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A KISS OF JUDAS.
An angu lar ,  black, percale  ca t before  

the fireplace cast an enorm ous shadow into 
the t in y  da rkened  ap a r tm en t ,  so th a t  only 
a few  lights from  the blaze within could 
catch  one an o th e r  upon the Chinese brass 
ab o u t  the  room. Aside from  the soft  w hir
r in g  of the blaze, the little place was silent, 
b u t  no t peace fu l;  the changing  of the 
shadows m ade the darkness  seem w rith ing  
in unres t.  P resen tly ,  however, with a soft 
rum ble  a window in the co rner  of the room 
opened.

“ D am n !” it  was a sweet voice fo r  such 
a world of feeling, and with it came the 
so f t  odor of a perfum ed  c igare t te  as the 
voice continued, “ th e re ’s an o th e r  perfec t ly  
good m anicure  ru ined  fo r  this w orld .” And 
following these words were soft sounds of 
someone climbing th rough  the window, and 
of the  window closing, and of foo ts teps 
m oving across the room. The black ca t 
was kicked uncerem oniously  from  its place 
of dignity , as into the restless firelight s tep 
ped a young  girl, her  s lender figure w rap 
ped in a short, Chinese silk coolie coat, 
o range  like the fire’s flame and black like 
the  stuffed c a t ’s shadow. She kne lt  on the 
h e a r th  to offer a b leeding finger fo r  inspec
tion. “ Hellish n igh t  fo r  Dick to expect me 
to s tand  ou t there  on the fire-escape, even 
fo r  the  news he had to b re a k .” She sa t 
now upon the  soft  o r ien ta l  ru g  and moved 
he r  sh ivering  knees closer to the fire, as 
she held the  black ca t to her  side where it,

like its mistress, s tared  though tfu lly  a t  the 
blaze. Its round, glassy eyes and knobby 
head offered a s trange  co n tra s t  to the  dark  
almond shaped eyes and the sheared  b u t  
certa in  curls of its mistress.

“ Kiki dea r ,” she squinted  slantwise eyes 
a t  the cat, “ don ’t  tell a soul w hat I ’m going 
to do now, ju s t  keep it behind your whis
kers, Kiki, will y o u ? ” And laying her  c igar
e tte  upon the hear th  she reached  fo r  a 
small Chinese penknife  on a stand  nearby. 
“ Now Kiki, as the dentists  say, ‘this may 
h u r t  a l i t t le ,’ bu t be a brave, dear  ca t  fo r  
your  m is tress’ sake .” Slowly she cu t a slit 
in the seam along the c a t ’s back and poked 
abou t with a finger in the saw dust of his 
in terior . Then from  her le f t  w rist she 
unclasped som ething which a t  once th rew  
the rays of firelight th a t  fell upon it into 
a p e rfec t  profusion of b r igh tness;  each 
little beam was split into a thousand  parts ,  
and each p a r t  p rom ptly  began a duel with 
ano th e r  part ,  the while weilding a g l i t te r 
ing sword of light. This circle of qu iver
ing brigh tness  she inserted  within the dark, 
enveloping sides of the cat, covered it 
abou t  with sawdust, and then with carefu l 
precision, despite her  to rn  and  th robb ing  
finger nail, sewed him to ge the r  again.

“ There, honey, was th a t  so bad? And 
now, k i t ty ,” she unconsciously lowered her 
voice, “ Y ou’re the most valuable old, black, 
percale  cat in the w orld .” S tand ing  him 
once more in his position of au thori ty ,  she
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r e tu rn e d  to lock the  window.
She had  rem oved  the  coolie coat and  

w as s tan d in g  a m o m en t  in b lack satin  
Chinese p a jam as  be fo re  the las t  flicker of 
the  fire when the  te lephone  ra n g  fro m  a n 
o th e r  room  of the  small a p a r tm e n t .  I n 
s tinctively , she qu ivered  a l i t t le  a t  the  j a n g 
ling  tone , b u t  by the  t im e she had reached  
the  te lephone, she was able to p u t  a stifled 
yaw n behind the  sleepy “ Hello” which she 
sen t  into the t ra n sm it te r .

“ Oh, yes, Phyllis. W hy— I was asleep, 
t h a t ’s all, dea r ,— did my voice sound 
husky? B u t w h a tev e r  is the  m a t te r ,  call
ing me a t  th is  ho u r  of the  n ight, when you 
know  my w eakness  fo r  r e t i r in g  early?  
W h a t?  Dick took  you to the  dance— well 
t h a t ’s all r igh t,  y o u ’re still engaged  to him, 
a r e n ’t  y o u ?— W hy, honey, yo u r  voice 
sounds all t rem b ly !  Listen, dear, ru n  over 
and  tell me all ab o u t  it. I ’ll w ait  fo r  you 
by the  e levator. All r ig h t?  H urry ,  th e n .” 

She hun g  up the  rece iver  and  came back 
to  reaw ake  the  now sleeping fire and  when 
the  room  was once m ore filled w ith  tw in k 
ling lights and  shadows, she pulled pillows 
onto the floor, an d  tak in g  the  black ca t  in 
h e r  arm s, she cuddled down to aw ait  the  
sound of the  e levator.

I t  was n o t  long befo re  she hea rd  it come 
b um ping  and  sliding up the  fo u r  stories 
and  ru n n in g  ou t into the  hallway she stood 
w a it in g  by the  iron door. I t  came to a 
s top a lm ost  w ith  a bound as Phyllis, her 
confused  blonde ha ir  and  wide blue eyes 
peep ing  in ag ita t ion  over the  high collar 
of a g ra y  squ irre l  wrap, pushed back with 
small white fingers the heavy  intervening- 
doors.

“ Ju d i th ,  take  me to you r  fireplace! 
T h a t ’s the  only place in the  world w here I 
can th in k  s t r a ig h t .”

J u d i th  pu t  he r  a rm s  ab o u t  the  t rem bling  
child-like girl, and with ten d e rn ess  in her  
a lm ond eyes, kissed w ith  w arm  lips, he r  
cheek, cool f rom  the  n igh t wind outside.

“ Listen, Phyllis, w h a tev e r  the  m a t te r  is, 
d o n ’t  be so f r ig h ten ed .  I never  saw you 
so pale in spite of ro u g e .”

She led he r  f r ien d  to the pillows befo re  
the  fire. “ Give me yo u r  coat, and  sit down 
there .  M eanwhile, u n b u rd en  you r  m ind .” 

“ Ju d i th ,  m y b race le t— you know the  d ia 

m ond one, the  only rea l ly  valuable  th ing  
I possess— i t ’s gone, Ju d i th ,  gone— ”

“ Phyllis, my dea r!  W hen, w h e re ? ”
“ T onigh t a t  the  dance! T hank  heaven, 

Dick was danc ing  w ith  me when I discov
ered th a t  it was gone. I ’d have died with 
anyone  else. Dick was such a dea r  about 
it, he took me home and  w en t  s t ra ig h t  fo r  
the  police. A nd now— .” The firelight
caugh t in two little  pools in the  corners  of 
Phyllis’s eyes each of which lengthened  
into two little  sh in ing  r ivu le ts  down her 
cheeks and  splashed off he r  qu ivering  white 
chin. “ And now, I cou ldn’t  s tand  it  a lone; 
and  you know, Ju d i th ,  how I always come 
ru n n in g  to yo u .”

“ Yes, darling , you know I ’d be horribly 
jea lous  if you w en t to anyone  else. Listen, 
did you say Dick had gone fo r  the  police? 
Will he know  w here— ”

"Oh, yes, I told him I would come here 
and  I suppose he knows I always do.”

“ Is he— ”
" — Coming here?  Yes, I expect him any 

t im e .”
“ Then I suppose m y coolie coat w ouldn’t  

be ou t of place.
“ Now m y dear, fo rg e t  you r  w orry  fo r  

awhile, because Dick is bound to ge t  it 
back fo r  you. T ou know i t ’s a lm ost a slo
gan am ong  us women, th a t  Dick never 
fails once h e ’s s ta r te d ;  and  people can ’t 
s teal a th in g  like you r  d iam ond bracele t  
w ithou t  a lm ost ce r ta in  d iscovery .” Ju d ith  
rose f rom  the fire. “ W ould tea  be a com
f o r t ? ”

“ I ’d love it. Y ou’re so re s tfu l ,  Ju d i th —  
I like your  black cat. Do you know, on the 
way to the  dance ton ight, a rea l  black cat 
ran  across our p a th  and  I scream ed, and 
told Dick I was going  back home, b u t  he 
said fo r  me no t to be r id iculous and  almost 
d ragged  me along. I wish I h a d n ’t  le t  him, 
then  m aybe I w ou ldn ’t have lost my b race
le t .”

Ju d i th ,  f rom  the  l i ttle  k i tchene tte ,  ap 
peared  in the  doorway, long enough to 
m ake up a face a t  Phyllis, who still sa t  to y 
ing with the black percale  ca t  befo re  the 
fire.

“ Y our going  to fo rg e t  bad luck and 
every th in g  else bad fo r  a while, Phyllis 
dear. Now be a good girl and  come fill the
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s u g a r  bowl fo r  me, will y o u ? ”
The g ir ls  had  finished th e i r  tea , w hen  the 

sound  of the  e lev a to r  w as h e a rd  aga in  in 
the  hall.

“ T h e r e ’s D ick!”
“ Yes, Phyllis  dear ,  I ’ll go to the  door. 

T ry  to  be ca lm — m en h a te  hys te r ica l  w o
m e n .”

“ Hello Dick, b lack  ca ts  and  d iam ond  
b race le ts  seem to be the  them e  of th is  m id 
n ig h t  p a r ty .  You g o t  the  police, of co u rse .” 

Dick u n o b tru s iv e ly  pressed  h e r  hand  
w here  it r e s ted  on the  doorknob.

“ I should hope to say I did, I g o t  ’em all 
tu rn e d  ou t  and  s ta n d in g  on t ip to e !  Hello, 
P hy ll is .” He pulled  a cha ir  n e a r  w here  she 
sa t  on the floor. “ My dear, give me your  
hands. Y our  fingers a re  cold, darling , have 
you been  v e ry  f r ig h te n e d ?  By the  way, 
I ’m k eep in g  th is  business  ou t  o f  the  papers. 
I th o u g h t  y o u ’d p re f e r  it  t h a t  w a y .”

“ Oh Dick, tell  me, is th e re  a n y  chance 
of— ”

“ All the  chance  in the  world, Phyllis. I t  
m ay  tak e  th em  a few  days, b u t  I gave them  
a p e r f e c t  descr ip t ion  of the deta ils  and  
y o u ’ll su re ly  g e t  i t  back. Now I th in k  it 
would  be b es t  fo r  y o u r  t i red  li t t le  eyes 
to go to sleep. They  look p re t ty  heavy, 
sw e e th e a r t ,  and  J u d i th  will le t  you s tay — ” 

“ Oh rea lly , Dick, I— ”
“ Of course , sh e ’s go ing  to s tay  w ith  me. 

Phyllis  y o u ’re  h a lf  asleep th is  m in u te .”
“ I rea l ly  am v e ry  sleepy, m aybe  if— if—

Dick, da r l in g — if— ”
“ I ’ll c a r ry  you Phyllis, y o u ’ve had  a h a rd  

n ig h t .”
“ Dick, Dick y o u ’re a— a— oh Dick— !” 
“ T here ,  she ’s gone to sleep a l re a d y .” 
Dick ca rr ied  h e r  to the  small bed room  

while J u d i th  tu rn e d  on the  l igh ts  in the  
fireplace room. E v e ry  ob jec t  in the  room  
stood out, now, in ce r ta in  bril l iance , f ro s t  
on the  g lass beh ind  the  heavy  d rap e r ie s  a t  
the  w indow ; the  sh in ing  b rass  incense po t  
a ro u n d  which curled  a scaley Chinese 
d ragon  and  a dagger-shaped  pap e r-k n ife  
on the  li t t le  fireplace s tand . All such li t t le  
th ings  w ere  vividly plain in the  e lec tr ic  
l igh t as J u d i th  p u t  ou t  the  fire and  e n 
veloped herse lf ,  p a ja m a s  and  all, in Phyllis  
squ irre l  coat. Dick re tu rn e d  f ro m  the  b e d 
room  w ith  a b row n trave l-case  in his hand .

“ R eady  Ju d i th ?  The b o a t  leaves a t  f o u r  
A. M., i t ’s th re e - th i r ty  now. I l e f t  h e r  in 
y o u r  bed, and  w e ’ve g o t  all k inds of t im e 
b e fo re  anyone  finds her. She’s gone on a 
t r ip  a b ro ad  as my wife, the  p ap ers  will tell 
you to m o rro w  m o rn in g .”

“ I p u t  i t  in h e r  tea , Dickie dear. Open 
the  suit-case, Kiki c a n ’t  w a it  to climb in. 
H e ’s go ing  w ith  us, you kn o w .” She w inked  
one alm ond eye up a t  him.

“ Ju d i th  darling , l e t ’s m ake a kiss the  
very  las t  th in g  th a t  happens  in our  l i t t le  
a p a r tm e n t .  Come here  to me d ea r ,—  
dam ned  if you d o n ’t look well in g rey  squir-

THE THEATRE.
As T im othy  w alked  a long  the  road , his 

w e a ry  soul d ra n k  in the  soo th ing  b e a u ty  
of the  snow -covered  n a tu re  a b o u t  him. He 
w as b o und  fo r  Single P ine  Cabin and  his 
p a th  led th ro u g h  the  woods. The p a th  had 
been g ra d u a l ly  b ro ad en ed  by the  passing  
of m a n y  fee t ,  team s, an d  finally by the 
e v e r -p re sen t  au tom obile .  As he w alked  
a long, T im o th y  m used  upon the  m echanic  
a t t i tu d e  th a t  was so ev iden t  in e v e ry th in g  
in th is  c iv ilization  of today . Even n a tu re  
in the  deep woods w as n o t  inviolable  to  the 
in v en ted  p ro d u c ts  o f  E d ison ian  im a g in a 
t ions!  T he snow  over  which T im othy

trave lled  was m idw ay  m a rk e d  by hoofs  and  
on the  sides by the  t i re s  of an au tom obile .  
W hy gaze a t  y o u r  fe e t  or even a t  the  p a th  
when on bo th  sides— all a b o u t  in fac t ,  n a 
tu re  had clo thed he rse lf  in h e r  w in t ry  
shawl,— a v e ry  lovely shawl covered  w ith  
spa rk ling  hand iw o rk  of m in u te  design w ith  
here  and  th e re  a g l is ten ing  tasse l of i c e ! 
T im o thy  looked up— up a t  a b e a u t i fu l  tw i
l igh t sky. The bowl above him w as as a 
th e a t r e  p i t  deco ra ted  in simple to n es  of 
pow der  blue an d  g re y  to em phasize  the  
dazz ling  o range , rose, purp le ,  a n d  b r ig h t  
blue of the  s tage  a g a in s t  a back  drop  of the



THE COLBIANA6

p u re s t  gold! He W O U LD  th in k  of ev e ry 
th in g  in te rm s  of the  th e a t re !  C ou ldn’t 
look a t  a  sunset,  even, w ith o u t  seeing a 
s tage, an  audience , ligh ts  and  all the  rest.  
T h a t  was w h a t  happened  when a m an tr ied  
to  escape his profession  fo r  a short  recess, 
— it a lw ays followed in pu rsu it ,  even to the  
woods. Q ueer business— life! Jove! T h a t  
fir t r e e  rem inded  him of someone. O ver
b u rd en ed  w ith  a load of snow, the  t r e e ’s 
ve ry  s t ra ig h tn ess  and accep tance  of its b u r 
den m ade it  b eau tifu l .  W h a t  a costum e 
th a t  color com bination  would m a k e !— Dull 
g reen  w ith  touches  of sharpness  p a r t ia l ly  
covered w ith  ro se - t in ted  spangles. Som e
one s t ra ig h t  and  ta ll  would w ear  it—

Tim othy  had walked some dis tance  now 
in to  the  fo res t .  On e i the r  side of the  tra il ,  
firs and  hem lock crowded. N ot a sign of 
b irch  or pop la r  was to be seen. Someone 
had  know n how to “ w eed” ou t trees .  On 
one side of the  tra il ,  T im othy  came upon 
a pile of f re sh ly  cu t  brush. He s topped 
to exam ine a pine b ranch  covered w ith  be 
la ted  cones. He poked and  ru s t led  the 
pile of p u n g en t ly  f r a g r a n t  b ranches. 
C hanc ing  to look up from  the pile, his gaze 
re s ted  upon an unusua l  sight no t  two h u n 
dred  fe e t  down the tra il .

An open space a b o u t  seven ty  fe e t  square  
m e t  T im o th y ’s eyes. The g ro u n d  had been 
c leared  purpose ly  and  th e re  in the  cen te r  
of the space crouched a log cabin. N ea t  
piles of t r im m ed  wood w ere stacked  a t 
in te rva ls  ab o u t  the  edge of the  clearing. 
T here  rem ained , however, a la rge  unoccu 
pied space befo re  the  cabin w here the  tra i l  
led into the  c learing. Beside the  single 
s tep  th a t  led up to the  cabin door, g rew  a

huge pine tree ,  the  only g row ing  tree  in 
the c leared  space.

As T im othy  looked he saw poised before  
the cabin a deer. The an im al seemed to be 
lis tening. His a n t le rs  w ere ra ised  proudly, 
his neck s tre tched  ou t while the nostrils 
seemed to “ sc e n t” the air. A scenic d irec tor  
cou ldn ’t have posed the  “ s ti l l” any  more 
perfec t ly ,  th o u g h t  T imothy. The an im al’s 
hind fe e t  w ere placed slightly back as if 
poised fo r  a spring. The fo re  hoof n e a r 
est the  w a tch ing  m an was ra ised  in typical 
l is ten ing  a t t i tu d e .  T im othy  w atched  fo r  a 
full two m inu tes  w ithou t  moving. Then 
he s t ra ig h ten ed  from  the b en t  position th a t  
he had m a in ta ined  upon looking up from  
his exam ina tion  of the  brush. As he moved, 
his foo t  caugh t in the tang led  branches, and 
he rega ined  his balance ju s t  in tim e to p re 
v en t  his falling. As he stum bled, the  list
en ing  deer tu rn e d  his head, sniffed, 
s tam ped, shook his a n t le rs  up and  down, 
waved his white flag, and was gone th rough  
the  trees.

Jove! W h a t  a p e r fe c t  scene! He m ust 
rem em b er  th a t  when he r e tu rn e d  to  the 
c ity— a s tag  befo re  a lone cabin, one hoof 
ra ised, an t le rs  high, nose sniffing the  air  
fo r  a scen t of d anger!  Gad! Who would 
th ink  the Maine woods could p u t  such p e r 
fec t  scenes befo re  an audience  in a th ea tre  
th a t  had the sunse t fo r  its l igh ting  effects, 
the  t ree s  fo r  actors, and  the  sky fo r  the 
pit!  All th a t  was lack ing  was music.

J u s t  then  a c lear sweet no te  followed by 
a volley of answ er ing  no tes  filled the  wood 
with lovely echoes— a b ird land  symphony! 
The th e a t re  was complete.

M. A., ’29.

WHY NOT BE FRIENDS?
M oham m et A hm ed stood befo re  the  

judge ,  u n a f ra id ,  and  his b lack eyes looked 
with  t ru s t  on the  keepers  of the law as they 
w en t  th ro u g h  the  r i tu a l ,  un in te ll ig ib le  to 
him. In th is  new, f ree  land  of A m erica  all 
m en  w ere  equal. Surely , these  im p o r ta n t  
pe rsonages  would care  fo r  him, a s t r a n g e r  
in th e i r  charge. They  would n o t  allow the  
big m an fro m  Ire lan d  to take  his home, the  
only th in g  he had in the  new  coun try .  He

had spent every  penny  he had  ea rned  in 
the  beam  house of the  huge ta n n e ry  on 
th a t  l i ttle  place. ’Tis t ru e  he had  no paper 
to show th a t  he had paid the money, bu t 
he had n o t  unders tood  the laws of the  coun
try . I t  was n o t  his fau lt .  In T u rkey  he 
knew  th a t  the  poor people w ere  o f ten  op
pressed by the  rich and  c ra f ty ,  b u t  in 
A m erica  it  was different. Ju s t ice  fo r  all. 
T h a t  was w ha t  th is  co u r t  w ith  its judge  and
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rap id ly  speak ing  law yers w ere for. He 
w aited  pa tien tly ,  w atch ing  with in te re s t  all 
t h a t  w en t  on, u n d e rs tan d in g  little, b u t  
read y  to be f r iends  with everyone, eager  to 
become the  best kind of an Am erican. He 
even had no hard  fee lings fo r  the fa t  Ir ish 
man who answ ered  his enqu ir ing  gaze with 
a look of t r iu m p h  and fingered the r ings 
on his pudgy hand. M oham m et liked those 
r ings— they  were so bright. He would get 
some when his house was paid for.

Then he was called to the s tand  and with 
the aid of an in te rp re te r ,  told his story. 
Yes, he had paid the Ir ishm an, b u t  had r e 
ceived no no tes  to prove it. He used to 
pay the m oney on S a tu rd ay  nights  and a l
w ays w en t alone as he had been told, so 
the re  had, of course, been no witnesses. 
W hen his p a r t  was over he sa t  down to 
aw ait  the  re s t  of the procedure. Soon he 
saw th a t  som eth ing  was wrong. He u n 
derstood im perfectly , b u t  he did realize, 
du r in g  the  rap id  proceedings, th a t  the 
judge  did no t believe w ha t  he had said 
abou t the  money. He rose to explain more 
fully, b u t  he was pulled down by a big blue 
policeman who stood near. The case was 
soon over. N oth ing  could be done. Mo
ham m et had no way of p roving his case. 
He sa t dazed, unable  to u t t e r  a word. Was 
this America, where there  was justice  fo r  
everyone? W a sn ’t  it all a d ream ? Why, 
in T u rkey  th ings w e re n ’t any  worse! Be
fore  he realized it he had been roughly  
pushed from  the room, and the nex t  case 
was on. He stood fo r  a m om ent in the 
w arm  sunshine, and then, suddenly, all the 
fr iend liness  and eagerness  of his spirit  le f t  
and in its place was a b i t te r  ha tred  fo r  all 
th ings A m erican , a ha tred  th a t  only those 
who u n d e rs tan d  the  Turkish  people, who 
know how th a t  s trong  race  can hate , will 
be able to apprecia te.

You who read  this m ay th ink  th a t  it is 
exaggera ted , b u t  i t  is not. Would God it 
w ere!  I t  is ju s t  an example of the way in 
which the  fore ign-born  are  t re a te d  because 
of th e ir  ignorance  and the  t ru s t  th a t  they  
place in people. Every  day, we who would 
m ake A m erica  all she should be see th ings 
like this go ing  on. We have, coming into 
th is  c o u n try  every  year, thousands  of im
m igran ts ,  bewildered bu t  f r iend ly  people,

who see the U nited  S ta tes  as a sort  of 
Heaven where th e ir  troub les  will be over. 
And so m any of them  have had ha rd  times, 
such times as we, here, canno t imagine. 
They have never had much and they  ask 
so little from  us who have so m uch to give 
if we only would. They th ink  the hum blest 
of homes palaces, and they  are  con ten t  with 
th ings which we would scorn. They are  
hard  w orkers  and willing. If  it  were no t 
fo r  them  who would do the large p a r t  of 
the tedious, d isgusting work in our f a c to r 
ies and mills? Our young so-called A m eri
cans? Perhaps.

Do we show any  appreciation  to them 
or t ry  to make the ir  lives any  happier?  Oh, 
yes, in a ltru is tic  m om ents  we send them  the 
old clothes which we would never w ear 
again and sometimes give money fo r  
ch a r i ty ’s sake, bu t do we ourselves ever go 
nea r  them  or associate with them ? Not if 
we can help it. We A m ericans (and where 
would we have been if our ancestors, close 
or distant,  had not been im m igran ts? )  leave 
the association to our tra ined  social w ork
ers. They are  fine, I have noth ing  to say 
against them, but they cannot do the ir  work 
alone. We should help, if only with a f r ien d 
ly smile or a kindly word. But let it be g en 
uine, please. A little th ing  means so much 
to them and yet they are  quick to feel any 
insincerity  and resen t  it s trongly. I t  is not 
pity or condescension they want. F a r  from  
it.

They come over with ideals and hopes 
(of course there  are  exceptions) into this 
rich new land of which they have heard  so 
much. Most of them  are  like children, 
eager, spontaneous, willing to learn, and, 
like children, quick to im itate  and sensitive 
to harsh or kind t rea tm en t .  They are  ready  
to come more than  half-way in the m a t te r  
of friendliness  and to find ou t as soon as 
possible w hat America has to offer. And 
w hat does she offer— she who has so m any 
worthwhile th ings? H er best? Not often. 
F a r  more f req u en t ly  her  w orst side is the 
only one which the im m igran t  can see. N a t
urally  he copies it— he has to to ge t along 
in life. Can we blame him fo r  w hat he 
becomes, when, in his igno ran t  way he is 
copying us, or a t  least, the side of us he 
sees? He is our p roduc t and we m ust take
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him  as he is— or else m ake  him w h a t  we 
would like by show ing him the  bes t  we 
have. A lot of nonsense, you say. I t
sounds good, b u t  it w o n ’t  w ork— as im 
p rac tica l  as C hris tian ity .  All r igh t ,  t r y  it 
and  see. T re a t  the  im m ig ra n t  as if  he 
w ere  y o u r  equal, n o t  a dog b en ea th  you r  
fee t ,  and  see w h a t  a f r ien d  he can become.

I have been speak ing  of w h a t  we do and 
can do fo r  the  im m igran ts .  T h a t  is im p o r
ta n t ,  t ru ly ,  b u t  equally  so is w h a t  they  can 
do fo r  us. A m erica  has been called the  
m elt ing  pot of the  world, and  fo r  good r e a 
son. B u t  the  m e lt ing  is going  on very  
slowly and  the  in g red ien ts  of the  po t are  
n o t  a lw ays w ha t  they  should be. That,  too, 
is fo r  the  m ost p a r t  our  fau lt .  We have a t  
our  disposal, if we would b u t  learn  to know 
the  people, the  trad it ions ,  the  a r t ,  the

music, the  l i te ra tu re ,  and  the  ideals of 
co un tr ie s  which existed  cen tu r ie s  before  
the U nited  S ta te s  was ever d ream ed  of. 
We are  g rad u a l ly  becom ing a d is tinc t race, 
d ifferen t f rom  any  o th e r  in the  world, bu t 
hav ing  in ou r  m akeup  p a r ts  of them  all. 
A re we go ing  to take  the best they  have to 
offer by t r e a t in g  them  like fr iends,  or are 
we, by ou r  lack of in te re s t  and disgust of 
fo re igners ,  going  to lose the richness  th a t  
they  have b ro u g h t  w ith  them ?  I t  is en 
tire ly  up to us. P e rh ap s  you th ink  the 
whole th in g  is impossible, b u t  it  is no t  so. 
I have seen a good deal of im m ig ran t  peo
ple and  I know how fine they  a re  and how 
m uch they  have to teach  us. I also know 
of w hat  vital im portance  is the  t r e a tm e n t  
of them  as they  acclim ate  themselves. A f te r  
all, why no t be f r iends?

P. B., ’30.

ONCE IN A BLUE MOON.
A “ blue m oon ,” she called it, and  he fo l

lowed h e r  fancy . They stood a t  the  edge 
of the  b r igh t  pa th  of m oonbeam s, which 
s tre tch ed  s t ra ig h t  across the  deep, calm bay. 
I t  did seem as though  a blue glow lighted  
the silver h ighw ay flecked with  danc ing  
diamonds, which tw inkled  a t  them  like the 
eyes of a band  of mischievous fairies. Little  
waves pulled  a t  th e i r  fe e t  and  coaxed them  
in r ipp ling  w hispers to walk the dazzling 
road. She c lung  to him, laugh ing  softly, 
as the  sand slid ou t f rom  u n d e r  th e ir  fee t,  
as if e ag e r  to follow the  urge  of the waves.

“ We could walk th a t  path , ju s t  you and 
I ,” she said softly  and  confidently  u n d e r  
the  spell of the  moonlight, “ walk into all 
th a t  rad iance  to p e r fe c t  happ iness .”

They w ere both  s ilent fo r  a m om en t 
un til  she tu rn e d  to look into his s teady  dark  
eyes. His young  face  was serious and  his 
voice a bit husky  as he spoke, “ Y ou’re a 
blue elf  ton igh t ,  Shirley, and  I ’m a f ra id  I 
m igh t  lose you along  th a t  sh in ing  p a th .” 

“ No, Lee, the ‘blue m o o n ’ m akes you my 
knight,  in silver a rm or. I s n ’t  it  beau t i fu l?  
B eau t i fu l  and  shining, like our  love.”

The bo y ’s voice broke, “ Oh, my dear, my 
dear,  m ay  our  love always be b e a u t i fu l  and  
s h in in g !”

“ Lee, l e t ’s go on, walk into the light 
m ade by ou r  ‘blue m oon ,’ and  be happy—  
fo re v e r .”

“ B ut th a t  isn ’t life, d e a r .”
She shivered.
“ Lee! The moon looks f a r  aw ay and 

cold. O ur lovely pa th  is gone. See, the 
wind has m ade it rough. I t ’s dark !  Oh, 
Lee, I ’m afra id ,  I ’m a f r a id .”

“ Let me hold you tight,  li t t le  fa i ry  girl. 
O ur pa th  is still there ,  even though  it does 
look da rk  and rough. No p a th  is b r igh t  
always. Life is like tha t ,  Shirley. I don ’t 
u n ders tand ,  b u t  i t ’s t rue .  Will you walk 
the  pa th  with me ju s t  the  s a m e ? ”

“ Oh, Lee, I c a n ’t, I c a n ’t. W hy is life 
like th a t?  I ha te  life! I w an t  a blue moon 
shining fo re v e r .”

W ith  a sob she slipped aw ay from  him 
and  was gone. He did no t a t te m p t  to fo l
low her, b u t  fo r  a long while stood alone 
looking ou t over the  da rk  w a te r  where the 
b r igh t  pa th  had seemed so easy to follow 
a m om en t before .

“ P oor  s tory-book child!” he though t,  
“ She will a lw ays be h u r t  un til  she u n d e r 
s tands  th a t  all life isn ’t  like he r  books.” 

Shirley  was h u r t  and  bewildered, as she 
sped back to the  fa rm house  to lie fo r  hours
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in h e r  room , h e r  m ind  ho tly  rebe ll ious  a t  
th is  th in g  Lee called life. She had  nev e r  
been obliged to  face  fa c t s ;  only the  s to ry 
book world  had ex is ted  fo r  her. Jo h n  Scud- 
der, h e r  f a th e r ,  she had n o t  know n. H er  
m o th e r ,  M ary, had  th o u g h t  of n o th in g  b u t  
to g u a rd  h e r  d a u g h te r  f ro m  unhapp iness .  
Sh ir ley  had been  a q u ie t  child, wrho loved 
to  read . O th e r  ch ild ren  did n o t  in te re s t  
her. She and  h e r  m o the r ,  bo th  possessed of 
de l ig h tfu l  im ag ina tions ,  sp en t  long  hours  
to g e th e r ,  re a d in g  and  liv ing in a m ake- 
believe world. W hen  Mrs. S cudder  su d 
denly  died, Sh ir ley  w e n t  to live in a b o a rd 
ing-house w ith  h e r  f a t h e r ’s sis ter,  Lucy. 
A u n t  Lucy  w orked  all day ;  so the  lonely  
child w ith d re w  in to  h e r  beloved book- 
world. S om etim es  h e r  de tached  m a n n e r  
an d  fa r -a w ay  expression  baffled h e r  au n t ,  
b u t  she did n o t  know  how  to b reak  the  wall. 
Thus  Sh ir ley  d r i f te d  a long  th ro u g h  school, 
l e a rn in g  li t t le  excep t  w h a t  was abso lu te ly  
n ecessa ry  to  enab le  h e r  to  pass. All he r  
spare  t im e  she sp en t  in a c o rn e r  of the  
public l ib ra ry ,  so engrossed  in re a d in g  
as to be unconscious of w h a t  w e n t  on ab o u t  
her.

Upon g ra d u a t in g  fro m  high school she 
ob ta in ed  a position  in th is  sam e lib ra ry , 
w here  she had  becom e such a f a m il ia r  fig
ure . All the  years ,  while o th e r  g irls  of he r  
age w ere  e x p e r im e n t in g  w ith  the  em otion  
know n as love, Sh ir ley  d ream ed  of a lover 
such as h e r  book heroes  were.

Then  cam e th is  vaca tion . No one she 
knew  had eve r  h ea rd  of the  tow n of H arps-  
well, b u t  she chose it  as  the  place w here  
she should spend  h e r  p rec ious  tw o weeks. 
The reason  fo r  h e r  choice she b o th e red  to 
exp la in  to  no one. I n te r e s t  in the  tow n 
had been aw ak en ed  in h e r  because  p ic tu re s  
of it  looked like i l lu s tra t io n s  of a se t t in g  
fo r  a love s tory . W hen she saw the de
l ig h tfu l  old fa rm h o u se  in which she was to 
boa rd  she f e l t  t h a t  h e r  ro m an ce  m ig h t  well 
come to h e r  n e a r  th is  spot.

The house w as close by the  shore. As 
soon as  d a rk n e ss  fell, Sh ir ley  raced  jo y 
ously up  an d  down the  sm ooth  sandy  
beach. R u n n in g  su d d en ly  a ro u n d  a d a rk  
cliff she t r ip p e d  over two long  legs, and  fell 
to h e r  k n ees  b e fo re  a y o u n g  m an. They  
reco v e red  f ro m  the  shock s im u ltan eo u s ly

an d  laughed  a t  the  in fo rm a l  in t ro d u c t io n .  
His nam e  w as Lee W are .  In  th e  cr i t ica l  
l igh t  o f  the  n e x t  day, he seem ed  as nice 
as he had  the  n ig h t  befo re .

:je H5

By the  end of S h ir ley ’s v aca tion  she had  
fitted all h e r  im a g in a ry  h e r o ’s g a rm e n ts  on 
Lee. He was a de l ig h tfu l  com panion , an d  
ve ry  w illing  to  accep t  Sh irley  as his 
hero ine . T o g e th e r  th ey  devised s to r ies  and  
p layed  th em  ou t  in th e i r  long  h o u rs  of 
com radesh ip .

This was th e i r  la s t  ev en in g  to g e th e r  an d  
it w as a t  the  q u ie t  h o u r  of m id n ig h t  th a t  
th ey  stood b e fo re  S h ir ley ’s “ b lue m o o n .” 
A nd Lee had  fa i led  he r!  Sh ir ley  sobbed 
aloud  as she re m e m b e red  L e e ’s p rac t ica l  
words. She w ished she had  n e v e r  seen 
h im — and  knew  the  wish to  be u n t r u e  b e 
fo re  it was fo rm ed . B u t  she decided fierce
ly th a t  she w o u ld n ’t  le t  him d es tro y  h e r  
d ream s. She would go back  to h e r  books 
w here  beau ty ,  love, and  happ iness  n e v e r  
failed.

In the  ea r ly  dawn she d ressed  an d  le f t  
fo r  home w ith o u t  leav ing  a w ord  f o r  Lee. 
H er  books w ere  w ait ing , and  she p lu nged  
in to  f ren z ied  read ing .  B u t  fo r  once the  
s to ry -w orld  fa iled  to sa t is fy  her. The 
heroes  seem ed  shadow y and  u n in te re s t in g .  
L e e ’s serious d a rk  eyes k e p t  com ing  b e fo re  
her, t ry in g  to m ake h e r  u n d e rs ta n d .

Slowly she began  to no tice  the  people  
who cam e in to  the l ib ra ry  as she n ev e r  had  
done befo re .  As he r  in te re s t  in these  peo 
ple becam e m ore  in tense  th ey  seem ed to 
rea lize  it  and  told h e r  th e i r  joys  an d  so r 
rows. H e r  view of life  g rew  b ro a d e r  a n d  
she g rew  aw ay  f ro m  ro m a n tic  tales.

Lee was o f te n  in h e r  thou g h ts .  He b e 
cam e m ore  th a n  the  hero  o f  h e r  d ream s. 
She loved him now w ith  a  d eep e r  love th a n  
be fo re .  W h a t  a  silly, em p ty -h ead ed  child 
he m u s t  have believed h e r  to  be, she 
th o ugh t.  Sham e of h e r  show of selfishness, 
and  of h e r  g reed  fo r  only hap p in ess  an d  
ligh t k e p t  h e r  f ro m  t ry in g  to co m m u n ica te  
w ith  him.

* * He *
One ra in y  evening , as she w as d u s t in g  

old books in a dimly ligh ted  c o rn e r  o f  the  
s tack room , a voice beh ind  h e r  sa id :
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“ W here  can I find a book on the  blue 
m o o n ? ”

Shirley  tu rn e d  in panic to face  Lee. His 
eyes smiled down upon her. “ I ’m s o r ry ,” 
she said doub tfu lly ,  and  a b it  shakily, “ b u t  
acco rd ing  to science th e re  is no such th ing  
as a ‘blue m oon .’ ”

A nd b e fo re  he could speak  she rushed  
on, “ I was such a fool, Lee; I u n d e rs ta n d  
now. The sh in ing  p a th  does som etim es 
g row  dark , b u t  th a t  is w h a t  m akes the  light 
p laces so b e a u t i fu l .”

A SENSE OF THE
The room  is two s tories high, covered on 

all sides w ith  books. The h igher  books are  
reached  by a s ta ircase  lead ing  to a n a rro w  
ra i led  balcony. The light f ro m  the  long 
w indow s is b roken  by o u ts tan d in g  stacks. 
I t  filters th ro u g h  the  so f t  dust- laden  a ir  to 
m ake d im m er shadows on the  floor. I t  a d 
vances on the h idden co rne rs  of the  room, 
b u t  does no t  conquer  them . I t  fights the  
gloom, and  ear ly  despairs. By m id -a f te r 
noon tw iligh t has overcome it. The secre t  
knowledge of the old Greek and  H ebrew  
books is no m ore  hidden from  m a n ’s u n d e r 
s tan d in g  than  the  books them selves are  
h idden fro m  m a n ’s sight. N ight comes on 
be fo re  the m ind  is p repared . I t  shadows 
blackly.

The l ib ra ry  is a tw o-s to ry  building, 
b r igh tly  lighted. A s ta rched  y o ung  wo
m an  with a h in t  of d a r in g  in he r  eyes is 
a t  the  desk, co n q u er in g  a pedan tic  volume. 
In the  spaces betw een  stacks are  groups  
of s tu d e n ts ;  a t  one tab le  th ree  in trospective  
young  men a re  a rg u in g  an age old philo
sophy. A t  an o th e r ,  lovers. H ere  men are  
rough ly  s tud y in g  Greek and  chem istry , and 
g irls  a re  in ecstacy  over Keats. A foo tball  
m ag n a te  has p ropped  his w ondrous physique 
upon two carved  chairs. A girl is alone, 
w ith  dim eyes.

I t  is b r igh tly  nine o ’clock. The scen t of 
soap and  of fu rn i tu r e  polish mixes w ith  dis
tu rb e d  dust. W om en w ith  s t r in g y  ha ir  and 
la rge  a rm s  wash windows and floors. They 
exam ine  ang r i ly  the books which fill the 
la rg e r  room. U n d e r  th e ir  b re a th  they

His voice was very  gen tle  as he spoke. 
“ Sc ien tis ts  do say the  moon is never  blue, 
Shirley, b u t  legend tells us th a t  it is, and 
th a t  when the  moon is blue any  w onderfu l 
th in g  m ay happen . D on’t  lose all your 
dream s, dear, the  world needs th e m .”

“ Oh, Lee, I do w a n t  to make-believe 
sometimes. I ’ll walk the  pa th  with you 
now, if you still w an t  me. Som eth ing  won
d e rfu l  did happen!  I loved y ou .”

“ A nd I loved yo u .’
“ A nd it  was ‘once in a blue m oon .’ ”

E. B., ’29.

SOUL OF THINGS.
grum ble  of u n fa irn ess  and  education  and 
large  fam ilies and  sickness and  luck. They 
w ork  fa s t  and  lifelessly. One discovers a 
gold pen and  th row s it away. A red-haired  
wom an loses he r  balance  on a ladder  and 
swears. They ta lk  a t  in te rva ls  and  laugh 
quickly and high.

A tm osphere  is all. A few  in te rsec ting  
lines, a vivid and dull coloring, hazy and 
heavy air, ra ise  con tinuous  and  in te rm it
ten t ,  men in every  mood, time, hour, place, 
all combine to produce a tm osphere .  I t  is 
experienced  by every  sense of perception 
ha rm onious  with all others. Y et insensitive 
men m ay perceive every  m a te r ia l  and quite 
miss the mood. I t  is n o t  every  m an who 
can catch  the  b r ie f  sp ir i t  of the lonesome 
g ray  lib ra ry , the b r igh t  buzzing lib rary , the 
sunny  clean library .

I like to call it soul. I like to say th a t  
every  p e r fec t  c rea t ion  has a soul. Ugly 
lines and  ugly colors the re  m ay be, but 
within the c rea tion , finding its b ir th  in the 
m a k e r ’s mind, finding its rea liza tion  in 
physical things, is the  a tm osphere  of the 
piece.

A tm osphere  is n o t  static . I t  changes 
with every  change of ligh t and  tim e and 
c ircum stance. The l ib ra ry  of the  la te  a f 
te rnoon  varies  no t  a t  all in exac t  p ro p o r
tions  f rom  the  l ib ra ry  of nine in the m o rn 
ing. To the  individual sense, the  lib rary  
itse lf  has n o t  changed. I t  is th a t  sense of 
the  soul of th ings, th a t  com prehension 
which consists of h ea r in g  and  seeing and 
fee ling ,— and  of sensing  th a t  mood which
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c i rc u m sta n c es  express ,  which glim pses the 
soul of the  th in g  beyond  the  co n s is ten t  
l ines a n d  shades. This sense of the  soul 
is n o t  a lo f ty  d iv ina tion  of p rophe ts ,  b u t  a 
h u m an  u n d e rs ta n d in g .  The re a l i s t  who 
sees m ere  lines and  colors is a du ll-eared  
m usic ian  who h e a rs  each m in u te  no te  of a 
sym phony  an d  does n o t  r ise  to its  motive.

No d eep e r  f r ien d sh ip  can pe rs is t  w ithou t  
a sense of  mood. In  re la t io n  to  outside 
th ings ,  t r u e  sy m p a th y  re s ts  on the  same 
u n d e r s ta n d in g  of the  sam e si tua t ion . B e
tw een  f r ie n d s  a c u r r e n t  of unspoken  s y m 
p a th y  flows u n d is tu rb e d  by b roken  w ords 
an d  b e a te n  phrases . By a th o u san d  w ays 
the  fee l in g  f r ie n d  know s the  o th e r ’s mood 
and  th o u g h t ,  and  ac ts  in tune .  To the

world  a hollow laugh  r ings  t ru e  b u t  a  sense 
of the soul perceives  the  vacuum . I t  is 
th a t  sa fe  know ledge of u n d e rs ta n d in g  a l
m ost m ore  com plete  th a n  s e l f -u n d e rs ta n d 
ing  th a t  is the  g re a te s t  joy  of f r iendsh ip .  
All the  qu ee rn ess  of  the  w orld  finds in 
f r ien d sh ip  a sens ing  in te rp re te r .

All g r e a t  poe ts  and  p ro p h e ts  have had  
th is  sense of  the  soul. T hey  saw no m ore  
th an  common m an  sees, b u t  th e y  fo u n d  the 
m e a n in g fu l  im plica tion  of th ings. Today  
ou r  wise and  re v e re n t  m an of science sees 
n o t  m uch  less th a n  he will in the  m illen ium , 
b u t  he has n o t  y e t  sensed the  deepes t  of 
sp irits ,  the  a tm o sp h ere  c o n ta in in g  all a t 
m ospheres , the  soul of life.

R ena  Mills, ’29.

WHAT IS GREATNESS?
He had ju s t  been  laid to r e s t  in a tom b 

n e a r  th a t  of the  g re a te s t  so ld ier  of all time. 
The n a t io n  fo rg o t  fo r  a t im e  th a t  o th e r  
g r e a t  soldier, while, today , th ey  paid  t r ib 
u te  to the  m an  who had  ju s t  died. P e rh ap s  
a million heads  w ere  bowed as the gun  c a r 
r iage  passed, b e a r in g  the  body of the g re a t  
soldier. The world  has seldom seen its like 
be fo re ,  and  it  is n o t  p robab le  t h a t  such a 
scene will be re p e a te d  in this age. Thus 
in the  chapel of the  Inva lides  a g r e a t  sol
d ie r  w as laid to  rest .

Severa l miles f ro m  the  g re a t  c ity  a n 
o th e r  fu n e ra l  procession  was lead ing  to a 
c o u n try  chu rchyard .  I t  equalled  the  first 
only it  its solemn aspect.  F o u r  or five 
poorly  clad figures followed the  carr iage . 
The procession passed in to  the  bu ria l  yard . 
The simple box was l i f ted  o u t  by shaking,

te n d e r  hands  while te a r s  rolled down the  
peaked  faces  of the m ourners .  The sign of 
the  cross w as m ade, and  the  caske t  w as 
lowered into the  ear th .  W ith  a b roken  
p ra y e r  f ro m  the  sobbing  wom an, the  e a r th  
covered a n o th e r  soldier of the  M arne.

•i4  ̂ •I'

In a n o th e r  world two s ta rs  shone, b e a u t i 
fu l beyond all th ings  holy, m ore  pu re  th a n  
a m isty  cloud a t  sunset,  exquis ite  as the  
dew -w et flower, send ing  a ligh t as r a d ia n t  
as th a t  of the  dawn of a new  day in a d a rk 
ened world. Shone these  two s ta rs  w ith  
equal light, while a g r e a t  golden g a te  
sw ung  open. Then  the  two s ta rs  slowly 
d isappeared  as the  G rea t  C re a to r  held high 
his han d  to welcome two b rave  souls: “ I t
is in thy  h e a r ts  th a t  I c rea te  thee  e q u a l .” 

T helm a Chase, ’31.

POTATOES.
Solomon P. J e n k in s  sa t  on the  back  s teps 

and  looked down a t  the  field of flourishing 
po ta toes .  T h a t  was some field, by c racky! 
N o t one of  the  ne ig h b o rs  could touch  it. 
W hy, the  tops  m u s t  be h a lf  an  inch th ick  
a t  the  s tem s  a l re a d y  and  th ey  w ere  sp read  
o u t  all over  the  rows. L as t  t im e h e ’d 
sp ray ed  h e ’d been  a f ra id  the  ho rses  would 
s tep  on th em  b u t  th ey  h a d n ’t. He was a

p re t ty  ca re fu l  d r ive r— ough t to be a f t e r  all 
these  years , goodness  know s! W h a t  w ith  
foo ling  a ro u n d  fa rm s  ever since he w as 
th ir teen .  His f a th e r  had died th e n — . T h a t  
was a p r e t ty  long tim e ago, m used  Solo
mon, th o u g h tfu l ly  pu ll ing  a t  his sparse  
g re y  hair ,  a  h ab it  of his when  th ink ing .

His reflections w ere  in te r ru p te d  by  the  
a r r iv a l  of his wife, Melissa, who cam e o u t
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to jo in  him on the steps. She was one of 
those wom en who a lw ays w ear  an a ir  of 
nev e r  be ing  en t i re ly  cau g h t  up in th e ir  
w ork  and  even a t  th is  m o m en t  she had  a 
b ask e t  of m en d in g  in h e r  hand. She was 
ab o u t  fif ty  yea rs  old, small and  worn-out, 
excep t fo r  h e r  eyes. In spite of the  long 
y ea rs  of toil on the  fa rm , she still re ta in e d  
the  spark  of e te rn a l  you th  in the dep ths  of 
h e r  a le r t  b row n eyes. The years  would 
never  be able en tire ly  to subdue Melissa 
Jenk ins .

H er  husband  looked up a t  he r  app roach  
and  moved over on the  steps.

“ M ’lissa, je s t  you take  a look a t  th a t  
th e re  field of spuds, now. Did you ever see 
a p r u t t i e r  s ight?  Look a t  them  tops, th e re !  
Yessir!  T h a t ’s sure  going  to be some crop 
of po ta toes . Things as go in ’ to b reak  our 
w ay th is  year,  old girl. W hy, with w hat 
th a t  tw en ty -ac re  field and  the  ten -acre  back 
of the  ba rn  b r ings  me I can pay off most 
of w h a t  we owe and  be able to  hold my 
head  up like o the r  folks again. T h e re ’ll 
be a  h u n d re d  and  ten  b a rre ls  an acre  easy 
and  a t— ”

“ Now, Solom on,” g en tly  broke in Mrs. 
Jenk ins .  “ D on’t  you go p lan n in g  w hat  
y o u ’ll do w ith  the  m oney  befo re  you ge t  it. 
‘C oun t n o t  yo u r  chickens befo re  t h e y ’re 
h a tc h e d ,’ you know. This is only Ju ly  and 
we d o n ’t  know  w h a t  will happen  befo re  
t a t e r  d igg in ’ time. Last y ea r  you re m e m 
ber  th ey  w ere coinin’ fine ’till A u g u s t  when 
the d ro u th  s truck  ’em ; and  y ea r  befo re  
t h a t— ”

Solomon g ru n te d  im patien tly .
“ T h a t ’s so, M ’lissa. I know all th a t  bu t  

i t  doesn ’t  seem reasonab le  th a t  bad luck 
would s tr ike  a m an th ree  years  hand-run-  
n in ’. No, sir, t a in ’t  reasonable . The th ird  
y e a r  never  fails, they  say, and, M’lissa, 
th is  is our third year. Things has ju s t  got 
to tu rn  ou t all r ig h t  th is  t im e .”

“ Oh, Solom on— m aybe y o u ’re r igh t,  I 
do hope they  do ,” b re a th e d  Melissa, suc
cum bing  as she a lw ays did to the  spell of 
h e r  h u sb a n d ’s u n fa i l in g  optimism. 
“ W o u ld n ’t it  be w o nderfu l  if  you got a big 
crop and  the price w en t  up to — to — ten 
dollars?  We could pay off the  m o r tg a g e — ”

“ A nd I ’d build  a new  hay  ba rn  and  ge t 
th a t  cu l t iv a to r  I ’ve been w a n t in ’ ever since

I saw  H iram  S leeper with his new  one, and 
let me see, I th ink  I ’d hire J im  S ong’s place 
fo r  n ex t  y e a r  and  p lan t  th a t  one and  this 
one, too— ”

An a n g ry  exc lam ation  fro m  his wife 
caused him to stop and  look a t  her. Two 
fiery red  spots w ere beg inn ing  to app ea r  
upon Mrs. J e n k in s ’ w rink led  cheeks.

“ No, I tell you! N oth ing  of the  kind 
Solomon Jen k in s !  I declare  you never  even 
th ink  of me a t  all. A nd I ’ve stood it  abou t  
as long as I ’m g o in ’ to, too. W e ’ve been 
m arr ied  a lm ost thirty-five years  now and 
in all th a t  t im e y o u ’ve never  th o u g h t  to 
buy  me a single new  th in g  to w ork  with. 
N ever!  Y ears  when you had good luck, 
w h a t  did you do with the  m oney? Did I 
ever ge t  an y  of it? N ot a b i t  of it. You 
w en t  and  bough t a new  horse, or bu ilt  a 
new hay barn  or (sp ite fu lly )  bough t a new 
cu ltiva tor .  C u lt iva to r!  W hen y o u ’ve a l
read y  go t m ore fa rm  m ach ine ry  th an  any 
m an  in t o w n ! A nd here  I am u s in ’ the  
same old churn  you r  m o th e r  used all her  
life. Oh, I know y o u ’ve prom ised and 
promised, and  I ’ve believed you and kept 
th in k in ’ n ex t  tim e it would be different, b u t  
I ’m plumb sick of promises. This y e a r  i t ’s 
a g o in ’ to be d ifferent or I ’ll know the  r e a 
son why. Y o u ’ve got to p u t  r u n n in ’ w a te r  
into this k itchen or a t  least  a pum p! I ’m 
the only wom an in this whole tow n th a t  
has to lug he r  own w a te r”— b u t she was 
obliged to stop, exhausted .

Mr. Jenk ins ,  th ro u g h o u t  th is  t i rade , had 
sa t  s ta r in g  a t  his wife w ith  bu lg ing  eyes 
and  open m outh . W as th is  Melissa beside 
h im ?— Melissa, who was usually  so m eek 
and quiet, ag ree in g  to every th in g  w ithou t  a 
m u rm u r?  W hy yes, to be sure  he dimly 
rem em bered  he r  speak ing  ab o u t  need ing  
the pum p once or twice b u t  n ev er— never  
like this.

“ Now M ’lissa,” he began  in the  soothing 
voice one uses to a f rac t io u s  child.

“ D on’t ‘now M’lissa’ m e ,” r e to r te d  th a t  
person. “ ’T a in ’t no ea r th ly  good fo r  you 
to ta lk  now. Y o u ’ve go t to do so m eth in ’ 
ins tead  of p ro m is in ’ so m u ch .”

“ B ut M ’lissa— now, je s t  listen a m in u te ” 
— as she gave signs of b reak in g  in again. 
“ I ’ve a lw ays been a m e a n in ’ to  fix up the  
k itchen a little , b u t  well, th em  th ings  d o n ’t
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come first. D o n ’t you see, i t ’s the  b ig
th in g s  t h a t  a m an  has  to  see to  first, and  
how can you ra ise  crops w ith  o ld-fash ioned  
m a c h in e ry — ”

“ How  can y o u r  w ife  ra ise  decen t  b read  
w ith  a stove like ours, th a t  tak es  fo re v e r  
to g e t  h e t  u p ? ”

“ B u t  a m a n ’s g o t  to  keep  up w ith  the 
o th e r  fe llow s— ”

“ A w o m a n ’s g o t  to  keep  up w ith  the  
o th e r  w o m e n ! I ’ve had  enough  of th e i r  
b r a g g in ’ a b o u t  th e i r  new  ‘lec tr ic  l igh ts  and  
re f r ig e ra to r s .  E v e ry  y e a r  their h usbands  
g e t  a good crop th e y  g e t  so m eth ing  fo r  
th e i r  wives, too, b u t  yo u — you go a n d —  
and  build  a new  ba rn  fo r  the  cow s!”

“ Now, M ’lissa, you know  a m a n ’s got to 
look a f t e r  his cows or th ey  w o n ’t  do well. 
W hy, doggone it  all, th e y  a in ’t  c o n ten ted  
end e r -e r  h appy  unless  t h e y ’ve g o t  a good 
co m fo r tab le  place to s ta y .”

“ N e i th e r  a re  wives co n te n te d  w ith o u t  
i t ,” t r iu m p h a n t ly .  “ A nd  I guess  if I was a 
m an  I ’d p u t  m y  w ife  and  fam ily  ahead  of 
m y cows. G oodness knows, i t ’s been ha rd  
enough  to ra ise  e igh t child ren  in th is  old 
house and  f o u r  of ’em g irls  a t  th a t .  Did 
you ever  no tice  th a t  they  n ev e r  b r in g  th e ir  
beaus  hom e like o th e r  g irls  do? No, y o u ’ve 
n ev er  no ticed  it, b u t  I have. A n ’ I tell  you 
r ig h t  now, Solomon Perc iva l  Jenk ins ,  i t ’s 
t im e  you w as a -m e n d in ’ y o u r  w ays .”

A nd  w ith  th is  p a r t in g  th r e a t ,  Melissa 
g a th e re d  up h e r  u n to u ch ed  d a rn in g  and  
w alked firmly in to  the  house, leav ing  a very  
th o u g h t fu l  spouse beh ind  her. Solomon 
was Solomon Perc iva l  only upon r a r e  and  
m o m en to u s  occasions.

*  *  *  *

The su m m er  w ore  on. Rain and  sun and  
ra in  and  sun. H oe ing  and  sp ray in g ;  hay ing  
and  then  a t  la s t  ha rves t ing .  L a rge  fields of 
yellow oa ts  lay in n e a t  bund les  tossed ou t 
by the  rea p e rs .  B u t th ro u g h  all th is  tim e, 
the  f a rm e r s  of  Sheridan  k e p t  th e i r  w e a th e r  
eyes on the  one a l l - im p o r ta n t  c rop— p o ta 
toes. A lread y  Solomon Je n k in s  had  begun  
to  p lan  fo r  digging. T rue , it  w as only the  
tw e n t ie th  of  A u g u s t ,  b u t  th is  had been 
such a good su m m e r  th a t  crops had r ip en ed  
a l i t t le  e a r l ie r  th a n  usual.

A nd th en  h a p p e n e d  w h a t  had  n e v e r  oc

c u r re d  w ith in  the  l i fe t im e  of S h e r id a n ’s 
o ldest r e s id e n t— th re e  weeks of ra in y ,  
misty , dam p w ea the r .  Rain  !!— the  inces
sa n t  dow nfa ll  f ro m  clouds which a p p e a re d  
com plete ly  s a tu ra te d  w ith  m oistu re .

The first day o f  the  ra in ,  Ase W hite ,  who 
was r u n n in g  the  B a rk e r  R idge fa rm ,  said 
he “ guessed  th a t  the  old m an  in the  m o o n ’s 
wife m u s ta  been w r in g in ’ o u t  h e r  w a sh in ’ !” 
b u t  it “ did seem as if she had a po w erfu l  
lot of clo thes fo r  je s t  two peop le .”

The second week Mr. W hite  was h ea rd  to 
r e m a rk  th a t  he “ ca lla ted  th a t  one of  the  
ange ls  m u s t  have b roken  G ab r ie l’s horn  and  
all the  o th e r  ange ls  w ere  h a v in ’ a w eep in ’ 
spell over i t .” The th ird  w eek  he w as 
hea rd  to say n o th in g  a t  all.

As fo r  Solomon Jenk ins ,  he w a tched  the  
d ow npour  w ith  the  s icken ing  f e a r  of one 
who has s taked  his all and  is fa c in g  ru in .  
A t first he had  welcomed the  ra in ,  as i t  had  
been a b it  dry. B u t  th is  fee l ing  had  qu ick
ly changed. The s teady  drip, d rip  had  b e 
come a t o r r e n t  to him. He would  wake a t  
n ig h t  to listen fo r  its p a t te r in g  on the  tin  
ro o f— now a s teady  dow n-pour, now  l i t t le  
m ore  than  a drizzle un ti l  he would g e t  up 
and  tip toe  s tea l th i ly  to the  w indow  w ith  the  
vain hope th a t  it  m igh t  have ceased a l to 
g e th e r .  He g rew  lean and  hollow-eyed, 
since he could n e i th e r  ea t  no r  sleep— n o th 
ing could save the  po ta to es  now — excep t a 
miracle.

Melissa w atched  h e r  h u sband  w ith  so r 
row fu l  eyes. Too m an y  t im es  had  she 
seen him th u s  when a good crop “ w en t  
b a d .” Too o f ten  had she seen a f o r tu n e  
ju s t  r e a d y  to m a te r ia l ize  van ish  in to  n o th 
ingness. She knew — why w o u ld n ’t  she 
know ? Born of f a rm in g  people, she had  
been ra ised  in an a tm o sp h e re  of p o ta to es— ■ 
po ta toes .  Good y ea rs— then  eve rybody  
was happy , m ore  because  of the  golden 
p rospec ts  th a n  fo r  w h a t  th ey  rea l ly  ga ined  
from  the  b u m p er  year.  Old fe r t i l iz e r  bills, 
in te re s t  and  back  tax es  had  gobbled  m ost  
of it  up— b u t  a h !— th e re  w as a lw ays the  
possibility  of a n o th e r  good year.

A nd bad y ea rs  w hen  even h e r  happy-go- 
lucky, boyish f a th e r  g rew  moody, i r r i ta b le  
and  unlike h im self,  cu rs in g  the  f a te  t h a t  
t ied  his han d s  so th a t  he w as unab le  to  give 
his fam ily  all the  lu xu r ie s  of life  which he
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so w anted  to do. Ah, she had seen enough,
had Melissa Jenkins.

* * * *
A t last the ra in  was over. A s traggling 

ray  of sunlight came break ing  th rough  the 
clouds and before  long a blazing sun was 
baking the sodden ear th  into a pie-crusty 
consistency. Sheridan fa rm ers  as of one 
accord le f t  the ir  houses to w ander over 
the ir  sodden fields, now covered with 
countless pools of water. It  was nine 
o’clock when Solomon Jenkins s ta r ted  out 
to look a t  his potatoes.

Melissa glanced anxiously a t  the clock. 
I t  was 12.30 and her husband had not yet 
re tu rned . The Jenkins had always dined at 
twelve, a custom which they still observed 
even though the children were all out of 
school now and did not need dinner a t  th a t  
time in order to get back to school by one 
o ’clock. W hat could be keeping Solomon? 
She went to the back door and looked out.

A bent old m an— very, very old— was 
toiling laboriously up the hill. His eyes 
were fixed on the ground and his head was 
sunk upon his chest as if it was too much 
of a burden  to hold upright. He walked 
as if each step was an effort. There was 
no t much resemblance to the confident, 
springing walk of the “ good looking J e n 
kins boy” who had come courting  the 
“ p re t t ie s t  girl in Sheridan .” There was 
only a t ired  and broken old man, beaten 
ju s t  once more in his unequal ba ttle  with 
the soil.

Slowly the plodding footsteps ap 
proached. Melissa was waiting, a question 
in her eyes, though her lips were m ute as 
she held the screen door open fo r  him to 
pass into the house. Finally, she opened 
her lips and spoke— only two words.

“ Rust, Solomon?” She had been a fra id  
of it, those heavy tops and all th a t  rain.

“ Yes— all gone— the whole th u t ty
acres .” He sat down heavily, the old kitchen 
chair creaking protestingly  under his 
weight.

There was a silence in the little room. 
The old g ran d fa th e r  clock ticked loudly on 
the wall. F a th e r  Time was always bound 
to win in the end— tick-tock-tick-tock—

Melissa roused herself  from  her reverie

and, crossing the room, pu t a rough gnarled 
hand upon her husband’s shoulder.

“ Never mind, Sol, it doesn’t m a t te r  any 
w ay,” she said. “ You couldn’t help it if 
it rained so long.”

The figure in the cane-bottomed chair 
raised its head.

“ No,” tonelessly. “ I couldn’t help it—  
but I ’d counted so much on it this year. 
’Twould have m ean t the end of all our 
worries, M’lissa. Some people w ouldn’t 
have though t it an awful lot, maybe, but 
it would have been enough fo r  us— I ’ve 
worked so hard— ”

“ Yes, you did work ha rd— you always 
work h a rd ”— softly.

“ And M’lissa, I wanted to square myself 
with you, too. I w asn’t a-goin’ to say any 
th in ’ about it, but I ’ve been th ink in ’ over 
what you said about need in ’ things in the 
house and I was p lann in ’ to surprise you—  
with the money— all a t  once so you could 
do je s t  what you w anted to with it— a new 
house, maybe, if you wanted it— and now! 
Seems as th o ’ I ’m more disappinted over 
th a t  then a n y th in ’ else.” He paused and 
tu rned  his face away abruptly .

Melissa was try ing  hard  to keep the tears  
back. F a rm e r ’s wives never cried. That 
was one lesson her m other had taugh t her 
and she had never forgo tten  it in all these 
years. But in spite of herself  a big lump 
came into her th roa t  and would not go 
away.

She leaned down and touched her hus
ban d ’s grizzled hair.

“ Were you really goin’ to do all th a t  for 
me, Pa? (Solomon was only Pa on ra re  
and momentous occasions. The first time 
had been when little Sol had died— ) I de
clare, I know it sounds wicked to say so, 
bu t it don’t seem as if I care a bit now if 
the crops did go and rust.  Now th a t  I 
know you were doin’ it all fo r  me, why—  
why— honest, Pa, it don’t seem as if i t  m a t
te rs  at a l l !

“ And I ’ve lived in this kitchen the way it 
is fo r  so long I can stand it a while longer, 
I guess. And Pa (the e ternal cry of those 
who till the soil came springing uncon
sciously to her lips) and Pa  maybe— next 
y ea r .”

P. G., ’29.
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BURDEN.
B u rn h am , P r id e ’s Crossing, D u n b ar ,  

M erryville ,  B u n k e r ,  C an aan ,  t h e n — then  
T u rn er !  T u rn er !!  T u r n e r !! !  No one would 
be th e re  to  m e e t  her ,  b u t  she could g e t  on 
the  s tage , it  goes r ig h t  by the  house. The 
fo lks  w ould  be hom e an d  g lad  to  see her, 
ju s t  as  if n o th in g  had  happened .

T hey  would  th in k  a t  first it  w as j u s t  a 
visit, an d  she would  have to tell them  then , 
because— because  of that. As if h e r  eyes 
w ere  d raw n  a g a in s t  h e r  will to  the  bund le  
in he r  a rm s, she low ered  h e r  head  a lm ost  
im percep tib ly .  H er  a rm s, how ever, lost 
none of  th e i r  r ig id i ty .  T h e re  she had  sa t  
fo r  h a lf  an  h o u r  w ith  h e r  bund le  w rap p ed  
in a p ink  b lan k e t ,  stiffly e re c t  and  du ll
eyed. She had  no lunch  to e a t  and  was 
only vag u e ly  hu n g ry .  B u rn h am , P r id e ’s 
Crossing, D u n b ar ,  M erryville , B unker ,  
and  T u rn e r .  She had nev e r  fo rg o t te n  th a t  
list, an d  n e v e r  would.

Some of th e  fo lks  in tow n would say, 
“ All y o u ’d ex p e c t ,” when th ey  lea rn ed  she 
had come hom e to s tay . P a  and  Ma 
w o u ld n ’t ask questions,  b u t  she would tell 
th e m — tell th em  how H a r ry  and  his m o th e r  
had t r e a te d  her.

“ H a r ry  Blake is too good a h usband  fo r  
one o ’ th em  sh if tless  K eyeses— and  A d e
laide in p a r t i c u la r ,” people had said. “ M ay
be Old L ady  B lak e’ll p u t  some pep in ’e r .”

Pep!  Old L ady  Blake had tr ied  to, all 
r igh t.  P ro b a b ly  A dela ide  was p a r t ly  to 
blam e. H ousew ork  had been so r t  of easy 
go ing  a t  home. Ma nev e r  le t  he r  do m uch 
a n y w a y ;  she n ev e r  was ve ry  s trong . H a r ry  
and  his m o th e r  w ere  a lw ays well. His 
m o the r ,  especially , m ade he r  boast,  “ N ever  
a sick day  an d  n ev e r  a d rop  of m ed ic ine ,” 
and  sniffed up h e r  nose as if it  w ere  only 
lazy and  “ sp le e n y ” people who w ere  sick.

¥ ¥ V ^

W hen the  bab y  w as coming, it  w as 
worse. N obody w a n te d  it ve ry  much. 
“ A n o th e r  m o u th  to  fe e d .” Mrs. Blake had 
sn o r ted ,  an d  H a r r y  had ju s t  been  m ore  
s i len t  th an  ever. Well, H a r ry  was old, 
n ea r ly  fo r ty ,  and  she w as e igh teen . T here  
co u ld n ’t  be m uch  sy m p a th y  b e tw een  them . 
She had w a n te d  to go home b e fo re  the  
baby  cam e, b u t  Mrs. Blake had dem anded

of her, as if she had been a w ilfu l  child, 
“ do you know  how m uch the  c a r f a r e  would  
be? G oodness only know s w here  the  doc
t o r ’s bills a re  com ing  f r o m ! ” A nd  th a t  
w as the  end of it.

I t  w as a girl. She w as n am ed  H a tt ie .  
“ We ou g h t  to  nam e  it  a f t e r  M a,” H a r ry  
had said. A dela ide  w as too w eak  to p ro 
test .  Som ehow  she c o u ld n ’t  g e t  over fe e l 
ing  t i red  and  weak, g e t  over t h a t  nu m b  
coldness th a t  g r ipped  h e r  senses and  stilled  
h e r  energy . The baby  was a w eakling , too. 
I t  cried  m ost of the  t im e, a nerv o u s  sickly 
cry  t h a t  ann o y ed  H a r ry  an d  sen t  Ma Blake 
in to  inh u m an  silences. Her bab ies  had  
nev e r  cried.

In h e r  w eakness , A dela ide  had  ju s t  one 
th o u g h t  th a t  soon becam e a lm ost  an  obses
sion ; to go hom e— go hom e to g e t  aw ay  
fro m  the  daily  to r tu r e  of liv ing on the  de
fensive, like a te th e re d  an im al.  She n e v e r  
th o u g h t  beyond the  f a c t  th a t  she was go ing  
back to the  fa rm  w here  the  fo lks were.

I t  never  o ccu rred  to h e r  to te ll  H a r ry  
t h a t  she w an ted  to leave him, an y  m ore  
th an  it  would have occu rred  to h e r  to tell 
Ma Blake th a t  th e re  was to m uch  sa le ra tu s  
in the  biscuit. She would ju s t  ru n  aw ay  
a f t e r  H a r ry  had gone o u t  to work, p e rh ap s  
on one of those r a r e  m o rn in g s  w hen  Ma 
Blake le f t  he r  a lone in the house and  w e n t  
to m ark e t .  The rea l  difficulty cam e w ith  
c a r f a r e ;  she had no m oney. She could 
ha rd ly  send home fo r  the  n ecessa ry  
a m o u n t ;  Ma had ju s t  been sick and  th e re  
never  was an y  ex tra .

H er  dull b ra in  revolved  the  p rob lem  day 
a f t e r  day. F ina lly  a so lution came. H a r ry  
showed he r  a do llar  th a t  a d is ta n t  re la t iv e  
had sen t  fo r  the  baby, ev iden tly  be liev ing  
th a t  a ban k  acco u n t  should be s ta r te d  a t  
an ea r ly  age. O th e r  m em bers  of the  t h r i f ty  
Blake fam ily  followed suit. T hey  a lw ays 
believed in send ing  p rac t ica l  g i f t s ;  d a in ty  
k n i t ted  th ings  w ere  foolish luxuries .  All 
the  offerings w ere  p u t  in the  blue k i tchen  
on the  m ante l .  “ P u t  it  in the  b an k  n e x t  
t im e I go to  B u rn h a m ,” H a r ry  ann o u n ced .

On one day  A dela ide  co u n ted  it  en ough  
fo r  a  t icke t!  I t  w a sn ’t  s tea l in g — the  m oney  
belonged  to her baby. B u t the  bab y  did
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n o t need  it now. She would save and  save 
to rep lace  it. I t  was he r  only c h a n c e : A de
laide rea lized  th a t  and  w aited .

H; ❖  *

“ Going to B u rn h am  tom orrow , Ma, w an t  
to g o ? ” Adela ide  w atched  H a r ry  tak e  the 
bills f ro m  the  blue p i tche r  and  p u t  them  
in his pocketbook. H a r ry  did eve ry th ing  
slowly and  delibera te ly .

“ S ’pose I m ight, the  b u t t e r  is churned. 
Adela ide  can m ake up the  bread , if  she has 
to. W e ’d b e t te r  s ta r t  by seven .”

The t r a in  le f t  the  crossing a t  seven- 
th i r ty — across the  fields she could m ake it.

The baby  slept bad ly  and  Adelaide was 
up f re q u en t ly .  H a r ry  s lept sound ly ; it  was 
n o t  a t  all difficult to g e t  the  bills. H a r ry  
would n o t  coun t his m oney  in the  m o rn ing ;  
he w as always sure. N ever in h e r  life had 
Adela ide  p lanned  or execu ted  so d a r ing  a 
deed. M arry in g  H a rry  had n e t  been  excit
ing. B u t then , Adelaide was no t  herse lf  
an y  m o re ;  she had sufficient ene rgy  fo r  
only one emotion.

I t  w as six o’clock when she craw led out 
of bed. N ot a sound fro m  the  crib, the 
baby  was s leeping a t  last. P e rh ap s  it 
w ou ld n ’t  be so fussy  on the  tra in .

P ro m p tly  a t  seven the  wagon rolled out 
of the  door yard . Adelaide dropped  the 
dish-rag, and  ra n  to the  bed-room. S leep
ing still? She would dress herse lf  f irst; she 
m u st  lock the  doors. A t the las t  m om ent, 
t ing l in g  with an tic ipa tion  th a t  bo rdered  on 
joy  and  w ith  m ore  an im ation  than  she had 
know n since childhood, she l i f ted  the  baby. 
The li ttle  sh runken  face  s ta red  a t  her, and 
she suddenly  becam e aw are  of the cold 
stiffness of the th in g  she held in he r  arms.

So this was the  end of it!  She would 
have to s tay  here  now, s tay  here  alone all 
day  w ith  he r  dead baby. She would have 
to w ait  fo r  H a r ry  to come home a t  n igh t 
and  ask he r  where  the  m oney  was. She 
would have to tell Ma Blake the whole 
s tory , and they  would probab ly  blam e her 
because the baby  died. Then they  would 
n ev er— never  le t  he r  go hom e; she would 
be a p r iso n e r  here  un til  she escaped like 
the  baby. O God! She cou ldn ’t!  She laid 
the  baby  back in the crib, c lu tched  the  bills, 
and  s ta r te d  to ru n  ou t of the  room, b u t  the 
ve ry  em ptiness  of her  a rm s stopped  her.

W as it hones ty  to the  baby? She was using 
its m oney— or was it a f a in t  reasse r t ion  of 
a n o th e r  be ing  who had scarcely  existed, 
A delaide the  m o the r?  Or was it the  r e 
venge of a wife who would leave him n o th 
ing, who would take  all th a t  was hers?

She w rapped  the  baby  in a b lanket, p in 
ned it, and  took it in he r  a rm s as she would 
any  lifeless thing.

She m ust h u r ry  to m ake the  crossing. 
W ha t if the  tra in  shou ldn ’t  stop! There 
was a lm ost never  a passenger. She s tum b
led across the field, c lu tch ing  the bundle 
t igh t ly — w hat if she should drop it? The 
tra in  did stop and  she was safe  going 
aw ay  fo rev e r!  H a r ry  would never  come 
a f t e r  h e r ;  he was too proud. He would 
p robab ly  be glad in a way th a t  she had 
gone, unless the in jus t ice  she was doing 
him rank led  too much, or unless the shame 
of her  going  soured him too b itte r ly .

* * * *

A t B urnham , he r  h e a r t  b ea t  m ore ra p id 
ly; he was probab ly  th e re  now. P e rh ap s  he 
was in the bank  and  finding the bills gone. 
T h a t  s ta tion  passed, she b rea th ed  more 
easily. People  looked a t  he r  s tran g e ly  b u t  
she was hard ly  conscious of it.

“ P r id e ’s Crossing!”
H er a rm s were aching, y e t  they  seemed 

detached  from  the  re s t  of h e r  body. She 
still held the bundle  rigidly, never  looking 
a t  it. Soon they  stopped ach ing  and were 
only numb.

“ D u n b a r .”
A w om an g e t t in g  on the t ra in  looked 

fam iliar.  I t  was Mrs. Higbie f rom  T urner .  
W hat if she should stop and  ask to see the 
baby! Adelaide sh rank  back in the  seat 
and  tu rn e d  h e r  head the  o th e r  way. Mrs. 
Higbie did n o t  notice her, and  w ent 
th ro u g h  to the  nex t  car. The wom an in the 
nex t  sea t  u n w rapped  a lunch fo r  he r  chil
dren, cold boiled eggs and  chunky  sand
wiches. W ould th ey  never  stop ea ting?  
The h u n g ry  children nau sea ted  her.

“ M erryville .”
W ith  fa t ig u e  and  lack of food— she had 

been too nervous to ea t  b re a k fa s t— A de
la ide’s mind was a lm ost in a stupor. She 
could see horrib le  im ages— Mrs. Blake and 
H a rry  r e tu rn in g  home, finding her  and  the
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baby  gone. Harry w ould  not know  the 
baby was dead.

“ B u n k e r ! ”
I t  w as insuffe rab ly  h o t  and  stuffy. She 

m u st  n o t  f a in t !  The g r in d in g  of the  wheels 
g rew  louder  and  lo u d e r ;  the  c h a t te r  in the 
ca r  was fa d in g  aw ay. By m ere  s t r e n g th  of 
will she pulled  he rse lf  back  in to  conscious
ness. She m u s tn ’t  d rop  the  baby. (She 
had nev e r  called it H a t t ie  to he rse lf . )

“ C a n a a n !”
The fa m il ia r  nam e s ta r t le d  b u t  s t r e n g th 

ened her. H er  pulse qu ickened  a b i t ;  h e r  
eyes lost some of th e i r  inhum an  dullness. 
Yes—

B urnham , P r id e ’s Crossing, D unbar ,  Mer- 
ryville , B unker ,  C anaan , then  T u rn e r .  She 
no ticed  the  people in the  ca r  a b o u t  her, 
people she had seen befo re ,  b u t  th ey  did 
n o t  know  her. The t ra in  was slowing 
d o w n ; people g a th e re d  up th e i r  bags, th e ir  
wraps. She recognized  the fa m il ia r  la n d 
scape th ro u g h  the window. I t  w as—  

“ T u r n e r ! ”
L. N. W., ’30.

ON BASKET LUNCHES.
I f  you a re  like the  o rd in a ry  A m erican  

you will smell pine needles, see the  su n 
ligh t d ra in in g  th ro u g h  th ick  g reen  boughs, 
and  ta s te  th in  slices o f  p ink  ham  when I 
m en tion  the  w ords  “ bask e t  lu n ch .” To 
m ost of us and  to me, too, a y e a r  ago they  
called fo r th  all k inds of happy  an t ic ip a t io n s  
of a jo lly  c a re f re e  tim e. My orig inal con
ception of the  idea has been som ew hat d im 
med by the  ind igestion  p rovok ing  re su l t  of 
a E u r o p e a n ’s idea of a ba sk e t  lunch. Of 
course  th e re  w ere  excep tions  th a t  m ade 
e a t in g  en ro u te  w orthw hile ,  b u t  they  w ere 
excep tions  indeed, n o t  the  ru le .

One b u rn in g  h o t  day in J u ly  we le f t  our 
ho te l in Cologne c a r ry in g  o u r  first G erm an  
lunch  l i te ra l ly  in our  fists. W hen m y w a ite r  
handed  me a collection of s tring less , b a g 
less, bund les  w rap p ed  in p ap e r  napk ins  a 
f a in t  suspicion of the  too thsom eness  of 
th e i r  c o n te n ts  came to m y mind. By the  
m eans  of an ene rg e t ic  display of hand  
gym nastics ,  he conveyed  to me the  idea 
th a t  I was to consum e the  c o n ten ts  o f  one 
of those bund les  fo r  my noon meal. I had 
no tim e to inqu ire  in to  the  m a t te r  f u r th e r  
as the  t r a in  w as a b o u t  to leave. The p ros
pec t  o f  e a t in g  lunch on a s te a m e r  going  
down the  g r e a t  Rhine  gorge  was a l lu ring .

On the  t r a in  th a t  was to tak e  us to Cob
lenz I d id n ’t  b o th e r  to even peek b en ea th  
the  f lu t te r in g  p a p e r  w ra p p in g  of my lunch, 
and  ce r ta in ly  in the  s u rg in g  m ass of h u 
m a n i ty  which was b o a rd in g  the  b o a t  th e re  
was n e i th e r  t im e  n o r  place fo r  such an  in 
spection . W e w ere  pushed  up the  g a n g

p lank  in the  m idst of s ta lw a r t  sem i-burned  
h ikers  and  sub s tan t ia l  f raus ,  and  fo u n d  
th a t  the  only v a c a n t  p laces on the  boa t  
were u n d e r  a g lass inclosure  th a t  served 
excellen tly  as a ho t house. I f e a r  f rom  
th a t  experience  th a t  I was never  in ten d ed  
fo r  a cu lt iva ted  rose. I w ith e red ;  I w il ted ;  
I d rooped— then  jo y fu l ly  I th o u g h t  of my 
baske t  lunch. E a t in g  always had revived 
me. I would eat. I unloosed the  p a p e r  
and  disclosed two enorm ous, two gigantic , 
two impossible sandwiches. Enclosed in 
im pregnab le  walls of rye  b read  lay, or r a t h 
er  w ere  draped , good G erm an  Bologna 
which loudly boasted  of the  n a tu re  of its 
flavoring. In A m erica  I had d e te rm in ed  
th a t  when trav e l in g  I would never  fuss  
ab o u t  the  food and  th a t  I would a lw ays t ry  
eve ry th in g  once. I did. I chewed v a l ia n t 
ly fo r  ten  m in u tes  and  then  bowed to the  
su p rem acy  and  super io r  s t r e n g th  of G er
m an bread. I w en t  below and  tr ied  in m y  
six word G erm an vocabu lary  to buy w a te r .  
T here  was none. I boug h t  ho t chocolate  
and  wilted more. F u r th e r  discussion is u n 
necessary  and  unbecom ing . F o r  the  re s t  
of th a t  b ro iling  a f te rn o o n  I a l te rn a te ly  
w atched  fo r  s to ried  castles  and  v ineyards ,  
and  looked a t  y o ung  G erm any  ea t in g  Bo
logna and  suck ing  oranges. F ro m  th a t  day 
on I was w ary  of baske t  lunches.

My G erm an  experience  m ade my ensu in g  
I ta l ian  ones seem less d ram a tic  b u t  n o t  a 
bit less ludicrous. One day  we boarded  
the  t ra in  a t  R om e— the  t e m p e ra tu re  a t  
seven was a lread y  very  n e a r  a h u n d re d —
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a rm e d  w ith  ou r  o rd in a ry  luggage plus two 
p a p e r  shopping  bags of baske t  lunch. The 
I ta l ian  cook had  f ru g a l ly  conserved  space 
an d  p u t  the  lunch  fo r  our  p a r ty  of six in 
two recep tacles .  U ntil  fo u r  o ’clock in the  
a f te rn o o n  we w ere  sepa ra ted , and  when a t  
th a t  h o u r  we finally fo u n d  a c o m p ar tm en t  
w here  we m igh t  all be toge the r ,  we e a g e r 
ly se t t led  ourselves to  eat. I w as the  
chosen one to divide the  lunch. I picked 
up one bag  and  fo u n d  th a t  it con ta ined  a 
r a t t l in g  collection of six unshelled, hard - 
boiled eggs, twelve ro u n d  I ta l ian  rolls 
whose o u te r  c ru s t  resem bled  no th ing  as 
m uch  as cast iron, six ha rd  g reen  pears, six 
h a rd  yellow apricots , six ha rd  peaches.

This d iscovery elicited no joy  fro m  my 
fellow  trave le rs .  “ P e rh ap s  th e re  is some 
m e a t  in the o the r  b ag ,’’ V alerie  rem ark ed  
hopefu lly . I t  m igh t  be well to explain  here  
the  I ta l ian  conception of a sandwich. The 
m ethod  is to tak e  a roll, g rasp  it firmly— it 
will n o t  crush ,— from  the  package of m ea t  
supplied  pull off a s tr ip  which will come in 
leng ths  v a ry in g  from  six inches to a foo t 
and  a half .  W rap  this ca re fu lly  ab o u t  the 
roll an chor ing  the  loose end w ith  your  r igh t  
thum b. You have an I ta l ian  sandwich. To 
re su m e— “ Y es,” I replied, “ I th ink  this 
package  m ust  have m ea t  in i t .” I opened 
it. I t  had  m eat. I hu r led  it th ro u g h  the 
window. Suffice it to say th a t  the  ham  had 
fo u g h t  a losing ba t t le  with the  heat.

“ W ell,” said Valerie, ta c tfu l ly  changing  
the  subject,  “ pe rhaps  th e re  is w a te r .” 
T here  was. We eagerly  quaffed a g re a t  
d r a u g h t  of w a te r  a t  the  tep id  te m p e ra tu re  
so m uch  advised fo r  ba th ing , and  with  such 
an am o u n t  of fizz as I never  th o u g h t  could 
be s to red  in one bo ttle . W h a t  did it  m a t 
te r ,  I s toically reflected  as I m unched  a roll 
f ro m  one hand  and  an unsa lted  egg from  
the  o thers?  I was seeing I ta ly , and I might 
spend  the  re s t  of my life a t  home ea ting  
so f t  b read  and  salted  eggs. I could re la te  
of I ta l ian  lunches indefinitely, b u t  I shall 
tu r n  to the m ore cheerfu l  Swiss version of 
the  same subject.

T rave ling  all too sw iftly  down exqu is i te 
ly blue Lac Lem an, we delved joy fu lly  into 
the  c rack ly  flowered bags th a t  con ta ined  
ou r  luncheon. We found  crisp Swiss rolls, 
de lec tab le  f ru i t ,  th ree  slices of m eat, and  of

course individual port ions  of cream y 
cheese. T h a t  was the  p e r fe c t  exception to 
the  co n t in en ta l  b aske t  lunch. A lm ost a n y 
th ing, even though  it bore  the s tigm a of an 
I ta l ian  sandwich, could be ea ten  hungri ly  
in the  inv igo ra t ing  a ir  ru sh ing  down from  
m ajes t ic  Alpine peaks. Sw itzerland  is a 
com pelling land of rough  m ounta ins ,  clear 
air, azure  heavens, and deep, cold lakes. 
But th a t  seems to have little  bea r in g  on the 
title . F rom  my childhood days, though, I 
have associated  Sw itzerland  and the  Swiss 
with a ce r ta in  brown w rap p e r  b ea r ing  the 
a l lu r ing  p ic tu re  of a m ounta in ,  a roughly  
conical peak, and  the slogan “ High as the 
Alps in qua l i ty .” T h a t  ce r ta in ly  has a b e a r 
ing on lunches.

I m ust con tinue  and  tu rn  to the  F rench  
version of the sub ject,  an ample and fully 
equipped one. On leav ing  to catch  the 
boat t ra in  to Cherbourg , I was p resen ted  
with a pas teboard  box som ew hat the  size 
of a lau n d ry  case.

“ A h ,” I though t,  “ I see I am to carry  
the lunch fo r  the  whole g ro u p .” My su r 
mise was incorrec t,  fo r  my five companions 
were given like encum brances .  We el
bowed our  way th ro u g h  the  jo s t l ing  crowd 
th a t  filled La Gare St. L azarre  and  our 
t r a n s i t  was in no w ay fac i l i ta ted  by a con
tinua l  a t te m p t  to preserve  “ the  lunch” 
from  in s ta n t  ex te rm ina tion  betw een  fa t  
ladies and fa s t  porte rs .  Lunches in the 
main are  based on the same idea from  
like the  others. It  was the  chang ing  detail 
are  w ha t  change. This lunch was much 
like the  others. I t  was the  chang ing  detail 
of a goodly a sso r tm en t  of ha rd w are  th a t  
made this one unique. We found  a supply 
of fo rks  th a t  would p e n e t ra te  no th in g  bu t  
the te n d e r  lin ing of you r  m outh , knives 
th a t  re fu sed  to cu t b u t  w ere eager  to stab 
a te e te r in g  piece, spoons which had no th ing  
“ to spoon ,” and  corkscrews which would 
do n o th ing  b u t  be sa t  upon. These all r a t 
tled m err i ly  ag a ins t  th e ir  companion, a 
bo tt le  of w arm ed  solution of Epson salts 
f la ttering ly  te rm ed  m inera l  w ater .  T ha t  
meal was a m e rry  one, fo r  it  was the  last 
one ea ten  on fo re ign  soil.

P e rh ap s  I m ay be criticised fo r  dwelling 
so m uch on th ings  of  the  body, where  th ings 
of the  sp ir i t  abound  from  St. P a u l ’s in Lon-
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don, to t h e  s len d e r  spires  of M ilan ’s g re a t  
Duomo o u tl ined  a g a in s t  an  in tense  blue 
sky. These a re  so b e a u t i fu l  t h a t  th ey  
should be han d led  so l igh tly  an d  te n d e r ly  
t h a t  n o t  even a w h ispe r  of a d isco rd an t  
no te  m ay  sound. Mine is n o t  the  h an d  to 
do th a t .  B u t we m u s t  e a t  w h e th e r  we 
choose baked  b ean s  in a sm ug  Boston r e s 
t a u r a n t ,  o r  rolls an d  h a rd  boiled eggs on a 
lu rch ing , ca re - f re e  I ta l ia n  t ra in .  E u ro p e  
m ay  excel in m ost  of the  a r ts ,  b u t  I th in k  it 
will have to give the  lau re l  to A m erica ,  the  
land  of fo res ts ,  in te rm in ab le  plains, r u s h 

ing  to r re n ts ,  a n d — b a sk e t  lunches. L ike 
m ost of y o u n g  A m erica  I am  a bo rn  p ic
n icker,  a n d  th a t  is w hy the  b ask e t  lunch  
phase  of E u ro p e  was firmly p la n te d  in m y 
mind. May I be fo rg iv en  if I say—

Oh! L ondon is a m a n ’s tow n 
T h e re ’s m u t to n  eve ryw here ,

A nd P a r is  is a w o m a n ’s tow n 
W ith  a L a ’s in the  air.

Oh! i t ’s sw eet  to dine in Venice 
A nd s p a g h e t t i ’s g r e a t  in Rome.

B u t when it conies to lunch in g —  
T h e re ’s no place like home.

E. R., ’32.

MARY’S RETURN.
M ary decided to  pin the  no te  on his pil

low. He would  see i t  when he w en t  th ro u g h  
the  house wildly sc ream in g  fo r  her. And 
when he fo u n d  she w as gone and  only the  
n o te —

But it  w a s n ’t  a note. I t  was a real 
epistle. C onseq u en t ly  she co u ld n ’t  m ake it 
look cool and  im p o r ta n t  bunched  up on the  
pillow like th a t .  She decided to p u t  it  on 
the hall r u g  w here  he would be sure  to  see 
it  the  first th in g  he s tepped  in to  the  hall. 
She wished she h a d n ’t  m ade it  so long. She 
had s ta r te d  it  b e a u t i fu l ly  and  d ram a tica l ly  
as all wives do. “ I am go ing  away. By the 
t im e you read  th is  I shall be gone. Do n o t  
search  fo r  me fo r  I shall leave no clue. I t  
is m uch  b e t t e r  like this. O ur  lives like tw o 
r iv e rs  m erge  fo r  a t im e, b u t  now  each m u st  
be sea rch in g  new  b a n k s .” Yes, she had 
s ta r te d  it  t h a t  way, b u t  then  she s ta r te d  
e n u m e ra t in g  his m an y  fa u l t s  and  th a t  took  
so m uch  space the  no te  len g th en ed  in to  a 
long le t te r .  She could have stood, she told 
him, his ru in in g  the  c u r ta in s  w ith  his t o 
bacco smoke, and  le t t in g  the  big dog p u t  
his m ud d y  f e e t  on the  d ivan, b u t  w h a t  she 
could n o t to le ra te  was his neg lec t  of her. 
H er  la s t  red  dress ,— h e ’d n ev e r  m en tio n ed  
b u t  once how b e a u t i fu l  it  looked w ith  h e r  
ha ir  and  h e r  complexion. W hile M olly’s 
h usband  was a lw ays  te l l in g  Molly how 
ad o rab le  she a lw ays  looked. A nd the  radio. 
He a lw ays  p e rs is ted  in k eep in g  it  tu n e d  in 
to some v u lg a r  “ prize  f igh t” so th a t  she 
missed all the  finest cook ing  recipes. And

the  dogs; she had  consen ted  to ta k e  the  
p ink  r ibbon  off the  b igges t  dog,— b u t  w h a t  
h u r t  did it do “ F lu ff” the  Pekingese? To 
be su re  he had tr ip p ed  on it, b u t  F luff will 
t r ip  anyw ay . M a ry ’s h u s b a n d ’s m o th e r  
had given h e r  “ F lu ff .”

She ended  the  l e t te r  w ith  a few  w ords  
th a t  she knew  would b r in g  “ s m a r t in g ” 
te a r s  to his eyes and  the  b i t te r  rea l iza t io n  
of  how crue lly  he had m a l t re a te d  her.

As she pulled  on a l i t t le  b row n tu r b a n  
and  w rap p ed  he r  so f t  f u r  coa t  a b o u t  her , 
she stole a g lance  in the  m irro r .  She 
paused , sea rch in g  fo r  signs of g r e a t  g r ie f  
an d  b i t te r  d is i l lus ionm ent on he r  face.

She s tud ied  h e r  t r im  li t t le  house  w ith  
zealous sc ru tiny . She would have p r e f e r 
red  to leave it  in dishevelled d iso rd e r ;  a 
few  silk u n d e r th in g s  th ro w n  over the  
d ivan ;  an even ing  gown w ith  b roken  p ea r ls  
t r ick l in g  on and  a ro u n d  it  as it lay in a 
c rum pled  heap  on the  rug . B u t  h e r  love 
of o rd e r  p revailed . The l i t t le  place w as as 
im m acu la te  as only M ary  could m ake  it.

The w e a th e r  su ited  h e r  mood p e rfec t ly .  
I t  w as ra in in g ,  a so f t  ra in  t h a t  l e f t  the  
world  grey. She would have liked to have 
le f t  the  house in the  ra in  in a d im inu tive  
p ink  co tton  dress, b u t  she c o u ld n ’t. One 
had to th in k  of the  ne ighbors .  Besides the  
ra in  would have ru in ed  h e r  chiffon hose.

She had no w e l l- fo rm u la ted  plans. Only  
to g e t  aw ay, she to ld  herse lf ,  as  she closed 
the  door  an d  slipped the  key u n d e r  the  
door-rock. She w as g lad  it  was ra in in g .  I t
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would hide he r  te a r s  which she k new  were, 
by now, spilling fro m  her  sad eyes.

The walk  in the  rain-filled a ir  did he r  
good. Much to he r  dism ay she a r r ived  a t  
the  d us ty  s ta t ion  m isty-eyed and  rosy- 
cheeked. She sa t down in one of the  ha rd  
s ta t ion  chairs  w a it ing  fo r  a t ra in .  She u n 
consciously drew  he r  fe e t  up u n d e r  the seat 
and  fo lded h e r  hands  piously in he r  lap. 
S i t t in g  so, she looked m ore like a dem ure  
li t t le  girl going  on he r  first visit than  like 
a despe ra te  women dese r t in g  he r  husband.

She was so enm eshed  in the  tang le  of her  
tu m bled  th o u g h ts  th a t  she h a d n ’t  noticed a 
b e n t  old m an, dressed in the conventional 
blue serge common to ra ilw ay  officials who 
had come in and  sa t  down n o t  f a r  from  
her. She looked a t  him now idly. B ent 
w ith  tim e, he was, b u t  no t f ro m  the c ir 
cum stances  of life.

Besides the  presence  of the t icket-  
sellers back  a t  the  window in the f a r th e r  
end of the  room, they  two w ere alone in 
the  s ta tion . The m an took off his gold- 
b ra ided  cap and  laid it down on the  sea t 
beside him. W ith  s tubby  fingers he 
sm oothed  the  peta ls  of a dusty  white c a r 
n a tion  in his coat lapel. The ca rna tion , r e 
vived a l i ttle  by the ra in -ba th ,  s tuck  up 
p e r t ly  as a re su l t  of the  old m a n ’s m in is t ra 
tions.

The ra i lw ay  clock ticked on,— a m ono to 
nous “ M aree-L eft ,  M aree -L ef t .” A f te r  
fif teen  m inu tes  of silent w ait ing  M ary ’s a r 
do r  was beg inn ing  to dam pen a bit.

P e rh a p s  the  fu n n y  ra i lw ay  man would 
ta lk  to her, she though t.  She said, “ I t ’s 
ra in ing , isn ’t i t ? ” by the  way of a s ta r te r .

She noticed th a t  he had laugh-crinkles 
a ro u n d  his eyes when he smiled and  said, 
“ J u s t  a bit, Miss— b u t i t ’s always a c learing  
up show er.”

“ Do you always take  this t r a i n ? ” she r e 
to r ted .

“ Oh yes ,” d ream ily , and then  a little  
proudly , “ I t  has been my train fo r  years— ”

“ Y our t ra in ?  And you like it. You 
seem happy— even— even with w e a th e r .” 
M ary  w ondered  if she had said too much. 
B ut he answ ered  slowly. “ I ’ll a lw ays like 
it. T h e re ’s no t m an y  y ea rs  m ore— you 
know — ”

He was th in k in g  ab o u t  a pension p ro b 

ably, M ary though t.  But he cou ldn ’t m ean? 
— “ not m any  yea rs  m ore?  Why, w hy,” 
she f a l te re d — “ You m ean — y o u ’ve— ”

“ W e c a n ’t live fo re v e r ,” he told Mary 
gently . “ and  then  w e’ll m eet everyone 
w ho’s gone b e fo re .” He fingered his white 
ca rna tion  contem platively .

“ Y our— your w ife ? ” M ary asked tim id
ly and then  rem em b ered  she was the wife 
of som eone.

“ No, no t in th is  life an y w ay ,” the 
gen tle  little  man w en t on. “ Say w hat is 
you r  n a m e ? ” He suddenly  looked a t  M ary 
as if fo r  the first t im e he were speaking  to 
her and not the ca rna tion . M ary was not 
su rprised  a t  the  question. She realized 
he r  pe r t inence  had induced such s t ra ig h t
fo rw ardness .

“ I t ’s M ary A n—
He broke in ,“ Mary. I th o u g h t  so. Seemed 

to take  such an in te re s t  in my M ary .” The 
little  man was speaking  now with an eag e r
ness th a t  a lm ost f r ig h ten ed  Mary.

“ A nd— white  c a rn a t io n ? ”
He w en t on. “ She had a ga rden  with 

lots of flowers, primrose, and hollyhocks, 
n as tu r t ium s,  and g e n t ia n s .”

“ A nd— white c a rn a t io n s ? ” M ary was 
alm ost asham ed because of the  rev e ren t  
look th a t  again  t ransf igured  his face  as he 
fingered the  dusty  little  flower in his lapel.

“ She was sick a long t im e .” Again 
he was speak ing  to the flower m ore than  to 
Mary. “ She used to lie in bed propped up 
on a pillow in her  garden . On good d?ys. 
th a t  is. She was blonde, and  her  hair  
fluffed ou t ’round  her  face— like a little 
carna tion . A little white ca rna tion . I told 
her I ’d always w ea r  it. A new one every  
day. And th a t  was nigh on fifty  years  
ago now. F i f ty  y e a rs .” He looked up 
from  the  ca rna tion . In his eyes, Mary 
knew, was not a b row n-haired  pink-cheeked 
ra in -sw ept girl, b u t  a d a in ty  miss with 
flaxen ha ir ;  a girl with a flowered muslin 
frock and a cameo a t  her  th ro a t ,  perhaps.

She cou ld n ’t speak. She leaned over to 
pa t his hand. A long tin -ny  scream  pierced 
the sides of the  s ta tion . The t ra in  was 
coming! M ary ’s t ra in  to take  he r  f rom  her  
h u s b a n d !

The t ra in  puffed in, d r ipp ing  black p e r 
sp iration . C onducto rs  sw ung  down from  its
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sides and  ra n  along- the  p la t fo rm  to ca tch  
th e i r  ba lance . The t r a in  c reak ed  and  
g ro an ed ,  an d  s topped.

The C o n d u c to r -w ith - the -C arna tion - in -h is -  
B u t tonho le ,  smiled a t  M ary, p u t  on his gold- 
b ra id ed  h a t  an d  w e n t  o u t  to his t ra in .  He 
said, “ Good bye M ary .” She w aved a t  him 
till the  c a rn a t io n ,  a liv ing th ing , bobbed  in 
side the  t ra in  and  was gone.

5f:
She w as hom e when He go t  the re .  The 

dogs bounced  in w ith  him n e a r ly  knock ing  
M ary  over as th e y  paw ed  h e r  dress. B e
fo re  he could apologize fo r  n o t  checking

them , she had told him it was p e r fe c t ly  all 
r igh t .  The d ress  was old. W as he t i red ?  
She f e l t  it would be an age be fo re  she 
could touch  his ro u g h  coat. F i f ty  y e a rs—  
fifty  years.

“ Silly l i ttle  g ir l ,” he said as she pulled  
his head  down to kiss his face.

An aw fu l  ra c k e t  r e n t  the  air. M a ry ’s 
am azed  husband  stood as one shot, as he 
heard , in sonorous tones  com ing  f ro m  the 
d irec tion , “ S o n n eb e rg  has ju s t  h u r led  the 
M ighty M auler into the  a i r . ” A pause, in 
which M a ry ’s voice came with  sw eet con
c e rn :  “ I hope his neck is no t b ro k e n .”

P. S., ’30.

T he Book Shelf
(R E V IE W  OF R E C E N T  BOOKS.)

MOTHER INDIA.
You who ex p ec t  a ta le  o f  In d ia — the  I n 

dia of  the  w hirling , m addened ,  God-blessed 
G anges;  Ind ia  o f  the  M ongo lia -sca tte red  
ro ad s  to M an d a lay ;  Ind ia  of the  dusky  n a 
tives  who speak  in husky , d raw lin g  pa to is ;  
Ind ia  of the  e lephan ts ,  sw ing ing  along, m a 
jestic ,  ta il  to  nose, nose to ta il ,  down the  
m a t te d  t ra i ls  o f  the  ju n g le ;  Ind ia  of the  
m oons— Moons th a t  m ake  H e r  a f a n ta s y  in 
the  supple  sw ay of palm  t r e e s ;  Ind ia  of 
go rgeous  incense, b re a th in g  aw e ing  idols; 
In d ia  o f  deser ts ,  cam els  and  t r ibesm en ,  
and  Ind ia  a t  su n se t  when all the  a ir  is blue, 
an d  the  only  b re a th  is the  t a n g  of smoke 
r is in g  th re a d l ik e  f ro m  all the  hear th -f ires  
in all the  m id g e t  m udded  v illages: You 
then ,  you had  b es t  keep  on w ith  Kim and  
J u n g le  Tales .

N ot fo r  you b u t  fo r  those  who seek in 
fo rm a t io n a l  Ind ia  th is  book is w r i t t e n ;  the  
Ind ia  of  indesc r ibab le  poverty ,  filth, and  de
g ra d a t io n  ; In d ia  of  child-wives an d  low
lived m e n ta l i ty ;  In d ia  of  age-old s u p e rs t i 
t ions  an d  th i r s ty  idols o ffering  d isease and  
d e a th  as an  on ly  s a lv a t io n ; an  Ind ia  th a t  
t r e a t s  h e r  child-w om en w ith  less rev e re n ce  
th a n  th e  low est beas t.  I t  is a  h o rr ib le  ta le

of a d ir ty ,  c r in g in g  dow n-trodden  people—  
oversexed  and  short-lived. The a u th o r  
tells us th a t  a t  the  age of th i r ty  the  I n 
d ians have become old men. Is it g re a t ly  
to be w ondered  a t  th a t  the  Ind ian  govern- 
e rn m e n t  is the  to t t e r in g  body it is to d ay  if 
such s ta te m e n ts  a re  t ru e ?

K a th a r in e  Mayo, its  au th o r ,  k new  when 
she w ro te  this book, th a t  b i t te r  c o n tro 
versies would be the  resu lt .  In view of this 
f ac t  th e re  a re  no tes  and  de ta i led  r e f e r 
ences a t  the  bo ttom  of every  page th a t  
ca r r ie s  ques t ionab le  s ta te m e n ts .  She has 
p ro o f  fo r  e v e ry th in g  she says.

One of the  m ost b i t te r  oppositions to he r  
w ork  was the  book of Dhan Gopal M ukerji ,  
an Ind ian . In it  he openly  flays Miss Mayo 
as a m isguided  soul who has m ade  sw e e p 
ing, g en e ra l  s ta te m e n ts  co n ce rn in g  isolated  
p laces which a re  no t  typ ica l of whole of 
India . He believes she m u s t  h a te  Ind ia  to 
so d esec ra te  the  nam e  of m o th e r  as she has 
done page a f t e r  page— and  so on and  on 
he goes till he has  a  small volum e of r a th e r  
uncoiiv incing  denunc ia t ions .

Y e t to m y m ind, Miss Mayo has  n o t  
t r ie d  to w rite  a sensa tiona l  book, r a th e r
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she has endeavored to p r in t  those things 
which will arouse sen tim en t fo r  the p u r 
pose of b e t te r ing  India. And despite the 
expression of the Indian th a t  she hates In 
dia it doesn’t seem th a t  it can be so. For

she has seen, as no Indian has had the 
power to visualize, the glory of pagan, 
exotic India with its lazy, dream y days, and 
blue-grey nights as opposed to all its h u 
man degradation.

P. S., ’30.

THE KING’S HENCHMAN.
Edna St. Vincent Millay’s is th a t  ra re  

g if t  th a t  m arks the true  artis t,  and the 
work to which she sets her hand bears the 
stamp of g rea t  ta len t  if not genius. The 
King’s Henchman is in every way a big 
piece of work and like all such things, 
brings its full share of criticism, both favo r
able and adverse. Of Miss Millay’s t r e a t 
m ent of such a rough-hewn subject, we can 
have nothing bu t favorable  criticism. The 
rugged life of the early Saxon to be fully 
apprecia ted  m ust be handled in a rugged 
way. From stage se tt ing  to m arching song, 
every detail smacks of a m an ’s touch ra th e r  
than  th a t  of the woman who wrote An A f 
ternoon cn a Hill.

Merely to visualize and create  such a 
picture  as we are first shown in E a d g a r ’s 
hall, necessita tes a mind fa r  beyond the 
o rd inary ;  to sustain in te res t  through three 
acts requires a command of language and 
m ature  comprehension th a t  few possess. 
The play is the work of a f ru i t fu l  mind, a 
mind th a t  can t re a t  a g rea t  theme with sim

plicity, th a t  can add a touch of lyric loveli
ness to a scene of rough manhood and yet 
leave not a trace  of insipidness.

In some ways the plot of the story  is 
disappointing, fo r  we are ever loathe to 
have a hero fail to come up to the s tandard  
we set him, or a heroine grow less beauti
ful than we first believed her. When we 
meet A elfrida in the misty moonlight, we 
feel we have a t  last found a woman whose 
soul is as lovely as her face. The Aelfrida 
we leave in th a t  tragic hall is lovely of face 
still but in soul small and weak. Aethel- 
wold, too, commands less and less of our 
adm iration  as the play goes on. But is it 
not a convincing proof of the g reatness  of 
Miss Millay’s work, th a t  in spite of our 
acute  dislike fo r  much of the plot, we still 
accord it its due of praise?

Many books are written , bu t few out-live 
the censure of the years. Although The 
K ing’s Henchman is too modern to be tru ly  
judged, it has the tan g  of grea tness  th a t  
promises well.

E. R., ’32.

TRAINS.
Trains are such impersonal, disinterested 

beasts.
They h u rry  blindly by, seeing nothing of 

these common th ings—
Wayside s tands and little houses drearily  

alike,
Big barns with t iny  windows fo r  cows
(I wonder if cows w ouldn’t like big win

dows),
Squares with cannons and black balls 
Ignobly planted  fo r  children to sit on,
Old friendly-looking houses fo r  sale;
Slim daugh ter  birches s tanding  in deep 

gullies,
Beautifu l ju n ip e r  ea ting  its way through  

the fields,
Stone walls with cavities th a t  need a den-
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t i s t ’s care,
T rees  eve ryw here— beeches in g ray  ta i l 

ored suits,
Oaks th a t  keep th e ir  leaves a soft, rustling- 

tan ,
Baby firs up to th e ir  necks in the  snow th a t  

the  sun did no t see;
Litt le  deser ted  schoolhouses with closed 

eyes,
Sudden loud billboards th a t  g lare  a t  coun

t ry  things,
Plowed pieces of land like patches on over

alls,
Haycocks lud icrous in bonnets  of d ir ty  

white,
The r ive r  with its soap bubble curls  h u r ry 

ing tow ard  the  sea,
And always, you canno t escape them , te le 

phone poles,
Cold, naked  things, m ere  slaves to hold up 

singing wires,
B u t tra in s  love n o t  these things. They were 

m ade by man,
And when m an m ade them  he fo rg o t  to 

give them  souls.
P. B., ’30.

BO W L OF GOLD.
A strangeness  seems upon the  wind tonight,
P e rhaps  because it  holds too m any  m em 

ories
Of m om ents  when a d ream  became alive.
T here  was th a t  n igh t of two short  years  

ago
W hen I knew  y o u r  h e a r t  was mine, and 

mine was yours,
And love h u n g  low— a silver cloud above 

us.
H a! Now you tell a dark -ha ired  maiden 

th a t  you love her,
And I have kissed a h u ndred  tim es and 

more,
B u t  the re  will never  be a n o th e r  n igh t  like 

th a t  one,
N or an o th e r  moon so smiling.

Love is no longer  shy and  ha lf-a fra id ,
B ut flames in g lorious fire across the  heart .
Still, the re  is som eth ing  m ore we would 

have back,
Som eth ing  th a t  is young  and new — and 

gone.
W endy.

TH E LE SSO N .
I ti l t  my head up, you bend yours down, 
D on’t  laugh! No, no— oh please! D on’t 

frown.
Now place your  arm s a round  m e— so,
Pve seen it in the movies th a t  is how I 

know.

Now kiss me, Jack. Not on my nose!
T h a t ’s not the way. Now try.
Look in my eyes and hold m e— Oh-h-h!—  
I kn-know I— should no t cry.

But, Jackie  dear, I d idn ’t  th in k —
Pve p racticed— on the cat,
But do n ’t you see!— I never guessed 
A kiss could be like that.

E. B., ’29.

S O N N E T  TO SPRING.
W hen boys are  p laying m arbles in the 

stree t,
W hen puddles m irro r  blue and white of 

sky,
When coarse grey  snow creeps off on sheep

ish fee t
And leaves the bare, brown ea r th  a t  last 

to dry
B enea th  the clean, t ru e  wind t h a t ’s 

sweeping by,
When t iny  buds appear  on every limb.

W here in the t ru n k  the nimble sap runs  
high;

When robin comes and sings an early  
hymn,

And the tum bling  brook in joy  o’er- 
flows his brim,

And all the prison walls of g leam ing  
snow

B enea th  the sun are  fa ll ing  fra i l  and 
dim

And, weary, mingle with the w a te r ’s 
flow,

Then all the  busy s t ree ts  with lau g h te r  
ring,

A nd man knows in his h e a r t  th a t  it  is 
spring.

A. L. B., ’30.

A RIV ER  SK ETCH .
I

T here  is a shady place on the r iver  
W here a lacy willow



TH E COLBIANA24

Stre tches ou t over the water.
I sit and watch the sun dance th rough  the 

shadows
And lie below the dark  brown of the w a te r  
As though a gold-scaled dragon 
W ere sprawled there  on the mud.

II
The willow has a small joke with the river
About a young and awkward s ta r
T hat  tum bled from  the sky the o ther night.
The river  giggles and shakes to think of it;
And even a s tern  grackle hears
And sits on a branch of the willow
And laughs a big, hoarse laugh.

AVendv.

MENDED.
The wind to re  a hole in the sky,

But God pinned it back with gold stars. 
Ju s t  so, He made a broken life 

More beau tifu l  fo r  scars.
P. S., ’30.

CIRCUS.
“ This world is b u t  a s tage ,” and Life the 

clown.
He mocks and teases all; his jokes abound 
Deep h idd’n in pranks th a t  are  so subtly 

played
T hat  only he who feels the prick can know 
That he has been the ta rg e t  of the knave: 
And so, this Life. The je s t e r ’s paid to 

make
His je s t  so w itty  and so keen th a t  all 
May laugh together, tho a t ru th  lies deep 
B eneath  his joke and we may take  or leave 

it.
Oh, there  are  times galore this fool will act 
F o r  me alone! He does a set of han d 

springs :
Runs quickly back and fo r th  to show his 

speed,
And e n te r ta in s  me in most regal style,
Until h e ’s tired, and then when he lies 

down
L ife ’s flat fo r  me.— This silly clown, with 

whom
I play fo r  la u g h te r  and fo r  tears , long 

hours,
Knows me much b e t te r  than I know myself, 
And with his wit and foolery  lures me on. 
O ft- t im es I do rebel, b u t  he ’s the s tronger

m a n ;
His m irthfu l thoughts  go deeper fa r  than 

mine,
His knowledge’s wide, his ju d g m e n t’s sure. 

And so
He tricks me into th ink ing  things his way,
Tho I would not. And thus I find myself
At disadvantage placed and plead his 

mercy.
“ Hoop-la!” he cries— and jum ping  th ru  

the hoop
He smashes all the fabric  of my dreams!
“ Well done, Sir Fool!” The tears  are chok

ing me—
But I will laugh. H e’s m eant for  this I see.

Evelyn Morrison, ’31.

PHILOSO PH Y.
The way th a t  lies in f ro n t  of me 
Is all unknown. It looks so dark!!—
I ’m sure ’tis but a shadow placed 
“Ju s t  so” with care, concealing well 
The premise of the days th a t  I 
Approach with caution and with dread.
I know th e re ’s One who plans these th ings; 
For o ther  days I have beheld 
Like shadows, and have feared  to tread  
The road so dimly seen— until,
AVhen I had reached the place I feared 
To pass, I stopped and looked—
And found no th ing  but loveliness!

E. M., ’31.

C H A PER O N ES.
With apologies to John MacCrae.

Out there  the girls sway to and fro 
With the ir  par tners ,  they come and go 

Past where we s tand ;  and as if mad 
The drum s bea t— so wild and sad 

T hat we are moved, here is our row.

We are  the chaperones. Long years  ago 
We danced, were gay— when lights burned 

low
We lived and were loved. And now we sit 
And watch your th robb ing  feet.

AA e laughed, knew joy ;  there  were no cares 
Ere heavy age had claimed these hairs 
And hea r ts  were broken and tro th s  were 

m ended
All in one n igh t— But th a t  is ended—  
And now— we are  the chaperones.
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Oh le t  us to the  dance  an d  toy  
W ith  love a g a i n ! J u s t  one m ore  n igh t,
Be m ad!  W h a t ’s t h a t  you  te l l? —
L itt le  M ary  did n o t  say  “ Good N ig h t” —  

W ell
She is so young , an d  t h a t ’s h e r  w ay—
’Tis n o t  the  w ay  of ch aperones!

P. S., ’30.

G U L L S ’ W IN G S .
I

A w ay, long  w as te  of snow!
A nd tu r n  aside,
Low hills t h a t  sh u t  me i n !
The leap in g  m ad n ess  of  a w in te r  m oon—
A red  m oon ju s t  above those  long, b lack 

t r e e s —
H as given me the  silver  w ings of gulls 
W ith  which to  t e a r  th e  s ti l lness  of the  

n ight.

II
A t  l a s t ! The slow, deep  b re a th in g  of the

sea—
The black  sea— th ro u g h  whose s lum ber ing  

b re a s t
The red  moon p lunges  ja g g e d  knives of 

light.

I I I
Gulls’ w ings?  No!

F o u r  n a rro w , s tu b b o rn  walls 
H ave h em m ed  me in again ,
A nd  brow n hills w a it  in silence all a round .

M ary  Allen, ’31.

RID IN G .
W e ’ll sk ir t  the  d is ta n t  m o u n ta in s  

A nd know  the  va l ley ’s m ist  
W e ’ll cleave the  ca rm in ed  su n se t

A nd leap the  hills all tw il ig h t  kissed 
A nd shadow -hung.
W e ’re  aw ay — aw ay —
W e ’re  ra c in g  w ith  the  day!

The flash of y o u r  hoof  sends sun ligh t  
S h in ing  on shadow ed plains,

A nd the  b re a th  f ro m  y o u r  qu iv ’r in g  
nostr i ls

R ushes th ro u g h  drow sy  lanes,
W e ’re  th u n d e r in g  by 
W e ’re aw ay — aw ay —
W e ’re ra c in g  w ith  the  day!

I can feel y o u r  t a u g h te n e d  muscles 
U n d e r  y o u r  flying m ane,

W hile m y h e a r t  is leap ing— leap ing—
A nd b u rn s  like a s ing ing  flame.

W e ’re  aw ay — aw ay —
W e ’ll sp u rn  the  e a r th —
I ’m r id in g  the  w ind to d ay !

E. R., ’32.
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A m em o ria l  service fo r  E d n a  Huff w as 
held  in Y. W. C. A. m e e t in g  T u esd ay  e v e n 
ing, N o v e m b e r  21. R u th  Ram sdell ,  ’32, 
p layed  a violin solo as the  g ir ls  w ere  pass 
ing  in to  the  a ssem bly  room . The sp e a k 
ers  w e re :  V irg in ia  Dudley, H elen  Chase, 
H a r r i e t  K im ball,  R osaline  M osher, and  Miss 
R unna ls .  The l a t t e r  said of E d n a :  “ W e 
can all le a rn  a lesson f ro m  h e r  f a i t h f u l 
ness, d e p en d ab i l i ty ,  an d  c o n s ta n c y .” The 
m e e t in g  closed w ith  a p r a y e r  an d  a n o th e r  
violin  selec tion .

On N o v em b er  27, Mrs. M aude  A n d rew s  
Lincoln  of A u g u s ta ,  gave  a n u m b e r  of in 
te r e s t in g  read in g s .  She first r e a d  f ro m  
R o b e r t  S h e rw o o d ’s “ The Road  to  R o m e ,” 
a h is to r ica l  p lay  dea l in g  w ith  H a n n ib a l ’s 
cam pa ign .  She re a d  tw o scenes f ro m  “ Chi
c a g o ” by M au r in e  W atk in s .  H e r  p ro g ra m  
w as en jo y ab le .

T he Y. W. m e e t in g  held D ecem ber  11, 
w as  a p p ro p r ia te  to  th e  C h r is tm as  season. 
The fo l low ing  p ro g ra m  w as e n jo y e d :

“ C h r is tm as  E v e ry w h e re ,” ( r e a d in g ) ,  
A g n es  Ginn.

Vocal solo, R u th  D ag g e t t .
“ C hris t  a n d  th e  S p ir i t  of G iv ing ,” Mrs. 

F r a n k  C. F o s te r .
In add i t io n  C h r is tm as  caro ls  w ere  su n g  

by  all p re sen t .
J a n u a r y  8, Mrs. Lois H oxie  Sm ith  gave 

an  in te r e s t in g  ta lk  on “ B u d g e t in g  Y o u r 
s e l f ,” c o m p a r in g  th e  a p p o r t io n in g  of p e r 
sonal r e so u rc e s  to  th e  b u d g e t in g  o f  f inan 
cial m eans .

J a n u a r y  15, P a u l  A lden , c a n d id a te  fo r  
S e c re ta ry  of  th e  N o r th e rn  B a p t is t  C o n v en 
t ion , a d d re ssed  th e  Y. W. girls. He spoke

of mission w ork  a n d  the  p re ss in g  need  of 
w o rk e rs  in its field. He showed us the  
g lo ry  of  c a r ry in g  the  n eeded  m essage  to 
o th e r  lands.

F e b r u a r y  12, Mrs. R o b e r t  Owen deliv
e red  an in s tru c t iv e  as well as  de l ig h tfu l  
ad d re ss  on the  L eague  of N ations ,  a s tu d y  
of which she had m ade  a t  G eneva. A f te r  
te l l ing  a b r ie f  h is to ry  of  the  L eague , she 
exp la ined  its o rg an iza t io n  w ith  c la r i ty  and  
conciseness. She po in ted  o u t  t h a t  the  
w ork  of the  L eague  is n o t  solely to  m ake  
t re a t ie s ,  b u t  th a t  it  has a v e ry  wide scope, 
be in g  in te re s te d  in a n y th in g  th a t  will b e n e 
fit the  w orld  a t  la rge .

The first m e e t in g  to  be held  in the  
A lu m n ae  Hall o ccu rred  F e b r u a r y  20. A t  
th is  t im e  a th re e  ac t  play, “ S u san n a  of the  
P a r s o n a g e ,” w as g iven by  m e m b e rs  of  the  
f re sh m a n  class. The cas t  w as com posed of 
M arjo r ie  V an  H orn , M a r th a  H am ilton , 
M a r th a  Jo h n s to n ,  J e a n  W ell ing ton , Doris 
C am pbell,  Phy ll is  H am lin , B a rb a ra  W orks , 
E s te l le  Tay lo r ,  F lo ren ce  M arble , R u th  A n 
drew s, W in n i f re d  H a m m e tt ,  an d  E velyn  
Johnson .  The p a r t s  w ere  well ta k e n  and  
the  p lay  w as en joyed .

The n e x t  m e e t in g  consis ted  of  a m usica l 
p ro g ra m  w ith  the  fo llow ing  n u m b e rs :

Vocal solo, R u th  D agge tt .
S t r in g  q u a r te t ,  R u th  Ram sdell ,  v io lin ; 

P au l in e  B akem an , v io lin ; VTinona  B errie ,  
cello; G e r t ru d e  Sykes, p iano.

P iano  solo, V e rn a  G reen.
Vocal due t ,  H a r r i e t  Jo h n so n ,  M urie l  F a r -  

n u m .

P iano  due t ,  H a r r i e t  K imball,  R u th  R am s
dell.
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The p ro g ra m  closed w ith  the  s ing ing  of 
some fa m i l ia r  songs a n d  the  A lm a M ater .

M arch  1, 2 a n d  3, Alice Pau l ,  Helen  
Chase, an d  E le a n o r  B u t le r  as r e p r e s e n ta 
tives  o f  C o lby’s Y. W. C. A. a t te n d e d  the  
Y. M. an d  Y. W. C. A. c o n fe ren ce  a t  P o 
land  Springs. The c o n fe ren ce  was a t te n d e d  
by n e a r ly  two h u n d re d  d e leg a tes  f ro m  all 
M aine colleges, as  well as  f ro m  H a rv a rd ,  
Yale, B row n, N ew  H am psh ire ,  Sm ith , Vas- 
sar, W ellesley, a n d  W h ea ton .

M arch  11 those  who had  been  to  M aqua  
gave a g lim pse of  life th e re  to those  who 
had  no t. S ea ted  b e fo re  th e  fire in the  Y. 
W. room , an d  dressed  in cam p a t t i r e ,  the  
g ir ls  gave  an  a p t  p re se n ta t io n  of cam p 
life. T hey  san g  songs an d  re a d  p o e t ry  as 
th e y  had  done a t  M aqua. Some of the  
songs w e r e : All Hail M aqua, L it t le  Sir 
Echo, 1-9-2-8 a t  M aqua, an d  N ew Lam ps 
fo r  Old. H a r r i e t  K im ball an d  Lucy  Chapin  
re a d  some p o e t ry  in keep in g  w ith  the  
occasion. The m e e t in g  w as concluded  by 
the  s ing ing  of “ Down W h ere  the  Birches 
S w ay .”

On the  a f te rn o o n  of M arch  18, the  Y. 
W. cab in e t  gave  a recep t io n  to  Mrs. H u n t 
ing ton  in the  Social Room of the  A lum nae  
Building. T h e re  w ere  tw enty-five  cab in e t  
m em b ers  p re s e n t  beside the  gues ts ,  Mrs. 
H u n t in g to n ,  D ean R unnals ,  an d  Miss Mil

d red  B utle r .  Mrs. H u n t in g to n  gave a vivid 
acco u n t  of Y. W. w ork  in the  N ea r  East,  
t r a c in g  its d eve lopm en t f ro m  its fo u n d in g  
in 1916 to  the  p re se n t  tim e.

On A pril  30 a lec tu re ,  accom pan ied  by 
s te reop ticon  slides, w as p re se n te d  by Helen 
Chase and  R u th  Pineo. I t  dea lt  w ith  w ork  
in the  misison fields of the  Philipp ine  
Islands.

The fo llow ing  T u esd ay  even ing  P ro fe s 
sor E v e re t t  S t ro n g  gave the  g ro u p  an e n 
te r ta in in g  piano  p ro g ram . He p layed  
“ R o m an ce ,” by S c h u m a n ; “ C radle  S ong ,” 
by B rahm s ( a r ra n g e d  by P e rcy  G ra in g e r)  ; 
“ P re lu d e  in D F la t , ” by Chopin ; the  
“ P ro p h e t  B ird ,” “ L o tus  L a n d ,” by Cyril 
S co t t ;  and  “ S p r in g  S ong ,” by Grieg.

The las t  Y. W. C. A. m e e t in g  on M ay 7, 
w as add ressed  by Mrs. Leopold H. R. Hass. 
H er  su b jec t  w as “ B uild ing  Up W aste  
P laces ,” which she i l lu s tra ted  by c i t ing  
some of the  w aste  p laces of the  world, such 
as d e se r ts  and  oceans, and  by te l l ing  how 
th ey  had been bu il t  up  so th a t  th ey  m ig h t  
becom e usefu l  to m an. She spoke of ex 
per iences  of h e r  own, and  of people w ith  
whom she had been acq u a in ted ,  to  show 
the  t ru e  va lue  of  “ B uild ing  Up W aste  
P laces ,” th a t  is, m ak in g  life w o r th  while 
by w ho le -hea r ted  a l tru ism .
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GYM M EET.
The gym m eet of 1929 was b igger and 

b e t te r  than  ever before . And fo r  good 
reasons!  We w ere the first g roup  to hold 
our  a n n u a l  m ee t  in A lum nae Hall. In spite 
of inc lem en t w ea th e r  a la rge  n u m b er  of 
gues ts  a t ten d ed .

The dances, m arches, and  gym nastics  
w ere  well done, and  showed carefu l  p re 
pa ra t ion . S tu n ts  of various sorts  w ere p e r 
fo rm ed  by m em bers  of all the  classes.

Special m en tion  should be m ade of the 
clog danc ing  done in costum e by six senior 
girls ,— Nellie Simonds, Muriel Sanborn , 
E lizabe th  Marshall, E thel H enderson , M ary 
Vose, and  E lean o r  Lunn. They responded  
to  two encores.

A t the  close of the m eet, class songs 
w ere  sung  and aw ards  made.

The judges  were J a n e t  Chase, Helen 
Springfield, Muriel Lewis, M ary  W arren ,  
and  Doris H ardy.

“ Beam ball— two more tries, ceiling ball 
— one m ore  t r y ! ” Such were the cries 
th a t  re sounded  in the dark, dingy dungeon 
of the  old gym, b u t  they  are  no m ore! The 
gym  is there ,  to be sure, b u t  no longer 
does its low ceilings r in g  w ith  the  shouts 
of the  black-clad girls. The new  gym is 
now the  c en te r  of the  volley ball activities. 
T ry  as they  will the  girls can find no beam s 
or ceiling to h inder  the progress  of the 
ball. It is a joy  to p lay  on the  two well-

lighted  cou rts  with a floor th a t  does no t 
roll like the  ocean waves, and  w ith  the 
knowledge th a t  no fan c ifu l  t r icks  will be 
played by beams, light baskets , and  o ther  
such obstacles.

This y ea r  the volley ball season was very  
successfully  carr ied  ou t u n d e r  the  follow
ing m an ag e rs :  Seniors, Miriam Thom as; 
jun io rs ,  R u th  Y oung; sophomores, Isabel 
C lark; and freshm en , Ju s t in a  H arding. All 
the classes w ere good b u t  the sophomores 
were the best, and a f t e r  closely contested  
games, m a n a g e d . to walk aw ay w ith  the 
championship. The girls on the sophomore 
team  w e r e : Isabel Clark, B a rb a ra  H eath , 
Pauline  Gay, Joe  Connors, Maxine Foster ,  
Muriel Mac-Dougal, W inona Berry , and 
G er tru d e  Sykes.

B A S K E T B A L L .
Basketball has a t  last come into its own. 

In the old gym with its low ceiling it  was 
useless to a t te m p t  the  game, bu t the  new 
build ing offers excellent conditions fo r  
playing. Once m ore the ball flies back and 
fo r th  f rom  the hands  of the p layers  to end 
in a basket fo r  the lucky side, though  once 
in a while, of course, the  baske t  fa ils  to 
be completed.

The sp ir i t  this w in te r  was very  good, 
and, though  the p lay ing  had to be done 
outside of r e g u la r  hours  the  a t ten d an ce  
was excellent. The p lay ing  of the seniors 
and ju n io rs  was a t  first a l i ttle  ru s ty  fo r
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th ey  had  n o t  p rac t iced  fo r  severa l years ,  
b u t  th ey  w ere  soon in to  the  sw ing  again  
and  p layed  ve ry  c red itab ly .  The g am es of 
the  sophom ores  and  f re sh m en , especiallv  
the  f re sh m en , w ere  a jo y  to  w atch , fo r , 
la te ly  f ro m  p rep  schools, th e y  showed th e ir  
m ore  r e c e n t  t ra in in g .  As th is  w as the  first

y e a r  fo r  baske tba ll  th e re  w as no p lay ing  
fo r  cham pionship , th o u g h  by n e x t  y e a r  
th e re  will p robab ly  be. The cap ta in s  w ere :  
Seniors, Grace S to n e ;  ju n io rs ,  B a rb a ra  
L ibby ; sophom ores, Joe  C onnors  and  M ax
ine F o s te r ;  f re sh m en , M arth a  H am ilton  and  
K ath lyn  Hilton.

Dr. L ibby : “ W h a t  a re  you lau g h in g  a t ? ” 
S tu d e n t :  “ J u s t  a l i t t le  p r iv a te  jo k e .”
Dr. L ibby : “ I should th in k  y o u ’d be

lau g h in g  all the  t im e .”

Kind S en io r :  Will you jo in  me in a bowl 
of soup?

D um b F r o s h : Do you th in k  th e re  would 
be room  fo r  bo th  of us?

Liz: “ I ’ll have a to a s te d  cheese s a n d 
w ich.”

Dum b W a i t re s s :  “ On to a s t ? ”
Liz: “ No, b r in g  it in on h o rseb ack .”

To My Alarm  Clock.
(T u n e :  “ The Old O aken B u c k e t .” ) 

How d e a r  to m y h e a r t  is m y f a i th fu l  a la rm  
clock

T h a t  t icks  a lo n g  ga ily  up th e re  on the  
s h e l f !

I love to sit  l is t ’n in g  to its c lam orous  tick-  
tock

As its b lack  lab o r in g  h an d s  go a ro u n d  its 
sw ee t  self.

W ith  its cu te  w ay  o f ga in ing ,
And the  r ig h t  t im e  i t ’s fe ign ing ,
I t  m akes  me re m e m b e r  the  w ay  it  can run .  
W hen it w akes  me up  early ,
I ’m sullen an d  surly,
B u t  still I do love it, the  sun-of-a-gun .

F. T., ’31.

Sen io r  course  c r ib b e r :  P ro f .  W eber ,  w h a t  
would you advise me to re a d  a f t e r  g r a d u a 
tion  ?

P ro f .  W e b e r :  The “ Help W a n te d ” col
um n.

The Modern C o-E d ’s Prayer.
Make me w o rth y  of my pals
Who w a n d e r  daily  in these  halls.
Make me s t ro n g  and  good and  pure.
Of my m eals  let me be sure.
L e t  me find in life no shams,
And m ay I pass these  n e x t  exams.
B u t m ost of all, d e a r  Lord  above,
P e rm it  me, please, to fall  in love.

— A nonym ous.

F ro sh :  W hy does a s to rk  s tan d  on one 
leg?

Soph: Because  if he l i f ted  it, h e ’d fa ll  
down.

J u s t in a :  I w a n t  a p a ir  of silk stock ings 
fo r  my room m ate .

Sa lesg ir l :  Sheer?
J u s t in a :  D um b! I f  she w ere  sh e ’d g e t  

them  herse lf .

Miss Van N o rm a n :  M axine F o s te r !  W hy 
a re  you w e a r in g  those  shin g u a rd s  off the  
field?

M ax: I ’m go ing  to p lay  b r idge  w ith  m y 
ro o m m ate  th is  a f te rn o o n .
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B arb :  Louise, can you lend me two dol
lars?

L ouise : I ’m sorry , B arb , I only have a 
dollar  and  seventy-five cents.

B a rb :  T h a t ’s all r igh t.  I ’ll take  th a t  and  
y o u ’ll owe me a q u a r te r .

S tu d e n t  read in g  L a t in :  “ Nec mihi— ”
Voice: “ O noh o !”
S tu d e n t :  “ O ah h a !”

Oh, you cu t you r  ha ir!
No. N o th ing  like tha t .  I only w ashed it 

and  it  shrunk .

F i r s t  Co-ed: W ell Lulu is ce r ta in ly  a
dum b b u n n ie ;  b u t  no w onder, look a t  her  
p a re n ts !

Second Co-ed: W h a t ’s the  m a t te r  with 
h e r  old folks?

F ir s t  Co-ed: Well, the  dean w rote  them  
te ll ing  them  th a t  th e i r  d a u g h te r  had six
teen  cuts, and  in the n ex t  mail Lulu got a 
roll of gauze  and a can of adhesive tape.

F a th e r  (over long d is tance) : Hello,
M ary. How did it happen  th a t  you d id n ’t 
pass th a t  t r ig  course?

M ary :  I ’m sorry, fa th e r ,  I c a n ’t  h ea r  you.
F a th e r :  I say, Mary, cou ldn ’t  you pass 

tr ig ?
M ary :  I rea l ly  c a n ’t  h ea r  you, fa the r .
F a th e r :  I say, Mary, do you need any  

m oney?
M ary :  Yes, fa th e r ,  send me ten  dollars.

A Scotchm an, while trav e l l in g  in the 
c o u n try  fo r  a firm in A berdeen , was 
snowed in and  fo rced  to rem ain  a t  a ce r

ta in  town. T hereupon , he despatched  a 
te leg ram  to his firm, te ll ing  of his plight. 
S tra igh tw ay ,  he received a te leg ram  say
ing, “ Y our vacation  begins to d a y .”— Se
lected.

Dr. L ibby: “ Have you ever seen the
ocean ?”

M ary A llen: “ Yes.”
Dr. L ibby: “ W here  did you see i t ? ”
M. A.: “ F rom  the  edge of the  lan d .”

Spring.
S pring  is here  and 
The Seniors are  
Let loose and 
No one could 
Sleep if she w an ted  to.
“ F la t  t i r e s ” and
“ O ut of g a s” and
“ L akew ood” are  all
They ta lk  about. They
Think  they  are
Privileged ch a rac te rs  b u t
The underc lassm en would r a th e r
Mail th e ir  le t te rs  before
Ten, anyway.

Springing
Birds a -yellin ’— buds a-swellin’—  

Things j u s ’ S p r in g in ’ ’ro u n d ;
Grass a -s t re tc h in ’— Gee! i t ’s ke tch in ’ 

S w eetes’ smell a n ’ sound.

M ind’s j u s ’ hazy— su n ’s so lazy—
Got no job t h a t ’s shovin’—

Kiss me honey— Gee, i t ’s fu n n y !  
Spring  ju s ’ sets  me lov in’.

AUNT CLARA’S COLUMN FOR CO-ORDS.
D ear A u n t  C lara :

I am a y oung  lady tw en ty -one  yea rs  old 
and  I resem ble  Sue Carol ve ry  much and 
have re cen t ly  inher i ted  a fo r tu n e ,  b u t  I 
c a n ’t  seem to g e t  a man. W h a t  is the 
m a t te r?

Litt le  Maudie.
D ear  L itt le  M audie :

Do no t  w orry . Things will come ou t ail 
r igh t.  I knew  a girl like th a t  once. D o ub t
less you have a wooden leg too.

A u n t  Clara.

D ear A u n t  C la r a :
I have a boy f r iend  whom I love very  

dear ly  b u t  he says he likes old fash ioned  
girls. I am all of a tw it te r .

Ophelia Pulse.
D ear O p h e l ia :

H ow ’s fo r  w ea r in g  a bustle?
A u n t  Clara.

D ear A u n t  C lara :
W h a t  can I do? The Dean doesn’t  like 

to see Mike and me p e t t in g  on the p iazza
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and since dayligh t saving came on it  doesn’t 
ge t da rk  un ti l  a lm ost ten .

W ee W ilhelmina.
D ear W ilh e lm in a :

You are  indeed in a p red icam ent.  You

m ight use a smoke screen, which is some
th ing  Colby co-ords don ’t  do? Or you 
m ight ge t dark  glasses and  b linders fo r  the 
Dean. R em em ber, teachers  pet, so ge t your 
diploma in a hurry .

A u n t  Clara.
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COBURN CLASSICAL INSTITUTE

Waterville, Maine

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

ments of all colleges.
The Household Arts, Music, 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.

COLBY COLLEGE

Waterville, Maine
Courses leading to the degrees of A. B. and S. B.

Co-ordinate Division for  Men and Women

F or Catalogue, address

THE REGISTRAR

W aterville, Maine



T H E  CO LBIANA 35

| M ATRIX and DOROTH Y DODDS Emery-Brown Co.
and  o the r  good m akes Department

Gallert Shoe Store• Store
♦' All the  N ew est Styles in 
» The Store  of Dependable Quality I

FO O T W E A R
•♦1

W A T E R V IL L E , M AINE
♦
!

I ---------------------------------
i| Com plim ents ox The

j A Friend Waddington Studio
j Successor to N. Victor Campbell j

Tel., Office 1043, Res.,1012-W
!
!

M. M. Small, M. D. Photographs 1
28 Common S tree t ,  W aterville

I Prac tice  limited to diseases of the  Eye ♦
of Quality

IIi 50 MAIN ST.
CHOATE MUSIC1

COMPANY•

Telephone 370

MILADY’S 
LINGERIE SHOPPE

1
j V ICTRO LA S
j1J S H E E T  MUSIC 
i

VICTOR RECORDSI
f

PIA N O S Hosieryi
j

M USICAL IN ST R U M E N T S Silk Underwear 
Millinery1 RADIO •*

.  ^
92 MAIN STREET

*
Savings Bank  Building T. A. GILMAN

1• OPTOMETRIST 1
W A T E R V IL L E , M AINE Broken Lenses Replaced •

♦j 40 Main S tree t,  W aterville , Me. I
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i SOPER’S The
t

I SPECIALTY SHOP Ticonic 
National Bank

i
I

OFFERS 

A COM PLETE BANKING

Women’s and Misses’ SERVICE ;

! Exclusive Apparel conducted under  the d irect 

supervision of the 

UNITED STA TES 

GOVERNM ENT '

I 124 Main S tree t

114 Years Continuous Business ;
; W A TER V ILLE, MAINE W aterville , Maine i

| FOR DRUGS, KODAKS, PHOTO

SU PPL IE S AND TOILET Allen’s Drug Store !

; ARTICLES
THE STORE THAT DOES A !

J Go to
STRICTLY DRUG BUSINESS J

DeOrsay’s Drug Store
118 Main S tree t,  W aterville , Maine ;

' 70 Main St., Waterville

j HOT DRINKS AND 
J LIGHT LUNCHES at

TH E COLLEGE STORE J

j S P E A R ’S The H. R. Dunham Co. J
• 9

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

64 MAIN ST., W A T E R V IL L E  '

1
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i

! City Job Print
J

Verzoni Bros. !
i

P R IN T IN G  a n d  E N G R A V IN G
♦
!

Choice F ru i t .  P u re  Ice C ream  ♦
1

140 M ain S t re e t ,  W ate rv il le ,  M aine |

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

__________________  ________________  I
•1

♦
W A T E R V IL L E  M A IN E I

•
♦
1
»

Carleton P. Cook
1

C o m p l i m e n t s  o f  
A  F R I E N D  j

< H e a d q u a r te r s  fo r

BOOKS, S T A T IO N A R Y

*

Waterville j
1

an d  P IC T U R E  F R A M IN G
Savings Bank |

<
♦
»

130 M ain S t re e t  

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

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

!e E] I
*i

j S U P E R B  G IF T S  F O R  A L L  
*
j S E A S O N S

P res id en t ,  O ra A. M eader  j
•

T re a su re r ,  A lb e r t  F. D rum m ond
••

T he S to re  of Q uality

| F IN E  S T A T IO N E R Y  
♦

i
L. G. Bunker, M. D. j

F. A. Harriman
t

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

( 98 M ain S t r e e t Tel. Office, 49-W  j

J J E W E L E R  A ND O P T IC IA N  
•
S

P rac t ice  l im ited  to the  t r e a tm e n t  of I

j M A R Y  I. N A S H
L A D IE S ’ H A IR  D R E S S IN G

the  eye, ea r ,  nose and  th r o a t  j

F r ig id a i re  P e r m a n e n t  W aving  

| Tel. 319-W
C om plim en ts  of

100 M ain S t r e e t ,  W ate rv i l le

i -
Dr. Frederic A. Hatch j

:
•i

D E N T IS T  j

! S u ites  3 0 1 -3 0 2  P ro fes s io n a l  B u ild in g  )

j T e lephone  1620 1

♦
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N n a t io n  wide 
INSTITUTION-

"enneyCo.
DEPARTMENT STORES

The Lovering Hair Store
129 MAIN STR E E T

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

Dry Goods 
Millinery 
Ready-to-Wear 
Shoes

At prices which pass on to you the 

savings made possible by the buying

power of 1075 stores.

The Little Gift Shop
Exclusive Line of Novelties 

Circulating Library 
56 Temple S tree t

N E L L IE  K. CLARK

Loubier Drug Company !
Successor to Larkin Drug Co. |

High Grade Candies j
Foun ta in  Luncheonette

i
PRESCRIPTIO NS '

C A RE FUL LY  !
COM PO UNDED |

By Registered Pharm acis ts  J

HARDW ARE HEATING

PLUMBING

Cor. Main and Temple Sts. ,

W ATERVILLE, MAINE |

W. B. ARNOLD CO.
107-9 Main Street,  23 Temple S tree t 

W A TERV ILLE, MAINE

! W. L. CORSON
J FILM S D EV ELO PED  AND
j PRIN TED
j Photographic  Views Fine Work
' 66 Main S tree t
\

JONES’
Sanitary Bobber Shop

Hairdressing Parlor

HAIRBOBBING, M ARCELING 
M ANICURING 
O ur Specialties

PERMANENT WAVE, $10
Upstairs

Tel. 1069 29 Main St.

Sororities, A tten tion!

Mitchell Flower Shop
FLO W ERS FOR ALL OCCASIONS

144 Main S tree t,  W aterville , Me.

5i
♦
t
j
J
*
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| Turcotte Candy Shoppe Waterville Steam
J HOME M A D E  C A N D Y , SODA, ICE Laundry
! CREAM, F R E S H  & S A L T E D  N U T S  
| 145 Main S tree t
i 189 Main St., W aterville , Me.
| Opp. Post  Office Tel. Con. W A T E R V IL L E , ME.

! O. A. MEADER Compliments of

i W holesale d ea le r  in 
» B. D. Wolman, D. M. D. 1
1 F R U IT  AND PRO D U CE j

« C O N FE C T IO N E R Y 402 P rofessional Building .

1
| 9 Chaplin S tree t ,  W aterville , Maine

W A T E R V IL L E , M AINE i

i T e lephone: 50 and 51 Tel. 1300 t

| THE ELMWOOD, WATERVILLE, MAINE j

TRY

! T  1  " I  ^  C1n a g e r  s
j HOT D RINKS fo r  COLD W E A T H E R !
| L IG H T LU N CH ES i
| CANDIES, ICE CREAM AND SODA

!

1
j S. E. Whitcomb Co.

1
♦

I F IN E  G R O C ER IES !

J M EATS, F IS H |

j Provisions of all kinds J
' Service and Q uality  unexcelled !i

♦ Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St. i
i
1
I
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