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REGARDING A MOOT QUESTION.
W hen those of us who are  now seniors 

were (unbelievable)  freshm en , we ju s t  n a t 
u ra lly  took  sororit ies  fo r  g ra n te d  as a p a r t  
of the  curricu lum . W hen we became soph
om ores we th o u g h t  th a t  the  ru sh in g  system 
was a b it  silly, b u t  we had no serious ob
jec t ions  to offer. Then in our ju n io r  y ea r  
we occasionally  hea rd  serious complaints. 
B ut this y e a r— oh my! oh m y! Maybe 
some one w arned  the f re shm an  class be
fo re  they  a r r ived  or they  m ay have learned  
quickly. A t  an y  ra te  they  w ere soon ce r
ta in  th a t  so rorit ies  w ere a positive evil—  
robb in g  Colby of all th a t  was beau t i fu l  and 
good. Some p re fe r re d  to jo in  and  do th e ir  
c leansing  fro m  the  in te r io r ,  while o thers

s ta ted  the ir  firm in ten tion  of s tay ing  o u t
side !

Well, th a t  has, fo r  the m ost pa r t ,  passed 
by. And every  W ednesday  we jo u rn e y  
down to the f r a t  rooms. The f reshm en  are  
becoming resigned  to the evil— and some 
of them  even seem to like it. Y e t  we still 
hear, a lm ost every  election, “ sorority  poli
t ics” spoken in the  s te rn ,  accusing  voice 
fo rm erly  reserved  fo r  “ g e r ry m a n d e r in g ,” 
or “ T am m an y  hall .” We still h e a r  of the  
na rrow ness  of the  so ro r i t ie s’ v iew-point 
in choosing th e ir  f reshm en. P re s id en t  
Johnson  tells us th a t  the  only th in g  th a t  
could be worse th an  the g i r l ’s ru sh in g  a t  
Colby is the  system  employed by the  Colby
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men. The fo r lo rn  non -so ro r i ty  girl is o f ten  
po in ted  ou t— and  the  “ c lique” as well.

T here  is m uch  to  be said on bo th  sides. 
Those of us who s trong ly  fav o r  so rorit ies  
have to ad m it  th a t  th e re  are  ju s t  criticisms. 
But, as  in ev e ry th in g  else, the  de fec ts  are  
m ore  widely advert ised  th a n  the  v ir tues . 
I t  seems to me the  g re a te s t  a rg u m e n t  in 
fa v o r  of soro r i t ies  is th a t  th ey  do to some 
ex ten t ,  add to the social e lem en t in college 
life. A nd  I do n ’t th ink  even the  m ost biased 
would say th a t  we have any  too m uch of 
th a t  a t  Colby. Also, so rorit ies  do have 
ideals and  s ta n d a rd s— and  th e re  is a lways 
the o p p o r tu n i ty  to live up to them . M ay
be you w o n ’t  b u t  th e re  is always a chance

th a t  you will so r t  of absorb  some of them, 
accidentally . As fo r  cliques— well, w ou ldn ’t 
we have th em  anyhow ? A nd w ou ldn ’t  
cliques lead to  a duplica te  of “ so ro r i ty  poli
t ic s? ”

Yes, indeed— th e re  a re  two sides to the 
question. Now it is a lw ays agreeab le  to 
s ta te  o n e ’s opinion on any  su b jec t  of in te r 
est. So if you th ink  th e re  is m uch  the 
m a t te r  w ith  so rorit ies  a t  Colby, ju s t  write  
an ed ito ria l  fo r  the  n ex t  issue of the Col- 
biana. Maybe som eth ing  construc tive  can 
be done ab o u t  it. H e re ’s y o u r  chance—  
speak now or fo rev e r  hold y o u r  peace—  
and  let the  v ir tues  and  vices of sororities  
continue.

A PREVIOUSLY HEARD THOUGHT 
IN OTHER WORDS.

Now I d o n ’t w a n t  to scold you, girls, b u t  
I do w an t  to ask you w h a t  you do with  you r  
spare  time. You h a v e n ’t any?  Why, 
Mabel, you know  very  well th a t  is a gross 
e x a g g e r a t io n ! Ruby, only the  o th e r  day 
I was down by the te lephone booth, and 
you— b u t I prom ised to keep eve ry th ing  
persona l  ou t of this.

Well, le t  us assum e th a t  th e re  a re  tw e n 
ty - fo u r  hours  in the  o rd ina ry  day. Now I ’ll 
allow th a t  you sleep eigh t of i t— Oh, I know 
you d o n ’t ;  do n ’t  I room  r ig h t  below you? 
B u t you should. T h a t  leaves you sixteen. 
Now on yo u r  h a rd e s t  day, w e’ll say: 
classes, th ree  h o u rs ;  going  to and  from , 
one-ha lf ;  meals, one and  a h a l f ;  s tudy ing  
(two hours  to a class) six hours ,— which 
m akes  a to ta l  of eleven.

Well, w hat  ab o u t  those o the r  five hours?  
Of course, I fo rg o t  to allow fo r  l i ttle  in 
cidenta ls , like dressing, pow dering, ro u g 
ing, etc., which I ’ve know n some of you to 
accom plish  in less th an  ten  m inutes ,  u n d e r  
p re s su re — b u t I ’ll allow an h o u r  a day to 
cover every th ing .

Of course  I ’m willing to adm it  th a t  all 
of you d o n ’t waste  fo u r  hours  daily. You 
s tu d y  longer, or do ou tside work, or m end 
y o u r  ro o m -m a te ’s stockings. But, in spite 
o f  all allowances, I th ink  you all have som e
th in g  to acco u n t  for. I f  y o u ’d only take  a

little  hones t re c rea t io n  in the  m idst of your 
daily toil, like going fo r  a good brisk  walk, 
or p lay ing  a set of tennis ,  you would have 
eve ry th ing  to gain. B ut w h a t  ea r th ly  good 
will it ever do y o u r  bra in , yo u r  excess 
avoirdupois, or you r  progeny , to sit in a 
stuffy l ib ra ry  ha lf  of the  a f te rn o o n ,  p re 
ten d in g  to m an ife s t  in te re s t  in P il lsbu ry ’s 
E lem en ts  of Psychology, when you are 
peeping  up every  tim e m asculine heels 
come gallup, ga llup ing  th ro u g h  the door, or 
co n c e n tra t in g  on th a t  little  blond freshm an  
a t  the co rne r  table , to see how o ften  you 
can m ake him look up a t  you? None of th a t  
wide-eyed innocence now, I know you do 
it, you m ight as well hang  yo u r  heads.

Or s tand ing  in a te lephone booth, a half 
or th ree  q u a r te r s  of an hour, m u rm u rin g  
sweet no th ings into the  t r a n s m i t te r  as, 
“ Honest,  I ’ve got a d a te ,” and  “ W hy listen, 
I d o n ’t  even know y o u r  n am e ,” or “ Now, 
t h a t ’s ju s t  a l ine .” Why, t h a t ’s even d an 
gerous. D idn ’t  anyone  ever tell you th a t  
you could ge t T. B. f rom  s tan d in g  in an 
airless tw o-by-four  space fo r  an  undue 
leng th  of t im e? Look to y o u r  lungs, my 
dears.

Or w as ting  two hours  and  a ha lf  two or 
th ree  tim es a w eek— looking a t  M aurice 
C heva lie r’s vocal o rgans on the  screen, or 
s tu d y in g  N ancy  C arro ll’s charm  fro m  th ird
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ro w  balcony . D o n ’t  te ll  me th a t  I ’m m is
ju d g in g  y o u — I can g e t  s ta t is t ic s  to prove 
i t !

A n d  I ’m le t t in g  you  off easy— I ’m n o t  
even m e n t io n in g  the  h o u rs  you w a n d e r

a ro u n d ,  b lissfu lly  unconscious, g az in g  a t  
the  s ta r s  f ro m  the  b an k s  of the  M essalon- 
skee. Now  d o n ’t  you d a re  den y  it!  I know  
w h e re o f  I speak.

9 9 9

WHAT ABOUT THE Y. W. C. A.?
Shall I su p p o r t  the  Y. W. C. A.? Well, 

w h a t  do you  m ean  by  “ s u p p o r t? ”— p ay  my 
th re e -d o l la r -d u e s? — sign the  p ledge card?  
— or g e t  in an d  w ork?  I f  you w a n t  me to 
w o rk  w hy d o n ’t  you give me a position  on 
the  C ab in e t?  A nd  w hy d o n ’t  you have such 
a v i ta l  “ Y ” th a t  I shall fee l  insp ired  to 
w ork?

I am  ju s t  an  av e rag e  Colby s tu d en t .  I 
d o n ’t  see th e  va lue  of a n y th in g  u n t i l  I see 
its a c tu a l  re su l t .  O yes, I go to  “ Y ” m e e t 
ings occasionally— w hen I w a n t  to h e a r  m y  
so ro r i ty  s is te r  give a r e p o r t  or w a n t  to 
h e a r  the  C oburn  O rches tra .  B u t  I d o n ’t  
go as a r e g u la r  m a t t e r — like a  l i t t le  kid to 
S u n d a y  School. B u t  I like the  m ee t in g s  
w hen  I do go, and  w ould  p ro b ab ly  like th em  
all if  I f e l t  the  u rg e  to  a t te n d .  B u t  th ey  
te ll  me th a t  m ee t in g s  a r e n ’t  the  whole of 
“ Y .” T hough  th ey  say, of course , th a t  the  
m ee t in g s  a re  ve ry  im p o r ta n t  an d  th a t  I will 
m iss so m e th in g  of value  if I d o n ’t  a t te n d  
— b u t  th e y  d o n ’t  say I “ o u g h t” to  go— they  
call it  an  “ offe r” in s tead  of an  “ o u g h t .”

Well, w h a t  is “ Y ” if  i t  i sn ’t  j u s t  the  es
sence beh in d  the  m ee t in g s?  To begin  with,

COLBY WOMEN
A com m on concep tion  of a rg u m e n ta t io n  

an d  d eb a ting ,  held by some college te a c h 
ers, is th a t  i t  is a fo rm  of bom bast ,  an  ex 
h ib it ion  of w h a t  one p re te n d s  to know. B u t  
the  w ork  r e q u i re d  in g a in in g  a co m p re h e n 
sive know ledge  of the  th e o ry  of a rg u m e n 
ta t io n  an d  of d e b a t in g  is equa l  to t h a t  de
vo ted  to  the  acq u ir in g  of a know ledge of 
a n y  s u b je c t  in the  college c u r r ic u lu m ;  an d  
it  is n o t  im possib le  to n am e  m an y  o th e r  
su b je c ts  in the  college cu r r icu lu m  r e q u i r 
ing  f a r  less e ffort  to  m a s te r  an d  to teach . 
One m ig h t  well wish th a t  the  crit ic  of de-

they  tell  me th a t  the  “ Y ” is c a r ry in g  on an 
in d u s tr ia l  s tu d y  of the  cond it ions  of w o rk 
ing  w om en in the  fac to r ie s .  In  fa c t ,  th e y  
say th a t  one of the  fu n c t io n s  o f  “ Y ” is to 
s tu d y  social and  econom ic q ues t ions  in the  
l igh t of C hris t ian  teach ing . A nd  th ey  tell 
me th a t  the  “ Y ” t r ie s  to inv es t ig a te  the  
C hris t ian  philosophy of life  in te rm s  of 
m od ern - l i fe -s i tu a t io n s  an d  t r ie s  to provide 
hu m an  re la t io n s  an d  s i tu a t io n s  in which 
s tu d e n ts  a t  Colby can lea rn  how  to r e la te  
th e i r  C hris t ian  insigh ts  an d  exper iences  to 
rea l  life. They  say th e y  t r y  to  develop 
leadersh ip  fo r  the  la te r  p rob lem s of com 
m u n i ty  life, and  t r y  to  be of  service in 
lo ca ting  needed  em p lo y m en t  fo r  s tu d en ts .

T h a t  all sounds high-flown and  th e o re t i 
cal, d o esn ’t  i t?  Do th ey  rea l ly  do all those  
th ings  a t  Colby? No, th e y  read i ly  a d m it  
th ey  a re  m ere ly  m ak in g  an e a rn e s t  a t t e m p t  
— w o rk in g  g ra d u a l ly  b u t  s tead ily  to w a rd  
the  goal. B u t  g e e ! I d id n ’t  even know  th ey  
had  a goal or w ere  even w o rk in g  h a r d ! 
Guess I ’ll keep  m y eyes on the  C ab in e t  
g ir ls  and  ask  th em  some ques t ions  a b o u t  
“ Y ”— I ’m rea l ly  g e t t in g  in te re s te d !

AND DEBATING.
b a t in g  m ig h t  be p r iv ileged  to  h e a r  h im se lf  
as he p re se n ts  his ideas to a  cr i t ica l  world. 
T eachers  who th u s  inveigh a g a in s t  d e b a t in g  
a n d  public speak in g  re s t  down heav ily  upon  
th e i r  p ecu lia r  r ig h t  to  exerc ise  a u th o r i ty ,  
an d  so, fo r  the  nonce, escape the  v engeance  
of those  who observe th e i r  endless  fau l ts .

W h a t  a re  the  re q u i re m e n ts  in m a s te r in g  
d e b a t in g ?  F irs t ,  the  ab il i ty  to ana lyze , to  
th in k  th ro u g h  a m aze  of ideas to  r ig h t  con 
clusions. Is th is  h ab i tu a l  w ith  the  com m on 
ru n  of fo lk?  F a r  f ro m  it, g en t le  r e a d e r .  
A nd the  rea so n  is t h a t  m o s t  people  a re
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too lazy to go to such pains. A second r e 
q u irem en t  is abili ty  and  inte ll igence  to 
search  un ti l  su p p o r t in g -m a tte r  can be 
found . This m eans  the am assing  of fac ts ,  
the  g a th e r in g  of au tho ri t ie s ,  and  the use 
of logical fo rm s  of reasoning . Again, h a 
b itua l  genera l ly?  N o t a t  all. F o r  why go 
to such troub le  when ip s e  d i x i t ,  when naive 
assertion , when quips and  gibes th a t  tickle 
the  fan cy  b u t  convince no one, will g e t  you 
by? A nd the th ird  re q u ire m e n t  is the  abil
ity  to  face  people and  speak  th o u g h ts  be 
fo re  them  effectively. A nd th is  m eans 
som eth ing  m ore th an  looking sweet, ta lk 
ing glibly, g e s t icu la t ing  wildly; it  m eans  
the  d isc r im ina ting  use of knowledge and  of 
cu ltu re .  Verily, “ An em pty  b a rre l  has a 
sound peculiarly  its ow n.” I f  these are  
th ree  req u irem en ts ,  then  d eba ting  assum es 
a position as high and as w orthy  as th a t  of 
a n y  o ther  college subject.

Opinions m ay  differ abou t the  question 
as to w h e the r  w om en— our Colby women 
— can com pete  successfully  w ith  men on 
the d e b a te r ’s p la tfo rm . B ut evidence in 
the affirmative is cons tan tly  increasing. To 
say th a t  women canno t reason  well, can 
no t  analyze, canno t th ink  th ro u g h  to r igh t  
conclusions is to say w hat is sheer n o n 
sense. T h a t  th eo ry  is bu t  a relic of the  
t im e of m a n ’s claim to superio r i ty  and  to 
w o m an ’s supineness. So long as the  one 
b row bea ted  and  discounted, the  o the r  took 
fo r  g ra n te d  and  rem ained  subm erged. T ha t 
condition never  offered en co u rag em en t  to

m aste ry . B u t now th a t  m en and  women 
are  p lay ing  roles of equal im portance , dig
n ity  and  poise and  d a r in g  have come fo r  
women. She dares  th in k  fo r  herse lf ,  and  
she dares  express  w h a t  she th inks. As fo r  
her  pow er to express the opinions which she 
has shown pa tience  and  d iscrim ination  to 
amass, the re  a re  those who claim, and  with 
justice , th a t  n o t  only does she collect her  
fac ts  m ore  expeditiously  and  pu rposefu lly  
th an  do he r  b ro thers ,  bu t  also th a t  she 
m as te rs  them , as a m em o r i te r  task , much 
more quickly, and  p re sen ts  th em  much 
m ore persuasively  and  convincingly. This 
la t te r  m ay be due in large  m easu re  to the 
b e t te r  diction th a t  wom en em ploy and  the 
b e t te r  sp e a k e r ’s fo rm  they  show\ The male 
neophyte  on the  p la t fo rm  is a p t  to be a 
so rry  spectacle. He l i te ra lly  and  figura
tively m u rd e rs  the K ing ’s E ng lish ;  his pos
tu re  and  m a n n e r  are  too o f ten  those of the 
th i rd -g rad e r— eyes upraised , hands  in pock
ets, fe e t  wide ap a r t ,  and  w ith  a do-or-die 
expression th a t  begs sym pa thy  th rough  
a larm . W om en, on the co n tra ry ,  possess 
the finer instincts , a re  m ore r igorous  in 
the discipline of themselves, have g re a te r  
in tu itive  powers, and when they  seek to 
express th e ir  th o u g h t  have less concern  fo r  
the m echanics of o rd in a ry  speech. W h e th e r  
women are  superio r  to men on the d e b a te r ’s 
p la tfo rm  m ay  be a m oot question, b u t  th a t  
they  a re  the  equal of th e ir  b ro th e rs  on the 
d e b a te r ’s p la tfo rm  is an asser t ion  tha t  
m ay well go unchallenged.
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LITERARY
THE VOICE.

A nnie  sa t— n ot because  she had  n o th ing  
to do b u t  because  i t  was n ecessary  to n u rse  
the  baby. Cute  l i t t le  devil— Jim m y — w h a t  
a life  sh e ’d b ro u g h t  him into. A nnie  w o r
r ie d — a lre a d y  th e re  w ere  five, Veronica , 
six, F ran c is ,  five, M ary, fo u r ,  Paul,  two, 
and  h e r  p rec ious  J im m y. A nnie  w as tw e n 
ty-two.

She tossed  the  h a i r  f ro m  h e r  eyes, wiped 
h e r  dam p fo re h e a d  on h e r  white  co tton  
sh ir t  sleeve, and  sighed. She m u s t  go and  
g e t  some wood. V aguely  she w ondered  if 
Tom  would  g e t  a job  today . N o t m uch  
hope— Tom  d id n ’t  ca re  fo r  work. I f  he go t 
a job  h e ’d g e t  d ru n k  an d  lose it. God! 
w h a t  had she ever seen in Tom ? B u t  w ith  
the  th o u g h t  came the  a n sw e r— home had 
n e v e r  been  m uch  b e t te r .  S h e ’d like to g e t  
d runk ,  or a n y th in g  to m ake h e r  fo rg e t  th a t  
the  ch ild ren  needed  food  an d  clothes, and  
w in te r  com ing  on. W ell sh e ’d bake the  
app les  fo r  the  ch ild ren . T h ree  apples  fo r  
fo u r  ch ild ren !  S u dden ly  A nnie  lau g h ed — a 
laugh  th a t  would  have m ade  h e r  good p r ie s t

cross himself. She re m e m b e red  th a t  one 
day be fo re  she had le f t  school old Mr. 
B erry  had said th a t  all m en a re  c re a te d  
equal. E q u a l!  and  some people  had  
enough to ea t!

B u t it  w a s n ’t  G od’s f a u l t  th a t  she had  
fo u r  ch ildren an d  th re e  apples. I f  Tom 
d id n ’t  b r in g  some m oney  to n ig h t  w h a t  
would th ey  do? Too bad b o th  of them  
c o u ld n ’t die. Some orphan  hom es w ere  
swell. J im m y  s t i r r e d — poor l i t t le  kid. The 
p as t  w as over, the  p re s e n t  would  soon be 
p a s t— and  then , O God! how m an y  m ore  
J im m ies  w ere  the re ,  c ry in g  o u t  n o t  to be 
born  ?

She p u t  the baby  on the  bed, a n d  w alked  
slowly o u t  to g e t  the  wood. V eron ica  
helped h e r— poor, pale V e ron ica— who to ld  
he r  m o th e r  th a t  Mrs. Jo sep h  w ore  a blouse 
over h e r  white  shir t .  Grimly, A nn ie  w iped 
h e r  face  aga in  on he r  co tton  sh ir t  sleeve. 
S om eth in g  cried  w ith in  her, “ Mrs. Joseph  
has a b louse; she do esn ’t  have  to lis ten  to 
l i t t le  J im m ies  who d o n ’t  w a n t  to be b o rn .”
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A fte r  she had collected enough wood, she 
w ent back to the house and baked the ap 
ples. They looked good. For her supper 
she poured some w a te r  in the  old tea  
leaves, and scraped out the apple tin  with 
a dried crust of bread. She’d like to know 
how it fe lt  to eat too much. That was 
fu n n y — she— Annie Sloski, ea t too much!

Carefully  she divided the apples into 
fou r  portions. She divided a half  of the 
q u a r t  of milk into fou r  cups, and p u t  the 
o ther half  back in the cupboard fo r  b reak 
fast. Unless Tom brought something, th a t  
would be all they would have fo r  the next 
day. Then she called the children. F rancis  
always looked sad. Paul was only a baby 
— but th a t  little bruised face showed th a t  
he had already  learned th a t  the only way to 
get any th ing  was to fight fo r  it. J im m y 
would soon learn the same lesson. How 
m any fu tu re  Jimmies would have to? The 
voice was ge tt ing  louder.

A few  m utte red  oaths outside— the lord 
and m aste r  of the Dasement was coming 
home. He was drunk, as usual. Annie 
knew th a t  he brought ne i ther  food nor 
money. All the fu tu re  Jimmies would see

the ir  fa th e r  coming home— drunk. W hat 
would they ea t  tom orrow?

From  th a t  time on Annie couldn’t seem 
to recall any th ing  clearly. She rem em 
bered th a t  her  husband had picked up 
P a u l’s cup of milk and d rank  it. Then she 
could rem em ber something telling her to 
do— w hat was it telling her to do? And 
she rem em bered  finding the bread  knife in 
her hand. Then Tom ’s th ro a t  was bleeding 
— awfully. The children were scream ing—  
Mrs. Joseph was a t  the door, with a blouse 
on— the Voice was cheering— then all was 
black.

It seemed fun n y  to Annie th a t  they had 
a trial. She had killed him. She must 
have killed him; they said she had. And the 
knife w a s  in her hand. And his th ro a t  w a s  
bleeding. Yes, she m ust have killed him. 
She was glad of it. It  was fu n n y — sitting 
there  lis tening to the lawyers. W hat were 
they saying? She was i n s a n e .  Insane to 
listen to the Jimmies, who d idn’t  w ant to be 
b o r n ! Annie laughed again, and in the 
shrill wildness of th a t  laugh there  was more 
peace than there  had been fo r  years.

G ertrude  Snowden.

IN THE NAME OF ART.
C a st .

Mr. B u tte rby— Retired  from  B u tte rb y ’s 
B eautifu l Linoleums.

Mrs. B u t te rb y — Also retired.
H olworthy— A rt  dealer and critic.
Angelo— Guide fo r  exceptional tourists.
Countess Respigglieri— Her villa speaks 

fo r  her.
Bell boy.

A c t  I.
Evening  in New York. Mr. B u tte rby  and 

Mr. Holworthy are seated in Mr. B u t te rb y ’s 
private  a r t  gallery. Several fine paintings, 
old and modern, are in evidence.

H olw orthy: T h ere ’s no object in your
g e t t ing  so disturbed. I ’ve tried  my best, 
and H olw orthy’s best is not to be sneezed 
at. I ’ve searched all over the country, bu t 
nowhere, n o w h e r e  can I find an example of 
the old I ta lian  school. And anyway, what

do you w an t of one? You have enough. 
That Verm eer is excellent; and let me tell 
you, B utterby, th a t  R em brand t is a choice 
piece. I t  took more s tra tegy  than  money 
to get that.  Look a t your F rench  m aste r ;  
and your T u rn e r  can ’t be beaten. Why 
a re n ’t you satisfied? Never mind an Italian 
master. E njoy  these treasures. Not every 
man can do that.

B u tte rby  ( th rough  his tee th )  : No! I ’ll
have th a t  I ta lian  m aste r  if I have to go to 
I ta ly  and lif t  it myself.

Hoi. (gaping) : But, but, B u t te rb y —
But. (resolved) : T h a t ’s ju s t  it! I ’ll do

it! B u tte rby  has never been beaten  yet. 
No, no t since I first s ta r ted  to pile up my 
millions in B u t te rb y ’s Beautifu l Linoleums. 
I kept a t  it, and today, Holworthy, sixty 
per cent of the kitchens of America are 
laid with my linoleums. Do you th ink  th a t
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a m an  w ith  such a r e p u ta t io n  could le t  h im 
self  be b e a te n  by a l i t t le  I ta l ian  m a s te r 
p iece? N o t m uch!  I ’ll go to I ta ly ,  and  
w hen  I come back, I ’ll b r in g  w h a t  I w en t  
a f te r .

H oi:  Y ou c a n ’t  do it. T h e r e ’s no such
th in g  as g e t t in g  I ta l ian  pain tings .  I ’ve 
tr ied ,  a n d  I know. ( E n te r  Mrs. B u t te rb y .  
H o lw o rth y  quickly  ju m p s  to his f e e t ;  B u t 
te rb y  finally g e ts  t h e r e ) .  Good evening, 
Mrs. B u t te rb y .  I hope you a re  go ing  to 
help me p e rsu a d e  y o u r  h u sb an d  th a t  th is  
I ta l ian  p ro je c t  is impossible.

B u t . : M am a, w e ’re  go ing  to Ita ly .
Mrs. B . : W h-w ha t?
B u t . :  Yes, m am a, I ta ly .  To g e t  m y p a in t 

ing. I ’ll m ake  a r r a n g e m e n ts  now. Good 
n igh t,  H o lw orthy . I ’m go ing  to have th a t  
p ic tu re .  (E x i t  B u t te rb y ) .

Hoi. ( re s ig n ed )  : Mrs. B u t te rb y ,  I hope 
you have  a fine voyage over. B u t  y o u ’ll 
n ev e r  g e t  w h a t  y o u ’re  go ing  a f te r .  Good 
n igh t. (E x i t  H o lw orthy .)

Mrs. B . : Now, i sn ’t  t h a t  ju s t  like p ap a?  
A nd h e ’ll g e t  it, too. I ju s t  know  he will. 
You n ev e r  can depend  on o th e r  fo lks  to do 
y o u r  business  fo r  you. I f  you w a n t  a 
th in g  done r ig h t ,  do it you rse lf ,  I a lw ays 
say.

C u r t a i n .
A c t  II .  S c e n e  1.

One m o n th  la te r .  A su ite  in a ho te l a t  
F lo rence ,  I ta ly .  Mr. an d  Mrs. B u t te rb y  a re  
ta lk ing .

B u t . : A whole w eek  w e’ve been  here ,
and  have we go t  th a t  p ic tu re ?  We have 
n o t!  A nd  eve ry  I ta l ian  is in a consp iracy  
n o t  to le t  us g e t  it. I t ’s o u trag eo u s ,— th a t  
w h a t  it  is, o u t ra g e o u s !

Mrs. B . : Yes, papa , I th in k  so, too. The
v e ry  idea of  it!

B u t . : Me —  B u t te rb y  of B u t t e r b y ’s
B e a u t i fu l  L inoleum s, and  a U n ited  S ta te s  
c i t izen — how do th e y  da re  re fu se ?  D o n ’t 
th ey  know  how m uch m oney  I ta ly  owes the  
U n ited  S ta te s?  They  ou g h t  to give me a 
p ic tu re .

Mrs. B . : Yes, papa , th ey  su re ly  ought.
But. (viciously r in g in g  a bell)  : H u r ry

up, h u r ry  up!  I c a n ’t w a i t  all day  fo r  
these  lazy I ta l ia n s  to answ er .  W h ere  
w ould  I be now  if  I ’d been  th a t  slow w hen—

(e n te r  bell boy) Ah! he re  you a re  a t  las t!  
I w a n t  a guide, and  I w a n t  him quick!

Bell boy: Yes, sir. H e ’ll be r ig h t  he re ,  
sir. (E x i t . )

B u t . :  W e ’ll p rob ab ly  have to w a it  a ha lf-  
h o u r  fo r  him  now. These I ta l ian s !  You 
c a n ’t  buy th e i r  p ic tu res ,  you c a n ’t  h ire  
th e i r  guides.

Mrs. B . : Yes, papa, I ’ll be g lad  w hen  we 
g e t  back home.

B u t . :  N ever!  We a r e n ’t  go ing  back  un t i l  
we g e t  w h a t  we came a f te r .

E n te r  Angelo.
B u t . :  A re  you the gu ide?
A n g . : Si, signor.
B u t . :  C a n ’t  you ta lk  Eng lish?  I f  you 

c a n ’t  I d o n ’t  w a n t  you.
A ng .:  Yes, sir.
B u t . : B e t te r ,  m uch  b e t te r .  Now, w h a t ’s 

y o u r  nam e?
A n g . : Angelo.
B u t . : Angelo , I ’m looking fo r  an  I ta l ian  

p a in ting ,  you know, a rea l  m as te rp iece ,  an  
old one. I ’ve go t p len ty  of m oney  and  I ’ll 
spend it if I can find th a t  p ic tu re .  W h ere  
can I g e t  one?

A ng .:  Well, I d o n ’t  know, sir, exactly , 
b u t  I can look a round .  I ’ll keep  it  in m ind, 
and  go look it up fo r  you if you desire  it.

B u t . :  T here ,  t h a t ’s so m e th in g  like i t!  I
wish y o u ’d do th a t .  A nd  rem em b er ,  i t  has 
to be so m eth ing  good. Now go, w hy d o n ’t  
you? H u r ry  up! (E x i t  A ngelo )  T h e re ’s 
an I ta l ian  t h a t ’s rea l ly  w or th  som eth ing . 
We m ig h t  no t have w asted  a whole w eek  
if we had know n him before .

C u r t a i n .

A c t  II .  S c e n e  2 .

Mr. B u t te rb y ,  Mrs. B u t te rb y ,  A ngelo  and  
the  C ountess  in the C ountess '  villa a t  Lucca, 
A ngelo has been ex p la in ing  to the  C oun
tess why they  a re  there .

C oun tess :  How  sad! I have a lw ays had 
so m uch  sy m p a th y  fo r  to u r is ts  who m e e t  
w ith  inconveniences .  A nd su re ly  hav in g  
yo u r  ca r  s top  so sudden ly  and  so s tu b b o rn 
ly is one of the  g re a te s t  d isadvan tages .  My 
hom e is y o u rs  un ti l  you a re  re a d y  to  go on. 
Now, m y d e a r  Mrs. B u t te rb y ,  come w ith  
me. I know  you a re  upset,  an d  besides, I 
have some r a r e  old laces which you will
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enjoy . Angelo, er-er-  if I m ay  call you 
th a t?  Will you and  Mr. B u t te rb y  en te r ta in  
yourse lves?  I will have someone called to 
r e p a i r  yo u r  car. U ntil  then , consider my 
house y o u r  home. (E x i t  Countess with 
Mrs. B u t te rb y .)

Mr. B . : Now isn ’t th a t  rea l I ta l ian  hos
p i ta l i ty?  N o th ing  like it, I a lways said. 
P r e t ty  nice place she has here. L e t ’s look 
a ro u n d  a bit. I w onder  w h a t ’s behind this 
cu r ta in ?  (d raw s cu r ta in  to one side) Oh! 
a p ic tu re !  See this, Angelo? (He looks a t  
Angelo, who is s ta r in g  a t  the  p icture . He 
speaks again. Angelo continues to s ta re .)

B u t. :  Angelo, w ha t  is it?  Hey? W hat 
is it?  You d o n ’t  m ean th a t— Angelo!!

A n g . : I t  c a n ’t be, b u t  it  is! Oh, Mr.
B u tte rb y !  H ere is your  t rea su re ,  here  is 
the  end of you r  search, here  is you r  Ita lian  
m aste r ,  here  is a genu ine  Botticelli p a in t 
ing! The lost Botticelli, it m ust  be. A r t  
s tu d e n ts  have searched and given up hope 
of ever finding it. F ound  a t  last!!  Now, Mr. 
B u t te rb y ,  I know th a t  the  Countess is in 
d is tress  financially. She m ust  know the 
value of this w ork  or she would no t have 
hidden it so carefu lly .  I suggest th a t  you 
offer he r  a good price and I th ink  she ’ll take  
it. Suppose we say twenty-five thousand  
dollars?

B u t . : All r ight.  A n y th ing  to g e t  th a t
pa in ting . (E n te r  Countess and  Mrs. B u t
te rby .)

B u t. :  E r-C ountess ,  see w hat  w e’ve found!  
(C ountess  looks am azed, then  fr ig h ten ed .)  
B u t d o n ’t w orry , w e ’re no t going to tell 
any th ing . We w an t  to buy it  of you. I 
w an t  th a t  p ic tu re  m ore than  an y th in g  e l s e ! 
I ’ll give you twenty-five thousand  dollars 
fo r  it.

Countess  (gasp ing) : Oh, no!
Ang. (n u dg ing  Countess)  : W hy not?  We 

w a n t  the p a in t in g  and w e ’ll pay  fo r  it.
C oun tess :  All r igh t ,  b u t  I do dislike to 

sell it. However, as m a t te r s  s tand  I feel 
th a t  I have no choice. Take the  p icture , 
b u t  g u a rd  it ca re fu lly  as I have done fo r  
so long. W hen you let it become known 
to the world you will receive c o n g ra tu la 
tions  f rom  all sides fo r  hav ing  ob ta ined  
such a precious thing.

Mrs. B . : B ut papa, how can we g e t  it

th rough  the I ta l ian  custom s? T h e y ’re  t e r 
rible, they  say.

C ountess :  Why, Angelo p a in ts— er, th a t  
is, well, he m ust  pa in t.  You do, d o n ’t you, 
A ngelo?  (Angelo nods) .  I knew  it by his 
fingers. He can p a in t  a new scene over this 
M other  and  Child, and  no one will know 
th a t  the  p a in t in g  is valuable.

Ang. C erta in ly , Mr. B u t te rb y ,  I shall be 
glad to be of service to you. I can p a in t  a 
large flower po t over the p ic tu re ,  and  you 
can have you r  Mr. H olw orthy  rem ove it 
when it reaches  A m erica, and  he will find 
u n d e rn e a th  w ha t  he said you could no t p ro 
cure.

Mr. B . : Good. W e ’ll do it!
Mrs. B.: There , papa! I knew  w e ’d do it. 

If  you w an t  a th ing  done r igh t,  you have 
to do it yourself .

C u r t a i n .

A c t  III .

Two m onths la ter .  The B u tte rb y s  and 
Angelo a re  ta lk ing  in the  B u t te rb y  suite in 
Florence.

Mr. B.: I t ’s time I ’m hea r in g  from  Hol
worthy. (C huck ling) .  I w onder  w ha t  h e ’s 
going  to say. C ouldn’t be done, eh? 
Couldn’t be d o n e ! Well, B u t te rb y  did it. 
B u t te rb y  has a lways done it. He w o n ’t be 
b e a t e n !

A n g . : I hope H olw orthy  ap p rec ia tes  it. 
He will, if he knows a r t ,  rea l  a r t .

Mrs. B ut.:  Oh, yes! H e ’ll ap p rec ia te  it 
all r ight.  He knows every th in g  the re  is to 
know ab o u t  art .

Mr. B . : Well, he d id n ’t  know th a t  I could 
g e t  a Botticelli when I came over,, did he? 
He d id n ’t know th a t !  I guess h e ’ll recog 
nize me now. I w ou ldn ’t be su rprised  if 
he p u t  me on his difficult cases, to h u n t  
down ra re  pictures. No, sir, no t  a b it  su r 
prised. I be t  h e ’ll come down off his high 
horse now, eh w hat?

(E n te r  Bell boy.)
Bell boy: Mr. B u t te rb y ?  Cable, sir.
B ut.:  T h -thank  you. W here  is it?  Give 

it to me! H u rry  up! Well, w hy— oh! th an k  
you. (E x i t  bellboy.) H ere  it  is, mam a, 
here  it is! Now w e’ll see! Now w e ’ll see!

Mrs. B . : Open it, papa.
Mr. B . : Sure, give me time. (W ith
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trem b lin g  hands he opens the cable and 
unfo lds  it  ca re fu lly  on a table  befo re  them. 
Angelo slips out unnoticed .)

Mr. B. ( read ing )  : Removed flower pot,

found  M other and  Child. Removed M other 
and Child. Found  Napoleon crossing Alps. 
Shall we con tinue?— Holworthy.

M arg a re t  Choate.

LETTER OF LUCIAN A TO HER FRIEND JULIA.
My D eares t  Ju l ia :

I w rite  to tell thee of the m any th ings 
since last  we m et  a t  Ephesus. Thou wilt 
recall we then  did speak of m arr iage , and 
the  fu tu re  th a t  aw aits  us in it. Thou to ld ’st 
me of thy  lover, and we blushed toge the r  
a t  how he w rit  “ love-wounded P ra te u s .” 
Oh, d ea res t  Ju lia , I, too, have len t mine 
ears  to words of love, and know the sw eet
ness of the sound. His nam e is Antipholus, 
b ro th e r  to the husband  of A driana . I haste  
to tell thee the rom an tic  way it came to 
pass.

Only y es te rd ay — so little time has 
passed!— my sister A driana  was f re t t in g  
fo r  her  husband  when he did not r e tu rn  a t  
d inner  time. I com forted  her  un til  Dromio 
should re tu rn .  The se rvan t  told a sorry  
ta le  of boxings on the ears, te ll ing  to us his 
m a s te r ’s w ords: “ O ut on thy  m is tress!” 
Then jea lousy  sett led  in my s is te r ’s mind 
and  hear t .  I pled with her  to seek A n ti
pholus, whom indeed we found  upon the 
village m art.  There  he did deny his wife, 
and  behaved in s trange  wise, as did his se r
vant. (C ou ldn’t  thou have seen Dromio, 
Ju lia ,  as he p ra ted  to himself of “ fairy-land 
and sp r i te s !” ) A lbeit we w en t to dine, and 
soon A ntipholus and I did stroll a long the 
ga rd en  paths. Then spake he s trange ly  to 
me, and I did love to listen.

Such words from  lips of A d r ia n a ’s 
spouse! I thou g h t  he m ust have quite fo r 
got his h u sb an d ’s office, and they  so shortly  
wed! While he did whisper love to me, 
p ra is ing  my beauty , I spoke to him of hus
b a n d ’s duty, beseeching th a t  he speak fa ir  
to A driana , muffling false love. (I know 
the f ra i l ty  of our sex, th a t  asks b u t  fo r  
p re ten se  of love to be in parad ise!)  I 
th o u g h t  of A d r ia n a ’s happiness, until  a t  
leng th  I fled aw ay  to seek her.

W hich when I told A driana , she reviled 
her  husband. Once again  I begged her  to

have patience, when Dromio bu rs t  in, b ab 
bling th a t  Antipholus was arres ted . We 
sen t much gold to him, se t t ing  out to find 
the cause of trouble . We found  him, very 
pale and wan, p ro tes t ing  th a t  he was locked 
out of his hom e— (thou know est I said he 
dined with us, Ju l ia !)  Then A driana  forced 
him to be taken  home. There was some 
to do abou t a chain he bought nor paid fo r  
it.

As I was walking with my sister by the 
Priory , we m et the fa ith less one a g a in ! 
A driana  feared  him, b u t  the Abbess (whom 
we saw one day by the harbor,  Ju l ia )  spake 
fo r  his protection . As we were then, came 
the Duke and soldiers with a Syracusian  
m erchan t  to behead him. My sister told 
her woes, and I swore t ru th  to them.

Suddenly Antipholus and Dromio rushed  
upon us, cry ing fo r  justice. The Abbess 
followed, and when she saw the condem ned 
Syracusian , em braced him as a husband  
long lost because of shipwreck. Then—  
such a w onder!— the Abbess w ent within, 
and b rough t out a n o th e r  Antipholus, a n 
o ther  D ro m io ! I scarce believed my eyes, 
dear friend.

The two Antipholuses are  b ro the rs  like 
the twin Drominoes, separa ted , as were the 
Abbess and the Syracusian, by shipwreck. 
The la t te r  are  m other  and fa th e r  to the 
Antipholuses. Did you ever know such ex
citem ent, Ju l ia?  Now thou see’st I can 
love my Antipholus, and A driana  hers. I 
am in g re a t  excitem ent, and hard ly  calm 
enough to write.

I t  is grow ing  late, and I m ust  re t i re  to 
my cham ber to dream  of my A ntipholus—  
how he said: “ Thee will I love, and with 
thee lead my life .” Sweet dream s, dea res t  
Julia .

Your friend,
Luciana.

P. S.— W rite  me thy though ts  ab o u t  this.
L.
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BURIED TREASURE.
The li ttle  boy was s i t t in g  in a pa tch  of 

su n ligh t  on the k itchen  floor when the two 
ladies came to call. One of them , curious, 
b e n t  to him and  said, “ V ot you got, l i t t le  
M ax? A li ttle  Spielzeig— a new t o y ? ”

He looked up, puzzled th a t  anyone 
should m isu n d e rs ta n d  this m ost p leasan t  of 
occupations. “ I am carfing, Mrs. B ru m 
b a u g h ,” he said gravely . “ Dis iss p a p a ,” 
and  he held up a c rude bu t  recognizable  
figure.

“ Oi! Vy, do t iss nod ing  b u t  soap ,” said 
the  wom an. “ P ap a  R u p p e r t  doss look like 
dot ven he chase de l i ttle  black h e n .”

“ You shoult  no t vaste  soap like d o t ,” the 
o th e r  g ru n te d .  “ You shoult look ou t or 
you cu t  yo u rse lf  m it dot kn ife , Max. I 
n e fe r  le t  my C hennie  h a f  a goot kitchen 
k n ife  to p lay  mit. Iss y o u r  m am m a home, 
M a x ? ”

A nd the  two ladies walked in w ith  the  in
fo rm a l i ty  common in P ennsy lvan ia  Dutcn 
c o u n try  homes. A few  m om en ts  la te r  Max 
hea rd  a tr ick le  of lau g h te r ,  and a shrill 
ph rase  cau g h t  his ear.

“ Dey vill m ake fun  off him all over de 
c o u n try  yet,  Mrs. R uppert .  A good lifting 
m it a r t  he c an n o t  make. You shoult m ake 
him stop it  yet. Und my Chennie, she say 
he do n o t  g e t  f e ry  goot m arks  in school.” 

“ I t  iss no vunder ,  if his m ind  iss a lways 
on soap faces  yet. N ot so, Mrs. D u p p s?” 

“ Veil, school iss n o t  so much, if a boy 
iss s t ro n g  und h andy  a ro u n d  a f a rm ;  bu t 
you vou lt  n o t  w a n t  him to be called a 
d u m m k o p f  in several y e a rs .”

A m u rm u r  of assen t, and then  his m o th 
e r ’s p a t ie n t  voice implied th a t  he did he r  
no ha rm  in his p laying. “ Veil, I know it 
iss no g o o t ,” she ad m it te d ;  “ b u t  he does 
n o t  vu rk  fe ry  goot, e ither. U nd he h u r ts  
n o b o d y ’s fee l ings— ” a n o th e r  gurg le  of 
la u g h te r— “ fo r  nobody voult  look like h im 
self  ven he iss m ade in soap .”

V ery  qu ie t ly  Max p u t  aw ay  his kn ife  and 
then , r a th e r  savagely, c rum bled  the t iny  
carved  head  in his hand. A nd when he 
hea rd  his m o th e r ’s t i ra d e  a g a in s t  the  school
m a s te r  he h a ted ,  he did n o t  no tice  t h a t  she 
gave him cred i t  fo r  hav ing  in his classes

“ no nonsense  m it a r t  und  soap or v o te fe r .” 
A r t  was no t a w ord th a t  l i ttle  Max knew. 
B ut la u g h te r— especially  his m o th e r ’s 
la u g h te r— was unm is takab le .  R a th e r  sol
em nly he t ru d g ed  ou t  to the barn . And 
no one rea lized  th a t  the  first phase of his 
small life had closed on a no te  as h e a r t 
ren d in g  to a child as t r a g e d y — gentle  
am usem ent.

A t e igh teen  Max w en t into the  navy. I t  
was, perhaps, as m uch a re su l t  of a desire 
to see s trange , m yste r ious  p o r ts  in fore ign  
oceans as of the e te rn a l  d rabness  of life 
in L an cas te r  county.

His childhood had no t been unhappy, fo r  
the good H err  R u p e r t  had a stolid so r t  of 
affection fo r  his only son; and  as the chil
dren g rew  up, it was the  girls who chased 
the little black hen and her  num erous  off
spring. Max had been p e rm it ted  as much 
schooling as was possible w ithou t  the  p ay 
m en t  of tu it ion . I t  had som ew hat s t r a ig h t 
ened the c lumsy Dutch tw is t  of his tongue. 
He had, nevertheless , g row n above his en 
v ironm en t only sufficiently to realize  th a t  
it m ust  become the h a b i ta t  of his m ind u n 
less he m ade a definite b reak  fro m  it.

I t  was a te ach e r  with a p ru d e n t ly  con
cealed adm ira t ion  fo r  C onrad and  McFee 
who first suggested  the navy  to Max. The 
average  native  of P ennsy lvan ia  G erm any 
knows, in a vague way, th a t  con tinen ts  a re  
su rro u n d ed  by oceans; bu t the  idea of the 
sea and  its t ra d e  is f a r  too nebulous to 
prove profitable  in his th r i f ty  Dutch  opin
ion. Max, however, with the shrew dness 
which was his b ir th r igh t ,  em phasized the 
prac tica l side of going  to sea fo r  some time 
before  he announced  his in ten tion . His 
p a ren ts ,  th e re fo re ,  gave a r a th e r  re lu c ta n t  
consent.

A f te r  several years  of life a t  sea, Max 
had lost every th in g  D utch excep t a shy 
se n t im e n t  which m ade him thrill  to the  f a 
m iliar accen ts  heard  in H am burg . He had 
gained, however, a new love fo r  the q ua in t  
beau ties  which he found  all over the world 
and, in sharp  con tras t ,  the  practica l,  ha rdy  
m anliness  which was necessary  to success, 
a lm ost to existence, in th a t  profession.
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I t  w as in H a m b u rg  th a t  he b roke  his leg 
an d  re m a in e d  in a  hosp ita l  f o r  a  n u m b e r  of 
re s t le ss  weeks. His only a m u se m e n t  w as 
sk e tch in g  the  va r ious  p a t ie n ts  who w ere  
w ith in  his ra n g e  of vision. B u t  he soon 
becam e so c r i t ica l  of his w ork  th a t  the  old 
do c to r  said g rav e ly :

“ My boy, you m u s t  give it  up. You see 
how  it excites  you an d  delays y o u r  recov 
e ry .”

“ But, do c to r— ”
“ I t  is n o t  so g r e a t  a  sacrifice I ask  you 

to m a k e .”
“ Oh, b u t  it is ,” he p ro te s te d  d e sp e ra te 

ly. “ All m y life I ’ve w an ted  to  do this. No 
one ever  e n co u rag ed  me. I ’ve been con
te n te d — my p a re n ts  w ere  as k ind as they  
knew  how to be— b u t  I ’ve n ev er  rea l ly  been 
satisfied. I d o n ’t  believe I can ever  be 
happy  w i th o u t  i t .”

“ Y our  w ork  is c lever ,” the  d oc to r  a d 
m it te d  slowly, “ b u t  it  does no one an y  se r 
vice. N o th in g  is rea l,  n o th in g  is g rea t ,  ex 
cep t  w h a t  aids h u m a n i ty .”

“ B u t  I believe I can aid h u m a n i ty  w ith  
th is— can teach  th em  to know  an d  love 
b e a u ty .”

“ You can c rea te  im ages;  b u t  I deal w ith  
life  i tse lf ,  and  I m u s t  g u a rd  the  w e lfa re  of 
my p a t ie n ts ,” rep lied  the  doc to r  firmly.

“ I t  is h a rd  to  give up, even tem p o ra r i ly ,  
the  only th in g  one can do, doctor. Suppose 
som eone took  aw ay  y o u r  scalpel because  
you w ere  sy m p a th iz in g  w ith  y o u r  pa tien ts .  
D o n ’t  you th in k  y o u ’d miss i t ? ” said the  
boy w istfu lly .

“ C er ta in ly  I ’d miss it. B u t  a m an  who 
is u n h e a l th y  c a n ’t  do good work. H ea l th  
is an  ob liga tion  to  society. F o r  you to  con
t in u e  w h a t  r e t a r d s  y o u r  recovery  is a social 
sin. A nd if  it  h ap p en ed  in m y work, it  
w ould  be still m ore  n ecessa ry  to give it  up, 
because  I should  e n d a n g e r  my p a t i e n t s ’ 
hea l th  as well as m y own if  I c o n t in u e d .” 

“ You a lm ost  rev e re n ce  y o u r  p ro fession , 
d o n ’t  you, d o c to r? ”

“ In d eed  I do ,” said the  old m an  e a rn e s t 
ly. “ I can aid h u m a n i ty  d irectly . I can 
be a g r e a t  p h i la n th ro p is t ;  and, a t  the  same 
tim e, I can  c rea te .  I d o n ’t  deny  th a t  a r t  
like y o u rs  has its appeal.  B u t th a t  so r t  of 
w ork  is selfish. My cases r e q u ire  j u s t  as

m uch a r t ,  as g r e a t  skill, as a rd u o u s  t r a in in g  
and  p rac tice  as do p a in t in g  or scu lp tu re .  A 
phy s ic ian ’s w ork  is the  a r t  of l i fe .”

A nd the  m edical e n th u s ia s t  l e f t  his p a 
t ie n t  to p o n d e r  his theory .

W hen M ax r e tu r n e d  home w ith  the  a n 
n o u n c e m e n t  th a t  he w an ted  to be a  doctor, 
the  R u p p e r ts  concealed  th e i r  d ism ay w ith  
to le r a n t  smiles.

“ J u s t  because  you a re  n ev e r  sick ,” 
p leaded  Max, “ d o esn ’t  say no one ever 
needs a doctor. I can succeed if  y o u ’ll 
only s t a r t  m e .”

“ V ot D um m heit  de boy hass in him y e t , ” 
his f a th e r  m u rm u red .  “ You end in de poor- 
house, you Max, if you be so s tu b b o rn .” 

B u t even tua lly ,  w ith  a cap i tu la t ion  qu ite  
u n c h a ra c te r is t ic  of the  Dutch, they  y ie lded ; 
and  Max was insta lled  a t  the  U n ive rs i ty  of 
P ennsy lvan ia .

A f te r  his g ra d u a t io n  f ro m  a s t re n u o u s  
medical course  which le f t  l i t t le  le isure  fo r  
such an avocation  as a r t ,  M ax es tab lished  
his p rac t ice  in a small J e r s e y  town. H ere  
Lillian A dam s becam e his p a t ie n t  and  la te r  
his wife.

The y o u n g  R u p p e r ts  lived n o t  unhappily ,  
in spite  of L il l ian ’s pale invalidism, which 
affected  he r  em otions as well as h e r  physi
cal ability . Max loved h e r  in a g en tle  w ay  
and  tr ied  to  please her. She was d iscon
te n te d  w ith  c o u n try  life an d  co n s tan t ly  
ta u n te d  the  y o u n g  d oc to r  w ith  his o b scu r
ity.

“ You can accom plish n o th in g  in th is  toy  
v illage ,” she would complain. “ I have  no 
p leasu re  and  no congenia l f r iends .  A nd  
you care  l ittle  enough  fo r  a  sick w om an. 
W hen ev e r  you have no w ork  to do, you p lay  
w ith  c h i ld ren ’s m odeling  clay. Do you 
th ink  because  you a re  a fa i lu re  as a d oc to r  
th a t  you will become a g re a t  scu lp to r?  You 
h a v e n ’t am b it ion  enough  to  succeed. W hy  
d o n ’t  you move to a c ity  la rge  enough  to 
have some sick p eo p le?”

A f te r  a n u m b e r  of p a in fu l  reconc il ia 
tions, the  move to Ph ilade lph ia  w as accom 
plished; and  M ax con t in u ed  his w ork  w ith  
the  en thus iasm  which the  G erm an  idealis t  
had im p lan ted  in him. E n th u s ia sm , how 
ever, does n o t  g u a ra n te e  success;  a n d  it
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so m e t im e s  seem ed  t h a t  all th e  d o c to rs  
P h i la d e lp h ia  h a d  n e e d  o f w e re  a l r e a d y  
th e re .

L i l l ia n ’s h e a l th  did n o t  im p ro v e  in the  
c o n f in e m e n t  of  th e  c i ty ;  a n d  h e r  p e tu la n c e  
w ith  M a x ’s f igu r ines  in c rea sed .  A t  la s t  the  
y o u n g  d o c to r  gav e  up  his  a r t i s t ic  e ffo r ts  e n 
t i r e ly  a n d  b ecam e  g r im ly  a b so rb e d  in his 
w ork .  A n d  if  he f e l t  t h a t  th e  d ru d g e ry  
o f  a sm all  p ra c t ic e  w as  an  ing lo r io u s  end 
f o r  all his  g a l l a n t  d ream s ,  it  on ly  m ade  
h im  cleave  m o re  closely  to  the  w o rk  whose 
poss ib i l i t ie s  he still  h o ped  w ere  as g r e a t  as 
th o se  o f  his a r t  had  been.

T he  w ar ,  f o r  M ax, cam e as a b lessed  r e 
lease  f ro m  m o n o to n y .  H is d r e a m e r ’s soul 
fo u n d  in it, even  in all i ts  so rd id  b ru ta l i ty ,  
th e  fu lf i l lm en t  o f  an  a lm o s t  unconsc ious  
long ing .  He su ffe red  a g r e a t  deal,  w i th  his 
G e rm a n  sy m p a th ie s  a n d  g e n e ro u s  h u m an -  
i t a r ia n is m  a n d  his  A m e r ic a n  lo y a l ty ;  b u t  
s u f fe r in g  seem ed  to b r in g  its  own b e n e d ic 
t ion .  A n d  som e t im es  the  g lo r ious  lust  
o f  b a t t le  w ou ld  com e upo n  him  a n d  o v e r 
w he lm  his h idden  a sp ira t io n s ,  his d a u n te d  
d re a m in g ,  a n d  d e sp a i r in g  re s t le ssness .

O nce, a f t e r  such an  orgy , he ta lk e d  w ith  
a  d y in g  G e rm a n  in his own to n g u e .  The 
m a n  p ro v ed  to be f ro m  H a m b u r g ;  and , 
g r a t e f u l  f o r  a p o in t  o f  c o n tac t ,  he gave  
his own p i t i fu l  exam p le  of  a d y in g  speech 
a n d  a ph ilo sophy  o f life.

“ I t  i s n ’t w h a t  you  believe  th a t  m a t t e r s ;  
i t ’s b e l iev in g  w ith  y o u r  whole  h e a r t  in 
s o m e th in g — y o u r  re l ig ion  o r  y o u r  c o u n t ry  
o r  y o u rse l f .  I t ’s l iv ing  up  to  be l ie f  th a t  
m a k e s  you  a m an . You love G erm an y ,  y e t  
you  f ight a g a in s t  h e r  b ecau se  you  believe 
y o u r  c o u n t ry  r ig h t .  I have  a f a m ily  in 
A m e r ic a ;  b u t  G o t t  sei dank , I die f o r  the  
F a th e r l a n d .  I t  does n o t  m a t t e r .  M an 
w i th o u t  b e l ie f  is w orth less .  I am  g lad  to 
die no b ly — it is one th in g  I can do w ell .”

In 1919, M ax  r e tu r n e d  hom e w ith  a r e 
solve to  believe  w h o le h e a r te d ly  in m ed i
cine. His lack  o f  e n c o u ra g e m e n t  h ad  co n 
v inced  him th a t  to  believe in a r t  w as fu t i le .  
H e could  t r u s t  to  the  p ro fe ss io n  he k n ew  
well to  fill th e  v a c u u m  which  peace  had  
b ro u g h t .

“ B e t t e r  q u ie t  h a rd  w o rk  th a n  f ru i t le s s  
d r e a m s ,” he th o u g h t  a l i t t le  b i t te r ly .

L i l l ia n ’s d e a th  did n o t  cam e as  a shock. 
He g r ie v e d  f o r  h e r  in a t e n d e r  b u t  u n c e r 
ta in  w ay, a n d  th e n  d ev o ted  h im se lf  still 
m ore  p a s s io n a te ly  to  his chosen w ork . 
E v e ry th in g  he loved h ad  fa i led  him. His 
p ro fe ss io n  a lone  w as s tab le ,  co n c re te ,  the  
only  th in g  he could  believe  in. This, he 
t r ie d  to  p e r su a d e  h im self ,  w as th e  b e t t e r  
k ind  of  a r t ;  a n d  his p ro g ress iv e  success 
seem ed  to confirm  his th eo ry .

M a rg a re t  S im on w as n o t  an  u n u su a l  w o
m an . She w as an  a r t  t e a c h e r ,  b u t  the  
b ra n d  of h e r  p ro fess io n  had  n o t  y e t  becom e 
indelib le . She did n o t  co n su l t  a do c to r  
o f t e n ;  a n d  it  w as a re l ie f  to  M ax to cu re  
h e r  physica l a i lm en ts ,  w i th o u t  h av in g  a 
n e u ro t ic  case to puzzle  over. She w as 
s t im u la t in g  in a w ell-b red  w ay, g e n t ly  e n 
th u s ia s t ic  a b o u t  his w ork , in te r e s te d  in his 
ad v an ced  ideas. I t  w as n o t  su rp r is in g  th a t ,  
seve ra l  y e a r s  a f t e r  his w i f e ’s d ea th ,  th ey  
w ere  m a rr ie d .

A lth o u g h  a b so rb ed  in his w ork , M ax e n 
co u rag ed  M a r g a r e t ’s c o n s ta n t  v isits  to a r t  
m u seu m s  an d  ga lle ries .  In d eed ,  w hen  he 
w as able  to  a cco m p an y  her, he soon cam e 
to e n jo y  the  Rodin  M useum  an d  the  A cad 
em y of F in e  A rts .  He w ould  w a n d e r  a b o u t  
m e a s u r in g  s ta tu e s  w ith  his eye, t e s t in g  
th em  f o r  c o r re c t  p ro p o r t io n s .  He did n o t  
ad m ire  a r t  because  it w as a r t ,  b u t  because  
it  w as rea l,  vivid, m oving. He had  no cold 
classical idea ls ;  his a p p re c ia t io n  o f  scu lp 
tu r e  w as essen t ia l ly  red-b looded .

One day, a f t e r  an a f t e rn o o n  spen t ,  by 
M a rg a re t  a t  least ,  in im age-w orsh ip , she 
said gen t ly ,  “ Max, w hy  d o n ’t  you  ta k e  up 
y o u r  m o de ling  a g a in ?  Som e of the  l i t t le  
f igures you k e p t  a re  re a l ly  goo d ;  a n d  as a 
m a tu re  m an, an d  especia lly  a do c to r  with 
a know ledge  of a n a to m y ,  you w ould  p ro b 
ab ly  do m uch  b e t t e r  w ork  n o w .”

“ Well, m y  d e a r ,” he a n sw e re d  a lm ost  
w is tfu l ly ,  “ I th in k  h igh ly  o f  y o u r  j u d g 
m e n t ;  b u t  e v e ry o n e  else has  d iscou raged  
me. I guess  if  it had  been  in me, i t  would 
have come o u t  b e fo re  this. I ’ll s t ick  to  the  
t r a d e  I k n o w .”

“ Well, i t  w o u ld n ’t  do a n y  h a rm  to t r y  it 
now  an d  th en  when  you  have  t im e ,” she 
said soo th ing ly .

“ I f  it will p lease  you, I suppose  I can.
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A nd I a lw ays  did like to m ess a ro u n d  c lay .”
A pen -kn ife  an d  o ran g e  sticks a t  first 

w ere  M ax ’s only tools, soap and  c h i ld ren ’s 
c lay  his m a te r ia l .  W ith  these  he m ade 
d a in ty  l i t t le  cam eo heads  an d  occasionally  
a g ra c e fu l  figure. He m ade a few  sketches, 
t o o ; b u t  since M a rg a re t  seem ed to p re f e r  
the  ro u n d e d  figures, he g ra d u a l ly  cam e to 
confine h im se lf  to scu lp tu re .

“ T h a t  piece of  wood would  m ake  a good 
re l ie f  head, w o u ld n ’t  i t ? ” r e m a rk e d  M a r
g a re t  idly one day.

“ I t ’s j u s t  the  r ig h t  size fo r  a p o r t r a i t  
h e a d ,” M ax answ ered ,  tu rn in g  it  th o u g h t 
fully . “ Will you sit  fo r  i t ? ”

The p o r t r a i t  w as f a r  f ro m  p e r fe c t ,  b u t  
its  su b je c t  insis ted  th a t  it  w as exce llen t  
w ork  fo r  an  a m a te u r .  A lm ost  roused  by 
h e r  en thus iasm , M ax b o u g h t  new  clay, th is  
t im e  f ro m  an a r t  supply  shop, and  added  to  
his tools severa l  m edical in s tru m e n ts .  He 
began  to  copy fam o u s  g ro u p s  and  a t  las t  
a t te m p te d  to  carve  f ro m  m em ory  and 
p h o to g rap h s  a b u s t  of his f a th e r .  I t  r e 
qu ired  long  hours , an d  the  p a tience  of  a 
d oc to r  w as a g r e a t  aid  to Max. W hen  a t  
la s t  it  w as finished, even his p a re n ts  a d 

m it te d  th a t  it  w as a good likeness.
“ T h ere  is go ing  to be an  exh ib it ion  of 

a m a te u r s ’ w ork  a t  the  A cadem y  n e x t  
m o n th ,” said M a rg a re t  casually  a b o u t  a  
y e a r  a f t e r  M ax had  done his first p o r t r a i t  
bust.

“ Is th e re ?  Do you w a n t  to  g o ? ”
“ I do if you have so m eth in g  th e r e .”
“ My d e a r ,” he expos tu la ted ,  “ su re ly  you 

know  th a t  I ’ll nev e r  be good enough  fo r  
the  A cadem y. Those fe llow s a re  th e  re a l  
th in g .”

“ So a re  you, if  y o u ’d only believe in 
y o u rse l f ,” she said in d ignan tly .  “ P lease  
try ,  anyw ay , M ax .”

W hen he came hom e one day  to a n 
nounce  th a t  the  A cadem y  had  accep ted  two 
figures fo r  the  a m a te u r  exhib ition , she r e 
fu sed  to be su rprised . “ I a lw ays  knew  the  
A cadem y had  good ju d g m e n t ,” she said 
calmly.

“ I nev e r  th o u g h t  I could do a n y th in g  
w ith  i t ,” Max adm itted .

“ Well, you see, some people have i t  
bu r ied  so deep th a t  i t  has  to  be dug  o u t ,” 
laughed  M arg a re t ,  “ and  I love to  d ig .”

Carola Loos.

GERRY.
I t  w as the  h o u r  of “ t a p s ” a t  Camp M ara- 

mak. E v e ry  g irl f e l t  d raw n  to God and  
n a tu re  as she jo ined  the  g ro u p  a b o u t  the  
even ing  fire. W h a t  b ro u g h t  th is  feeling , 
it  is h a rd  to  tell. P e rh a p s  it was the  sound 
of the  w aves a g a in s t  the  rocky  shore, or 
the  w hisper  of the  w ind th ro u g h  the  pines, 
or the  b lack  n e a rn e ss  of the  fo res t .  Or 
p e rh ap s  it  w as the  c lear  n o tes  of the  bugle 
as th e y  sounded  tap s  f ro m  the  n e ig h b o r
ing p ro m o n to ry .  W hile the  no tes  died 
aw ay, fif ty  g ir ls  s tood silent,  han d  clasped 
in hand . Then  the  n o tes  sounded  anew , 
and  fifty  voices so f t ly  jo in ed :
“ D ay is done 
Gone the  sun
F ro m  the  hills, f ro m  the  lake, f ro m  the  sky; 
All is well 
S a fe ly  sleep 
God is n ig h .”

A nd  the  g ro u p  of t i red ,  h appy  cam pers

tro o p ed  slowly to n e a rb y  ten ts .
Across the  lake a loon called. Only a 

loon, b u t  M arion  W eatherfie ld  t u r n e d  as 
she s tepped  in to  h e r  ten t .  She g lanced  
across  the  w a te r  to w a rd  a small b lack  
shadow  f a r  o u t  in the  lake— a shadow  th a t  
could have been recogn ized  in the  l ig h t  of 
day  as an  island. Only an  island, y e t  
M arion knew  th a t  over th e re  the  sam e 
good-n igh t  was soon to be su n g  by  f ifty  
m asculine  voices. She paused  fo r  a  few  
m om ents ,  know ing  th a t  on th a t  is land th e re  
was some one who was th in k in g  of her.

Soon silence se t t led  over Cam p M ara-  
mak. The moon d isappeared  and  r e tu rn e d .  
M arion lay in h e r  co t—- n o t  s leep ing— only 
th in k in g  of th a t  some one on the  is land—  
th in k in g  and  w aiting .

An ho u r  passed. A t  la s t  a  small f igure 
em erg ed  f ro m  M a r io n ’s te n t .  S ilen tly  it  
d isap p ea red  in to  the  d a rk n ess  u n d e r  the
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trees .  N o t a sound was heard , b u t  p r e s e n t 
ly a canoe stole ou t and  M arion was r id ing  
the  waves. W ith  infinite skill she paddled, 
h e r  blade never  leav ing  the w a te r .  Soon 
the  canoe ro u n d ed  a bend  in the shore-line, 
and  ju s t  as the  moon began to hide again  
behind a cloud the c r a f t  was guided into 
a small cove. The occupan t  s tepped  ou t 
and  walked fo rw ard  to m ee t  a m an ly  figure 
th a t  app roached  he r  f rom  the  shadow of a 
huge tree .

I t  was much la te r  th a t  M arion again  rode 
the  waves in he r  canoe, this t im e in the di
rec tion  of camp. H er  thou g h ts  were filled 
with the  prev ious hours, when suddenly  a 
da rk  shape took  fo rm  on the w a te r  in f ro n t  
of her. Muscles co n trac ted  in he r  th ro a t ,  
b u t  she saw th a t  it was only an em pty  
canoe of the  same color and  kind as her  
own. A Camp M aram ak  canoe. W hat 
could it m ean?  A sudden f e a r  seized her, 
bu t  she th ru s t  it away. Y et with deep mis
givings she peered  ab o u t  h e r— all was 
blackness except fo r  feeble  p en e tra t io n s  by 
the  moon. A t leng th  she con tinued  on he r  
way, landed s tea l th i ly  on the camp shore, 
and  c rep t  to he r  ten t .

I t  was six weeks since M arion had come 
to Camp M aram ak — an a r is to c ra t ic  girl to 
an a r is toc ra t ic  camp. Yes, a r is to c ra t ic—  
fo r  Camp M aram ak  was infinitely m ore 
than  the  usual rich g i r l ’s camps. W ere  
th is  no t t ru e  it would never  have ex is ted ; 
fo r  Miss S u the r land ,  the  s tu rd y  d irector, 
had had a vision and d ream ed  a d ream  long 
b e fo re  the  camp was founded . The vision 
had been of a cam p w here  sincerity , h o n 
esty, and  t ru e  sportsm ansh ip  w ere  to be
come a living rea l i ty  in the life of every  
c am p er ;  and the  dream  had been th a t  such 
a cam p would a t t r a c t  the  d a u g h te rs  of 
A m er ica ’s m ost d isc r im ina ting  families. 
A f te r  tw e n ty  yea rs  of suprem e endeavor 
th a t  vision had been rea lized  and  the  dream 
had come true .  E qu ipm en t,  counsellors, 
and  cam pers  w ere  of the  h ighest type  ob
ta inab le .  Miss S u th e r lan d  he rse lf  held the 
in t im a te  love and  respec t  of every  girl. 
Cam p M aram ak  had become an a r is to c ra t  
a m o n g  camps.

So th is  was the  place to which M arion 
had come. No w onder  she had given her

tom -boy bob a happy  toss! She liked Camp 
M aram ak  from  the  first— its rug g ed  shore
line, the  view across  the  lake, and  the  
beau t i fu l  sunsets  w ith  th e ir  reflection on 
the  w ater .  B ut best of all, she liked the 
g ir ls ;  and  she knew  th a t  the  girls liked her. 
How soon they  came to look to he r  as the ir  
leader. Gay b u t  n o t  frivolous, small, 
p re t ty ,  vivacious— M arion had won he r  way 
into th e ir  h ea r ts  and  a f t e r  six weeks still 
held th e ir  devotion. She seem ed the  fu l 
fillment of the  Camp M aram ak  ideal—  
com plete  sincerity , honesty , and  t ru e  
sportsm anship .

T on igh t  M arion r e tu rn e d  to he r  cot. She 
lay in the  darkness, l is ten ing  tensely. Not 
a sound b u t  the  voices of the  woods. She 
called so ftly  to he r  ten t-m a te .  “ Gerry, 
G e r r y !” No answ er. Suddenly  he r  face 
grew  white. H er  th o u g h ts  d a r ted  back: 
“ G erry  had scolded h e r— had pleaded  with 
her  no t to go ag a in — had said she would 
follow. The canoe— ”

“ G erry! G e r ry !” H er  voice was panicky. 
Like a flash she was a t  G e r ry ’s cot. I t  was 
empty. N ot a sound— n ot a noise— only an 
e te rn i ty  as she sank to the bedside.

M inutes la te r  M arion awoke Miss S u th 
e r land ;  told her  G erry  was gone— in the 
canoe— had no t come back. M arion h e r 
self ra n  down to the w harf .  W ith  des
p e ra te  com posure she rep o r ted  th a t  one 
canoe was missing.

Two hours  la te r  twelve w eary  girls r e 
tu rn e d  to th e ir  cots. The search  had been 
in vain. Only the canoe had been found , 
and G e rry ’s favo ri te  paddle. Now the men 
had come to d rag  the  lake, and  they  could 
rest.  Rest? They could only ta lk, h u d 
dled in little  g roups in the ten ts .  Always 
they  rep ea ted  the same th ings  over and 
over— G e rry ’s lovableness, he r  f ra i l  body 
and  in d ep en d en t  spirit. They  spoke no 
blame, bu t  they  did n o t  excuse her. W hy 
had she gone? I t  was d e fy ing  the  s t r ic te s t  
regu la t ion . I t  was no t  like G erry — yet 
she had done it.

All m o rn in g  and  all day the girls talked. 
A f te r  the  body was fou n d  the  co n jec tu res  
grew. P e rh ap s  she had been go ing  ou t to 
m ee t  a cam per  f ro m  the  island in the  lake. 
They tr ied  to defend  he r  f ro m  such
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th o u g h ts ,  b u t  w ith  the  need  of d e fe n d in g  
h e r  th e i r  im ag in a t io n s  g rew  to g r e a te r  
hea t .

All day  M arion  W ea the rs f ie ld  l is tened. 
She even ad d ed  a r e m a r k  h e re  an d  th e re .  
She loved G erry , b u t  she co u ld n ’t  come to 
h e r  de fense .

L a te  in the  a f te rn o o n ,  M arion  fo llow ed a 
l i t t le  p a th  th ro u g h  the  woods a long  the  
sho re— alone w ith  h e rse l f  an d  h e r  con
science. H e r  shou lde rs  sagged. H e r  to m 
boy bob w as ru m p led .  W ith  a sh u d d e r  she 
flung h e rse lf  upon  a log— w ith  elbows on 
knees, head  in hands. N ot a t e a r  cam e to 
h e r  eyes, b u t  h e r  b i t t e r  se lf - rep ro ach  was 
worse  th a n  tea rs .

F o r  an  h o u r  she s trugg led .  Should  she 
go to Miss S u th e r la n d ,  confess  the  t ru th ,  
and  s top th is  h ideous  ta lk ?  G erry  had  been 
noble— the  g ir ls  should  rea l ize  it. B u t  it  
would  m ean  losing h e r  own re p u ta t io n .  
The g ir ls  looked up to  h e r  so. A nd h e r  
p a re n ts — w h a t  w ould  th e y  say if She con
fessed  all? No! no! she could n o t  te ll!  A t 
las t  the  s t ru g g le  ended. H e r  decision to r e 
m ain  s i len t  cam e w ith  a sudden , over-pow 
e r in g  force . A nd  hav in g  once decided, she 
w as confident th a t  she w ould  n o t  waver.

T h a t  even ing  an  assem bly  w as held  a t  
C am p M a ra m a k  lodge. E v e ry  gir l  w as p re s 
en t. M arion  sa t  n e a r  one co rner ,  fee l ing  
th a t  all eyes w ere  on her. K now ing  th is  to 
come f ro m  h e r  im ag in a t io n  and  o v e r - tau t  
n e rv es  did n o t  help. The subdued  hush  
stifled her. A t  la s t  Miss S u th e r la n d  arose, 
faced  the  semi-circle, and  spoke w ith  a 
s t ra in e d ,  u n s te a d y  voice:

“ Girls, you  know  w hy you  a re  here .  A 
g r e a t  m is fo r tu n e  has come to o u r  camp. 
G e rry  has  been  lost— Cam p M aram ak  m u s t  
a n sw e r  to  a m o th e r  an d  f a th e r  who a re  
filled w ith  g r ie f  fo r  th e i r  only child .”

M a r io n ’s gaze  p ierced  a b lu r re d  t r in k e t  
on the  w all :  she d a red  n o t  low er h e r  eyes.

“ F o r  tw e n ty  y e a rs  Cam p M a ra m a k  has 
had  an  ideal. W e have p laced  h o n es ty  and  
s in ce r i ty  above all else. L as t  n ig h t  one girl 
b e t ra y e d  th a t  idea l .”

M arion  f e l t  h e r  h e a r t  th u m p :  Miss S u th 
e r la n d  had  looked a t  her .

“ W e will only  th in k  of the  pr ice  th a t  was 
paid  by G e rry — an d  h e r  fam ily . T h a t

Cam p M a ra m a k  is re spons ib le— has  s u f 
fe re d  w ith  G erry — is of less im p o r tan ce .  
T w en ty  y ea rs  of s t r iv in g  f o r  an ideal is 
n o t  a life— a new  b e g in n in g  rem ains .  N ot 
so w ith  G erry — she is gone.

“ I have called you he re  to m ake  a r e 
q u es t :  be k ind  to G erry . P i ty  h e r  t h a t  
she lost s igh t of ou r  ideal, b u t  do n o t  w ro n g  
h e r  w ith  h ea ted  ta lk . Ju d g e  not. N or  le t  
y o u r  m inds g row  disillusioned because  one 
girl b roke  fa i th  w ith  o u r  s t a n d a rd .”

“ One g ir l— .” The w ords a te  into 
M ario n ’s hea r t .  O ver and  over th ey  
sounded. “— broke fa i th  w ith  ou r  id ea l .” 
She ha rd ly  k new  how she m a n a g e d  to 
s tum ble  ou t  of the  lodge w ith  the  rest .  All 
she could see was Miss S u th e r la n d ’s b u r n 
ing eyes tu rn e d  upon h e r  in th a t  la s t  s e n 
tence . Only the  pain  of a g r e a t  d isap p o in t
m e n t  in those eyes— eyes th a t  w ere  tu rn e d  
to he r  in t ru s t ,  seek ing  an u n d e rs ta n d in g  
h e a r t  in G e r ry ’s te n t -m a te ,  G e r ry ’s c losest 
chum.

M arion s tum bled  a long  the  p a th  to  h e r  
log. The woods w ere  g row ing  dark . E ven  
the log seem ed a s t ra n g e r .  Y ears  seem ed 
to have passed since h e r  s t ru g g le  th e re  in 
the a f te rn o o n .  As she aga in  flung h e rse l f  
on the  log she fe l t  c rushed  by the  sh ro u d 
ing night. The woods a b o u t  h e r  seem ed 
hostile. She was alone  in every  sense of 
m ean ing . R em orse  b u rs t  th ro u g h  h e r  h e a r t  
and  d ra in ed  he r  s t r e n g th  f ro m  every  sinew, 
W eak  and  t rem bling ,  she sank  to h e r  knees. 
G erry  was dead— . She ached  w ith  p i ty  fo r  
he r  chum. F ina lly  w ith  a la s t  d rop  of 
s t r e n g th  she ra ised  h e r  eyes to heaven.

J u s t  then  a cloud p a r te d  in the  sky above 
her, and  fro m  the  r i f t  th e re  shone down 
a so li ta ry  beam  of light. I t  w as only the  
moon, b u t  to M ario n ’s d e sp e ra te  sp ir i t  i t  
seem ed a  beacon f ro m  God. Loudly  the  
waves w ashed  the  s tony  shore, b ea t in g  the  
rocks w ith  a s tead y  rh y th m . E v e ry th in g  
else was so tense ly  s i len t t h a t  she could 
feel the  s ti llness a g a in s t  h e r  body. Som e
how h e r  eyes fo llow ed the  beam  across  the  
w a te r :  a s ilvery  p a th w ay  s t re tc h e d  aw ay  
to w a rd  the  shadow  of the  d is ta n t  m o u n 
tains. M arion s ta re d  long an d  hard . The 
p a th w ay  seem ed to g row  b r ig h te r  an d  
b r ig h te r  as a  r a p t  expression  came in to  h e r
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eyes. The d is ta n t  m o u n ta in s  seem ed to 
g row  b igger  and  bigger. The sky seemed 
to g row  la rge r ,  closer, and  m ore  fr iendly . 
The t ree s  above h e r  seem ed to bend th e ir  
heads.

S t re n g th  re tu rn e d .  Sw iftly  M arion arose. 
D e libe ra te ly  she d rew  he rse lf  to he r  full 
height, fo r  the  lake had  spoken to h e r—  
an d  she knew  h e r  answ er. The world 
seem ed vas t  in th a t  m om ent.  All pe t t iness

dropped  away, and  with an im petuous  g es t
ure  she s tre tch ed  h e r  a rm s  tow ard  the  sh in
ing w a te r :

“ All r igh t,  old lake ; I ’ll be as big as you. 
I ’ll take  my m edic ine— stan d in g  u p .”

And with  a h e a r t  th a t  was a lm ost happy  
she tu rn e d  h e r  steps tow ard  cam p; while 
softly  the  bugle call of “ t a p s ” floated out 
to the  d is tan t  m ounta ins .

R u th  Pineo, ’31.

ON TRYING TO SLEEP.
I can th in k  of no th in g  m ore  ex a sp e ra t 

ing  th a n  go ing  to bed know ing  th a t  you 
need  sleep, and  no t  be ing  able even to keep 
y o u r  eyes closed a f t e r  you a re  in bed. I t ’s 
to r tu re ,  m en ta l  and  physical— th a t  is, fo r  
the  gen e ra l  ru n  of people like m yself  who 
naps  a t  the  leas t  p rovocation. I suppose 
if one has insom nia  continually , he becomes 
accustom ed  to s tay ing  aw ake n igh ts  de 
s ign ing  ways and  m eans  of g e t t in g  to sleep.

A few  n igh ts  pas t  I said to myself,  
“ Well, old girl, you m u s t  g e t  a good n ig h t’s 
rest .  Y o u ’ve been keep ing  la te  hours  fo r  
the  las t  w eek .” Yes, th a t  was the  idea I 
had as I r e t i r e d — ju s t  the  w ors t  k ind of 
idea to induce  sleep. (I took  psychology a 
whole y e a r ;  y e t  I c a n ’t  apply  it to  myself. 
B u t the th eo ry  is: you tell you rse lf  you 
have to do a th ing, i t ’s m uch  less likely 
to be done th an  if you w ere  to tak e  it fo r  
g ra n te d  th a t  y o u ’d g e t  a ro u n d  to i t  some 
tim e anyw ay .)  Now  the  idea I wish I had 
c lam ped upon is th is :  “ My, the  bed feels 
good! Good bye, w or ld .” T here  is no m e n 
tion of s leep; i t ’s tak en  fo r  g ran ted .

Well, I lay th e re  fo r  a while and  then  
s ta r te d  in on my own version of “ S tran g e  
In te r lu d e ” fo r  the re s t  of the  night.

I t ’s a b it  close here . The w indows are  
wide open. I ’d b e t t e r  n o t  th ro w  off the 
covers fo r  by m idn igh t  it will be cold. 
Well, I m u s t  g e t  to sleep. . . I t  w o n ’t
h a rm  to roll down one b lanket.  I f  it ge ts  
cold la te r  I ’ll p robab ly  aw aken  an d  pull it 
back up. I could open the  t ra n so m  and 
m ake  a d ra u g h t  across  the  room. B u t i t ’s 
such a nu isance  to g e t  out of bed and  have 
to g e t  fixed all over again . I ’ll roll down

the b lan k e t— there .  Now fo r  a l i ttle  sleep.
I t ’s fu n n y  sleep doesn’t  come. No, 

I d id n ’t d rink  any  coffee. No, I ’m sure 
I d id n ’t. T h a t ’s all a foolish no tion  a n y 
way. I t ’s genera l ly  believed th a t  coffee 
d r ink ing  causes insom nia, so when you 
d r ink  any  and rem em b er  th a t  you d ran k  it, 
of course you d o n ’t  sleep. T h a t ’s psychol
ogy, m en ta l  suggestion. T h a t  was a fu n n y  
course. I liked the  p ro fesso r  and  probably  
go t m uch m ore out of it  than  I th o u g h t  for. 
I t  was educa tion  anyw ay. “ E d uca tion  is 
w h a t  you have a f t e r  y o u ’ve fo rg o t te n  all 
you lea rn e d .” I d o n ’t know  why I took 
th a t  d e a n ’s education . I h a te  to th ink  abou t 
it. Well, I m u s t  go to sleep. . . I w on
der w hat  it would be like to coun t sheep. 
They say it works. H um ph! W a sn ’t  Joe 
Brown fu n n y  in “ Top Speed ,” coun ting  
sheep r ig h t  th ro u g h  un til  sunrise?  One 
million, two thousand , and  som eth ing  h e ’d 
g o tten  to and  then  decided h e ’d begun  to 
feel sleepy. Oh— the  las t  of the  week 
“ Follow T h ro u g h ” is a t  the  Haines. I w an t  
to see tha t .  I ’d have to s tay  up la te  to ge t 
my s tudy ing  done. We have a quiz in his
to ry  Fr iday . I c a n ’t  s tay  up la te  any  m ore 
this week. Gee! I ju s t  have to go to sleep. 
W hy do I keep th ink ing?  I ’ll m ake m y 
m ind a p e r fe c t  b lank  as in p lay ing  Ouija.

Say, this is a h a rd  th in g  to do. Now 
I ’m no t th in k in g  of any th ing . Yes I am 
too. I ’m th in k in g  of how h a rd  it  is to 
keep my m ind  blank. T h e re ’s no th o u g h t  
now. Of course  th e re  is. S ay ing  som e
th in g  to you rse lf  is a though t.  I f  I ’m going 
to th ink, I ough t to th ink  of som eth ing  
w orthwhile . But, I need  to sleep. I ’il
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s t a r t  all over aga in  to  t r y  to  doze off. I 
guess  I ’ll w a n t  a n o th e r  cover off— th e re !  
N ow  I ’ll t u r n  on m y le f t  side fo r  a while. 
T hey  say you  sh o u ld n ’t  sleep on y o u r  le f t  
side, bad  fo r  the  h e a r t .  T h a t ’s bun k !  
W h a t  is th is  g r i t ty  stuff in the  bed? 
F u n n y  I d id n ’t  fee l  i t  befo re .  I t ’s like 
crum bs. No, I g o t  up fo r  b r e a k fa s t  y e s te r 
day. I t ’s b e t t e r  to  fee l w h a te v e r  i t  is 
th a n  to g e t  up an d  m ake  the  bed all over. 
P e rh a p s  i t ’s salt. My ro o m -m a te  m ig h t  
have— I wish she w as here  ton igh t .  W h a t  
t im e  can it  be? Land , I wish th is  w a tch  
had  a r a d iu m  dial. A re  bo th  those hands  
on tw elve  or is one on eleven? I t  m akes  
no difference. I have  to sleep. “ Sleep th a t  
k n i ts  up the  r a v e l l ’d sleeve of ca re— ” 
T h a t ’s S h a k e sp e a re ’s. I t ’s n o t  H am let.  
T h a t  goes, “ To die, to sleep. To sleep, p e r 
chance  to  dream . Ay, t h e r e ’s the r u b ;  fo r  
in t h a t  s leep— ” “ F o r  in th a t  s leep— ” 
W h a t ’s the  r e s t  of th a t?  W e ’ll have to 
lea rn  it  th is  yea r .  W h a t  did th a t  first quo 
ta t io n  come f ro m ?  Seem s as th o u g h  i t ’s 
M acbeth . I ’ll look it  up fo r  the  fu n  of it 
tom orrow . I suppose it  would  be a good 
idea to  look i t  up now like E m erso n  a n d —  
a n d — Oh— some o th e r  big men. T hey  m u st  
have been  big m en to b o th e r  to  g e t  up and  
look up some th ings  and  w rite  down others. 
F o r  ad v an ced  “ com p” w e ’re  supposed to 
w rite  ideas  down as th ey  come. I f  one had  
a pad, pencil, an d  flashlight beside his bed 
it  w ould  be all r igh t .  B u t  who is go ing  to

re m e m b e r  to p u t  those  th ings  th e re  every  
n igh t?  Those genu ises  used to g e t  up and  
s tu d y  when  th ey  co u ld n ’t  sleep. I have  
p len ty  to do. I t ’s g e t t in g  cool h e re  now, 
though. I ’ll pull back  one of those  covers. 
Good land, t h e y ’re  fa l l in g  off. I t ’s te r r ib le  
to  w ake-up  w ith  y o u r  f e e t  o u t  to  th e  cold. 
T h a t ’ll do un ti l  m orn ing . I t  m u s t  be p re t ty  
n e a r  m o rn in g  now. I w onder  w h e th e r  I ’ll 
g e t  up fo r  b r e a k fa s t  or not. I suppose 
w e ’ll have bacon again . I t ’s n o t  so bad  
b u t  the d in ing  room  g e ts  so smoky. I ’ll 
w ear  the  old dress  and  then  change fo r  
classes. I d e te s t  s i t t in g  n e x t  to one whose 
clothes smell of bacon fa t .  W h a t ’ll I w ea r  
to class? I guess  the  blouse to m y  su it  is 
clean enough  to w ea r  one m ore  day. I 
m u s t  buy  some stock ings tom orrow . I ’ll 
have to  charge  them . I owe M itchell’s fo r  
pinks, too, I w onder  why the  people  who 
live in back  of the  ten n is  cou r ts  a re  p a in t 
ing  th e i r  house pink. I t  m ay  be j u s t  a 
basic coat. P ink  is such a childish, ch a ra c 
te r less  color, d ilu ted  re d — nice fo r  blondes, 
thou g h — pin k — baby  c a rr iag es— pink—

I th in k  I m u s t  have gone to  sleep a few  
m in u tes  b e fo re  the  r is ing  bell. A whole 
n ight, I w asted . I c o u ld n ’t  have s lep t m ore  
than  a ha lf  h o u r  a t  the  most. I d iscovered 
in class the n e x t  day th a t  severa l  o f  m y 
f r ien d s  had insom nia, too. We c a n ’t  r e 
m em ber  e a t in g  a n y th in g  which would  have 
caused  it. M aybe i t  w as th e  w ea the r .

M arjo r ie  D earbo rn .

AN EGYPTIAN APPLIQUE.
I like E g y p t ia n  appliques. The kind the  

m en  m ake  ou t  of m ulti-co lo red  pieces of 
co tton  cloth. The k ind  th a t  p ic tu re  ab su rd  
li t t le  m en, w ith  infin itesim al waists ,  d r iv 
ing  p lodd ing  w a te r  buffalo— an d  o th e r  m en 
b u ild ing  p y ram id s  th a t  a re  only  equalled  
in size by the  cam els t h a t  s tan d  idly by and  
chew  th e i r  cuds. Som etim es  th ey  p ic tu re  
m en p la n t in g  t r e e s  th a t  a re  heavy  w ith  
g r e a t  crim son  f ru i t .  You see these  a b su rd  
l i t t le  m en o f te n  do ve ry  ab su rd  th ings. 
T h a t ’s w hy I like app liques— they  a re  so 
m uch  like l i fe— litt le  people  doing  li ttle  
th ings.

T h a t  is m y fav o r i te  above the  desk. 
Notice  the  in te l l ig en t  expression  on the  
face  of the  m an  who is p ro d d in g  the  b u f 
falo who tu rn s  the  w a te r  wheel. Off in 
the o th e r  c o rn e r  is a y o u n g  m an  offering a 
p ra y e r  to the  sun god— it is qu ite  ev id en t  
th a t  he p re fe r s  p ra y in g  to  p ro d d in g  a  b u f 
falo. B u t bes t  of all I like the  ta sk -m a s te r  
in the low er r ig h t  han d  corner .  W h a t  poise 
— w h a t  lordly  b e a r in g — w h a t  a look of 
sm ug  self-com placency . He has  n o th in g  
to do b u t  hold his long  b lack  whip an d  fee l 
self-satisfied.

Do you rem em b er ,  dear,  the  day  I b o u g h t
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th a t  applique?  I t  was ou r  first day in the 
b az a a rs— th e re  we w ere  like two children 
who had  ru n  aw ay f ro m  school to see the  
circus, m ore  th an  a l i ttle  nervous  a f t e r  all 
the  ta le s  of th iev ing  d ragom en  and  d r u g 
ged te a  th a t  we had  heard . V ery  p roud  of 
ourselves to th in k  we had da red  to come 
w ith o u t  a guide, a f t e r  hav ing  been w arned  
ag a in s t  it  by all the  pow ers  th a t  be. Will 
you ever fo rg e t  those s tree ts ,  na rrow , w ind 
ing, ha lf  roo fed  w ith  w orm -ea ten  planks, 
h a lf  open to the  ho t E g y p tian  sun? And 
the  w o n d erfu l  w ares, silks, rugs, velvet 
slippers, coats-of-m any-co lors  th a t  had 
overflowed the  t in y  shops and  w ere  all 
a long  the  s t re e ts  in heaps and  piles? You 
said you w ere a lm ost so rry  you had b rou g h t  
me, b u t  I saw your  eyes g lis ten  as you 
looked a t  the  g re a t  brass  bowls in O m a r ’s 
shop.

You never  liked Om ar, did you, dear?  
A nd you never  gave any  reason  except th a t  
you th o u g h t  he was dishonest, and  th a t  
a f t e r  all, you know, is no reason  fo r  dis
liking an E g y p tian  m erchan t .  A f te r  all, 
he was very  hum an. Do you rem em b er  
how he inv ited  us in and  gave us benches 
of hand-carved  teakw ood fo r  sea ts?  W hat 
delicious tea  he served, red  as blood, and 
a lm ost as sw eet as honey. You asked him 
how business was and  he sighed sadly. “ I t  
g row s worse and  w orse ,” he answ ered. 
“ They  come w ith  th e ir  pockets  full of gold 
and  go aw ay w ith  th e ir  pockets  em pty  and 
th e i r  hands  fu ll  of b rass .” How I w an ted  
to laugh  when two of ou r  coun try m en  came 
in and  w en t  ou t aga in  a few  m in u tes  la te r  
w ith  a two dollar  t r a y  fo r  which they  had 
paid six. O m ar only sighed dolorously and 
said, “ T here  you see how it is.” J u s t  why 
d id n ’t you like Omar, dear?

And the  p e r fu m e  shop. R em em ber how 
we c re p t  up to the  door like flies d raw n 
by a sw eet smell? How  d isappoin ted  we 
w ere a t  the  in te r io r .  N o th ing  bu t a bare  
l i t t le  room  w ith  an em pty  showcase and 
one wooden chair. Then Ali, the  in sc ru t 
able  Ali, m otioned  us tow ard  a door in the  
rea r .  You looked a t  me and  I looked a t  
you. You took  m y hand  and  we w en t  on, 
eyes fixed on th a t  closed door as though  
d ea th  i tse lf  m igh t  lie beyond. W h a t  b a ted

b rea th ,  w ha t  pou n d in g  h e a r t s — this was the 
m ys te ry  of the bazaars ,  th is  had all the  
fa sc ina tion  of the  A rab ian  Nights. The 
door opened— do you re m e m b e r  how you 
crushed  my hand  in yours  un ti l  i t  h u r t?  
Then you gave a sigh of re l ie f  and  s t r a ig h t 
ened yo u r  necktie. B eyond lay an o th e r  
room, its walls hun g  w ith  gorgeous  tap es 
tr ies, a bowl of incense m ak ing  the  a ir  
th ick  and  a l i ttle  in tox ica ting . Beyond 
tha t ,  a n o th e r  door w ith  Ali still beckoning.

Sure ly  you rem em b er  how you whispered 
to me, “ W e ’re  n o t  going  an y  fa r th e r ,  this 
looks like a t r a p  to m e ,” bu t  I persuaded  
you to go on— a f te r  all you needed  so little  
persuasion . You had only been a f ra id  fo r  
me, or so you said a f te rw a rd .  I have a l
ways w ondered  ab o u t  tha t .  Of course if 
it  had been o therw ise no one would expect 
you to adm it  it now th a t  t im e and  distance 
have p u t  an end to any  possibility  of proof. 
And then  the  last room. A g re a t  divan, 
lighted candles, pe rfum e . Ali on a tall 
stool in f ro n t  of us w aving  the bo ttles  of 
w onderfu l  oil b en ea th  our  noses. W hen we 
w ere back once m ore in the  s t r e e t  it  all 
seemed like a dream . I looked a t  the  t iny  
bottle  of “ L o tu s” in my hand  to be re a s 
sured.

Then I rem em b ered  the s t r e e t  of am ber,  
a s t r e e t  of steps, no t quite  even, b u t  worn 
into hollows by the t re a d  of m an y  fee t.  
The s t re e t  of am b er  w ith  the  fe llaheens 
com ing down and the  veiled wom en going 
up. The s t re e t  of am b er  w here you be 
came m ore  en thusias t ic  ab o u t  the  bazaa r  
than  I had ever been. R em em ber the  first 
m om en t you saw the g re a t  hear t-shaped , 
golden lump of pu re  am ber,  looking, so you 
said, as though  it m ight “ fade  and  dissolve 
into a d re a m ” a t  any  m om ent. F ro m  th a t  
first m om en t I knew  th a t  you would never  
leave the b azaa r  w ith o u t  it. A nd  the  shop
keeper, I can see him now, fa w n in g  over 
you, open ing  the case and  giving you the 
am b er  to hold in you rhands . B u t when 
you asked him the price and  he to ld  you, 
you laughed  a l i ttle  b i t te r ly  and  handed  it 
back to him.

“ A b su rd ,” you said, b u t  th e re  was a 
world of r e g re t  in y o u r  voice. Will you 
ever fo rg e t  the  w ay  he looked a t  you, like



T H E  C O L B IA N A 23

a f r i e n d  who has been  b e tray ed .  Then  he 
asked  us in to  the  shop, such a dim li t t le  
place, you said it  w as like a d ream  w hen 
one is h a lf  aw ake. He b ro u g h t  us coffee 
in l i t t le  porce la in  cups w ith  h a m m e re d  b rass  
ho lders ,  an d  we d ra n k  it, n o t  m uch  ca r ing  
w h a t  po tion  lay th e re in ,  only d re a d in g  the 
m o m e n t  w hen  we m u s t  leave th is  p lace of 
dim qu ie tness .  W h en  we rose to go he 
fo llow ed us to the  door. “ You do n o t  like 
the  p e n d a n t? ” he asked  te a r fu l ly .  “ I t  is 
lovely ,” I answ ered ,  fo r  I too had  fa l len  
u n d e r  the  spell of the  am ber ,  “ b u t  we c a n 
n o t  pay  so m u c h .” A nd  you, h a rd e n in g  
y o u r  h e a r t ,  answ ered ,  “ I t  is n o t  w o r th  so 
m u c h .” He looked a t  us so rro w fu l ly  and  
w e n t  on to  te ll  us of his sick w ife  and  the 
six ch ild ren  who had  n o th in g  to eat.  “ W h a t  
will you give fo r  the  p e n d a n t? ” he said a t  
last.  “ My ch ildren  m u s t  be f e d .” You 
offered  him h a l f  w h a t  he had  asked  an d  he 
looked a t  you w ith  eyes th a t  had  in them  
all the  so rro w  of the  world. “ I t  is y o u rs ,” 
he said. You h u r r ie d  to  pay  him and  be off. 
You said you f e l t  like a th ief .  B u t  I, like 
L o t ’s wife, looked back. He w as chuckling  
as he slipped the  m oney  in to  his pocket. 
You n ev e r  qu ite  believed th a t ,  did you, 
d e a r?  No m an  likes to  fee l t h a t  he has

g o t te n  the w o rs t  o f  the  ba rga in .  I th ink , 
also, th a t  you h a te d  to lose the  sense of 
the  trag ic .

A nd the  la s t  shop w here  I fo u n d  m y a p 
plique w ith  the  self-satisfied l i t t le  t a s k 
m as te r .  H ow  h a rd  I b a rg a in e d  an d  how 
you scolded a f te rw a rd s  because  I had  paid  
so much. P e rh a p s  I did g e t  the  w o rs t  p a r t  
of the  ba rg a in ,  b u t  a f t e r  all I g o t  the  a p 
plique, an d  th a t  w as the m ost im p o r ta n t  
th ing.

Do you re m e m b e r  how the  dusk  w as 
filling the  n a r ro w  li ttle  s t r e e ts  w ith  l e n g th 
en ing  shadow s as we le f t  the  la s t  shop? 
You said it  was an  u n re a l  dusk, the  d ream s 
of o the rs  who had  w alked  those s t r e e ts  b e 
fo re  us, fe l laheens  who d ream ed  of silken 
robes an d  fine blue coats, veiled wom en who 
d ream ed  of lovers and  p e rh ap s  of freedom . 
I t  was the  ho u r  of sunset,  when p a s t  and  
p re s e n t  m ee t  and  th e re  is no tim e. The 
b rass  w orkers  w ere  lay ing  down th e i r  h a m 
m ers  an d  the  slipper m akers  th e i r  awls. 
N igh t  was c reep ing  a ro u n d  in ve lve t  shoes, 
snuffing o u t  the  las t  th in  flames of d a y 
light. Do you rem em b er?

See the  l i t t le  ta sk m as te r ,  dear, how com 
p lacen tly  he looks down f ro m  his l i t t le  
square  of red  cambric.

B a rb a ra  H am lin .

JUST ONE OPINION.
I am  a p eace fu l  body ; no one has m ore  

r e g a rd  fo r  the  r ig h ts  of the  n e x t  person  
th a n  I. B u t  in spite  of th is  fac t ,  to d ay  I ’d 
like to  qu ie t ly  drive f ro m  the  face  of this 
m ost  g lo r ious  e a r th  a v a s t  n u m b e r  of p eo 
ple— nam ely  those  who de ligh t  in be ing  
rea l is ts .  T hey  a re  a lw ays w ith  us, those 
m o r ta ls  w ith  su p e r io r  in te ll igence  an d  no 
blessed im ag ina tion .

I w as e n jo y in g  m yse lf  th is  m orn ing . The 
h is to ry  p ro fe sso r  w as a t  his b es t  in te l l ing  
us a b o u t  the  c o ro n a t io n  service of the  k ing  
of E n g lan d .  In  the  sea t  of the  th ro n e ,  a 
s tone  is encased , he to ld  us, and  on th is  
sam e s tone  the  p a t r ia r c h  J aco b  pillowed 
his head  a t  B ethel.  T hen  it  w as ca rr ied  to 
E g y p t  by  th e  sons of Jaco b ,  f ro m  th e re  to 
Spain , th e n  to  I re la n d  an d  p laced  on T a ra  
Hill. F ro m  th is  hill i t  w as ta k e n  an d  c a r 

r ied  to Sco tland  an d  p laced in the  A bbey  of 
Scone. W hen E d w a rd  the  C onfessor  con 
qu ered  Sco tland  he b ro u g h t  the  stone  to 
E n g lan d  an d  placed it  in the  th ro n e — an d  
it has  been  th e re  ever  since. Is i t  n o t  
b eau t i fu l ,  th is  s to ry  of the  old s tone  th a t  
has know n so m an y  changes, has  seen so 
m uch  so rrow  an d  g lam o u r  and  ro m a n c e ?  
Jacob , his sons, the  g a l la n t  S pan ia rds ,  the  
ca re - f ree  Irish, the  s tu rd y  Scots, all pos
sessed it  and  now  it g races  the  th ro n e  of 
the  k ing  of E ng land .  Oh, I was en jo y in g  
m yse lf— th en  a voice f ro m  the  back  of the  
room, “ Er-geo log is ts  have p roven  th a t  no 
s tone  of th is  k ind  could ever  hav e— er-—- 
come o u t  of a n y  geological fo rm a t io n  in 
P a le s t in e — a h e m .” I hope I n e v e r  find o u t  
who said it!

The world  is filled w ith  reve la t ions ,
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rev e la t io n s  th a t  a re  fo rced  upon us. A 
k ind  f r ie n d  re cen t ly  in fo rm ed  me A m y 
Lowell was a big f a t  w om an, who smoked 
long, b lack cigars. C igare ttes ,  or even a 
sw anky  p ipe— b u t— . You like th a t ,  d o n 't  
you, you w orsh ippers  of t ru th ,  an u n a t 
t rac t iv e  A m y Lowell w ith  a long black cigar 
d roop ing  f ro m  one co rn e r  of h e r  m ou th  
w r i t in g  “ The Tulip G ard en .”
G uarded  w ith in  the  old red  w a ll’s em brace  
M arshalled  like soldiers  in gay  company.

I guess  th e re  isn ’t  anyone  le f t  to be 
hum an ized  fo r  me now. Y o u ’ve hum anized  
everyone  f ro m  W ash ing ton  to Jesus. One 
by one y o u ’ve to rn  the sw ath ings of idea l
ism f ro m  my p e t  heroes and  le f t  them  ex
posed in the  s t r a ig h t  ugly g a rm e n t  of 
t ru th .  T ru th !  W h a t  do I care  ab o u t  t r u th  
when it  takes  aw ay  som eth ing  th a t  I ’d like 
to keep? You professors , too, you who de
l igh t in c lear ing  the  m ind of t ra d i t io n a l  
t rash , w h a t  do you p u t  in the c leared space 
so super io r  to w h a t  was th e re  befo re?  
F ac ts !  colorless, cold, lifeless, u n in te re s t 
ing  fa c ts— and the  m uch  desired  pow er of 
analysis . I th ink  m an y  b e au t i fu l  th ings 
will n o t  b e a r  analysis.

A nd th a t  rem inds  me, isn ’t  a class in 
b o ta n y  w o n d erfu l?  Can anyone im agine 
fu lly  ap p rec ia t in g  the  b e a u ty  of— say 
m o u n ta in  laurel,  w ith o u t  know ing  th a t  it 
rea l ly  is ka lm ia  la tifo lia , and  th a t  the  
a n th e r s  a re  held in the  pockets  in the  corol

la, so th a t  a ligh t d is tu rb an ce  of the 
flower will re lease  the  s tam ens  so quickly 
th a t  pollen is th ro w n  out. Of course  we 
cou ldn ’t ;  so we te a r  the  flowers to pieces to 
discover these  essen tia l  fac ts .  I have g re a t  
re spec t  fo r  the  p ro fesso r  b u t  I a lw ays th ink  
of him as a gay  gust,  n o t  because of any  
persona l charac ter is t ics ,  b u t  because of the 
w ay he uses flowers. You re m e m b e r  the 
poem to the yellow pansy,

A nd w henever  a gay  g u s t  passes 
I t  t rem b les  as if  in pain,

F o r  the  bu tte rf ly  soul w ith in  it  
Longs fo r  the winds again.

Well, I guess th e re  is one th in g  m ore  th a t  
you rea l is ts  can do to fu lly  com plete  my 
education. Do you recall  th a t  poem by 
B yron?
Oh speak n o t  to me of a nam e g re a t  in 

story,
The days of our you th  are  the  days of our 

glory.
I know when B yron w ro te  this. He was 

s tan d in g  in the fields in O ctober  and  his 
ha ir  was blowing about. He was young, 
happy— the a ir  was sharp, like old c ider—  
and  Byron w ro te  th is  poem. Now you 
worldly  people tell me th a t  a f t e r  a n igh t  of 
v icarious p leasures, Byron fe l t  his rh e u m a 
tism badly, and  while still inebria ted , he 
rabb led  it off, and one of his m any  women 
w ro te  it down. Do i t— if you w a n t  to be 
tho rough ly  and  hea r t i ly  ha ted !

PLAIN
She w a sn ’t  a t  all good-looking. In fac t ,  

she was dow nrigh t  plain, and  she d id n ’t 
have any  red eem in g  qua li ty  of persona li ty  
or voice th a t  m ost girls in s to ries  m ust  
have— h a v e n ’t  you o f ten  read , “ Eloise was 
n o t  a p r e t ty  girl, b u t  you fo rg o t  h e r  dis
c repanc ies  when you looked in to  h e r  ey es?” 
Well, th is  w a sn ’t  th a t  k ind of girl. She 
was d a rn ed  ugly, if you m u st  have it. H er  
h a ir  was s t r a ig h t  and  m ost d is tressing ly  
ha ir-co lo r ;  h e r  eyes w ere  ju s t  a  plain l ight 
blue, w ith  nond esc r ip t  brows and  lashes. 
H er  com plexion was bad, h e r  figure was 
bad ( though  n o t  so bad as h e r  fa c e ) ,  her

JANE.
nails w ere bad— you cou ldn ’t  find a th ing  
ab o u t  her  to like. A nd h e r  nam e was Ja n e  
J o n e s !

Ja n e  got up fro m  h e r  bed one m orn ing  
filled w ith  the de te rm in a t io n  to be popu lar  
— and it was high t i m e ! She was tw en ty  
years  old and  a ju n io r  in college, and  she 
ju s t  d idn ’t  fit— she d idn ’t  be long  to “ our 
s e t” as it  were.

Well, as has befo re  been in t im a ted , Ja n e  
Jones  arose f ro m  her  f a r  f ro m  downy couch 
one crisp w in te r ’s m o rn in g  a t  five o ’clock, 
sys tem atica lly  p u t  down the  window, 
tu rn e d  on the  h ea t  (m ere ly  a g e s tu re — vain
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hope to  ex p ec t  h e a t  a t  t h a t  h o u r  in the  
m o rn in g )  a n d  r e tu r n e d  sh ive r ing  to  bed, 
b u t  no t,  alas, to  sleep. No, J a n e ,  a l th o u g h  
she re s te d  m o re  or  less c o m fo r ta b ly  u n d e r  
some f if teen  p o u n d s  of b lanke ts ,  w as unab le  
to  r e su m e  h e r  s lum bers .  To p u t  it  p la in ly , 
she w as b o th e re d — why, oh w hy d id n ’t  
so m e th in g  h a p p en  to  h e r!

[On th is  n o te :  Yes, so m eth ing  is go ing  to 
h ap p en  to  her. W h a t  re m a rk a b le  in te l l i 
gence  is shown by  the  “ g en t le  r e a d e r ! ” ]

P o o r  J a n e !  B u t  all you  fem ales ,  b e a u t i 
fu l  or o therw ise ,  n e e d n ’t  s t a r t  p i ty in g  her, 
fo r  m en (I  m ean  d isc r im in a t in g  m en, of 
course ,  like a f e w  of us) can som etim es see 
b e a u ty  w here  w om en  fa i l— and  guess  w h a t  
h a p p e n e d  to  J a n e !  Yes, sir, l i t t le  J a n e y  
g o t  a b reak .

W hile she w as d isconsola te ly  gaz ing  ou t 
in to  the  b lackness  of h e r  room , the  m ind  of 
J a n e  w as busy, the  old wheels  w ere  buzz ing  
like bees— b u t  J a n e  w as t ry in g  to  figure 
o u t  w hy she deserved  such u n p o p u la r i ty .

“ I know  I ’m fu n n y - lo o k in g ,” she 
m used , “ b u t  H eaven  know s i t ’s n o t  m y 
f a u l t  if m y f a t h e r ’s la n te rn - ja w e d  an d  my 
m o th e r  ju s t  c a n ’t  help it. W h a t  I ’ve g o t  to 
do is overcom e these  difficulties. My in te l 
ligence m ay  n o t  be so hot, b u t  I can a t  leas t  
add  two an d  two and  g e t  six, and  l i t t le  J a n e  
has  w ork  to do .”

W ith  these  few  well-chosen w ords  J a n e  
Jones ,  firm pu rp o se  in ev e ry  move, th re w  
back  h e r  covers, doffed h e r  long sleeved 
flannel n ig h t  gown (fellow -citizens, I b lush  
to  a d m i t  it, she did w e a r  flannel n ig h t 
gow ns,)  d o nned  h e r  u n m e n tio n a b le s  (which 
I w o n ’t  m en tio n ,  since no g e n t le m a n  
b ro u g h t  up  as m y  m o th e r  b ro u g h t  me up 
could possib ly  m en tio n  u n m e n t io n a b le s—  
you can figure th em  o u t  fo r  yourse lves , 
and  m a y  th e  flannel n igh tg o w n  be y o u r  
gu id e !)  an d  a good sensible woolen dress, 
woolen s tockings, a p p ro v ed  shoes (f if teen  
do lla r  P lastics , oh yes, the  fo lks  a t  home 
w ere  g iv ing  th e i r  J a n e  the  bes t  k ind  of  e d u 
ca tion , w ith  all the  f r i l ls )  an d  J a n e y  took  
h e r  check-book an d  h e r  pen an d  a su itcase  
( fo r  effect)  a n d  sallied fo r th .

N ow  believe i t  o r  no t, poo r  J a n e  Jo n e s  
w a i ted  f o r — e r— h o u rs  in f r o n t  o f  the  big 
b u i ld in g  in which w as the  D e a n ’s office.

Hours , on cold s tone  steps, b eg in n in g  a t  
six A. M., a re  n o t  (or, if  you a re  su scep t
ible to colds in the  head, a re )  to  be sneezed  
at,  and  m any , m an y  t im es  J a n e  a lm ost  
tu rn e d  back  to  h e r  w a rm  bed, b u t  no! O ur 
he ro ine  was m ade of s te rn e r  stuff, an d  a t  
la s t  h e r  dogged d e te rm in a t io n  w as r e 
w arded .

The D ean of W om en, w e a r in g  h e r  b e s t  
good-m orn ing  smile as she to re  b risk ly  up 
the  s teps [ E d i to r ’s n o te :  as b r isk ly  as h e r  
200 pounds  would  a l low ], fo u n d  J a n e  a t  the  
top, a w orr ied  expression  on h e r  usua lly  
expression less  face.

“ W hy, J a n e ,  w h a t  can be the  m a t te r ?  Do 
come in an d  le t  me help you— you know  
t h a t ’s w h a t  I ’m  he re  fo r ,  d e a r ,” an d  th is  
lady  so well know n to all “ h e r  ch i ld ren ,” 
d rew  the  poor sh iver ing  gir l  in to  th e  w arm  
office.

“ Oh Miss H unn iw e ll ,”  qu o th  J a n e  
(hero ines  a lw ays quote  w hen  th ey  g e t  ex 
cited, you m ay  depend  upon  it ,)  w ith  a 
l i t t le  sob, “ I go t  a te lephone  call la s t  n ig h t  
th a t  m y f a th e r  w as ve ry  ill, an d  I m u s t  go 
to h im — ”

“ l o u  poor  d ea r  child, of course  you 
m u s t ,” rep lied  th a t  k ind ly  and  sy m p a th e t ic  
dean. “ How  f o r tu n a te  th a t  the  C hris tm as  
vaca tion  begins  in a week! H ave you 
m ade  y o u r  t rav e l l in g  a r ra n g e m e n ts ,  d ea r?  
M o n tan a  is so f a r  away. I h a te  to  le t  you 
go alone, an d  in such u n h ap p in ess .”

“ Oh, I ’ll be all r ig h t ,” cam e the  b rave  
an sw er  f ro m  o u r  p lucky J a n e ,  an d  a f t e r  a 
few  p a r t in g  w ords o f  advice f ro m  Miss 
H unniw ell ,  J a n e  le f t  C o u r t  U n iv e rs i ty  in 
g r e a t  has te ,  to  a t te n d  h e r  dy ing  f a th e r  in 
K ann ickaw a, M on tana .

Now be fo re  you lea rn  a n y  m ore  a b o u t  
Ja n e y ,  you o u g h t  to  know  so m eth ing  a b o u t  
the  college f ro m  which she w as so sudden ly  
obliged to d ep ar t .  C o u r t  U n iv e rs i ty  is one 
of the o ldest co-ed colleges in N ew  York, 
and  it  has es tab lished  a nam e  fo r  i tse lf  as 
be ing  a conserva tive  college, b u t  th e re  was 
n o th in g  conse rva tive  a b o u t  i t  on th e  sec
ond day  of the  second sem es te r  of th is  y e a r  
when  J a n e ’s f a t h e r ’s im m in e n t  decease 
com pelled  h e r  to  leave the  sac red  halls—  
n o th in g  conserva tive ,  th is  second day  of the  
second sem este r ,  th a t  is, ex cep t  the  D ean
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of W om en— she saw only a new g irl— n o th 
ing to g e t  excited  about.

The re s t  of the  college, par t icu la r ly  the 
m asculine e lement, saw a new girl, too—  
and w ha t a girl!  She was en te red  in the 
ju n io r  class, and had come in a t  this semes
te r  w ith  a bunch of girls f ro m  Boston. 
They  w ere all a t t r a c t ic e — b u t Jacque line!  
She was the  cream  of the  lot. Jacqueline  
J a r r a r d  (accen t  on the  last  syllable of the 
last  name, please, th an k  you) was a beauty . 
All the  girls rushed  her  f ran tica l ly  fo r  A. 
P. W., U. Beta  Phis or Alpha Omega Omic- 
ron, or som eth ing  else classically Greek— all 
the  men rushed  he r  f ran tica l ly ,  too ; so Jack  
was p re t ty  busy here  and  there .

She deserved it, too. I f  th e re  ever was a 
good looking girl, a girl w ith  personality , 
E linor  Glyn-ity, it  was Jack. She was tall 
and  b eau tifu l ly  m ade— her ha ir  was black 
as the  ra v e n ’s w ing (black ha ir  always is). 
H er  eyes, ha lf  hidden by long curling  black 
lashes, w ere a heavenly  blue u n d e r  bold 
black brows, her  complexion was exquisite. 
A nd as fo r  ta c t  and wit and  all those 
th ings, Ja c k  was the re  and  then  some. Of 
course he r  c lothes were beau tifu l ,  b u t  I 
c a n ’t  be expected  to dwell on th em — they  
su ited  her, t h a t ’s all.

Well, Jack  had the room  th a t  poor u n 
fo r tu n a te  Ja n e  had had, and she heard  
o f ten  and  m uch ab o u t  the  difference be
tw een  herse lf  and the fo rm e r  occupan t of 
the room. She lived there  a week, and then 
the U. B eta  P h i’s seized he r  and  t r a n s fe r re d  
her  with much joy  to the  classic, if  some
w hat shabby U. B eta  Phi house on U n i
versity  Drive.

To shorten  a dull s tory, Jack  was every
th ing  th a t  sem ester, f rom  class p res iden t  
to ed ito r  of the  “ Kollitch Kom icks”— and 
she had ten  f r a te rn i ty  pins in the course of 
th ree  months. A nd besides tha t ,  everybody 
liked her, even he r  so ro r i ty  sisters, sure 
p roo f  of angelic qualities.

One day in April a  couple of these dear  
sisters asked her  w hat the secre t of her 
beau ty  and charm  was, and Jacque line  
asked the p res iden t  to call a so rority  m e e t
ing.

“ I have a confession to make to you 
g ir ls ,” announced  Jack  in pure  c lear tones, 
looking a t  the f r iends  she had made. “ Do 
you rem em ber plain Ja n e  Jones, who was 
here a t  Court the first sem ester  of this 
y e a r ? ”

“ Yes— ,” answ ered  all the dear  sisters, 
with w ondering  looks, “ b u t  w hat abou t 
h e r ? ”

“ Look me over, girls— I ’m Ja n e  Jo n e s !” 
H er audience was electrified. “ W hy Jack, 

y o u ’re c razy .” “ She was messy.” “ This is 
too m uch .”

“ Yes, girls [A u th o r ’s n o te :  this is no t an 
advertisem ent.  No m o n e ta ry  r e tu rn s  r e 
w ard my efforts] .  You see before  you a 
living example of w hat de te rm ina tion  and 
modern  science can accomplish.”

“ But how un d er  the sun did you do it, 
Jack — or shall we call you J a n e ? ”

“ Oh, I ’m still Jack. You know Ja n e  le f t  
ju s t  before  Christmas. Well I spen t those 
six weeks to good advan tage . Of course, 
my fa th e r  w asn ’t ill, and I w en t to Bos
ton, where I had my hair  dyed. My face 
was cared fo r  by expert  facialists, I used 
a v ib ra t ing  machine and exercised a lot—  
and girls, i t ’s w onderfu l w hat a good fo u n d 
ation g a rm e n t  can do fo r  you. I took danc
ing lessons and voice cu ltu re  fo r  grace  and 
a p leasan t  speaking voice, b u t  best of all, 
my dears, was the correspondence course in 
personality  developm ent— a f te r  ten  easy 
lessons. . . [Oh, isn ’t  this enough?
My pin was the sixth th a t  she had— and 
the s tory  of my disillusionment is too pa in 
ful. I learned  all ab o u t  Jack, or Jan e ,  from  
a so rority  sister of hers, (who now has my 
p in .) ]

THE MIDDLE STEP.
The s teps go up and  the steps go down. 

They go up to “ The W ay  of the  Cross,” 
and down to the  “ W ailing  W all.” Steps 
a re  such curious th ings— they  can go e i ther

way and  still n o t  move— it all depends on 
where you sit. I like to  sit  on the  middle 
step, then  I  can look e i th e r  way. I should 
not like to look ju s t  up or ju s t  down, my
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m ind would  g e t  very  stale. All day long  I 
sit on the  m iddle  s tep  and  beg. I used to 
hold ou t m y r ig h t  hand . I do n ’t  any  more. 
T here  isn ’t  any  r ig h t  han d  now, soon th e re  
w o n ’t  be an y  wrist.  Leprosy?  A w ord  to 
be w hispered  beh ind  closed doors a t  m id
night. I f  th ey  knew — if the  m en an d  the  
wom en go ing  up the  s ta irs  and  going down 
the s ta irs  knew, th ey  would  take  me away. 
B ut th ey  w o n ’t  know — I ’ll fool them . My 
le f t  hand  can still re ach  ou t fo r  baksheesh, 
w h a t  need  have I of a r ig h t  hand?

I t ’s no t  a bad th ing  to be a beggar. Then 
you can im agine  you are  any th ing , and  it  is 
sure  to be b e t t e r  th an  w h a t  you are . If  
I w ere  a p r ie s t— if I w ere th a t  f a t  p r ie s t  
go ing  down to the W ailing  W all fo r  my 
m o rn in g  p ra y e r  I could never  im agine m y
self  a beggar ,  b u t  now—

Som etim es I th ink  I would like to be 
th a t  p r ie s t— ju s t  fo r  one m orning . I ’d 
w ear  a ta ll  b lack h a t  and  m y sash would 
be ro u n d ed  ou t  by a good b reak fa s t .  I ’d 
s ta lk  down the  s ta irs  and  kick the d ir ty  
beggars  ou t of my way. Then I would go 
on w ith  my te s ta m e n t  in m y clasped hands 
and  m y eyes devoutly  tu rn e d  to heaven. 
I w onder  if it is ha rd  to look devout. D e
vou t?  The o the r  day a young  m an  in rich 
g a rm e n ts  came down the  s ta irs  and  dropped  
a coin into m y hand. He looked a t  me fo r  
a long t im e— I was glad my r ig h t  hand

was tucked  well inside m y cloak.
“ W hy a re  you so h a p p y ? ” he asked.
“ Because of this, blessed of God,” I a n 

swered, holding ou t the  coin.
“ I ’d give you a th o u san d  such if I could 

haye on m y face  the  look of peace I see 
on yo u rs .”

I was go ing  to tell  him w here  I fou n d  
my peace, b u t  I knew  he would never  be
lieve me. A nd so he w en t  away.

Peace  came easily— p erh ap s  w ith  a little 
p rac t ice  I could be devout.

H ere  comes the w om an of the  sad eyes. 
E very  m o rn in g  fo r  yea rs  on end she has 
gone down the steps to pray. She m u s t  be 
mad, I th ink, or very  s tupid. She knows 
it will do no good. E v e ry  n igh t  he b ea ts  
her. He will a lways b ea t  her. The pr ies t  
ge ts  f a t  on p ray e rs— his voice drow ns ou t 
the others.

W h a t  is th a t  com ing down the  s ta irs—  
it shines like the  sun? I know — it is the  
cloth of gold tu rb a n  of the  r ich  m erchan t .  
He is going down to p ra y  fo r  w isdom— he 
used, I th ink , to p ra y  fo r  shrew dness— th a t  
was befo re  his m ou th  had set in a th in  and  
bloodless line. He looks a lm ost happy  to 
day— I w onder  if he would  th ro w  me a 
coin.

Baksheesh— in the nam e of the Holy One 
— baksheesh fo r  a c ru s t  of b read.

B. Hamlin.

ME ’N’ DAD.
He bu rro w ed  deeper  u n d e r  the  covers to 

g e t  aw ay  fro m  the f reez in g  chill; slowly 
w aking, he rea lized  th a t  th e re  was a light 
reflec ted  f ro m  the k itchen  into the  bed 
room. Oh, th a t  m e a n t  m o th e r  an d  dad 
w ere up. W o n d e r  if d ad ’s gone yet, nope, 
h e a r  the  sausage sizzle and  sp u t te r ,  gee, 
w h a t  a good smell! and  he ju m p e d  ou t of 
his l i ttle  cot th e re  beside m o th e r  and  d a d ’s 
big bed and  ran  in his D entons f ro m  the 
cold darkness  of the  bedroom  ou t to the  
w arm  kitchen, dimly ligh ted  by the  b rack e t  
kerosene  lamp. M other  was m oving a ro u n d  
the  stove, tu rn in g  the  sausage w ith  a long 
fork . Dad was s i t t in g  on the  woodbox

the re  back of the  stove p u t t in g  on his fe l ts  
and rubbers .

John  ra n  up to the  stove and  as hastily  
r e t r e a te d  from  the sp a t te r in g  hot sausage 
fa t .  P re t ty  soon, w ith  no visible shadow 
of a doubt, and  in a deep m an ly  voice (he 
hoped) he said, “ I ’m going  w ith  you today, 
a r e n ’t  I, d a d ? ” He anxiously  aw aited  the 
reply, which came only a f t e r  the  last  
buckle was fas tened .

“ P r e t ty  cold, son— the  oxen had a h a rd  
t r ip  y es te rday . You know, th i r ty  slow 
miles on a load of b a rk  isn ’t  m uch f u n .” 

“ Well, gee, when can I go w ith  you? 
You said I could go som etim e!” Do w h a t
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he could, J o h n ’s eyes would fill w ith  u n 
m an ly  tea rs ,  his voice quavered  a little.

“ ’L ong tow ard s  spring, dear, when it 
ge ts  w arm er.  Dad has a h a rd  tim e himself 
to keep f ro m  f reez in g — why, y o u ’d have to 
be w rapped  in all the  shawls m o th e r ’s g o t .” 
Jo h n  had to laugh  a t  tha t .  The idea of a 
big boy like h im — why, he was alm ost eight 
yea rs  old (only lacked ten  m on ths  of it) —  
w rapped  up in shawls! Oh well—

“ Can I hones t go som etim e when it  gets  
w arm er ,  d a d ? ” and he crawled, by m eans 
of sund ry  lines and  hooks, to a p recarious 
position over the  woodbox w here he could 
p u t  his a rm s a ro u n d  d a d ’s neck from  be
hind and  hold him so’s he cou ldn’t ge t 
aw ay— th e re !  “ Can I, dad? Can I ? ” em 
phasized by g re a t  tugs  a t  his f a th e r ’s 
r a th e r  long hair.

“ Ouch, you scalawag, leggo! Sure you 
can— . Here, m o th e r ’s had b re a k fa s t  read y  
a w eek ,” and tw isting  ’round , dad caugh t 
him by the ankles  and  carr ied  the  squ irm 
ing, dang ling  bag  o’ m eal to the  b reak fa s t  
table.

B re a k fa s t  ea ten , John  ru shed  into the 
bedroom  to g e t  dressed. “ B ring  your  
clo thes ou t here  w here i t ’s w a rm ,” called 
his fa th e r .  “ I ’ll help you with ’em, Jacki- 
bus .” So he b rou g h t  out his clothes.

“ Gee, w h e re ’s my pan ts?  Hey, m am m a, 
w h e re ’s my p a n t s ? ”

“ On the  sewing machine, d ea r ,” replied  
his m other ,  tu rn in g  from  the  dish pan full 
of soapy w ater .  “ I had  to m end th a t  hole 
in the  sea t you— ”

“ Oh, yup, here  they  are . All r igh t,  d o n ’t 
bo th e r  to come, I go t ’em, m a ,” and  finally, 
a f t e r  m any  unbu tton ings ,  rebu tton ings ,  and 
b u t to n in g s  over, John  was dressed.

“ A re  the oxen yoked up yet, d a d ? ”
“ No, w an t  to h e lp ?”
“ S u re .” They  w en t  ou t to the  barn , 

Jo h n  im p o r tan t ly  ca rry in g  the lan te rn  and 
d a d ’s d in n e r  pail ( th a t  new  one with a 
the rm os  bo ttle  s trapped  in the to p ) .  Once 
in the  barn , though, he dropped both  and 
ran  into the  l in te r  to b r ing  ou t the oxen.

“ You ge t  the  yoke ready , dad. Whoa, 
B r igh t!  Shove over th e re  (g ru n t ,  pu sh ) ,  
fo r  gosh sakes, g e t  over, you big n u t!  
T h e re !  H ere  we go, S ta r .” The two heavy

footed oxen plunked out into the  ba rn  floor, 
ro lling  the ir  saucer-like eyes a t  John  the 
ever-present. They lowered th e ir  heads, 
l i f t ing  the ir  upper  lips, search ing  fo r  a 
s t ray  gra in  of oats here  and there .

“ No time fo r  tha t,  you s lackers,” yelled 
John, ru n n in g  back and fo r th  in a vain 
search fo r  the yoke. “ Hey, dad, w h e re ’s 
the— oh!” his f a th e r  had the oxen all yoked 
by th a t  time, and was ju s t  p u t t in g  in the 
pin.

“ Let me take  ’em out, p o p ?” John  
seized the goadstick and swung it im port
antly , “ Whoa hish, there , B r ig h t!” and they 
all w en t out of the dark  shadowed barn  
to the yard  where the sleds, a dark  shape 
aga ins t  the white of the snow, were o u t
lined. The oxen plodded over and  placed 
themselves on the ir  accustom ed side of the 
tongue, and John, with m any puffings and 
grun tings ,  hoisted the heavy sh a f t  up and 
fas ten ed  it to the yoke.

“ There!  Whoa hish, B right! D on’t  le t  ’em 
break  th rough  the ice, dad ,” and he 
w atched his dad s ta r t  off, w alking ab o u t  a 
rod ahead of the oxen and swinging his 
goadstick briskly, looking back over his 
r igh t  shoulder now and then  to be sure  the 
oxen were following. Gone fo r  the long 
day— and it was a long day of hau ling  
bark  from  his t im ber  land to Cash Y o rk ’s, 
where the narrow -gauge  ra ilroad  ended, a 
good twelve miles across lake and  field.

John  tu rn ed  ra th e r  disconsolately back to 
the barn. No school, darn  it! Lessons 
w e re n ’t much fun , bu t gee, you could usua l
ly find sum pin ’ to do. F u n n y  they  closed 
school in the w in te r  when it was cold—  
course it was hard  to g e t  there ,  b u t  bet- 
t e r ’n s ta y in ’ home, with no kids fo r  two 
or th ree  miles ’round. B u t gee, Buck ’n ’ 
B eau ty  were w orth  all the kids in the 
world.

The two steers  were J o h n ’s pride and de
light. One had been born on his b ir thday , 
and his dad had bough t B eau ty  of a m an 
over in F reedom — he was two weeks y o u n g 
er, bu t  w h a t  a m atch! John  ju s t  knew 
there  w asn ’t a p re t t ie r  or a b e t te r  m atched  
pa ir  of s teers  in the  s ta te ,  yes, p ro b ’ly in 
the whole country . They  were dark  red  
with white spots in th e ir  fo reheads, and
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ju s t  alike excep t th a t  Buck had one white  
f ro n t  fo o t  and  p a r t  of B e a u ty ’s ta il  was 
white.

They  lowed to him as he w en t  down 
th ro u g h  the  l in ter ,  w ay down to the  f a r th e r  
end w here  they  were. “ Hi, Buck, To, 
B eau ty !  C’mon, l e t ’s g e t  a d r in k .” He le t  
down the s tanchions, and  the  s teers  capered  
up to the  pum p a t  the  end of the l in te r  
n e a re s t  the  door. John  pum ped  m anfu lly  
— gee, w ere  they  going  to d r ink  two pails 
apiece? “ Y o u ’ve had  enough, you p igs,” 
and  he stopped  pum ping  to push B uck’s 
nose w ay into the pail. B uck’s head  came 
up and  he blew violently. “ You d ir ty  bum, 
now I ’m all w e t .” Seizing B uck’s lower 
lip, he led him back to the stall, while 
B eau ty  followed docilely.

“ Now I ’ll rub  you dow n.” Followed a 
busy  ha lf  h o u r  w ith  brushes, ca rders  and  
so on, un til  the  s te e rs ’ hides gleamed. 
“ Gosh, (you’re p re t ty .  I wish— do you 
s ’pose dad would ever le t  m e— oh, w h a t ’s 
the  use! I ’m n o t  old enough. B u t I ’ll b e t  
when y o u ’re a couple of yea rs  older, y o u ’ll 
be the  best pa ir  of s teers  anyw heres  
’round . ’Least,  y o u ’re  p re t t ie r  n ow ’n any  
I ever saw, ’n ’ I ’ve been th ree  tim es to the 
fa i r  w ith  dad when he had exhibits. Gee 
whiz, Buck, why d o n ’t I ever grow  u p ? ”

A f te r  John  had polished th e ir  hides as 
b r igh tly  as he could, he le f t  the  s teers  and 
w en t back into the  house. Seemed 
though  the  tim e w ou ld n ’t  ever come fo r  
dad to g e t  back, b u t  the  long day finally 
passed, and  long ’bou t  seven o’clock, when 
h e ’d been w a tch ing  fo r  hours  (well, the  
clock was one hand  on six and  one on nine, 
he never  could bo th e r  to figure out time, 
an y w ay )  he saw the lan te rn  bobbing up by 
Will L ig h t’s.

“ T here  he is, m om ,” and  g rab b in g  his 
sheepskin, John  ran  out ’cross the  fields to 
m ee t  dad. “ Hi, pop, are  you t ired?  We 
g o t  ham  fo r  supper  ’n ’ cus ta rd  pie. Got 
a n y th in ’ in y o u r  d inner  p a i l? ”

“ Yup, hon, here  it  is. W a n t  to go u p ? ” 
Dad l if ted  him upon S ta r ’s back (B righ t  
was a  l i ttle  m ite  f r isky  som etim es) and 
gave him the  d in n e r  pail. Yes, th e re  was 
the sandwich, a cold roll and half-f rozen

sausage cake. Gorry, n o th in g  ever ta s ted  
so good.

“ Gee, do n ’t  you ever w a n t  to e a t  the  
las t  sandwich, dad? You never  have b u t  
fo u r .”

“ No, son ,” looking p roud ly  up a t  the 
small boy sea ted  so nobly  on S ta r ’s b road  
back and  ro lling  w ith  the  m otion of the ox. 
“ I ’d r a th e r  see you ea t  it. G ood?”

“ M ’hm. H aw  the re ,  S tar .  W h y n ’t  you 
tu rn  in the driveway, do n ’t  you know  when 
y o u ’re h o m e?"  And he p a t te d  the b road  
expanse of neck, w a tch ing  the  t i red  ox’s 
head  weave from  side to side w ith  every  
p lodding p lacem en t of his splay feet.  
“ H urry , S tar ,  home to yo u r  supper, ’n ’ ’en 
you can go to b e d !”

Bed tim e came sooner th an  he th o u g h t  
could be r igh t,  b u t  then , h e ’d had to help 
dad do the  chores, well, he s’posed every
body in the  world, ’cep t  the  m an in the 
moon, had to sleep sometime. T h a t  n igh t  
John  d ream ed  his s tee rs  took  the prize a t  
W indsor Fair .

Time passes very  quickly— two years  
w en t by alm ost befo re  John  rea lized  it, and 
he was nine, going on ten !  A nd his s teers!  
They w ere beauties. He ju s t  knew  they  
w ere the g ra n d e s t  pa ir  in the world— and  
dad ad m it ted  they  w ere a dandy-looking 
pa ir  of steers. So one h o t  A u g u s t  even
ing when dad was s i t t ing  on the  piazza 
resting , h e ’d mowed the  e igh ty  acre  lot 
th a t  day, had to speed up, ra in  had m ade 
hay ing  late, John  tack led  him.

“ Dad, W indsor F a i r ’s the  th i r te e n th  of 
S ep tem b er .”

“ So? Well, f a l l ’s coming, isn ’t  i t ? ” Dad 
smiled up a t  the  eager  face.

“ Dad, d ’ you s ’pose?— well— well, w ha t  
I w an t  to say is, can I take  my steers  to the 
f a i r ? ” he b lu r ted  ou t finally. Gee, would 
he, cou ldn’t he say yes?

“ H ’m— ! How old are  you, J o h n ? ”
(Oh dear, why w ou ldn ’t  he say— ) “ Al

m ost ten ,— well, nine and  ten  m o n th s .”
Dad smiled a little. “ How m uch do your  

s tee rs  g i r t ? ”
“ Buck e igh t foo t  one and  B eau ty  eight 

foo t  one and  a h a l f .”
“ W ell!— well, yes, I d o n ’t  see any  rea-
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son w hy  you  c a n ’t  t a k e  ’em. T h e y  p r o b 
a b ly  w o u ld n ’t  t a k e  a p r ize ,  b u t  ’t  w o u ld n ’t  
do a n y  h a rm  to  e n t e r  ’e m .”

“ Oh boy, d ad !  G lory , t h a t ’s— t h a t ’s 
c o r k in ’. T h a n k  y o u ,” he j u s t  had  to  hug- 
dad  a n d  b u ry  his h ead  on th e  big- sh o u ld e r  
so n o b o d y  could  see th e  te a r s .  ’Tvvas a w fu l  
s issy to  cry , b u t  w h a t  could  a f e l le r  do!

F ro m  t h a t  day  on J o h n  w a tch ed ,  fed , w a 
te re d ,  c lean ed ,  a n d  b ru s h e d  B uck  an d  
B e a u ty  w ith in  an  inch  o f  th e i r  lives. By 
g o r ry ,  t h e y ’d g e t  th e  b lue  r ib b o n  o r  h e ’d 
b u s t !  T h e i r  s leek  sides shone, th e i r  h o rn s  
w e re  p o l ish ed — th e y  h a d  a n ew  yoke  ’sp ec 
ia lly  h ew n  of s ea so n ed  ash , a n d  a  g o a d s t ic k  
w o u n d  w ith  s i lver  w ith  a s i lver  b ra d  a t  th e  
en d  (n o t  t h a t  i t  w as  e v e r  u sed !)

A t  la s t  th e  t h i r t e e n th  of  S e p te m b e r  
c am e!  J o h n  h ad  a n ew  su it ,  b u t  he r e 
jo iced  n o t  so m u ch  in his sp le n d o r  as  in t h a t  
o f  his s tee rs .  H e g re w  six inches  as  he led 
his ow n s te e r s  o u t  o f  th e  s ta l ls  th e re  a t  the  
f a i r  g r o u n d s  (he a n d  dad  h ad  com e up  w ith  
the  s te e r s  th e  n ig h t  b e fo re ,  to  be su re  to  be 
on h a n d  a n d  n o t  t i r e  th e  lo rd ly  b e a s t s ) .  
T h e  c a t t le  m en  c ro w d ed  ’ro u n d .  “ W ell, 
G eorge , g o t  an  e n t r y  f o r  th e  show ? M igh ty  
g o o d - lo o k in g .” To ev e ry  q u es t io n  dad  
w ould  a n sw e r ,  “ T h e y ’re  m y  so n ’s s tee rs .  
H e ’s e n t e r in g  ’em. T h e y  do look p r e t ty  
good , d o n ’t  t h e y ? ”

All m o rn in g  Jo h n  s ta y e d  w i th  his dar l-

“OUT OF THE DEAD
I t  w as  a n e w s p a p e r  a r t ic le  t h a t  b e g a n  it  

all, an  a r t ic le  e n t i t l e d  “ W h e re  C h iva lry  
D id n ’t  C o u n t .” This is th e  e ssence  of  it. 
In  th e  r e c e n t  in f a n t i le  p a ra ly s is  ep idem ic  
th e  D r in k e r  m a c h in e  has  been  fo u n d  v e ry  
va lu ab le .  A s a  r e s u l t  o f  th e  p a ra ly s is  the  
lu n g  co llapses ,  th e n  th e  p a t i e n t  is p laced  
in th is  h u g h  m ach in e ,  w hich  by c r e a t in g  
a v a c u u m , pu lls  th e  lu n g  up, th u s  c au s in g  
a r t i f ic ia l  r e s p i r a t io n .  T hese  m a c h in e s  a re  
v e ry  e x p en s iv e  a n d  a C hicago  h o sp i ta l  had  
b u t  one m ach in e .

A y o u n g  g ir l  w as  b r o u g h t  in a n d  p laced  
in th e  m a c h in e .  She h ad  h ad  th e  t r e a t 
m e n t  a  w eek  a n d  re c o v e ry  seem ed  a lm o s t  
c e r ta in ,  w hen  a n o t h e r  p a t i e n t  w as  ru s h e d

ings in th e  p en s  of  th e  ex h ib it ,  a n d  m a n y  
w e re  th e  peop le  who cam e  to  s u rv e y  th e  
sh in in g  b e a u ty  of  th e  a lm o s t  p e r f e c t ly  
m a tc h e d  pa ir .  T he  f irst o f  th e  a f t e r n o o n ,  
r ig h t  a f t e r  d in n e r  a n d  j u s t  b e fo re  th e  horse  
races ,  w as th e  t im e  f o r  th e  ju d g in g  o f  th e  
c a t t le  show. J o h n  h ad  n o t  even  b een  to  
see a n y  o f th e  exh ib its ,  even  a n y  o f  th e  
o th e r  e n t r ie s  in th e  c a t t le  show. H e k n e w  
his s te e r s  w ere  p e r f e c t— gosh, th e y  j u s t  had  
to w in— a n d  y e t— B uck  w as  a l i t t le  sm a lle r  
— a l i t t le  d if fe ren t .  T he  ju d g e s ,  big, f a t  
m en  w ith  b ad g es  a n d  pads  cam e  a long . 
T h ey  s to p p ed  in f r o n t  o f  J o h n ’s p e n !  H e  
looked  a ro u n d  f ra n t i c a l ly  f o r  dad. T h e re  he 
w as, w ay  over  th e re  in th e  crow d. H e w as 
looking. Oh yes, dad  k n e w  th e  m en  a n d  
th o t  th e y  m ig h t  g ive him th e  p r ize  if th e y  
k n ew  who his dad  w as— w ell!  A n d  Jo h n  
s t r a ig h te n e d  up, p a t t e d  Buck, a n d  looked 
those  ju d g e s  s q u a re  in th e  face .  His dad  
w a n te d  him to win a n d  he  w a s n ’t  g o in g  to 
d i s a p p o 'n t  his dad !

T hen  the  b igges t ,  f a t t e s t  one o f  th e  th r e e  
ju d g e s  cam e up  a n d  t ied  a b lue  r ib b o n  
’ro u n d  B u c k ’s h o rn ,  a n d  th e  b a d g e  u n d e r 
n e a th  said  F i r s t  P r i z e !

Jo h n  said “ T h a n k  you , s i r ,” th e n  looked  
f o r  dad. Y up, th e re  he was, o v e r  th e re  in 
th e  crow d. W h y — gee  whiz, it  w a s n ’t
sissy to  c ry — dad  w a s n ’t  a n y  sissy!

M a r th a  Jo h n so n .

ASHES, LIFE AGAIN.”
in. This  t im e  it  w as a m an  who h a d  a  w ife  
a n d  th r e e  ch ild ren .  T he  d o c to rs  k n e w  t h a t  
th e  g ir l  h a d  n o t  fu l ly  r e c o v e red ,  b u t  th e  
m an  w as dying.

T h ey  had  a c o n su l ta t io n  a n d  f o r  f if teen  
m in u te s  f o u r  d o c to rs  to o k  th e  p lace  of  God. 
T h e y  dec ided  t h a t  th e  m a r r i e d  m a n  w as 
m ore  w o r th y  of life  th a n  th e  u n m a r r i e d  girl.  
She w as  t a k e n  f ro m  th e  m a c h in e  to  give 
p lace  to  th e  m an .  H e  lived ;  she died. W ho 
can say  t h a t  T h e  D o c t o r ’s D i l e m m a  is n o t  
t r u e  to  l i fe?

I k n o w  n o th in g  o f  e i th e r  o f  t h e m ;  th is  
is all I can  tell. B u t  can  you  n o t  see th e  
g ir l?  She is pale , th in  a n d  ta ll ,  n o t  b e a u t i fu l  
(h ad  she been  b e a u t i f u l  she m ig h t  h av e
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Lved) and  he r  eyes are  d a rk  and  q ues t ion 
ing. She is speak ing  in a husky  voice. “ I 
have a f a th e r  and  m o the r ,  who love me, as 
those doctors  love th e i r  children. Give me 
m y chance— I can do as m uch  as th a t  m an 
can. I w o n ’t  be a fa i lu re .” Then like the  
im m orta l  Je a n  V aljean  she m urm urs ,  “ We 
have some m oney, enough, w e’ll p ay .” Poor 
child, th e re  is no good bishop to h ea r  you, 
the  P ow ers  have decided.

She had only a few  m in u te s  now— her 
b re a th  comes in short  gasps. D on’t  speak, 
child, y o u ’ll go all the  sooner. B u t then  
w h a t  difference does a few  m in u tes  m ake 
when an uncom ple ted  life s tands  behind 
and  e te rn i ty  ahead?  She speaks again, 
“ W h a t  r ig h t  have th ey — those doctors— .” 
H er  voice breaks, she is ve ry  weak. “ I ’m 
a f r a id — a f ra id .” H er  eyes grow  dull, 
g lassy— th ey  a re  s taring .

She is dead. A ligh t th a t  could have 
been she ltered , blown o u t  th a t  an o th e r  
m igh t  l igh t the  place w here  it stood. You 
men who sa t  in ju d g m e n t ,  have you con
sidered?
“ You gave he r  life aw ay ;  pou red  ou t the 

red
Sw eet wine of y o u th ;  gave up the  yea rs  to 

be
Of w ork  and  joy, and  th a t  unhoped  serene, 
T h a t  m en call age ;  and  those th a t  m igh t  

have been 
H er  sons you gave, he r  im m o r ta l i ty .”

And the  m an who lives, lives because of 
her  death , does he realize  his task?  He 
has two lives to live. I w onder  if he be 
lieves in God and  H eaven ;  and  if he does, 
w h a t  records  of ach ievem ents  will he have 
to offer he r  in p a y m e n t  fo r  he r  life— the 
life th a t  he is leading?

G. Snowden, ’31.

FACES.
Faces  in te re s t  me. T here  are  an infinite 

v a r ie ty  of faces :  young  faces  and  old faces ;  
go o d -n a tu red  faces  and  sour faces ;  happy  
faces  and  gloomy faces ;  dog faces  and 
horse  faces— and  so the  list continues.

Some folks are  blessed w ith  p re t ty  pink 
and  w hite  faces  w ith  blue eyes and  g leam 
ing te e th  th a t  the  ads in the m agazines tell 
us about. In fac t ,  I im agine th a t  they  are  
the  people who follow the  ads assiduously 
an d  th e re fo re  know  the p ro p er  t r e a tm e n t  
fo r  beau ty . But, a lthough  p re t ty  faces  are  
p leasing  to the  eye, I in s tan t ly  d is tru s t  
them . U sually  th e re  is too m uch coquetry , 
too m uch of bend ing  o thers  to th e ir  de
sires, too m uch dependence on beauty . Tell 
me it is jea lousy  which p rom pts  me to say 
this, and  I shall p robab ly  agree  with you.

I know  a m an w ith  w rink les  in his fo r e 
head, lines ab o u t  his m outh , and  eyes th a t  
seem somehow to be fo re v e r  looking dow n
ward. One m ay easily see th a t  th a t  m an 
th inks  he is very  abused  by fo r tu n e ;  he has 
lost his sense of hum or, and  anyw ay, he

thinks, the  world isn ’t  w h a t  it  used to be. 
This is an u n fo r tu n a te  face— a face  to be 
avoided or you r  day will be spoiled.

T here  a re  b land  faces, s in is te r  faces, in 
te l l igen t  faces, and  full-blown, pas ty  faces. 
T here  is one th ing  th a t  I have fou n d  over 
and over again  to be t ru e .  People  belie 
th e ir  looks very  often . I have seen people 
w ith  a keen eye and  a p e n e t ra t in g  look 
who tu rn e d  ou t to be no m ore  in te l l igen t  
than  I am — in o the r  w ords they  w ere  no t  
geniuses. The opposite, of course, is also 
o f ten  the case.

N evertheless, the  k ind of face  in which 
I delight in the broad, open, wholesome face 
with f r a n k  g ray  eyes and  a slow wide smile 
th a t  is n o t  too re a d y  to fade  on the  sligh t
est p rovocation, a m outh  w ith  a little  qu irk  
a t  the corners  to show th a t  the  ow ner  a p 
precia tes  hum or. A few  freck les  sprinkled  
a ro u n d  and  a lm ost any  kind of a nose (so 
th a t  it is n o t  too classic) will induce me to 
like the ow ner of such a face.

F lo ra  Trussell.
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JOHN.
I t  w as spring . I t  w as dusk. I t  w as very  

still. S om ew here  on a hill t h a t  looked aw ay  
to th e  w es t  a m an  and  a w om an  w ere  s ta n d 
ing.

“ Look J o h n ,” the  w om an  said, “ th is  is 
the  h o u r  w hen  the  fa i r ie s  r ide  on the  wind 
an d  s c a t te r  b lack  an d  w hite  an d  gold m agic  
over the  ea r th .  See! the  t r e e s  down th e re  
a re  ch an g in g  to m e n — Robin H o o d ’s men. 
See th e i r  g re e n  cloaks an d  th e i r  po in ted  
caps. T hey  a re  c reep in g  n e a re r .  T hey  are  
go ing  to s to rm  the  hill an d  ta k e  us aw ay  to 
a reve l in the  g re e n w o o d .”

The m an  smiled to le ran t ly .  “ G reen 
cloaks an d  po in ted  caps— I th in k  I am  b e 
g in n in g  to u n d e rs ta n d  a l i t t le ,  H elen. You 
know  i t ’s n o t  so easy  ju s t  a t  first. They  
have n e v e r  been  a n y th in g  b u t  t r e e s  befo re .  
I d id n ’t  even know  un t i l  you to ld  me th a t  
the  fa i r ie s  m e t  on th is  hill a t  su n se t  and  
th en  rode  aw ay  on the  w ind .”

I t  w as g ro w in g  d a rk e r .  The m oon shone 
like a new  m in ted  penny . A few  fireflies 
flitted a b o u t  like lost candle  flames. The 
silence deepened .

“ I t ’s go ing  to be lonesom e d ream in g  
w i th o u t  you  th is  sum m er, Helen. You see, 
I ’m n o t  qu ite  su re  of m yse lf  yet.  Som ehow 
I fee l th a t  w i th o u t  you he re  the  d ream s 
will slip th ro u g h  m y fingers— th a t  the 
fa i r ie s  will fo rg e t  to come to the  h ill .”

“ D o n ’t  say th a t ,  dear. I t  will be such a 
l i t t le  while. J u n e ,  Ju ly ,  A ugust ,  S e p te m 
ber, and  th e n  I shall be back— and  the  
fa ir ie s  will be w a i t in g  fo r  us. Oh! John , 
life can be so g lo r ious  if  we only re m e m 
b e r  th e re  is a side to it  t h a t  we c a n ’t  see 
— or hold in ou r  hands. A d ream  side th a t  
can tease  us ou t  of h u m d ru m  life in to  a 
f a i ry la n d  w here  people  d r in k  soup o u t  of 
a co rn s  and  have n o th in g  to  do b u t  am use 
th em se lv es .”

I t  was a u tu m n .  L a te  a f te rn o o n .  S om e
w here  on a hill a  m a n  w as s tand ing .  Be
low him lay  miles of u n b ro k en  fo re s t  gay  
in red  an d  gold an d  brow n. I t  seem ed to 
him like a pa is ley  shaw l d ropped  f ro m  the  
h an d s  of  a f r ig h te n e d  lady. He liked to 
th in k  she w as fleeing f ro m  a too a rd e n t

lover. He re m e m b e red  the  n ig h t  Helen  had 
said the  t re e s  looked like Robin H o o d ’s men. 
He liked to re m e m b e r  th a t  n ight. He had 
been h appy  then  when  his m ind  had  been 
too fu ll of o th e r  th ings  to th in k  of h a p p i
ness. I t  puzzled  him. Som etim es  he w o n 
dered  if  Helen  he rse lf  had been a d ream .

In the l i ttle  fa rm h o u se  on the  o th e r  side 
of the  hill Lona would be g e t t in g  his su p 
per. She would  be p u t t in g  two p la te s  on 
the  coarse  red  tab le  cloth and  l igh t in g  the  
iamp. I f  he delayed  too long she would 
be w a tch in g  fo r  h im — p eer in g  th ro u g h  the 
window.

Lona laughed  of ten . She had  a tr ick  of 
m ak in g  o th e r  people lau g h — excep t John . 
T here  had been a t im e when he had 
laughed, b u t  th a t  was b e fo re  the  n ig h t  she 
told him th e re  was to be a child— a child of 
th e i r  love. “ T he ir  love”— how those  w ords 
had hu r t .  In th a t  m o m en t  he h a te d  h e r—  
could have choked o u t  h e r  life. He had  
ra ised  his hand  to s tr ike  h e r— then  had 
tu rn e d  away.

They  had been m arr ied  the  n e x t  w eek—  
had come to live on the  l i t t le  fa rm . Lona 
had tr ied  to m ake  him happy.

I t  was g e t t in g  late. The m an  on the  hill 
knew  it would be foolish to w a it  an y  
lo nger ;  the  fa ir ie s  would n o t  come ton igh t .  
He had best be going. He w an ted  to g e t  
home be fo re  Lona came to the  w indow  to 
w atch  fo r  him. W ith  h e r  nose f la t tened  
ag a in s t  the  pane  she a lw ays rem in d ed  him 
of an evil f a i ry  shu t  aw ay  fro m  the  re s t  of 
the  w orld— and  doom ed to w atch  life go 
by on the  o th e r  side of the  pane.

As he w en t  down the hill he could see 
smoke r is ing  f ro m  the  ch im ney of the  l i t t le  
house. T here  w as a l igh t in the  k itchen . 
B u t  he was too la te . T here  w as Lona  p e e r 
ing  th ro u g h  the  window, w av ing  h e r  hand  
as she ca u g h t  sigh t o f  him. He w en t  in.

“ Oh, I th o u g h t  you w ere  go ing  to  be la te  
fo r  supper. W here  have you been so lo n g ? ”

Robin H o o d ’s m en?  Pa is ley  shawls? “ Oh, 
o u t  on the  hill w a tch in g  the  sunse t .  I t  w as 
b ea u t i fu l  to n ig h t .”

L ona laughed. “ I f  I c o u ld n ’t  find a n y 
th in g  b e t t e r  to do w ith  m y t im e!  I ’ve m ade
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some of y o u r  fav o r i te  b iscu its  fo r  s u p p e r .” 
“ T h a n k s .”
He sa t  down a t  the  tab le  and  she p u t  on 

the  food. He no ticed  the  ro ughness  of he r  
hands. H e r  face  looked red  and  hot.

“ I ’ve been re a d in g  the  swellest book this 
a f t e rn o o n ,” she said, “ a b o u t  a gold p ros
p ec to r— ”

“ D on’t  b o th e r  to tell  me ab o u t  it. I t  
seems to me th a t  you m igh t  find som eth ing  
b e t te r  to do w ith  you r  t im e th a n  read in g  
filthy s to r ie s .”

T here  was a s t ra n g e  tw is t  to L o n a ’s 
m outh , b u t  she said no th ing . The silence 
g rew  bolder. I t  c rep t  ou t f ro m  the  corners  
of the room , pee r in g  curiously  a t  the  two 
a t  the  table .

W hen the  dishes had been p u t  aw ay Lona 
s ta r te d  to go into the  o the r  room. Jo h n  
called he r  back. He w as re g re t t in g  his u n 
kind words.

“ I th in k  I will go into the village to 
m orrow . W ould  you like to go? You 
could g e t  the  cloth fo r  th a t  dress you have 
been ta lk in g  a b o u t .”

Lona laughed. “ T h a t  will be g r e a t ! ” 
she said. “ You are  aw fu l  good to m e .” She 
b e n t  her  head and  dropped  a l ight kiss on 
his cheek. He did n o t  move. She stood 
looking down a t  him fo r  a m o m en t  and  
then  w e n t  into the  o the r  room. John  
picked up the  even ing  paper.

N ex t day they  drove to town. The t rees  
a long  the  road  w ere  like g re a t  flowers.

“ B eau tifu l ,  a r e n ’t  th e y ? ” Jo h n  asked. 
“ W o u ld n ’t  you like to go on to the  end of 
the  world  on a day like this, L o n a ? ”

“ Oh, I d o n ’t  th in k  so,” she answ ered . 
“ I ’d r a th e r  go into tow n and  buy  my dress 
and  see w h a t  is go ing  on .”

On the w ay home Lona undid  the new 
dress  and  held it up fo r  his approval. I t  
was blue and  yellow checks in a p a t te rn  
th a t  m ade Jo h n  dizzy. He tu rn e d  aw ay 
quickly  to the brow ns and  reds  and  gold 
a long  the  roadw ay . Helen  had  always 
worn plain colors— so ft  blues and  g reens  
and  browns.

“ D o n ’t  you like i t ? ” L ona asked a n x 
iously. “ I th o u g h t  it would be b r ig h t  and  
p r e t ty  fo r  w in te r .”

“ B rig h t  enough  f o r  hell itse lf ,  I should

th in k ,” Jo h n  answ ered.

I t  was sp r ing  again. Jo h n  was s tan d in g  
on the hill looking aw ay  to the  sunset.  Two 
yea rs  had gone since Lona had  boug h t  the  
blue and  yellow dress. Jo h n  knew  th a t  
back in the  fa rm h o u se  she would be g e t t in g  
his su p p er— would be pee r in g  th ro u g h  the 
window if he delayed too long. B u t the re  
was som eth ing  else now — the child— his 
son, who somehow was s t ran g e ly  d ifferent 
f rom  Lona. John  decided n o t  to w ait  fo r  
the  fa ir ies  ton igh t.  They came o f ten  these 
days, b u t  to n ig h t  he was anxious to go 
home.

He opened the door and  the child crawled 
across the floor to m eet  h im — holding out 
his arm s to be taken . John  sw ung him up 
to his shoulder and  did a m ad gallop a ro u n d  
the  k itchen.

“ Gee, isn ’t  he g rea t ,  J o h n ? ” Lona asked, 
looking a t  the  child w ith  h u n g ry  eyes.

“ H e ’s w onderfu l ,  L ona ,” he answ ered . 
Lona tu rn e d  aw ay quickly, b u t  he saw h e r  
d raw  he r  hand  across h e r  eyes. He fe l t  
s tran g e ly  te n d e r  tow ard  he r  ton igh t.  T here  
was a fee l ing  a lm ost of peace in the  l i ttle  
k itchen.

I t  was w in te r .  Jo h n  stood on the hill 
w a tch ing  the shadows creep across the 
miles of leafless trees. These m u st  be the  
skele tons of Robin H ood’s men, he th o u g h t  
a l i ttle  wearily . He was n o t  w ai t in g  fo r  
the  fa ir ies  ton igh t.  They  never  came to 
the hill any  more. He w as d read in g  the 
m om en t when he m u st  go home. The 
shadows c rep t  up the hill un ti l  they  lay a t  
his fee t.  W hen it had g row n quite  da rk  
and  the re  was no longer  any  excuse fo r  
s taying, he w en t home.

He opened the  door slowly and  w en t  in. 
Lona was busy ab o u t  the  stove. The child 
was s i t t ing  in the middle of the  floor, sw ay
ing back and  fo r th — back  and  fo r th — in a 
te r r ib le  m onotony . His eyes w ere  half  
closed. His m ou th  h u n g  open. His thick, 
so f t  hands  w ere  fu m b lin g  w ith  a colored 
ball. He laughed  as he swayed.

A t  sigh t of his f a th e r  he d ropped  the  ball 
and  c raw led  across  the  floor. His laugh 
had changed  to a p lead ing  m oan. John
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d rew  back.
“ P ick  him u p ,” Lona  begged. “ He has 

been  te r r ib le  u n easy  today . J u s t  hold him 
fo r  a fe w  m in u te s .”

The m uscles  in the  m a n ’s face  t ig h ten ed .  
He s tooped  an d  p icked up the  child, who 
h ad  s topped  his te r r ib le  swaying. Jo h n  had 
n ev e r  u n d e rs to o d  w hy th is  limp, lolling 
fo rm  th a t  had  been  his son could find peace  
only in such an unw ill ing  haven  as his 
arm s. He would  n ev e r  go to sleep a t  n igh t  
unless  his f a th e r  rocked  him.

F o r  seven y ea rs  now  he h ad  been  like 
th is— ever  since the  n ig h t  L ona had slipped 
while c a r ry in g  him d ow nsta irs .  J o h n  had 
n ev e r  fo rg iven  h e r  fo r  it.

I t  was a u tu m n .  Jo h n  w as s ta n d in g  on 
the  hill looking  down a t  the  miles of fo re s t  
gay  in red  and  yellow  an d  b row n. He 
could re m e m b e r  th a t  a  long  tim e ago som e
one had said the  t r e e s  looked like a paisley  
shawl, th ro w n  down by some f r ig h te n e d  
lady  as she fled f ro m  too a r d e n t  a  lover. 
How  silly! N o th in g  b u t  t rees .  W hose idea 
had  it  been  an y w ay ?  W hy, come to th ink  
of it, it had been his ow n— b u t th a t  had 
been in the  days  be fo re  he had fo rg o t te n  
all the  d ream s  Helen  had  t a u g h t  him. 
D ream s?  He laughed  to  rem em b er .  W h a t  
a fool he had  b e e n ! D ream s w ere  fo r  
happy  people— h appy  m om ents .  They

slipped aw ay ju s t  when one needed  them  
most.

T here  would be no need  to h u r ry  home 
ton igh t .  L ona would  n o t  be w a i t in g  fo r  
h im — would n o t  be p e e r in g  th ro u g h  the  
w indow  if he de layed  too long. She was 
ly ing  v e ry  qu ie t ly  in the  p a r lo r  and  the  
shades w ere  d raw n. T h ere  would  be no 
child c raw ling  across  the  floor to m e e t  him 
— the  child had  been dead  fo r  years.

Jo h n  was a l i ttle  puzzled. P e rh a p s  Lona  
had been r ig h t  to laugh  a t  l i t t le  th ings. I t  
m ig h t  have done no h a rm  if he had laughed  
a little . I t  was go ing  to be ve ry  still— too 
still— in the  little  house. N ot a dish, or a 
book moved unless he moved it. No lam p 
lighted  in the  k i tchen  a t  n ig h t— no p la te s  
on the coarse, red  tab le  cloth. He had  a l
ways h a ted  m onotony . Y e t  he was t i r e d —  
m uch too t i r e d — to c rea te  a new  w orld  fo r  
himself.

The shadows w ere  c reep ing  up the  hill. 
He decided he had b e t te r  go hom e and  ta lk  
to Lona. She w o u ld n ’t  be th e re  to m o rro w  
night.

F u n n y  how cold the  n igh t  wind was g e t 
t in g — he had n ev er  no ticed  it  before .  
T here  was no light in the  li t t le  house to 
n ig h t— no smoke com ing f ro m  the  chimney. 
He tu rn e d  and  w en t  down the  hill r a th e r  
slowly.

B a rb a ra  O. Hamlin.

SOLITAIRE.
God was p lay in g  solita ire . He was bored  

with m ak in g  m en and  worlds. He was idly 
shuffling the  cards  and  le t t in g  th em  drop 
with a so f t  click in to  the  pile, when sud 
denly  He s topped , smiling. “ I will do th a t  
th ing , it will be in te re s t in g .” So He 
c re a te d  th re e  babies  exac tly  alike. T hey  
had the  sam e in h e re n t  cha rac te r is t ic s ,  the  
sam e o u tw a rd  fe a tu re s ,  b u t  th e y  w ere  
born  in u t te r ly  d iffe ren t  c ircum stances .  “ I ’ll 
give th em  each tw enty-five  y ea rs  of life 
an d  w a tch  th em  develop. T h a t  will be b e t 
t e r  th a n  so l i ta i re .”

The faces  of the  m an  and  w om an  w ere  
w ide-eyed with  t h a t  u n d y in g  w o n d e r  of

birth . The wee pink bund le  was the irs , 
the  consum m ation  of th e i r  love. B u t  b e 
fo re  the  n igh t  w as o u t  th e re  was only one 
to call the  bund le  his own. The baby, he 
called h e r  M ary  when he no ticed  h e r  a t  all, 
g rew  into a to dd ling  child fu ll of in sa t iab le  
cur ios i ty  of th is  world w here  she found  
herse lf .  She was too y o u n g  to know  th a t  it 
h u r t  h e r  f a th e r  to see her, th a t  the  sound 
of he r  voice, so like h e r  m o th e r ’s, m ade 
him stiffen w ith  h a t r e d  a g a in s t  th e  f a te  
th a t  would w reck  his happ iness  an d  leave 
a helpless child in place of the  only one he 
loved. The day  th a t  he ru d e ly  p u shed  h e r  
off his lap and  le f t  h e r  c ry in g  on the  floor 
m ark ed  the  beg in n in g  of the  idea t h a t
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even tua lly  m ade itse lf  d o m in an t  in he r  
consciousness. H er  f a th e r  did no t love her, 
b u t  o th e r  f a th e r s  loved th e ir  children. She 
brooded.

F rom  a happy, loving li ttle  girl she grew  
into a qu ie t  se lf -con ta ined  child su r ro u n d 
ing he rse lf  w ith  a wall of reserve  th a t  no 
one could pierce. In school she was quick 
to learn  b u t  slow to m ake f r iends  am ong  
the  o th e r  children. H e r  nu rses  let he r  go 
he r  own w ay fo r  they  had  lea rned  th a t  to 
p it  th e ir  will ag a in s t  h e r ’s was to cause a 
scene, and  scenes m ade Jo h n  T u rn e r  
angry . B u t M ary was no t  a difficult child 
to con tro l as a rule. As Nancy, he r  maid, 
said to B ridget, the  cook, “ M ary is kind of 
queer, and  I declare  when she s ta res  a t  me 
with  those g re a t  rou n d  eyes, I feel as 
though  I w an ted  to tu rn  a ro u n d  and  hide. 
I ’m sure  I d o n ’t  know w h a t ’s the m a t te r  
w ith  h e r .”

“ Well, if you d o n ’t, Nance Connor, i t 's  
because you c a n ’t look any  f u r th e r  than  the 
end of you r  nose. The poor y o u n g s te r  
h a s n ’t a soul to love her, and  if it w e re n ’t 
th a t  th a t  c ru s ty  f a th e r  of h e r ’s had given 
s t r ic t  o rders  th a t  she is n o t  to come n e a r  
the  k itchen, I ’d be the one to love the wee 
one .”

T here  was th a t  day when she was ten , 
th a t  John  T u rn e r  found  he r  in the  g a rd en  
s tick ing  pins in a toad. He was angry , b u t  
she rem ained  im m ovable  even when he 
spanked  he r  soundly. F o r  once, as he sat 
a lone in his den th a t  n ight, he w ondered 
w h a t  ailed the  child. W hen he was a boy 
and  his m o th e r  adm in is te red  the ha ir  brush, 
he had never  fa iled  to yell lustily  and  long. 
B ut th in k in g  of M ary m ean t  th ink ing  of 
th a t  o th e r  M ary, and th a t  he cou ldn ’t  en 
dure. Time w en t  on and  M ary  g rew  in 
creas ing ly  b eau tifu l ,  b u t  he r  eyes were 
dark , w ith  a hun ted  look th a t  tu rn e d  all 
men aw ay fro m  her. O the r  girls had th e ir  
l i ttle  affairs and  th e ir  serious affairs. M ary 
was always alone. Even her  girl f r iends  
cou ld n ’t  u n d e rs ta n d  he r  and  so were a 
l ittle  uneasy  in he r  company.

B u t the  day came when she rea lized  th a t  
she was fa l l in g  in love w ith  a y o ung  asso
cia te  of h e r  f a t h e r ’s who occasionally  came 
to d inner.  The m an  was s t ru ck  w ith  he r

trag ic  beau ty ,  and  he r  eyes h a u n te d  him. 
He rea lized  he loved her. T h a t  love was 
an exquisite  th in g  th a t  tu rn e d  the  girl r a 
d ian t,  fo r  it  was an  unknow n  joy. L iving 
was a glorious adv en tu re .  H er  f a th e r  had 
w atched  he r  lover and  even his eyes g rew  
dim with  unshed  tears .  I t  was no longer  
hell to rem em ber.

A week b e fo re  he r  w edd ing  day she r e 
ceived the te le g ra m — a ra i l ro ad  acc iden t—  
he was dead. T h a t  n igh t  they  found  her  
coat by the  bank  where  the falis crashed 
fifty f ee t  on the rocks below.

F ran ces  and  R obert  C larkson spen t  m ost 
of th e ir  tim e those first m onths  gaz ing  into 
the bass ine tte  in w onder  on small F rances ,  
who smiled he r  too th less  grin , and  cryed 
he r  tooth less  cry, indiscrim inate ly . Of 
course she was the m ost b e a u t i fu l  and  in 
te l l igen t  baby  th a t  ever had a r r ived  on the  
ear th ,  and  rea l ly  she was lovely— even 
s t ra n g e rs  ag reed  to tha t .

One glorious sp r ing  day when F ran ces  
w en t to b r ing  the  baby  in fo r  h e r  adoring  
f a th e r  to see, she found  a huge black ca t  
ly ing across her  face. The b a b y ’s lips w ere  
b lue; she was a lm ost dead, specialists w ere  
rushed  to the  house. They shook th e ir  
heads bu t  se t  to w ork  pum ping  oxygen into 
the t in y  lungs. F ran ces  and  R o b er t  sa t  by 
the crib to r tu r e d  w ith  the  agony  of h e lp 
lessness. B u t the baby  lived— grew  rosy  
and  s t ro n g  again. Six m onths  w en t  by. 
She could n o t  hold up he r  head. She m ade 
no sound excep t to cry. H e r  eyes w ere 
vacant.  Doctors came, g re a t  specialists w ere 
sum m oned, w hispered  consu lta t ions  w en t 
on behind closed doors. A t las t  the  day 
came when they  could keep the  news no 
longer f ro m  F ran ces  and  Robert.  Small 
F ran ces  would go th ro u g h  life an incurab le  
idiot. T h a t  aw fu l  v acan t  s ta re  would never 
leave her  eyes. Physically  she would de 
velop as a norm al child b u t  m en ta l ly  she 
m ust  a lways be six m onths  old.

F a th e r  and  m o th e r  steeled  them selves as 
best they  could to w atch  the yea rs  of living 
death. M onths w en t by, years. O the r  n o r 
mal hea lthy  children came, w en t  th ro u g h  
babyhood, g rew  up, and  s ta r te d  to school. 
F ran ces  still lay on he r  back p lay ing  with
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a ra t t l e .  W hen  she w as tw e n ty  y e a rs  old, 
she had  the  b re a th  t a k in g  b e a u ty  of a 
veiled  m a d o n n a  ( if  you d id n ’t look a t  h e r  
e y es ) .  They  w ere  b e a u t i fu l  b u t  u n c a n n y  
— alm o st  te r r i fy in g .  In  su m m er  th ey  would 
ta k e  h e r  to  the  ham m o ck  w here  she would  
lie fo r  ho u rs  p e r fe c t ly  h appy  to w a tch  the  
m oving  leaves of the  trees .  She loved to 
have you p lay  w ith  her, b u t  she seem ed 
equa lly  c o n te n te d  to s tay  a lone  fo r  hours.

I t  w as on h e r  tw e n ty -f i f th  b i r th d a y  while 
she w as gaz in g  deligh ted ly  a t  the  s p u t t e r 
ing  cand les  on the  cake, t h a t  she tu rn e d  
a b ru p t ly  to  h e r  m o th e r  an d  looked keen ly  
a t  her. The v a c a n t  look l e f t  h e r  eyes and  
she smiled happily . In  th a t  b r ie f  in s ta n t  
she w as a p e r f e c t  th ing . She opened  he r  
lips as if to speak, b u t  b e fo re  an y  w ords 
cam e she d ropped  lim ply  to  the  floor— dead.

The w ind w as t e a r in g  a t  the  bo ard s  of 
the  flimsy shack, send ing  w edges of snow 
u n d e r  the  r a t t l y  doors, b low ing  the  acrid  
smoke back  down the  chim ney. Inside  the  
shack  th e re  was m ingled  w ith  the  w h isp e r
ing  of  w om en, and  the  s t r a in e d  voice of 
the  m an , the  w h im p er in g  cry  of  a  baby, 
which, w rap p ed  in an old b lan k e t ,  lay on 
the  cha ir  by the  stove. The room  w as 
d r a f ty  an d  dism al an d  the  g low ing  cook- 
stove could do l i t t le  a g a in s t  the  r a m p a n t  
cold. So it was th a t  Felice B row n came 
in to  the  world. H e r  dark -eyed , w ea ry  
m o th e r  had  ins is ted  on th e  nam e  Felice , 
fo r  as she once re m a rk e d  it  would p robab ly  
be the  only h appy  th in g  she could ever  give 
the  child. Jo  Brow n, the  fa th e r ,  could 
n o t  u n d e r s ta n d  w hy his usua lly  docile w ife  
would  n o t  give in to hav ing  the  baby  nam ed  
Sarah .  T h a t  nam e was p rac t ica l  and  a p 
p ro p r ia te  to coarse  g in g h am  and  corn  meal 
m ush  which w as all the  te n th  m em b er  of 
the  B row n fam ily  could  logically  expec t  in 
the  w ay  of food  an d  clo th ing. The n ine 
who had p receed ed  Felice  w ere  th en  old- 
look ing  c h i ld r e n ; b u t  small Felice  w as a 
ve r i tab le  f a i ry  child.

H e r  g r e a t  b lack-lashed  eyes w ere  blue 
as corn flowers a n d  h e r  cu r ls  w ere  a r io t  of 
su n l ig h t  on h e r  b o b b ing  head . No acco u n t  
o f  corn  m ush  and  stiff b lue g in g h am  could 
dam p en  F e l ic e ’s g r e a t  jo y  in d iscovering

this  w o n d e r fu l  th in g  called life. H e r  d a r k 
eyed m o th e r  fa i r ly  ad o red  her ,  an d  even 
Jo , who usua lly  cam e hom e a t  n ig h t  too 
w ea ry  f ro m  d igg ing  d itches an d  t e a r in g  up 
ro ad s  to do m ore  th a n  ea t  his su p p e r  and  
go to bed, would  tak e  Felice  in his a rm s  
and  tell  h e r  w o n d e r fu l  s to r ies  o f  fa i r ie s  
an d  elves. The o th e r  ch ild ren , in s tead  of 
be ing  jea lous,  could n ev e r  do enough  fo r  
th is  exqu is ite  baby  sister.

T rav e l le rs  pass ing  a lo n g  the  ro ad  by the  
B ro w n ’s ill-made house w ould  s top  th e i r  
m ach ines  to look a t  the  p ic tu re  book child 
who p layed  happily  in the  squalid  yard , 
ro m p in g  g leefu lly  w ith  the  o th e r  u n a t t r a c 
tive, even p i t i fu l  children. I f  Felice  had 
been a roya l  p rincess, she could have held 
h e r  small head  no h igher,  n o r  ru le d  over 
h e r s u b je c ts  m ore  ben ign ly  th a n  she re ig n ed  
over h e r  b ro th e rs  and  s is te rs  in the  back  
y a rd  court.  I t  h ap p en ed  m ore  th a n  once 
th a t  the  B row ns rece ived  an  om inous legal 
envelope ask ing  th em  to give up  all r ig h ts  
to the  child th a t  she m ig h t  be a d o p te d  in to  
a home of w ea lth  and  cu ltu re .  These  l e t 
te r s  a lw ays  m e a n t  sleepless n ig h t  fo r  Jo  
and  Ruth . I t  was becom ing  in c reas ing ly  
h a rd  to feed  the  fam ily ,  f o r  Jo  was o f ten  
ou t  o f  w ork  and  prices  w ere  high. M any  
a n ig h t  th ey  sp en t  w ide-eyed t ry in g  to  de
cide if th ey  w ere  r ig h t  in dep r iv in g  Felice  
of m a te r ia l  c o m fo r t  which m ig h t  be h e r ’s, 
b u t  by m o rn in g  th ey  a lw ays cam e to a 
b lank  wall. T hey  could n o t  give the  child 
up. I t  would be ta k in g  all the  joy  an d  su n 
ligh t ou t of th e i r  a l re a d y  dismal lives.

Felice  g re w  f ro m  g ir lhood  in to  y o u n g  
w om anhood, he r  b e a u ty  n o t  in the  leas t  
d im m ed f ro m  h a rd  w ork  and  poor  food. 
Only she was t r a n s p a re n t ly  th in — b u t  still 
t h a t  enhanced  h e r  fa iry l ik e  loveliness. Sev
era l of the  o lder ch ild ren  le f t  hom e to w ork  
in fa c to r ie s  o r  becom e lost in the  b lack  
h o r ro r  o f  the  c ity  slums. Only th re e  r e 
m ained  a t  home, coarse  s tup id  c re a tu re s  
who squeezed  a scan ty  liv ing f ro m  a few  
unw ill ing  acres  of s te r i le  g round .

Then  cam e the  a w fu l  day  w hen  n e ig h 
bors would  n o t  go n e a r  the  B ro w n ’s. 
Sm allpox, said the  card  on the  door. T hey  
ca r r ied  Felice  f ro m  th e  house  in a ro u g h  
p ine box an d  b u ried  her. The o th e rs  lived
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on— w re tched  beings, s tup id  and  w ea ry  of 
living— b u t th ey  lived.

% % jfc Hs %

Twenty-five y ea rs  had  gone by. God w as

w ea ry  of experim ents .  He shuffled the  cards 
idly and  le t  them  drop  w ith  a so f t  click into 
the  pile. God was p lay ing  solitaire.

L I F E  IS G O O D .
The t ree  beyond my window stood,

I ts  top com m uning  with the sky—  
And y e t  th a t  selfsam e tree  

Looked in to w here I lie 
And s tre tch ed  its b ranches  out to m e !

C A M E O .
(Told by the lady in the Cameo.) 

The w a te r  flows b en ea th  the bridge 
The windless a ir  is softly  still. 

T here  is no c reak  of cry ing  hinge 
No noise, no s tir  within the  mill. 

A ll’s s ilen t in the d is tan t  town,
N or s tep  nor  voice is ever h e a rd —  

Across the  hushed  and  flushing sky 
No dusky  w ing  of hom ing  bird.

Upon the  walk with poised foo t 
I s tand  th ro u g h o u t  the y ea rs—

Some call it all fu t i l i ty —
And y e t— my eyes are  f ree  f ro m  tears .  

F o r  in this mad and cynic world
W here men quest n au g h t  except fo r  gain 

I s tand  fo r  beau ty  swift and  sure,
The b eau ty  th a t  is seared like pain 

Upon the a r t i s t  soul of him
Whose g rim y fingers fond ly  t r a c e —

And lightly  too— the mill, the bridge,
And all the  t iny  tree s  th a t  lace 

T heir  f ro n d ed  tops across the sky.
Ah— this canno t then  be all fu t i l i ty  

T h a t  I was born  of a r t i s t  h e a r t  
W hich m ade the very  soul of me.

E. R.
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S O M E  D A Y .
Some days a re  long and dreary ,

Some days are  b r igh t  as song;
How can I b u t  be w eary  

W hen ’tis fo r  you I long?

The lan d scap e’s da rk  with s to rm  clouds 
The ra in  falls quick and fast,

Blue m ist the  little  hills shrouds,
My darling , m ust  it last?

’Midst s to rm  and cloud I search you, 
’N ea th  skies with th u n d e r  hung,

H eard  you the song I sen t  you 
To tu n e  of crashing, sung?

Some day the  ra in  be ended,
Some day the clouds be sun,

Yes, e ’en the  r i f t s  be m ended,
’Til then, ’tis hard , dear  one!

Louise Williams.

O, fickle love I cherished so,
C A P R I C I O U S .

I wonder, now th a t  you have fled,
I f  you did rea lly  have to go,

Like leaves once b r il l ian t th a t  are  dead.

I w onder  if th a t  same old tree
T h a t  n u r tu re d  you— till you took w ing—  

Will b r ing  fo r th  o the r  leaves fo r  me,
W hen I have eyes to see— n ex t Spring!

Vivian Russell.

I D O L A T R Y .
I made fo r  you a th rone  of gold 

And placed it in my hear t .
You were to me a bronze god—  

From  the world— so f a r  apar t .

T hough ts  th a t  you never though t 
I moulded in this idol of love;

The b eau ty  of a soul th a t  was not 
Made you seem a loof— above

All else. And high on you r  th rone  
You stood, and  seemed to be

A th ing  m ade fo r  worship alone,
A sp ir it  too lovely fo r  me.

One day, as I watched, you fell—  
Fell in a form less  heap.

Oh God! T h e re ’s no t a single piece 
W orth  picking up to keep.

G. L. S.

G O D S  O F  A  C O L L E G E  L I B R A R Y .
We have no gods of lea rn ing  here, 

Only of prowess and power.
W hat have the a r ts  to do with us 

Even in study hour?
A th e n e ’d laugh a t  our p retense,

Apollo tu rn  away;
But jea lous Juno  finds in us 

A nother, new er prey.

In all our p e tty  envies 
She vents celestial spite,

And does no t notice th a t  our spleen 
Comes fo r th  in accents tr i te .

Diana urges to pursu it
Of fam e in fields a th le tic ;

And heroes, hunters , and the ir  kind 
Abandon paths  ascetic.

And Zeus, behind his m ajesty ,
Reveals a to le ran t  twinkle,

And deigns upon our ea rn es t  paths 
His ponderous jests  to sprinkle.

But Venus is the goddess
Whom we m ust most revere,

Though caustic critics m ay rem ark , 
“ A re n ’t college s tuden ts  q u ee r !”

L A M E N T A T I O N S .
When you spoke low—
I h av en ’t much to offer you 
Except a love th a t ’s s trong  and true,
Then I said, no.

If  yo u ’d say this—
I ’ll build you a castle of moonbeam s 
In the “ F a i r ie s t” spot in the land.
Through moss-strewn halls will the sun 

beam
On your lake m irrors, f ram ed  in sand.
Your windows will be of the white w ave’s 

foam
And your  cu r ta ins  green satin  sea,
And I ’ll hang  on the door of our castle 

home
A fo u r  leaf  clover key.
An elfin will come to your  door each dawn,
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A nd his l i ttle  bluebell he will r in g —
A nd as you aw ake, and  the  elfin goes on, 
Then  a choir of fa ir ie s  will sing.
Y our jew els  will be of the  su n se t ’s gold 
A nd your  clothes f ro m  the cloth of d ream s; 
W e ’ll live and  w e ’ll love— and w e’ll n e ’er 

grow  old
In our  castle  of s ilver m oonbeam s—
Then I ’d say— yes.

B u t you spoke low,
I h a v e n ’t m uch  to offer you 
E x cep t  a love t h a t ’s s t ro n g  and  true .
And I said— No.

G. L. S.

L O S T .
We walked up a hill in ear ly  spring,

And the sweetness, so po ignan t,  closed in 
all a round .

The ear th ,  m oist and  f r a g ra n t ,  seemed to 
sing

In a whisper-soft,  hushed— b u t the sound
W as no t  heard , fo r  you seemed lonely and 

sad
To me, as we walked up the hill side by 

side,
A nd I wished you m ight have all th a t  o thers  

had .—
And e a r th ’s sweet soft  w hisper grew  

lower and died.

We stood in the a u tu m n  by a fa iry  wood
W here, gay  in th e ir  Jo sep h ’s coats, each 

t ree
W aved a slow welcome. A nd you only 

stood
P la n n in g  a way to earn  m oney— fo r  m e;

I w atched  you r  dea r  face and  I was so 
p r o u d !—

And a fa iry ,  all dressed as a black bird, 
high

In a tree ,  looked down and cried aloud—
B ut we both p lanned  on and  d idn ’t hea r  

the cry.

We sa t  in the s ta r l igh t ,  by a silver s tream .
I looked a t  you and  I th o u g h t— how clear

The moon shows the  lines on his face— they  
seem

So deep— And I swallowed and  blinked 
back a tear .

The e a r th  tw ink led  back a t  the  skies up 
above,

S ta rd u s t  m ade the  s t re a m  brigh t,  and 
gay.

B u t we w orr ied  and  p lanned  on a n igh t  
m ade fo r  love—

And the  s ta rd u s t  soon faded  away.
G. L. S.

A  G I F T .
Ah, blessed laugh te r ,  and  the  healing  joy 

of you th —
We do n o t  know the  pain  of children 

ign o ran t
The fu tu re  will b r ing  happiness— u tte r ly  

abandoned ,
W ith o u t  philosophy, sunk  in an abyss of 

sorrow.
We do no t sense, w ith  wisdom of old age, 
The horrib le  fu t i l i ty  of life.
We suffer— yes— God knows, we suffer—  
But know th a t  some tim e joy  will come—  
We love and  t ru s t  and  love again,
A re hu r t ,  b u t  never  quite  despair,
Go down into the darkness , b u t  r e tu rn  
W ith  fa i th  renew ed, and  smiles to glow 

afresh .
We weep, b u t  smile w ith  te n d e r  fu llness  of 

compassion.
We u n ders tand ,  we feel, we th ril l  to life, 
Know tragedy , become a l i ttle  cynical—  
And y e t— th an k  God, we still can laugh!

R E S U R R E C T I O N .
P o e try  flows from  my lips, and  life r e 

aw akened
Throbs in my veins in m ost g lorious song; 
T h a t  which was dead is alive once m ore—  

God, dea th  was s trong!

Thoughts  are  unlocked which once c lam 
ored, bea t in g  

The walls of my coffin in ceaseless defeat.  
Love rushes back, no t  a m om en t is wasted, 

F o r  life is fleet.

I am alive again , even though  briefly; 
F r iends  have come back, and new  p leasures  

now th ro n g ;
Life is my joy, and  th an k  God I know  now 

E te r n i ty ’s long.
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C H A N G E .
The new  moon is a f r a g ra n t ,  f r iend ly  girl

W ith  lau g h te r  in her  eyes, and ye t with 
tears ,

E n tran c in g ,  w ell-portending, b u t  of pearl
F o r  sorrow. Still she gen tly  mocks our 

fears.
The old moon is u n fo r tu n a te  fo r  men,

Hostile and grim  and eager  to destroy
The f ra g m e n ta ry  d ream s w e’ve built  

ag a in —
U nlucky moon, jea lous of hum an  joy.

W e saw the moon, and smiled, and w ept fo r  
love

Which, lost so long, is ye t fo rev e r  ours.
Sorrow  w e’ve known, and joy, the moon to 

prove
Which first is kind, a t  last lusting  de

vours—
A wisp of cloud came d r if t in g  from  on 

high—
The old moon was a new moon in the 

sky!

D U S K  B E F O R E  S N O W .
My h e a r t  is s t i l l ; in the g ray  cold 

B efore  the fall of snow 
I s tand  alone, qu ie t and old;

I ’m glad to have it so.

My h e a r t  is still as the black trees,
Still as the bare , brown law n;

Will snow, th a t  brings white peace to these, 
Heal h ea r ts  whence love is gone?

My h e a r t  is still in the w aiting  hush;
I know th a t  in the  white 

T h a t  comes to veil each leafless bush 
I shall find peace tonight.

B R I D E ’S C H R I S T M A S .
F a r  off keen sleigh-bells cu t the  night, 

Low in the w est a s ta r  
Hangs. How gloriously br igh t  

O ur Chris tm as candles a re!

This holiest n igh t of all the  yea r  
W h a t  is the re  th a t  can show 

O ur g ladness  ha lf  so well, my dear,
As w arm  red candle-glow?

T A N T A L U S .
The moon spilled silver discs on the w ater , 
Like m in ia tu re  flagstones, they  paved a 

road
W here fa ir ies  s teer  the ir  char io ts :— but 
W here m an m ust row  a boat.

M. H. D.

W I N T E R .
Three birds huddled on a broken black 

bough—
Snow beyond.

A cold steel lake and a steel-gray sky,
W ith  d rea ry  snowflakes floating by,

And th ree  t iny  birds snared in W in te r ’s 
bond.

M. J.

R E M E M B R A N C E .
’Twas ju s t  last n igh t you looked up a t  the 

sky.
“ Poor m oon,” you said, “ how pitifu l he 

lo o k s!
A pale weak rem nan t,  so disconsolate.
P erhaps  his lady ji l ted  him,” you sighed.
And then you kissed your hand to him. 

“ Poor m oon,”
Yet r icher f a r  than I, who burned  with love,
’Though dar ing  not to whisper it to you— .

You m ust have known, my hand was t re m b 
ling so—

My tongue— it could not say the words it 
w o u ld ;

Tonight the fickle moon laughed a t  me 
here

Alone, unhappy; while to someone else
You sigh, “ Poor moon, how pitifu l he 

looks!”
M. J.

R E L E A S E .
To myself I have fancied  w hat death  m ight 

be,
The last gasp ing  b rea th  and the agony 
T ha t  comes with the end of L ife ’s tragic  

Play,
When the black cur ta in  falls on the m orta l  

day.
W hat is it like to drown in the sea?
To sink down into e te rn i ty ?
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T h ere ’s a struggle, perhaps, to s tay  above,
But futile , as it is to regain  lost love;
A surging, a rushing, a deafen ing  roar,
A pounding in ears th a t  will hear no m ore;
Then specks will be dancing before the 

eyes—
A few  painfu l b rea ths  and— then one dies.
I ’ve though t of w hat bu rn ing  to death  

might be,
W ith flames consuming avidly;
The crackling, roaring, searing hot fire,
Ravishing, crumbling, w hat men desire;
Stifling, groping, s tum bling in smoke,
T hat  hangs thickly im penetrable  like a 

black cloak;
O ne’s body is drying, and sobbing from  

p a in ;
B reaths come like daggers to drive one in

sane—
Then blackness envelopes the crazed wild 

mind,
And death  a t  last comes fo r  w hat it may 

find.

A poison may take one from  L ife ’s frenzied

days,
As it seeps th rough  the body in hot, b u rn 

ing ways;
W ith w rith ing  and tw isting  from  exquisite 

pain
Once more a soul goes to King Death again.
T h ere ’s a death  th a t  comes softly  and 

stands by the bed
W ith huge bony fingers and gaunt, horrid  

head
To claim fo r  the grave one who is ill,
Who, weary  from anguish, is soon to lie 

still.
There are thousands of ways in which 

death  can be found :
In the sky, on the earth , and under the 

g ro u n d ;
T h ere ’s pain th a t  goes with it, and a g rea t  

fearing , too;
It racks and it tea rs  before  it  is th rough—
But though death  be not followed by e te rn 

al bliss,
I ’m still w anting  death— and no t life like 

this.
F. T., ’31.
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ATHLETICS
L ast  fall, as is the  custom, the  w om en’s 

division w en t  out fo r  ou tdoor  a th le tics  w ith  
g re a t  enthusiasm . These sports  consisted 
of field hockey, tennis , a rchery , and  ho rse 
back riding.

H o c k e y .
Field hockey is rea lly  the  m ost popu lar  

fa ll  sport  fo r  women. It  is a very  in te re s t 
ing  gam e bo th  fo r  those p lay ing  and  fo r  
those looking on. Hockey is m ore th a n  an 
individual con tes t  as it is played by tw e n 
ty-two players. I t  affords such s t ren u o u s  
exercise th a t  it  keeps one w arm  even in 
chilly w ea ther .  I ts  team  w ork  is especially 
im p o r ta n t  and  it  insures  good sp o r tsm an 
ship. Hockey also fu rn ishes  m uch com peti
tion am ong  the  classes.

The w o m en ’s hockey to u rn a m e n t  was 
held d u r in g  the first week of November. 
This consisted of th ree  gam es:  ju n io rs  v e r 
sus f re sh m e n ;  senior versus sophom ores; 
and  the  finals, senior versus jun io rs .  All 
of these  gam es w ere  well a t te n d e d  as was 
shown by the  gallery  of roo te rs  on the back 
piazza and  lawn of Foss Hall.

In the ju n io r - f re sh m a n  gam e the  u p p e r  
class ga ined  the w inn ing  po in t in the  last 
two m in u tes  of the  g am e; so the  score was 
4 to 3 in th e ir  favor. The seniors were 
v ic torious over the sophom ores by a score 
of 1 to 0. This was a f a s t  and  ha rd  fou g h t  
gam e on bo th  sides. The w om en’s hockey 
cham pionship  was finally won by the  ju n io r

class when th e ir  te am  d e fea ted  the senior 
team  in the  finals w ith  a score of 8 to 3.

Such g re a t  in te re s t  was shown in these 
class gam es th a t  second team s w ere  chosen 
from  the  f re sh m an  and  sophom ore classes. 
The gam e then  p layed  be tw een  these  two 
team s was p roudly  won by the  f reshm en  
w ith  the large  score of 7 to 1.

T  e n n i s .
Tennis  is rea lly  no t  ad ap ted  to fa ll  be-
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cause  th e re  is n o t  a v e ry  long  season in 
w hich the  co u r ts  a re  in a cond ition  su itab le  
fo r  p lay ing . In  spite  of this, how ever, 
m a n y  g ir ls  w e n t  ou t  fo r  it. E ach  class had 
a te n n is  m a n a g e r  whose w ork  it  w as to 
keep  up the  in te r e s t  an d  p rac tice .  Thus, 
eve ry  day  g ir ls  w ere  seen on the  th re e  fine 
te n n is  co u r ts  by the  A lu m n ae  B uild ing  h i t 
t in g  l i t t le  red  balls back  an d  f o r th  over the  
n e ts  in p re p a ra t io n  fo r  the  to u rn a m e n ts  
which ta k e  p lace in the  spring.

A r c h e r y .
F o r  the  g ir ls  who w ere  physically  unab le  

to  p a r t ic ip a te  in the  m ore  ac tive  sports ,  
th e re  was a rch e ry .  More in te re s t  was 
shown in the  ac t iv i ty  th is  y e a r  th a n  ev e r  
b e fo re  a t  Colby. This is easily  acco u n ted  
fo r  by the  acqu is i t ion  of n ew  eq u ip m en t  
which inc luded  a new  gaily  co lored  ta rg e t ,  
bows an d  a r row s ,  a rm  gu ard s ,  an d  a book

on a rche ry .  The g ir ls  le a rn e d  to keep  score 
and  m ay  becom e quite  e x p e r t  w ith  th e  con
s ta n t  p rac tice .

H  o r s e b a c k  R i d i n g .
The new est  sp o r t  a t  Colby th is  fa l l  was 

ho rseback  rid ing . On fine a u tu m n  a f t e r 
noons g ro u p s  of ten  or m ore  r id e rs  w ere  
seen s ta r t in g  off f ro m  the  d r ivew ay  in back  
of Foss Hall f o r  an  h o u r ’s c an te r .  F o r  
ju n io rs  an d  sen io rs  th is  could tak e  the  
place of th e i r  r e g u la r  gy m n as iu m  w o rk ;  
bu t  fo r  f re sh m en  an d  sophom ores it  could 
be su b s t i tu te d  only fo r  hikes and  gave them  
e x t ra  po in ts  on the  hea l th  char t .  Even  
w om en m em b ers  of the  fa c u l ty  a re  know n 
to have indu lged  in the  h e a l th fu l  r e c r e a 
tion ea r ly  in the  m orn ing . I t  is hoped th a t  
ho rseback  r id in g  will keep  a p e rm a n e n t  
place in the  w o m en ’s physical educa tion  de
p a r tm e n t .

P ro fe s so r  H aynes ,  in E d u c a t io n :  “ He 
s t ru c k  his fist w ith  the  ta b le .”

W e g a th e r  t h a t  som eone w as e i th e r  a 
g lu t to n  f o r  p u n ish m en t ,  or m ere ly  one of 
those  re l ig ious  m a r ty rs .

P ro fe s so r  C heste r ,  in G ene tic s :  “ The a s 
s ig n m e n t  f o r  T u e sd a y — P o p a n o e ’s ‘The 
C hild’s H e re d i ty . ’ ” B u t  isn ’t  th is  g e n e r 
ally  a ssu m ed ?  W ho else b u t  poppa would  
know ?

P ro fe s so r  ( ta k in g  up ex am in a t io n  p a 
p e r)  : “ W hy the  q u o ta t io n  m ark s  all over 
the p a p e r ? ”

S tu d e n t :  “ C ourtesy  to  the  m an  on m y 
r ig h t ,  p ro fe s so r .”

A lot of g ir ls  w o u ld n ’t  be danc ing  w ith  
te a r s  in th e i r  eyes if th e y  had  shoes to fit.

One of the  w o r ld ’s t ra g e d ie s  was the  case 
of the  m an  who s tu t te re d ,  and, when he fell
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out of an aeroplane, had to count ten  be
fore  he pulled the s tr ing  of the parachute .

But perhaps sadder than  th a t  is the case 
of the Scotchman w ho’s still looking fo r  the 
woman th a t  pays and pays.

An educa to r says th a t  Am erican schools 
are  ham pered  by the s tuden ts ’ too f req u en t  
inclination to drop out. This is pa r t icu la r 
ly true, we suppose, of aviation schools.

P a t ie n t ’s wife, rush ing  into the opera t
ing room : “ W hat do you mean, opening 
my m ale?”

“ W hat is home without a m o th e r? ”—  
“ An incuba to r .”

We unders tand  th a t  some of the colleges 
are offering “ m inia ture  courses” in educa
tion this fall.

Several of our football men were in jured  
this season when players stepped on them. 
This lends force to m any cu rren t  warnings 
against a th le te ’s foot.

Prospective bridesm aid: “ Why couldn’t 
the seamstress finish your veil to d a y ? ”

Prospective bride: “ Oh, she said she was 
sorry, bu t she had to make a t ra in .”

V era: I see here where a man m arried  a 
woman fo r  money. You w ouldn’t m arry  
me fo r  money, would you?

V ictor: Why, certa in ly  not, my dear;  I 
w ouldn’t m a rry  you fo r  all the money in 
the world.

Then there  was Professor Haynes, who 
took up a collection in psychology and lec
tu red  in Sunday School class on Freud.

Scientists are try ing  to split the atom. 
They should send it through  the post, 
m arked “ frag ile ,” or sew it on a shirt as a 
button and send it to the laundry.

“ W aiter, th e re ’s a chicken in this egg.”
“ Well, w hat did you expect, a bicycle?”

“ Did Joe ge t  excited when the producer

asked him to write  a them e song?”
“ No, he was calm and composed.”

Nowadays, when a wife is found  sewing 
on t iny  goods, they  are  ju s t  linen covers 
fo r  the Baby Austin.

The old-fashioned girl, who disappeared 
several years  ago, was sighted recently. 
She en tered  a cigar store, and said to the 
clerk: “ I w an t  a package of cigarettes. 
They are fo r  my b ro th e r .”

“ Didn’t  you go down to the os teopa th ’s 
to d a y ? ”

“ No, I was kneaded a t  hom e.”

“ Mother, when did the sto rk  bring  me to 
y o u ? ”

“ On the fifteen th  of May.”
“ How funny!  On my b ir thday .”

The Phi Delts sent a le t te r  to P resident 
Hoover the o ther night, begging him to 
perm it the m an u fac tu re  of light beers and 
wine. Betty  Co-Ed says they m ust be t ired  
of using g inger ale as a chaser.

F lir ta t ious  one, I ’m doomed to love—  
Never heart-whole or fancy  free, 

Inconstan t  as the clouds above 
Is your sweet favor shown to me.

F lir ta t ious  one, I ’ll never know 
How m any others you have w o n ;

But we will let the m a t te r  go
If you’ll not question w hat I ’ve done!

Miss Lewis to f re shm an : You are  from  
Paris?

F reshm an: Yes— from  Paris.
Miss Lewis: My g randm other  used to live 

there.
F reshm an: Do you rem em ber her name?

Professor Rollins: Would Shakespeare 
use near  rhymes, Miss Page?

F ra n :  As near  as he could, probably.

Heard  in F rench  13:
S tuden t  rec it ing  on “ M arr iage” comes 

fo r th  bravely with the following:
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“ E t  la v o i tu re  p o r te  le m a r i  e t  la fem m e 
a la g u e r r e .”

P ro fe s s o r :  “ Sans  doute ,  M onsieur, m ais  
p e u t -e t re  it  s e ra i t  m ieu x  a d i r e : ‘a la 
g a r e . ’ ”

P ro fe s so r  W h e e le r :  W h a t  k ind  of a r a 
dium  ac tive  s u b je c t  is th a t ,  P o r te r ?

P o r t e r :  P o lo n iu m — b u t  t h a t  d o esn ’t  m ean  
m uch  to  me.

P ro fe s s o r :  Well, w h a t  is i t  like?
P o r t e r : Like m y girl.

H e :  Do we have sociology to m o rro w ?  
She :  No, B recken ridge .

T o  A n  I d e a l .
You w ere  o u r  s ta n d a rd  of p e r fe c t io n  th en  

O u r  gir l ish  idol— fo r  a l i t t le  w hile—
T he ru le  by which we m e a su re d  o th e r  

m e n —
Y ou scholar , w ith  y o u r  h u m o ro u s  y o u n g  

smile.
W as it y o u r  b re a d th  of shoulder,  or of 

b ra in ,
O r the  qu ick  la u g h te r  sh in ing  in y o u r  

eyes?
I w onder ,  as  I th in k  of it  aga in ,

W as it, pe rhaps ,  y o u r  p e r f e c t  t a s te  in 
t ies?

R. N.

P ro f .  M a r r in e r  w as ang ry .  W hy anyone  
w ould  pass  in a p ap er ,  n o t  a w ord  of  which 
w as read ab le ,  he  c o u ld n ’t  see. F u r io u s ly  
he dashed  a t  the  top  “ b u y  a t y p e w r i t e r ” and  
passed  it back. A f t e r  class th e  s tu d e n t  
cam e up and  said, “ P ro f .  M arr in e r ,  w h a t  is 
th is  you w a n t  me to  b u y ? ”

All o f  Gaul is div ided in to  th re e  pa r ts ,  
say the  seniors , nam ely , th e  f re sh m en , 
sophom ores  an d  the  jun io rs .

B e t t y  C o - E d ’s C e m e t e r y .
H ere  lies S a ra h  Poas t ,
F a ta l ly  b u rn e d  
On Foss H all to as t .

H ere  lies the  p ro c to r  
W ho la s t  h e r  b rea th ,

P o o r  g i r l ! She shushed 
H erse lf  to death .

U n d e r  th is  rock  
Lies A ure l ia  Block.
(She had  a d a te  on a Foss  Hall “ l a t e ” ) 
A nd died of shock 
W hen she had  to walk.

B en ea th  th is  s tone  lies A m y W aite ,
Slain by a look f ro m  Reggie  Swell;

He took  h e r  on a “ blind d a te ,”
A nd  fo u n d  h e r  dum b as well.

H ere  lie the  bones of Sally  M cBride,
She bo rrow ed  a pen, fell  on the  po in t,  and  

died.
The m ora l  f ro m  th is  ta le  is p la in  to s e e : 
N e i th e r  a b o r ro w e r  no r  a len d e r  be.

U n d e r  th is  m ound
H ead  and  fe e t  a re  fo u n d —
The re s t  of M arilla , th ey  say,
Blew aw ay  on a w indy  day.

Shed a te a r  fo r  M ary  Billows—
She had the  nerve  to go to the  Willows. 
On the  slope of th is  cam pus f a i r  
T hey  p lan ted  h e r  tom b sto n e  th e re —  
B ecause  h e r  sen tence , my dears,
W as,— “ cam pussed  fo r  n in e ty  y e a r s .”

H ere  lies poor  Mabel F au ze  
T ru e  m a r ty r  to a noble cause,
She suffered, limped, an d  died—
All fo r  a horse-back  ride.

B e n e a th  lies S tep h an ie  Bean.
She w en t  o u t  w ith  one m an,
A nd  by the  o th e rs  w as seen.

H ere  lies the  bones of C olby’s m en,
F a r  f ro m  tu rm o il  and  s tr ife ,

Noble and  g ra n d  th e y  lie
In dea th ,  as th ey  lied in life.



48 THE COLBIANA

Lillian Morse, ’29, is teach ing  in Clinton.
Helen Brigham, ’30, is teach ing  in Bar 

Harbor.
E lizabeth  Libbey, ’29, is employed in 

the A ugusta  S ta te  Library.
Muriel F arnum , ’30, is teaching in Dix- 

field.
H arr ie t  Johnston , ’30, is continuing her 

studies a t  Simmons.
B arba ra  Taylor, ’30, is ac ting  as a gov

erness with a private  fam ily  in New York 
City.

Helen Chase, ’30, is teaching in W ash
burn.

Pauline Smith is s tudying a t  Columbia 
University.

Mrs. Philip Lafferty, who was Miss 
Marian Ginn, ’29, is spending the w inter  
in California.

M ary W asga tt  is a t  home in Rockland.

M argare t  Hale, ’30, is teach ing  in Cari
bou.

Edith  Woodward, ’30, is tak ing  a l ib rary  
course in Brooklyn.

Mildred Pond, ’30, is teach ing  in Bridge- 
water.

Miriam Thomas, ’29, is s tudying  a t  Co
lumbia University.

Ruth  McEvoy, ’28, is a teacher  a t  Clare
mont, N. H.

Beatrice Mullen, ’30, is teach ing  a t  Mars 
Hill.

Jessie A lexander, ’29, holds a position as 
teacher in Colebrook, N. H.

E leanor King, ’30, is teach ing  a t  Rum- 
ford.

Louise Cone, ’29, is also teaching a t  Rum- 
ford.

Miriam Saunders, ’31, is a t tend ing  Do
mestic Science School, Boston.
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i i

! City Job Print V erzoni Bros. !
•

| P R IN T IN G  an d  E N G R A V IN G Choice Fruit, Pure Ice Cream 1

140 Main Street, Waterville, Maine |
»

I S av in gs  B a n k  B u i l d i n g

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

!
W. W. BERRY CO. j

T ypew rite rs  & College Supplies j

Carleton P. Cook 103 Main S tree t

( H e a d q u a r te r s  fo r
W aterville j

' BO O K S, S T A T IO N A R Y
Savings Bank !

* a n a  r  ±vAlvlJLiN Cr
W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E  «

130 M ain S t re e t |
| W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E E f l ]

* The S to re  of Q uali ty P re s id en t ,  O ra  A. M eader  j

F. A . Harriman T re a su re r ,  A lb e r t  F . D ru m m o n d  (

| 98 M ain S t r e e t |
J E W E L E R  A ND O P T IC IA N L. G. Bunker, M. D.

BUY YOUR SH O ES
W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E  ! 

Tel. Office, 49-W

AT j

Specialty Shoe Store
P ra c t ic e  l im ited  to the  t r e a tm e n t  of j 

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

1
Evangeline and Claude

♦
*

C om plim ents  of
Beauty Salon

i

♦

Dr. Frederic A . Hatch j
E x p e r ts  m  p erm an en t w aving  

J H aird ress in g  in all its b ranches
•

D E N T IS T  |

One exper t  L ad ies’ B arb er S u i t e s  3 0 1 - 3 0 2  P r o f e s s i o n a l  B u i l d i n g  J

; Tel. 410 60 Main St. T elephone  1620 j

I
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| Turcotte Candy Shoppe W aterville Steam
' H O M E  M A D E  C A N D Y ,  S O D A ,  I C E  
1 C R E A M ,  F R E S H  &  S A L T E D  N U T S

Laundry j
145 Main S t re e t  i

I 189 Main St., W aterv ille ,  Me. 
Opp. P o s t  Office Tel. Con. W A T E R V IL L E , ME. t

Richard’s Com plim ents  of ■

Exclusive Shop B. D. W olman, D. M. D. j
L A D IE S ’ COATS, D R ESSES 

and M IL L IN E R Y 4 0 2  P r o f e s s i o n a l  B u i l d i n g

J u s t  a l i t t le  d i f f e r e n t  in  s ty le  
a t  P o p u la r  P r ic es

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

Tel. 1300 ‘58 Main Street, W aterville

THE ELMWOOD, W ATERVILLE, M AINE

TRY

H a g e r’s
STEM ETZ !

D R ESSES, M ILLIN ERY ,
CORSETS, ART GOODS, j 

H OSIERY, N O V E L T IE S  ;
HOT D R IN K S fo r  COLD W E A T H E R 1

<
I

L IG H T  L U N C H E S ij
C A N D IES, ICE CREAM  AND SODA M AC’S LUNCH

1
1

113 Main S tree t
1
1
♦
♦

S. E. Whitcomb Co.
♦
I
♦

M A T R I X  a n d  D O R O T H Y  D O D D S  J

F IN E  G R O C E R IE S A pproved  Shoes j

M EA TS, F IS H
♦

Gallert Shoe Store j
Provis ions of all kinds ♦

All the  N ew est  S tyles  in i
Service and  Q uality  unexcelled  

Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St.

F O O T W E A R  j

Tel. 261 and  262 81 Main St.

F O O T W E A R
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CH O ATE M USIC  
CO M PANY

V IC T R O L A S  
S H E E T  M USIC 
V IC T O R  R E C O R D S 
P IA N O S
M U S IC A L  IN S T R U M E N T S  
RA D IO

Savings B ank  B uild ing  

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

T. A . GILM AN
O P T O M E T R IS T  

B roken  Lenses R eplaced  

40 M ain S t re e t ,  W aterv il le ,  Me.

H A R D W A R E  H E A T IN G

P L U M B IN G

W. B. ARNOLD CO.

The Lovering Hair Store
129 M A IN  S T R E E T

H a ir  Goods, T h e a t r ic a l  W igs, H a ir  
Pins, J e w e h y ,  C ro ch e t  C o tton  
Royal Socie ty  P ack ag e  Outfits

The Little G ift Shop
Exclusive Line of Novelties 

C ircu la ting  L ib ra ry  
56 Temple Street

N E L L IE  K. CLARK

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

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

H A IR B O B B IN G , M A R C E L IN G  
M A N IC U R IN G  
O u r  Specia lt ies

P E R M A N E N T  W AVE, $10
Over H a g e r’s

Tel. 1069 111 Main St.

Emery-Brown Co.
Department

Store
1 107-9 Main S t re e t ,  23 T em ple  S t re e t
•
1 W A T E R V IL L E , M A IN E 
1

The S to re  of  D ependab le  Q uality

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

F IL M S  D E V E L O P E D  AND 
P R IN T E D C om plim ents  of

P h o to g rap h ic  Views F ine  W ork  

21 Elm  S tree t
A Friend

Sorori t ies ,  A t te n t io n !

T elephone  467-W

M itchell’s 
Flowers

F O R  A L L  O C C A SIO N S

144 M ain S t re e t ,  W ate rv il le ,  Me.
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i Inez W alker’s Shoppe
! CORSETS, GOWNS,
! HO SIERY , L IN G E R IE

J 71 Temple Street, W aterville

FARW ELL’S j
NO-M END HOSE 

75 Temple S tree t  }

! Tel., Office 1043, Res.,1012-W THE BONNET SHOP !
| M. M. Sm all, M. D. Bouchard Sisters 1
• 28 Common S tree t ,  W aterv ille
! P rac tice  limited to diseases of the Eye Main S tree t le i.  3z!3-R j

] Stella B. Raymond Professional ;
J Dresses fo r every hour Variety Shop J
i of the  day W e  C a r r y  E v e r y t h i n g  i
j Sim ard’s Corset Shop A t  Lo i v e r  P r ic e s  !

t Foundation G arm ents of
! E very  Description 7 ///= - T7
i L IN G E R IE  H O SIERY
j 136 Main Street, Tel. 364 P K L L *  S i v  i

^  n .  if-Rfc*AnRS '
i•«

U  iT D K M U O U N l  1

68 Main S tree t ]
i•i Somebody somewhere w an ts  !

your Pho tograph  |

I
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