r ibut ion to the  race  and civil ization. 
They may be c rea t ing  homes as sane as 
the i r  g r a n d m o t h e r s ’, but  what  ab ou t  the 
a rm y  of girls who work?  They too have 
learned  the  gospel ot work  and  usefulness.  
Any girl  who has known the  gr ind ing  hours  
of work necessary to per fec t  herse l f  a t  a n y 
thing,  whethe r  it be music,  pa in t in g  or  a 
per fec t ly  typed  le t ter ,  is ma rke t ab le ,  has 
a t ta in ed  a sane v iewpoint  on life. They
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have  acqui r ed  the  h u m a n i t y  to w a r d  o the r  
wome n,  the  ins t in c t  of  t e a m  play t h a t  
comes f r o m  exp e r ie nc in g  ha rd  knocks.  They 
a re  b e t t e r  wives,  moth er s ,  c i t izens as a 
resu lt .

“ I am convinced t h a t  women are  no t  idle, 
p leasure- lov ing  or  u n h e a l t h y  in the i r  a t t i 
tud e  t ow ard  life. Am er i can  chi ldren a r e n ’t  
go ing  to the  dogs.  A m er i can  homes  a r e n ’t 
neg lec ted,  women are  as c lear  visioned and  
de pe nda ble  as our  g r a n d m o t h e r s  and  in a d 
di t ion they  a re  m uch  more  a le r t  and  ha v 

ing a much b e t t e r  t ime  out  of  life.
“ We are  t rave l l i ng  to w a rd  a s t a t e  of  so

c ie ty where  th e re  will be none  bu t  act ive 
and  hopeful  chi ldren,  where  women will be 
m a t u r e r  in out look,  less obsessed with the  
love s tory  and  e le m e n ta ry  a d v e n t u r e s  of 
life, less likely to be ‘a feveri sh,  selfish l i t t le 
clod of  a i lm en ts  and  g r ie v a n c e s ’ and  more  
cer ta in  to possess individual i ty,  c rea t ive  
power  and  t h o rough  going  recogni t ion  of 
the  t r u t h  th a t  the only las t ing  joy in life is 
u se fu ln es s .”

An in te r e s t ed  m o th e r  was  convers ing  with 
he r  s tu d ious  son.

Mo th e r :  “ And w ha t  a re  you s t udyin g  
n o w ? ”

Son:  “ We have j u s t  t a k e n  up the  s ub 
jec t  of  molecules .”

M oth e r :  “ Oh, I do hope y o u ’ll p ract ice  
cons tan t ly .  I t r i ed  to ge t  you r  f a t h e r  to 
w e a r  one bu t  he co u ld n ’t keep it in his 
eye .”

G o o d  M a n n e r s .

(Colbiana,  1916.)
When  to Colby you do go,
The re  is much t h a t  you should know;  
When upon the  s t r e e t  you walk,
Be not  bo is t ’ro us  in y o u r  ta lk;
Walk  not  more  tha n  two abreas t ,
Leave some s idewalks  fo r  the  re s t ;
Be decorous,  gen tle ,  sweet ,
To everyone  you chance  to meet .
In the  class room be polite,
Talk not ,  bu t  when you reci te ,
H a r k  to w h a t  the  sages say,
So you  m ay  be wise some day.
In church  on S u n d a y  m o r n i n g  be,
Not y o u r  n e i g h b o r ’s c lothes  to see.

But  to he a r  wi th open hear t ,
All the service does impar t .
Table  m a n n e r s  you m u s t  l earn 
When to the d ining room you t u r n  ;
Do not  lean upon the  table,
Folks  will th ink  you a re disabled.
Bite not  c r escents  f rom  your  bread .  
Break  it into bits instead.
Ask not  too soon fo r  mor e  meat ,
The server  also want s  to ea t ;
Do not  “ Sh !” ’Tis very  ru de  
Speak  in a more  quie t  mood;  
R em em b er !  Seniors first of  all 
As you pass into the  hall!
Never  s ta mp ede  up the  stairs,
R u b b e r  heels will l ighten cares;
Be carefu l  not  to slam the  door,
Nor  d ra g  your  fe e t  a long  the  floor;
T urn  y o u r  l ights out  sha rp  a t  ten,
And  do not  t u r n  the m  on aga in .
All these ru les  to us a re  sen t  
By ou r  S t u d e n t  Go vernme n t ,
Which soon, supremely ,  here  will re ign 
Th ru  toi l ing hour  and  m e r r y  game.

“ Time flies!”
“ How can I. the y  go so f a s t ? ”
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J a c k :  “ Why d o n ’t you like the new m us 
t a c h e s ? ”

Budge:  “ Why,  I do n ’t care fo r  them,  bu t  
i t ’s only a m a t t e r  of t a s t e .”

Ethe l calls her  man F o r re s t  ’cause h e ’s 
sort  of thick at  ( thicket )  t imes.

“ Has she a f r a t e r n i t y  p i n ? ”
College Cat :  “ No, bu t  she has a place 

fo r  one .”

Prof .  H e l i e : “ And what  do you need to 
pronoun ce  the na sa ls ? ”

F r e s h m a n :  “ A nose .”

Young  man who has been properly 
squelched:  “ And what  have you aga ins t  
m e ? ”

Young Lady,  on the other  side of Miss 
Van N o r m a n ’s office: “ No th ing .”

Dic t ionary for  the Guidance of the Fool
ish. Taken f rom the 1913 Colbiana.  (And 
it still applies.)

Agony— c.t., midyears.
Ae r ia l— adject ive.  According to a wise 

F re shm an ,  the species of dancing  ta ugh t  in 
the J u n io r  Gymnas ium class.

Chophouse— a resort  of the wicked— and 
hungry .

Colby— an inst i tu tion of high learning,  
s i tua ted  on the banks  of the Kennebec.  
Noted fo r  its beaut i fu l  co-ords, and its 
prowess on the athlet ic  field.

Colb iana— a paper  published by said 
co-ords. F am ous  for  its “ Yellow J o u r n a l 
ism.”

Church— a device employed by lovers.
Cr ibb ing— one of the fine arts.
D o u g h n u t— a Foss Hall luxury.
E x a m — a modern  repl ica of the to r tu re  

methods of  the Inquisi t ion,  employed by 
the professors fo r  the purpose of weeding 
out  the i r  classes.

Ex amp le — Exam of th ree  quest ions:
1. Give all the main  headings  con

ta ined in the tex t  book.
2. S ta te  the sub-divisions of the 

main headings.
3. Fill in main headings  and sub 

divisions.
Foss Hall— an abiding place,  an ad ju n c t

to Colby College. An obje c t  of t e r r o r  to 
the mascul ine  por tion of the  college!

Fr eshma n —  green phenomenon,  for  
which no explana tion  has ye t  been found.

Fl unk— an un co mf or tab l e  sensat ion,  in
volving the loss of a little p rest ige  and se lf 
apprec ia t ion.  “ No re ward  offered for  they 
a re gone  fo rev e r .”

H a g e r ’s— an im p o r ta n t  and  necessary a d 
ju n c t  to Colby.

His tory— par t icu la r ly E uropean ,  a cinch 
course,  noted for :

1. Easy exams.
2. Shor t  ass ignments.

I— a pronoun,  the most  popular  subject  
of conversat ion.

Insp i ra t ion— that  on which people de
pend in t ime of need, like a quiz. An a t 
t r ibu te  which is usually found  want ing.

Jo ke — an active as well as a passive verb. 
In the act ive it indicates an act ion highly 
p leasurable and enjoyable.  In the passive 
it produces th a t  sensat ion known as “ sore
ness.” The first is to be highly cul t ivated,  
the second assiduously avoided.

Ju ni o r s— no definit ion needed,  they 
speak fo r  themselves.

Kill-joy— the d e a n ’s knock on the door 
a f t e r  10 o’clock.

Messalonskee —  the college s t u d e n t ’s 
Heaven— unless caught  there  in a canoe 
( a f te r  ha lf  past  seven) .

Mid-years— c.t. agony.
Noth ing— describes what  is doing in Wa- 

tervil le at  any and all t imes.
Ought— a word usual ly used negatively.
One— a nu m b e r  nearly  as unpop ula r  as 

three.
Phi Beta Kappa— a condit ion which the 

majo r i ty  seem to be successful ly s tr iving 
to avoid.

P r e t e n d — an adject ive,  applying to the 
mir th  which gree ts  a p ro fe sso r ’s jokes.

Quiz c.t. exam.  A mild form,  popul ar 
ly supposed by professors  to real ly find out  
how much the s tu den t  knows.

Rushing— an exercise for  brains,  muscles,  
and nerves of all concerned.  Peculia r  to 
the first par t  of each school year ,  and  n o t 
iceable a f te rw a rd s  for  its absence.

S tu d e n t— a species read  about  as pecu
liar to a college.

T ro t— a common noun.
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U n i f o r m i t y — an unwise  qua l i ty  in ex 
am in a t i o n  papers.

X m as— a hol iday  ce le b ra ted  fo r  ab o u t  
two weeks  be for e  the  C hr i s t ma s  recess.

Y ou — a pron ou n.  May you all re ad  this 
publ ica t ion  w i t h o u t  u n k in d  slurs d i rected 
to w ard s  its edi tors.  W i t h  X, Y and  Z, we 
reach  our  des t ina t ion .  May all those  who 
read,  feel  only adm ir a t i on  !

Never  go in the  w a t e r  a f t e r  a h e a r ty  
meal— y o u ’ll ne ve r  find it there .

“ Door-bell ,  W oo d ie .”
“ T h a n k s — how m a n y  men are  t h e r e ? ”

T h e  P e r f e c t  C o - o r d  W o u l d  H a v e ----
“ Viv” Ru sse l l ’s lips.
“ B ub bl e s” F o x ’s individua li ty .
“ V i” B o u l t e r ’s f lapper  ways.
M a r g a r e t  H a l e ’s eyes.
“ M a n d y ” A l l e n ’s voice.
“ L u ” W h i t c o m b ’s sweetness .
“ P a t ” J o h n s o n ’s hair .
“ F r a n ” H a r t ’s smile.
Louise G r e a r s o n ’s impish look.
“ B a r b ” S h e r m a n ’s wit.
“ J a c k y ” R a n d a l l ’s daint iness .
A nn  M a c o m b e r ’s cuteness .

Phyl. ,  ’31.

W o n ’t I t  B e  G r e a t  W h e n — -
Our  gr an d ch i l d ren  do the i r  dai ly dozens 

in the  new gym.
We d o n ’t have  to dress  fo r  a pola r  ex 

pedit ion to go to Coburn.
We o u tg ro w  the  10.00 age,  and a late is

1 2 . 0 0 .

When some g ent le m en ta ke  Chemis t r y  a t  
11.00 on Wednesda y .

The gir ls a re  t r e a t e d  like individuals.
Cereal  is on ly  a b r e a k f a s t  food and  not  

a deser t .
The profs  ge t  spr ing  fever ,  too.
The  g i r l s  m o to r  on geology walks.
Quie t  hour s  a re  qu ie t  hou rs  and  not  

musicales.
Ivy Day ivy rea l ly  grows.
The  pr e se n t  gym is a coal-bin.
Foss  Hall  porch  boast s  a or thophonic .
S tudies  do not  i n t e r f e r e  with ou ts ide  ac 

tivit ies.
Colby is the  place whe re  men a re  men,

and  women are  women,  and  t r e a t e d  as such.

Pr of e ss or  P e rk in s :  And w h a t  was  the
cause  of the  h a rb o r  be ing d eepen ed ?

S t u d e : They  p u t  more  w a t e r  in it.

Mr. Kelsey:  W h a t  is an organiz er?
F r e s h m a n  : Oh, h e ’s the  m a n  t h a t  makes  

music in church.

E d i t o r :  We a r e n ’t  hav ing  our  p r i n t i n g
done  the re  any  more.

Ass i s tan t  E d i t o r :  Why?
E d i t o r :  They  put  “ A p p le s a u c e ” a f t e r

Dr. L ib b y ’s speech instead  of “ A p p la u se . ”

M i d n i g h t  O i l .
“ If  I ’m s t udyin g  when you  come in, wake  

me up .”— Selected.

F i r s t  S t u d e :  W h a t ’s the  select ion the  o r 
c h e s t r a ’s p lay ing?

Second St ude :  Go f e a t h e r  your  nest .
F i r s t  S t u d e :  Aw, go j u m p  in the  lake.

I asked you a civil quest ion.

Fr os h :  I came to see how I stand.
Pr o f :  I c a n ’t imagine .— Selected.

“ My Scotch boy f r iend  sen t  me his pic
t u r e . ”

“ How does it lo o k ?”
“ I d o n ’t know. I h a v e n ’t  had it devel 

oped y e t . ”—-Selected.

M. Hoyt :  Footba l l  is my favor i te  game.
W h a t ’s yours?

P. Mor in : Fr ied  venison,  I suppose.

Our  idea of a rea l Scotchman is a man 
who makes  his aer ial  ou t  of  b a rbed  wire so 
the  birds  c a n ’t sit th e re .— Selected.

B u t  a  F e w  M o r e  W i l l  D o  i t !

F o u r  Co-eds Chosen to Exhib i t  Calves 
Dur ing  S ta te  Fa ir .

O u r  O w n  S o n g  R e v i e w .

P la y g ro u n d  In The Sky— The g i r l ’s gym.
C a n ’t Help  Lov in’ T h a t  Ma n— “ W ilk y .”
’S W o n d e r f u l — Foss Hall m e a t  loaf.
Som eone  Should Tell T h e m — The F r e s h 

men.
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No Mat te r  How I t ’s Sliced I t ’s Always 
Baloney— Compliments f rom the Men’s Di
vision.

Good News— An hour  quiz.
Ole Man River— The Messalonskee. 
Dawn— The rising bell.
Oh Gee! Oh Joy!— Finals ahead! 
Everybody Knows I Love Somebody—  

Louise Grearson.
There  Ought To Be a Law Against  That  

— Foss Hall omelet.
How Long Has That  Been Going On?—  

Lu Small’s Ford.
High Hat— The Dekes.
Goldfish Glide— New Dutton House dance 

step.
Rain or Shine— Classes.
Fu nn y Face— ?
Hallelujah!— Dismissal bell.
Nothing Could Be Sweeter— Loganberry 

pie.
Why Oh W hy?— Eight o’clocks.
I t ’s Always The Way— Fish on Friday.  
Fee lin’ Good— Gym classes.
Consolat ion— Unexpected cuts.
Here in the Dark— Behind Foss Hall. 
Back In Your Own Back Yard— The 

clothes reel.
Jus t  a Memory— Spring vacation.

How the Elephant  Got His Long Nose.
Fa t he r  Adam built a cupboard in the corner 

of the Garden.
In it Eve put  his new suit,
All the records,  and his flute 

For  protection from the sun.

Fa th e r  Adam put  tha t  cupboard near  the 
spring behind some bushes;

Thought it sa fe r p ’raps to hide it,
But the nasty “ sa rp en t” spied it 

Saw the but ton on the door.

That  vile “ sa rpe n t” went  and tat t led,  told 
the “ animiles” about it—

So when Eve and Ad’’ were talking,
One and all they came a-flocking,

To the but ton on the door.

They drew lots, and then the el’phant  laid 
his foot  upon the but ton,

One by one the others follered 
Adam saw them and he hollered,

Then the t iger  slammed the door.

Slammed the door, and turned  the but ton,  
one and all took to their  heels,

All except  the Elephant .
He would like to but  he c an ’t 

With his nose shut  in the door.

See him tug and pull and twist  it! Hear  
him squeal in sad dismay.

Adam built  tha t  cupboard s t rong 
Poor  Old E lephan t ’s nose grows long, 

Ere he draws it from the door.

With a mighty wrench he frees it. Oh! 
How big! How very long!

Then he catches A d a m ’s eye 
In a brea th  he tu rns  to fly.

Adam thwacked him on the rump.

When the stock account  was taken,  ele
phant  came shuffling in,

Adam grinned.  “ T h a t ’s once I scored.” 
All the animals there,  roared ;

The hyena had hysterics.
A. G., ’29.

Professor  Haynes :  “ If you get  an A in 
this examinat ion I ’ll give you a bon-bon.” 

Je an :  “ Yes, and if I get  an F in this ex
aminat ion I ’ll give you a bom-bom.”

Conscientious pupil:  “ Keep still, the pro
fessor jus t  gave me a dirty look and told me 
to pass it on.”

Son : “Are flies flies because they fly?” 
Fa the r :  “ Yes, son.”
S o n : “ And are fleas fleas because they 

flee?”
Fa th er :  “ Yes, son. Why are you ask

ing me those quest ions?”
S o n : “ Well, I told teacher  today tha t  

bees are bees because they be.”

1 n  M  e m o r i a m .
T ’willeger st randed,
Co-eds sit
Ea t ing chocolates,—
Don’t care a whit.
Laughing sunshine,
St inging breeze,
Scanty dresses,
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Chilly knees,
Y a w n in g  mudhole .
Lovely mu ck ;
Two nice men 
A big Mac t ruck.
Chain hooked on,
Big t r u c k  yanks,
Girls drive on 
S ho ut i ng  thanks.
Providence?  No.
’Twas  j u s t  plain luck.
Blessings on you.
Big Mac t ruck.

“ Pol ly ,” ’29.

O d e  T o  a  C h o c o l a t e  C r e a m .

Hail  to thee,  sweet  morsel,
Bit  of nec t a r ed  cream,

Blend of suga red  sweetness,—  
Lovely, t as ty  dream.

All abou t  thy cen te r
A coat  of  velvet  brown 

Guards  thy  snowy whiteness.
How smoothly you go down.

As I think  abou t  thee,
Bit of n ec ta red  cream,

Some th i ng  down inside me 
Wishes you w e r e n ’t a dream.

“ Pol ly,” ’29.

“ Say, Carbona,  if ah tho t  a h ’d see you in 
ma h dreams,  ah w o u ld n ’t  wan t  to go to 
sleep.”

“ Have you hea rd  the old soak s o n g ? ” 
“ No, I ’ll b i te .”
“ I t ’s the ‘Warbly-warb ly  walk .’ ”

C a m p u s  S c r a p s .

One should go to chapel.  A p leasan t  nap 
re f re she s  one and makes  one b e t t e r  able to 
cope with Foss Hall vi tamins.

Las t  ye a r  there  was an epidemic of 
measles.  This ye a r  it was f r a te r n i t y  pins. 

The w o m e n ’s division has been  the m a k 

ing  of a t  least  one man.  Accord ing  to the  
a lum nae  the  girls made  “ The J u d g e ’s H u s 
b a n d ” a success.

“ Spr ig  has cub .” For  verification consul t  
the robins  in the  vicini ty of Foss Hall.

The seniors have been released.  Watch  
the i r  dust!

A S T A L L E D  INGIN
When Soli beems br i tely onn the sno,
And winz uv Mar teh  impeed thee cro, 
Then duth mi in fun t  muze  inspir  
Mi v e rd u n t  sole 2 toon its l iar;
Sew, feal in r u t h e r  pome-inkl inde  
Ive r i t  thee prompt in s  uv mi minde.

Whn i wuz yun g  and  inn mi pryme 
(How swift l ie role thee wheals uv tyme)  
Know tho t t  2 mee wuz br i te r  than 
Mi wish 2 bee a collig maim.
I lyngered long inn shadie nooks 
P e r p r e x t  with synkers,  lynes and  hooks, 
And cherishin this tho t  uv mine,
I d reemed benee th thee f r a g r u n t  pyne,
Til fos te red  bi lokwashus brooks 
Mi bent  f u r  lurnin t u rn e d  f r u m  books. 
Thee creekin myll  wheels cauld 2 mee,
A gilded vishun didd i sea,
And lyke Kyng Sproose, f u r  magick kash 
I sold thee monach oke and  ash.
But t  naow, tho i hev golde ga lower 
Mi e j ik a sh un’s veri pore.
Sew lurn a lessun f r u m  mi fay te 
And heede thyss warnin.  ea r  2 layte,
A theefe  maye  steele a m ise r ’s golde,
An ej ikashun ka n t  bee solde.
But t  hea r  i a m m ;  i loste mi queste;
Mi so n’s a-sinkin inn thee weste.
I sea, twards  collig lookin bak.
Mi ingin stalld uppon thee trak.  
til Gaybril l ,  when he bloes his h o m e  
Uppon thee rezzerekshun  morne  
Mi ign ru n t  minde shood tri  2 test ,
Ide anser  hymn mi veribest ,
But t  heeve aim unaval in si,—
Mi spellin wood knot  git  mee bi.

Paul  Warr .
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AUNT CLARA’S COLUMN FOR CO-ORDS.
Dear  A u n t  Clara :

I ju s t  know I ’m fa l l ing in love. I mean  I 
know I am. And he is the  most  adorab le  
thing.  I see him every m orn in g  on the 
campus  bu t  even tho he has danced with 
me several  t imes,  he bare ly  speaks.  Oh. 
A u n t  Clara,  it is the  d i sappoin tm en t  of my 
life. How can I ge t  him to notice me? 
I have seen him walk ing with o the r  girls 
and  I know I am a t t rac t ive .  Is it because 
I h a v e n ’t “ i t ? ” Please,  please, A u n t  Clara 
tell me what  to do.

In agony,
S. O. B.

P. S. He has l ight curly hair  and his
eyes a re  so b l u e !

Dear  S. O. B.
Your  case is only one more  exact ly like 

dozens of others.  The e te rna l  p roblem—
If  you see him approach ing  in the dis

tance begin cha t te r ing  vivaciously to the 
ne ares t  girl f r iend .  If  he is coming  f rom 
the left ,  look back nonchalan t ly  over the 
r ig h t  shoulder.  Laugh girlishly. If  he has 
on th a t  b lank expression habi tua l  with the 
m e n ’s division cont inue  in an even louder 
tone.  Nod to him br ight ly  with a ravishing- 
smile. If  the  smile is sufficiently ravish ing  
he will pause.  Ask him for  the next  psy
chology ass ignment .  Then use this l ine—

You:  W h a t  shall I do? I c a n ’t get  the
book f rom the l ibrary.

He : I can tell you what  it is.
You:  Do you th ink you can tell me a n y 

th ing?
f ie :  Y o u ’d be surprised.
This will give you a chance to show your  

own wit and  make him think  himse lf  a very 
devil of a fellow. Do not  let him escape 
unt i l  a definite me e t in g  has been a r ranged .  
Wave  a careless good bye and has ten away 
befo re  he has t ime to th ink  clearly.

A u n t  Clara.

Dear  A u n t  Clara:
I have been going with a young  man for  

fifteen years.  Last  nigh t  he seemed on the 
po in t  of proposing.  I do not  feel th a t  I 
know him well enough to talk in t imate ly 
with him. I am in a quandry .  Should I 
encourage  him?

I wish I knew.

I wish I knew:
Cer ta inly not. He may have thr ee  wives 

in Cincinnati .
A u n t  Clara.

Dear  Au n t  Clara:
I am very good looking and the boys a re  

all c razy ab ou t  me. Papa  doesn’t like to 
have me go out  with the boys and I c a n ’t 
keep them away f rom the house. I do n ’t 
w an t  them to annoy  Papa.  W h a t  can I 
do?

Angel  Face.

Dear  l i ttle Angel  Face :
No wonder  you a re  t roubled.  You are  

a sweet  little girl to be so cons iderate  of 
your  Papa . Hali tosis will do it. You must  
be the fifth. Change  places with your  
neighbor.

Aunt ie  Clara.

Dear  A u n t  Clara :
I am six te e t  four  inches tall and weigh 

254 pounds.  I have quant i t i es  of pale ye l
low hair.  My eyes a re  of  inexpressibly 
delicate blue. I have a n a tu ra l ly  vivid 
color. In spite of  my height  I am not  
gawky as so m any  real ly  tall girls are.  I 
am quick and birdlike.  W h a t  should I wear?

Narcissa.
P. S. I am a little cross eyed.

N a r c i s s a :
A n y th in g  you can ge t  into.

A u n t  Clara.
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C O BU R N  C LA SSIC A L IN S T IT U T E

W aterville, 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, m eeting require

ments of all colleges.
The Household Arts, Music, Religious Education and Pre-Tech- 

nical 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.

i

)
♦

♦
♦
♦
♦

»
»
♦
♦

»
t
♦

*

♦
♦

»
♦

♦
♦

»
»

♦

COLBY C O LLEG E

W aterville, Maine

Courses  lead ing  to the degrees  of A. B. and  S. B.

I

»

F o r  Cata logue ,  address  

MALCOLM B. MOWER, Registrar 
Waterv i l le ,  Maine
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j City Job P rin t V erzoni Bros.
1 PRI NTING and ENGRAVING i

Choice F ru i t ,  Pure  Ice Cream

140 Main S tree t,  W aterville , Maine \

1 S a v i n g s  B a n k  B u i l d i n g

W A T E R V IL L E  MAINE
Compliments of

j --------------------- A FRIEND

C arleton P. Cook
♦ Headquar te rs  for W aterville

BOOKS, STATIONERY and
Savings Bank |

SCHOOL SUP PL IE S
W ATERV ILLE,  MAINE |

130 Main St reet j
- W ATERV IL LE,  MAINE EM

! SUPERB GIFTS FOR ALL President ,  Ora A. Meader  j
j SEASONS Treasurer ,  Albert  F. Drummond {

The Store of Quality !
FIN E STATIONERY L. G. Bunker, M. D.

! F. A. H arrim an WAT ERV IL LE,  MAINE

1 98 Main S t reet Tel. Office, 49-W

J J E W E L E R  AND OPTICIAN
Practice limited to the t r e a tm e n t  of •

MARY I. NASH the eye, ear, nose and th ro a t  t

I Former ly  Kru tz ky ’s

LA D IE S ’ HAIR DRESSING
Compliments of

i Tel. 319-W
| 100 Main Stree t,  Watervil le Dr. F rederic  A. H atch j

DENTIST |
S u i t e s  3 0 1 - 3 0 2  P r o f e s s i o n a l  B u i l d i n g

Telephone 1620



T H E  C O L B IA N A

!
T u rco tte  C andy  Shoppe
HOME MADE CANDY,  SODA, ICE 
CREAM, FRESH  & SAL TED  NUTS

189 Main St., Waterv i l le ,  Me.
! Opp. P o s t  Office Tel. Con.

j O. A. M EA D E R

I W holesa le  d e a le r  in

J F R U I T  A ND P R O D U C E

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

j

W aterv ille  S team  
L aundry

145 Main S t r e e t  I

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

Compl ime nts  of  j
1

B. D. W olm an, D. M. D.

4 0 2  P r o f e s s i o n a l  B u i l d i n g
♦

9 Chapl in S t re e t ,  Waterv i l le ,  Maine 

Te le ph one :  50 a nd  51

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

Tel. 1300

T H E  ELM W O O D , W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E

TR Y

Hager’s
HOT D R IN K S  fo r  COLD W E A T H E R  

C A NDIE S,  ICE C R E A M  AND SODA

Ladies and Misses 
High Class 

Ready-to-W ear 
Garm ents

S. E. W hitcom b Co.
F I N E  G R O C E R I E S  

M E A T S ,  F I S H  

Provis ions of  all kinds 

Service  and  Qual i ty  unexcel led

Tel. 261 and  262 81 Main St.

C O R S E T S ,  G L O V E S  A N D  

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

W ardw ell D ry G oods 
C om pany

W A T E R V I L L E

♦
♦
Ii
♦
♦
I

♦
♦
»
*
1
•
I
1
1
•
»
♦
»
1
i

*

♦
♦
1
*

*
I
«
»
I
♦
»

♦

♦
»
)
I
I



48 THE COLBIANA

Dry Goods 
Millinery 
Ready-to-Wear 
Shoes

At prices which pass on to you the 

savings made possible by the buying 

power of 676 stores.

The Lovering Hair Store
129 MAIN ST RE ET

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

The Little G ift Shop
Exclusive Line of Novelties 

Circulating Library 
56 Temple S t ree t

NE LLIE  K. CLARK

REDINGTON & CO.
HOUSE FU R N IS H ER S

Furni ture ,  Carpets,  Rugs, Crockery,
Stoves, Mirrors,  Mattresses,

Always Better Furniture 
at Lower Prices

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

HARD WARE  HEATING

PLUMBING

W. B. ARNOLD CO.
107-9 Main Street ,  23 Temple St ree t  

WATERV IL LE,  MAINE

W. L. CORSON
FILMS DEV ELOPED  AND 

PRI NTED
Photographic  Views Fine Work

66 Main St ree t

JO N E S’
S a n i t a r y  B o b b e r  S h o p

H a i r d r e s s i n g  P a r l o r

HAIRBOBBING, MARCELING 
MANICURING 
Our  Specialt ies

PERMANENT WAVE, 810
Upstairs

Tel. 1069 29 Main St.

Compliments of

A Friend

Sororit ies,  A t t e n t i o n !

M itchell Flow er Shop
FLO W ERS  FOR ALL OCCASIONS !

144 Main Street ,  Watervil le,  Me. j
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L. H . S O P E R  CO.
D e p a r t m e n t  S tore

DRY  GOODS 

G A R M E N T S  

M I L L I N E R Y  

V I C T R O L A S  

and

V I C T O R  R E C O R D S

L. H. S O P E R  CO.
M AIN  S T R E E T

F O R  DRUGS,  K O DAKS,  P H O T O  

S U P P L I E S  AND T O I L E T  

A R T I C L E S  

Go to

D eO rsay ’s D rug  S tore
70 Main  St.,  Waterv i l le

HOT D R IN K S  AND 
L IG H T  L U N C H E S  a t

SPEAR’S

F R E S H  H O M E -M A D E  
C H O C O L A T E S  AND 
C A N D I E S  a specia l ty

The |
Ticonic j

National Bank
O F F E R S  j

A C O M P L E T E  B A N K I N G  

S E R V I C E
i

conduc ted  u n d e r  the  d i rec t  

superv is ion of the  

U N I T E D  S T A T E S  •

G O V E R N M E N T

114 Years Continuous Business
Waterv i l le ,  Maine  j

A lle n ’s D rug S tore

T H E  S T O R E  T H A T  D O E S A 

S T R I C T L Y  DRUG B U S I N E S S

118 Main S t r ee t ,  Waterv i l le ,  Maine  

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

T he H. R. D unham  Co.

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

!___________ _____ ..______ „__ •
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C ANTIL EVERS  and 
j DOROTHY DODDS

J AT THE

G allert Shoe Store
51 Main St ree t  

All the Newest  Styles in 

FO OTWEAR

Em ery-Brown Co.
i

Department
Store

•
•
»

The Store of Dependable Quality
1

WATERV ILLE,  MAINE {
•
l

♦ Compliments of
i
»
(j

• Larkin Drug Company M. V ictor Cam pbell |
•

1 Main St., Watervii le Studio
i

Tel., Office 1043, Res. ,1012-W
•i

j M. M. Small, M. D. DISTINCTIVE !
♦

♦ 28 Common Street ,  Watervii le PORTRAITS
t Pract ice limited to diseases of the Eye 

1 -----------------------------------------------------

f
»
Ij

| CH O A TE MUSIC
•

50 MAIN ST. J
»

COM PANY i
---------------------------------------------- ----------  *

♦
•

VICTROLAS
♦
♦
«

M ILADY’S !
SH E E T  MUSIC •

LINGERIE SH O PPE
VICTOR RECORDS I

•I

PIANOS Dresses
MUSICAL IN ST RU M ENTS Silk U nderw ear \

M illinery
RADIO

1

M 92 MAIN STREET J
•

Savings Bank Building T. A. GILM AN !
•

OPTOMETRIST |
W A TER V IL LE,  MAINE Broken Lenses Replaced |

40 Main Street ,  Watervii le,  Me. j
I
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