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COLLEGE TRADITIONS.
M any of the  Colby s tu d en ts  feel th a t  

th e re  is a l i ttle  som eth ing  wrong, a little  
som eth ing  lack ing  in our college. None of 
our  s tu d en ts  seem to have th a t  fee l ing  of 
“ D i e - f o r - A l m a - M a t e r a n d  the sen t im en t  
which is always associated  w ith  college life 
is pe rhaps  a l ittle  lacking. N a tu ra l ly  we 
do n o t  wish to b r ing  back the  old collegiate, 
ra h - ra h  type  of college s tuden t ,  b u t  the  m a 
jo r i ty  of Colby s tu d en ts  seem to be a t  the  
o ther  ex trem e. A “ golden m e d e ” should be 
met.

I t  is necessary  fo r  the  s tu d en ts  of a col
lege to have a unified, w holehear ted  fee ling  
ab o u t  some phase of th e ir  college life if 
they  are  to be happy  to g e th e r  as a whole. 
T rad i t io n s  seem to be the best way by 
which to imbue such a fee l ing  in the  h ea r ts  
of the  s tuden ts .  We h ea r  so much of the  
A rm y-N avy  Game, of college “ step s ings,” 
of the ju n io r  Ivy Chain, of “ fre shm an  r u s h ” 
and  the m any  o the r  fac to rs  which are  a l
m ost as dea r  to the s tu d en t  as the nam e of 
his college. A college w ithou t  such a sen t i 
m en t  ( fo r  th is  is rea l ly  all it am oun ts  to) 
is like an individual w ithou t  a soul.

Colby has a t te m p te d  to in s t i tu te  t r a d i 
tions, b u t  the h e a r t  of the s tu d en t  body has

no t been with the  college. The fa u l t  m ay 
be w ith  the s tuden ts ,  or it  m ay  be w ith  the  
whole college, itself. T here  a re  such col
lege in s t i tu t io n s  as “ Colby D ay ,” the  
Shakespea rean  p lay  given by the  Ju n io r  
girls, and Bloody M onday Night. The only 
one of these which can claim be ing  a t r a d i 
tion, honored, and reg u la r ly  observed, is 
the  last m entioned . A nd this, we a re  afra id ,  
will soon be a th in g  of the  past. I t  has not, 
however, th a t  e lem ent of beau ty  which we 
w an t  in a trad it ion .

The s tu d en ts  today  a re  too a f ra id  of 
showing any  feelings, or ad m it t in g  any  love 
fo r  th e ir  college. They p re fe r  to seem 
cynical and hard . B ut in a f t e r  years  p e r 
haps they  would be th a n k fu l  fo r  some 
b eau tifu l  m em ory  of a college custom, and 
they  would be glad to th ink  th a t  this custom 
still existed and o thers  would feel w hat they 
had felt.

Thus it seems th a t  some a t te m p t  should 
be made to in troduce  a custom which would 
be reg u la r ly  observed each year, which 
would appeal to men and  girls alike, and 
which would be honored  and  revered, 
am ong  s tu d en ts  and faculty .

OF COLORED PENCILS.
Colored pencils have a cer ta in  fasc ina tion  

fo r  me, pa r t icu la r ly  when they  a re  in a 
m a n ’s vest pocket. I do n ’t count those m e
chanical pencils, “ E v e rsh a rp s ,” “ Ready- 
p o in ts ,” and the like. They are  no t ind ica
tive of cha rac te r .  W h e th e r  they  be a m a n ’s 
ta s te  or not, he m ust ca rry  them , fo r  love’s 
sake, if given to him by his lady f r ien d ,—  
fo r  financial reasons, if by his wife. I t  is 
with the  good, old wooden pencil th a t  I am 
concerned.

One m an of my acq u a in tan ce  usually  
carr ies  pencils of th ree  colors, yellow, g reen  
and  blue. The blue one has a blue lead. 
Each  is of a d ifferen t make, this very  fa c t  
ind ica ting , I should say, th a t  he m erely  
chooses his pencils from  those ly ing abou t 
his home. P robab ly  the  yellow one was 
used by his wife to jo t  down notes  by the

telephone. I know he only took it absent- 
mindedly, a lthough  the observance th a t  he 
uses the green  pencil wrhen he w ears  a green 
tie som etim es m akes me w onder w hether  
his pencil hab its  are  as absen t-m inded  as I 
think.

A n o th e r  man carries, besides his greyish 
black fou n ta in  pen, two pencils, one a 
purplish  pink one ado rned  with advertis ing  
m a tte r ,  th ree  words of which m ay be read  
aoove the vest pocket, “ F r iend ly  Five 
S hoes ;” the o ther, red white, and blue 
with the  words, “ Oil B u rn e rs ,” on it and 
some o the r  le t te rs  th a t  are  visible b u t  which 
I d o n ’t recall. T h a t  m an m ust  be over- 
f rugal.  I can im agine th a t  those pencils 
were some his children bo thered  to ask fo r  
in some store . My impression m ay be en 
tire ly  w rong  bu t  he should be censured  in
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some m a n n e r ,  even th o u g h  m ere ly  fo r  c a r 
ry in g  colors so inha rm on ious .

A th i rd  m an  I a lw ays  adm ire .  He is n o t  
a b a n k  te l le r  so his pencils  c a n ’t  be given 
h im  by th e  bank . In  fac t ,  he has no affilia
t io n s  which w ould  enable  h im  to collect 
good pencils  g ra t is .  He buys  his own, then , 
n e a t ,  d a rk  g re e n  w ith  red  ru b b e rs ,  a lw ays 
of the  sam e m ake. T h ere  a re  th re e  in his 
pocke t  eve ry  day, w ith  leads of v a ry in g  
h a rd n e ss  I g a th e r  f ro m  the  m a n n e r  in which 
he selects  one— h a rd n e ss  I say, because  he

is too well g room ed  to use pencils  w ith  so f t  
leads.

As fo r  m yself ,  I like the  m o tt led  g reen  
Dixon pencils  fo r  which one buys  his own 
cap erasers .  A t  p re se n t  th e re  a re  two, u n 
sha rpened ,  h idden  in m y  desk aw a i t in g  the  
end of the  to o th -m ark ed  one I now  use. 
W ould  th a t  I had  a vest pocke t  f ro m  which 
I m igh t  a llow all th re e  to p ro t ru d e  so th a t  
each could be fingered in showy a d m ira 
tion !

Now th a t  d e a r  old Colby has  co n tra c te d  
the  c u s to m a ry  sp r ing  fe v e r  and  is a c tua lly  
go ing  to  move ou t  of these  g r im y  env irons 
which have m ade  it  home, we begin  to p o n 
de r  over ou r  p re s e n t  ad v an tag es ,  and  w o n 
der  how  ou r  successors can ever  g e t  a long  
w i th o u t  them . F o r  a l th o u g h  the  Messalon- 
skee will still be w ith in  s tro l l ing  d is tance , 
of a long  sp r in g  evening, w h a t  will they  
do w i th o u t  ou r  K ennebec?  How will they  
know  w h a t  to  w e a r  w hen  the  fu m es  from  
across  the  r iv e r  no longer  can p red ic t  the  
w e a th e r?  W hy, m an y  a tw o-n ine ty -e igh t  
d ress  will sh r ink  to  to r tu r e  its  ow ner  in a 
dead ly  g r ip  because  of an  u n ex p ec ted  
show er!  W h a t  will the  d a u g h te rs  of Colby 
do w i th o u tS c r ib ’s and  T u r c o t t e ’s of a m o rn 
ing  w hen  th e y  have no e igh t  o ’clock and  
d o n ’t  g e t  up  till q u a r t e r  o f  n ine?  T h e y ’ll 
die of slow s ta rv a t io n  b e fo re  th ey  g e t  w i th 
in smell of food, even ta k in g  in to  accoun t 
the  inev itab le  velocipede which all p rospec 
tive in m a te s  in the  f u tu r e  will l ist  w ith  r e 
q u ired  equ ipm en t.  Even  the  H aines will 
lose its charm , th e n — and  the  O pera  House 
m u s t  of necess i ty  r o t  an d  decay, fo r  who 
could re ta in  a movie mood th ro u g h  th ree  
miles o f  bad road , be the  a t te n d in g  “ o rd ” 
ever  so f a sc in a t in g ?  In the  b ra n d  new

buildings, w here  th ey  will have no s t ru g g le s  
w ith  p lum bing  to m ake sinks rea l ly  hold 
w a te r ,  and  b a th  tu b  p lugs rea l ly  plug, w ith  
no doors to keep  sh u t  w ith  a w ad  of paper ,  
and  no w indow s th a t  go n e i th e r  up  n o r  
dow n— our  g irls  will lose even th e i r  in 
genu ity .

In fac t ,  I p red ic t  th a t  the  f u tu r e  race  of 
Colby wom en will be of e n t i re ly  d iffe ren t  
shape and  com position— th ey  will be m ore  
ra n g y  with  “ long lines bu il t  fo r  sp eed ” f ro m  
the sp r in t in g  th ey  will have to  do to  g e t  a 
to a s ted  cheese-and-olive, or to buy  a b i t  of 
to o th p a s te ;  an d  th e y ’ll g row  u n in te re s t in g  
w ith o u t  ou r  s t im u la t ion  of e lec tr ic  cars  and  
f re ig h t  t r a in s  which t r y  our  ne rves  and  tak e  
ou r  sleep, and  w ith o u t  our  College avenue  
s tree t-c ro ss in g  w ith  its six w ays of dodg ing  
Death. A nd as fo r  those  am o n g  us who 
m ay live to see the  T ra i l in g  A rb u tu s  Colby, 
how can they  ever  lea rn  to a d a p t  th e m 
selves to the  m a ra th o n  f ro m  M essalonskee 
br idge  or N o r th  S t r e e t  G ra m m a r  School 
w ith o u t  g e t t in g  “ in n ig h ts ,” to m a k in g  a 
t r a in  in two m in u te s  and  a half ,  n o t  a llow 
ing fo r  b reakages ,  an d  to  the  S u n d ay  a f 
te rn o o n  hikes on a b icycle -bu il t- fo r- tw o?  
We wish th em  luck an d  hope th ey  surv ive!

SHOES.
H ere  I sit— n o te  s i t— a t  the  w eekly  dance  

of the  Is land  C o u n try  Club. I t  is difficult 
to ach ieve  n o ncha lance  u n d e r  these  c ircu m 
stances. W h a t  can be done?  I c a n ’t  sit 
he re  and  sm irk  g leefu lly ,  f u r th e rm o re  do

my hands  look naive or j u s t  plain foolish, 
clasped th u s?  Ah! M en ta l  r e a c t io n s  a re  
o f t  reflec ted  on the  f a c e ;  I ’ll gene ra l ize ,  
th a t  ough t to  give me one fu ll  face  of com 
ple te ly  n o n c h a la n t  ap p ea ran ce .
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How much people’s shoes indicate the ir  
ou ts tand ing  characteristics. T h ere ’s a good 
looking shoe, very tasty , bu t see how it 
matches her stockings. Too sharp a con
trast .  She lets little things ruin her p e r
sonal appearance.

Look a t tha t!  A num ber  five foot stuffed 
into a num ber four  shoe. Y ou’re a vain 
person, my dear, bu t not necessarily silly. 
Now th a t  bright red shoe covers a silly foot.

Yes indeed— silly and shallow, th a t  perky 
little bow tells me that.

Ah ha! I ’ll bet even money, young lady, 
no, odds fou r  to one, th a t  I can tell what 
your fingernails are by your shoes. A 
b lunt toed, high-heeled (too high, my dear) 
highly perfora ted , (too highly, my dear) 
elaborate  shoe means elaborately polished, 
ill kept but sharply pointed fingernails. I 
win. I t  used to be linen you told a man by. 
The old order changeth.

That shoe would be very good taste  else
where, bu t i t ’s poor tas te  a t  the Island 
C ountry  Club, where many lads are clad in 
knickers and m any lasses is sport togs. No.

Silver slippers with rh inestone  heels are  not 
the thing, here. Y our husband  m ust  get 
r a th e r  bored of your  keeping ahead of the 
Joneses. No. Y ou’re no t “ to the m anner  
Dorn,” my dear.

There, th e re ’s a rea l  shoe; it has every 
required  quality, good vamp, s tra igh t  lines, 
blends with dress and stockings— a “ ta s ty ” 
shoe. I w on’t even insult you by looking 
a t  your nails. I know.

Merciful Heavens, w hat  have I done to be 
punished thus? The old family f r ien d ;  it 
must be endured. Certainly, certa in ly— at 
least he’s not the worse dancer here— bump 
— I had the last dance with the worse one. 
We can ’t be ge tt ing  much of anywhere. 
Maybe he m eans to go the o ther way. Guess 
w e’re still a t  th a t  old high school riddle, 
his fee t being the irresistible fo rce— bump 
— and mine— bump, apparen tly ,  the  immov
able objects.

Heigh-ho, anyhow— ow— noon will recog
nize— Lord— any characters tic  in my shoes 
— ouch!— a f te r  this dance.
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WOMAN AS SHE IS.
M ary J a n e  was he r  nam e, and  she looked 

it, b u t  oh m y! I f  you could ever have 
looked below the  sm oothly  c ream ed  ex te r io r  
and  seen the  b ro il ing  tu rb u le n c e  below, as 
she sat, th is  b e a u t i fu l  May m orn ing ,  b e fo re  
the d ress ing-tab le  an d  com plex ioned  h e r 
self  fo r  the  d a y !

In all h e r  e igh teen  years , M ary  J a n e  had 
never  been denied a n y th in g  th a t  she w an ted  
ve ry  badly. A nd she h a d n ’t  sc ream ed  or 
kicked fo r  i t ;  she had  been  a deep s tu d e n t  
of p a re n t  psychology ever since he r  early  
you th , and  was a success in it. She ta lked , 
logically  and  sensibly, to m o the r ,  and  
m o th e r  a lw ays cap i tu la ted .  I f  m o th e r  r e 
fe r r e d  h e r  to f a th e r — well, a few  well-di
rec ted  te a r s  on f a t h e r ’s sh ir t-bosom  m elted  
him like the  s ta rch ed  linen. Of course , she 
had n ev e r  (y e t)  w a n te d  a n y th in g  u n re a s o n 
able, like a R e m b ra n d t  o r  an  H ispano-Suisa ,  
so why sh o u ld n ’t  she have w h a t  she w an ted ?

She w e n t  to  college, a co -educa tional  col
lege, an d  th e re — ! She g o t  w h a t  she w an ted  
th e re ,  too. Q uie t an d  uno b tru s iv e ,  b u t  you

c e r ta in ly  had to hand  it  to her. The N o r th 
w est M ounted  had  n o th in g  on M ary  J a n e ;  
she go t h e r  man, and  no t  only h e r ’s b u t  
everybody e lse’s. Girls came to h e r  in tea rs ,  
because  Dick had asked  fo r  his pin, so th a t  
h e ’d have a chance  w ith  M ary  J a n e ;  or Joe  
h a d n ’t called up fo r  a  week, an d  was M ary  
J a n e  in love w ith  h im ; th e y  c o u ld n ’t com 
pe te  with her.

Y et M ary  J a n e  w as f a r  f ro m  com placen t  
th is  m orn ing , as h e r  quick  fingers did th e ir  
d u ty  by h e r  face. She had only ten  m in 
u tes  to th in k  the  d a rn  th in g  out, too. B u t  
fa c ts  had to be faced :  she was figh ting  a 
losing fight fo r  A aron  Coffin. His nam e  
was so te r r ib le  i t  had  fa sc in a te d  her, and  
she had  m e t  h im ; im m ed ia te ly  she knew  
th a t  she could nev e r  be happy  w ith o u t  
A aron  Coffin.

T h a t  had  been two weeks ago, an d  ha 
he fa l len ?  Oh yes, a t  first— b u t  w hen  he  
had seen Lu, t h a t  dum b f re sh m a n  who a n s 
w ered  the  doorbell a t  the  so ro r i ty  house, 
he had  com ple te ly  lost in te re s t .  A nd  to
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M ary J a n e  the  unconquerab le ,  the  om nipo
te n t ,  it was a vital blow. W h a t  m ade it 
worse was the so ro r i ty  dance n ex t  week.

Of course  M ary  J a n e  h a d n ’t asked him 
y e t ;  no se lf- respec ting  girl would, b u t  Lu, 
th a t  dum b th in g  w ith  the  cowy eyes, had 
p robab ly  b la t ted  ou t an inv ita tion , and 
A aron  cou ldn’t help accepting. I t  played 
the  devil with you r  plans. A nd of course 
he d id n ’t w a n t  to go w ith  L u ; p robab ly  she 
cou ld n ’t even dance, and  everybody knew  
th a t  A aron  was the  best dance r  in the  best 
f r a t e r n i ty  on the campus. Plainly, it was 
he r  d u ty  (M ary  J a n e ’s) to rescue  him from  
this  horrib le  p red icam ent.

A t th a t  m om en t the  chapel bell began to 
r ing , and  M ary  Ja n e  stood n o t  upon the 
o rd e r  of he r  go ing; A aron , Lu, and  the 
dance w ere s idetracked , while M ary  Ja n e  
to re  to class.

The n igh t  of the  dance cam e; M ary  Ja n e  
had been so sweet to Lu th a t  the  child was 
n u ts  ab o u t  her, had even asked her  to help 
he r  dress. M ary  Ja n e  was delighted  to help, 
of course.

Now Lu was blonde. So was M ary  Ja n e  
b u t  Lu was b londer, and  h e r  ha ir  was curly. 
M ary  J a n e ’s was s tra igh t ,  b u t  she had a 
p e rm an en t ,  which m akes all the difference 
in the  world.

Lu was in a d read fu l  hurry . “ The dance 
begins a t  e igh t- th ir ty ,  and I told A aron  to 
come a t  eight. We w an t  to be sure to be 
on time, d o n ’t w e ? ” She w orried  as M ary 
Ja n e  pow dered  her  (L u ’s) back.

“ Yes indeed ,” said M ary  Jan e ,  who knew  
the  advan tag es  of being  ear ly— having your 
m an bored fo r  ha lf  an hour  unless you ex
e r ted  you r  very  best self. She smiled a t  
Lu.

Lu smiled back. “ Oh, y o u ’re  so sweet to 
do this fo r  me, M ary  J a n e .”

“ I ’m glad to, dear. I p robab ly  w o n ’t do 
m uch danc ing  since I ’m chairm an of the 
dance com m ittee , an d — y o u ’re  so p re t ty  i t ’s 
fu n  to help you ge t all slicked u p .” She

ad ju s ted  and  p inned  the  shou lder  s t rap s  of 
L u ’s pink o rgandy  dress.

“ This dress br ings  ou t the  blue of you r  
eyes, d e a r .”

“ Oh, b u t  I ’m a f ra id  i t ’s too tigh t,  across 
the  hips. I ’m so f a t . ”

“ Why, of course y o u ’re no t  fa t ,  ju s t  nice 
and p lum p ,” replied  M ary  Jane .

J u s t  then  the girl who d id n ’t dance, and 
consequen tly  was doing doorbell duty, 
yelled up the s ta irs  “ Doorbell, L u ,” and 
with a quick “ T hanks  ever so much, M ary 
J a n e ,” Lu was gone.

M ary  Ja n e  sau n te red  into the bathroom , 
kicked a couple of f re shm en  ou t of the 
ba th  tub  and ran  a tub . “ Gosh, w h a t  an 
in fan t!  B ut I be t she’s ju s t  like a tub  when 
it comes to push ing  he r  a ro u n d  the  floor— . 
And th a t  f r izzy  ha ir!  Well, i t ’s too b a d ,” 
with which com m ent she low ered herse lf  
into the  tub  and relaxed.

A t nine, when the music had stopped 
a f t e r  the first dance, M ary  Ja n e  and  the 
r a th e r  meek ado ring  you th  whom she had 
chosen to honor ap peared  th ro u g h  the  door 
a t  the end of the room. M ary  J a n e ’s hair  
lay in smooth waves close to her head. 
M ary J a n e ’s dress b rou g h t  ou t the w h ite 
ness of her  skin and the  b eau ty  of her 
shoulders. M ary  Jan e ,  w ith  a p re t ty  a ir  of 
humility , looked a ro u n d  as though  begging 
eve ryone’s pardon  fo r  hav ing  so long de
prived them  of her  presence.

A t once couples su rro u n d ed  he r  (when 
you have a m an t h a t ’s M ary  J a n e  crazy, g o  
w i t h  h i m ! ) ;  A aron  whispered, “ O ur dance, 
M ary  J a n e ,” eager  re lief  in his voice.

“ Oh, is this the second?” M ary Jan e  
asked innocently . “ So it is! How nice we 
got here fo r  th is !” She smiled a t  Lu and 
gazed up into A a ro n ’s eyes; and  Lu and 
the meek youth  en te r ta in e d  each o the r  fo r  
the re s t  of the  evening. Lu saw M ary Ja n e  
and A aron  d isappearing  du r in g  the second 
dance, and she knew  she had been o u t
played. May Jan e ,  as usual had got w hat 
she wanted.

UNDERSTANDING.
Scene : The east shore of a small lake, 

with evergreen  t rees  a long  the shore.
T im e: Late  a f te rn o o n .  A storm  is b rew 

ing over the lake. M arianne  and  H e rb e r t
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a re  s i t t in g  on a g r e a t  rock  close to  the  
w a te r .

H e r b e r t :  How still i t  is. I t  is a lw ays 
th is  w ay  b e fo re  a sto rm . Look a t  the  r ip 
ples on the  lake. T hey  seem  n o t  to be 
m oving. M arian n e ,  have  you ever seen a 
dead  person  w ith  a smile of his face?  T h ere  
is so m eth in g  t e r r i f y in g  to  me in a f rozen  
smile and  in those  f ro zen  r ipples. W hy 
should a dead  person  smile when th e re  is 
only d a rk n ess  and  decay  ahead?  W hy 
should  th e re  be gay  li t t le  r ipp les  on a lake 
ju s t  b e fo re  a s to rm ?

M a r ia n n e :  You a r e  in a fr ivo lous  mood 
th is  a f te rn o o n .  Is th a t  the  p le a sa n te s t  th in g  
you can th in k  of? Look, H e rb e r t ,  one l i t t le  
ray  of su n ligh t  th ro u g h  the  clouds— and  i t  
is sh in ing  r ig h t  on us. Looks like a golden 
road , do esn ’t  it?

H e rb e r t :  A p r e t ty  n a r ro w  one. M akes 
e v e ry th in g  else a ro u n d  h e re  look b lacker. 
H ave you ever no ticed  how  som ber  t ree s  
look be fo re  a s to rm ?

M a r ia n n e :  I th in k  it  is good luck fo r  the 
sun to shine on us like th a t .

H e rb e r t :  M ere m a t te r  of chance, my
dear.

M a r i a n n e : H e rb e r t ,  w h a t  is the  m a t te r  
w ith  you? You ta lk  like a pessim istic  old 
prophe t .

H e r b e r t :  I d o n ’t  m ean  to. T h a t  i sn ’t 
pessimism. You can see fo r  yo u rse lf  th a t  
if we moved ju s t  a l i t t le  we would be off the 
golden road , as you  call it. O r—

M a ria n n e :  Oh d o n ’t—
H e rb e r t :  J u s t  a  m in u te ,  lis ten  to  me. If  

the  clouds close up th e re  w o n ’t  be any  
golden road , or if  we ju s t  sit  here  and  w ait  
the  golden ro a d  will move on and  leave us.

M a r ia n n e :  W ho cares  a b o u t  all th a t?  We 
a re  on the  golden ro ad  now, a r e n ’t  we? 
I s n ’t  th a t  enough?

H e r b e r t :  I w o n d e r  if it is. T here  is still 
y e s te rd a y  and  tom orrow , you know. W e 
c a n ’t ignore  th em  en tire ly .

M a r ia n n e :  Oh, c a n ’t  w e? Well, I can 
and  I do.

H e r b e r t :  I wish I could, b u t  som ehow  I ’m 
a f ra id .  You see I knew  a person  once who 
fo u n d  th a t  he co u ld n ’t  keep  to d ay  ju s t  by 
itself .  Did I ever  tell, M arianne ,  ab o u t  
Bob E m e ry ?

M a r ia n n e :  No, and  if he w as as  pessim is
tic as you a re  to d ay  I d o n ’t  th in k  I w a n t  to  
h e a r  ab o u t  him.

H e rb e r t :  J u s t  as  you like.
M a r ia n n e :  I d id n ’t  m ean  th a t .  Tell m e 

ab o u t  him. Did you know  him in China?
H e rb e r t :  Yes, we w ere  in China to g e th e r  

fo r  th ree  years. Bob was a p r e t ty  decen t  
so r t  of a fe llow  too, b u t  he g o t  m ixed up 
with  a na tive  wom an. W hen  he t i re d  of  h e r  
she g o t  ugly. One n ig h t  she saw him in a 
cafe  w ith  a n o th e r  wom en and  w hen  he  go t  
home she was w a i t in g  fo r  him. H ad  a kn ife .  
She th re w  it a t  him an d  h i t  him in the  
th ro a t .  Missed the  vein by the  f ra c t io n  of  
an inch. The w ound  le f t  a scar  like a 
c rescen t  moon on B ob’s th ro a t .  Well, 
when the k n ife  h i t  him, he w e n t  c razy—  
he g o t  he r  by the  th ro a t  and  choked h e r  life  
out.

M arian n e :  He killed her?
H e rb e r t :  Yes, when he came to his senses  

she was dead. I t  was a n a s ty  mess. They  
d id n ’t  a r r e s t  Bob— everyone  knew  w h a t  the  
wom an had b een — and  th ey  look a t  these  
th ings  d ifferen tly  in China. Then, too, Bob 
was on the consu l’s staff. They  advised 
him to g e t  ou t of the  co u n try  th o u g h — b e
cause the  w om an had  re la tives .  He cam e 
back here  and  a f t e r  a  while he fell  in love 
w ith  a girl of his own sort. They  w ere  go 
ing to be m a rr ie d  and  th e n  B ob’s conscience

M ar ian n e :  Did h e r  te ll  he r?  
began  to t ro u b le  him.

H e rb e r t :  Yes, he  to ld  h e r  eve ry th ing .
A nd this is the  p o in t  of the  whole s to ry , 
M arianne . The girl fo u n d  th a t  j u s t  to d ay  
w a s n ’t  enough  fo r  her. She re fu se d  to see 
Bob again.

M ar ian n e :  W h a t  a fool she m u s t  have  
been ! He w as still the  same m an  she had  
loved, w a sn ’t  she? W hy should som eth in g  
th a t  had hap p en ed  yea rs  be fo re  m ake  an y  
difference in th e i r  p re se n t  happ iness?

H e rb e r t :  O f course  i t  shou ld n ’t, b u t  she 
cou ld n ’t  u n d e r tsan d .

M ar ian n e :  Some people m ake  u n d e r s ta n d 
ing  such a h a rd  th ing , d o n ’t  th ey ?  I f  you 
rea l ly  love a person, it  i sn ’t  hard .

H e rb e r t :  Do you  rea l ly  believe th a t ,
M arian n e?

M a r ia n n e :  Of course.
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H e rb e r t  loosens his tie  and collar. A 
scar like the  th in  c rescen t  of a moon is 
visible on his th roa t .

M arianne  screams. She looks a t  him fo r  
a m om en t and  then  flees. H e rb e r t  does no t 
move.

H e rb e r t :  How still i t  is. Like the  smile 
on the face  of a dead person. I w onder  
w hat  a dead person expects  th a t  he should 
smile?

B. Hamlin.

PAN.
Kath leen  was a “ new g ir l ,” an ep i th e t  

which classed a new com er to the  ch ild ren ’s 
home as one en ti t led  to special conside ra 
tion in play and  w ork fo r  a period of two 
m onths, if she w ere  popular , or fo r  two 
weeks if otherwise.

B ut no one knew  how long Kathleen 
would be a “ new g ir l .” She was beautifu l.  
Only a glance a t  her  would p r in t  on o n e ’s 
m ind a p ic tu red  flash of v iolently  red  lips, 
black eyes with a w istfu l luster ,  and  a 
wealth of closely cu t black curls. The pity  
of it all was the  wan pinkness of her  cheeks 
and the under-nourished  frag il i ty  of her. 
I t  would take  a long time to build up this 
nine-year-old m en ta l i ty  to a nine-year-old 
body— and longer to m ake those eyes 
m erry . A t the end of a m onth , now, she 
was as g re a t  a puzzle to the m em bers  of 
the staff as to the children, perhaps  even 
m ore  so since they  knew her  history. Here 
was a girl who would be in te re s t in g  tc 
w atch— an il legitim ate  child of a fa ir ly  
well-to-do Russian Jew  and an ac tress  who, 
a f t e r  her  child was born, swindled her 
lover out of his m oney and ra n  aw ay leav
ing him with the  baby.

All K ath leen  knew  of her  past life was a 
rou n d  of unhappy  visits with d ifferent fam i
lies. A social w orker  had found  her  one 
n igh t as she was crum pled in sleep in a 
doorw ay with a package in he r  arms. T ha t  
happened  in her  fo u r th  y ea r  and ended the 
s tay  with the poor old scrub wom an who 
had cared  fo r  K ath leen  ever since her  
f a th e r  had first e n t ru s te d  her  to the wo
man. She was p u t  with a fam ily  in the  
co u n try  and a f t e r  two years  was r e tu rn e d  
to the s ta te  in “ run-dow n condition due to 
overw ork .” K ath leen  was taken  aw ay from  
the last fam ily  who had her. They had kept 
he r  home to work instead  of send ing  he r  to 
school with th e ir  own children. How would 
a child who had endured  all this in fam ilies

which considered her  only a f t e r  th e ir  ow r 
children, re a c t  in this in s t i tu t ion  of tw en ty  
girls and  tw en ty  boys ra n g in g  fro m  the  
ages of six to six teen?  This was a well- 
reg u la ted  fam ily  in which all shared  fa ir ly , 
so different from  w hat she had seen.

She seemed happy. She lea rned  to p e r 
fo rm  her duties  readily . H er  popu lar i ty  
was won am ong  the children because she 
liked to cu t paper  dolls nicely, no t  w ith  
f r inges  of paper  a ro u n d  them . She could 
even follow around  evex-y finger w ithou t  
am p u ta t in g  any. B u t she nev e r  en te red  
gam es nor  jo ined  p ro te s ta t io n s  ag a ins t  go 
ing to bed— not one of the gang, b u t  no 
one tr ied  to m ake her  or dislike h e r  fo r  
not being. Kath leen  always w en t  d irectly  
to bed when once in the  dorm itory . The 
o ther  children were puzzled th a t  she d idn ’t 
like to skate  across the hardw ood floor on 
the  ru g  until  caugh t by the  nurse . K a th 
leen ’s bed was n ea re s t  the  window where 
two steps led up to the sill and  thence  to 
the fire escape. She would lie the re  and 
look out of the w indow ; no one worried  
abou t her going up the steps, fo r  the 
screen was on and only the fire p roc to r  was 
allowed to unhook it. W hen she d id n ’t 
look out the window, her  eyes w andered  to 
the west wall.

Now, fo r  a whole week, it  had been 
noticed every  m orn ing  th a t  the  top blue 
b lanke t  of K a th leen ’s bed was always u n 
tucked. “ Ju s t  the top one; so it cou ldn ’t 
have been kicked o u t ,” was the  observation 
th a t  the  d o rim to ry  p rocto r,  one of the  
high school girls, rep o r ted  to the  su p e r in 
tenden t .

“ Suppose you w atch  to see w h a t  K a th 
leen does to n igh t  and re p o r t  it to me in the 
m orn ing  and I ’ll see w hat  I ’ll do ab o u t  it. 
I w ou ldn ’t  say a n y th in g  to the  re s t  of the 
do rm ito ry  ab o u t  i t ,” was the  rep ly  to the  
s ituation .
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The r u g  slid ing w e n t  on as u sua l  th a t  
n ig h t  an d  the  sc ram b lin g  climb to a sq u eak 
ing s e t t l in g  down on the  h igh w hite  cots 
w hen  s teps  an d  the  re g u la r ,  “ M ore quiet,  
please, g i r l s !” w as hea rd .  A  silence in 
the  d o rm ito ry — and  th en  a buzz ing  fo l
lowed when  a door w as h e a rd  to be shu t  
quietly .

K a th leen  lay qu ie t ly  w a tc h in g  the  moon 
tr ick le  th ro u g h  the  top  b ran ch es  of the 
hazel n u t  t r e e  r ig h t  ou ts ide  the window. 
The las t  d ro n in g  buzz died aw ay. She lay 
fo r  a long  tim e and  th en  looked a t  the  w est 
wall w here  the  m o o n ’s l igh t ca u g h t  the  p ic
tu r e  of P a n d o r a  a n d  t h e  B o x ,  a p ic tu i i  
whose new ness  fo r  m ost  of the  ch ildren 
had w orn  off long  ago. P a n d o r a ’s white  
shou lders  g leam ed  in the  light. H e r  black 
curls  h u n g  f a r  down h e r  back  un til  they  
touched  the  black, g au zy  dress  which was 
g a th e re d  w ith  one han d  a ro u n d  the  slender, 
knee ling  body. The o th e r  hand  g en tly  
opened the gold chest which was h ig h e r  i 
than  she and  th u s  m ade  he r  tip  h e r  head 
f a r  back to see w h a t  w as to fly out. P a n 
dora  was in such a b e a u t i fu l  room , full of 
open w indow s th a t  looked o u t  a t  g race fu l  
t re e s  and  delicious looking  lakes. So th a t  
was why she looked a t  the  w est wall!  Well, 
the  p ic tu re  w a s  p re t ty  in the  m oonlight.

THEATRES AND THEIR 
PREPARED

A f te r  r e a d in g  T h e  T h e a t r e s  by Sheldon 
Cheney, I can fu lly  ap p re c ia te  how fu ti le  
would be any  a t t e m p t  to describe  w ith in  
the  l im it of two th o u san d  w ords the  g re a t  
im p o r tan ce  of the  th e a t r e  in its effect on 
plays. In cons ide r ing  the  su b jec t  f ro m  
know ledge he re  and  th e re ,  I had p re c o n 
ceived some plan  of fo llow ing  the  th e a t re  
down f ro m  its fo rm a l  in tro d u c t io n  in the 
G reek a m p h i th e a t re  to its p re sen t-d ay  form . 
Sheldon C heney  has shown me w h a t  m on ths  
of t ra v e l  and  study , n o t  to speak  of some 
five h u n d re d  and  m ore  pages, a re  necessary  
to such a sub jec t .  How  fa sc in a t in g  it  can 
be, and  how in t r ic a te  its phases are , I have 
fo u n d  f ro m  his book.

B u t  to  g e t  on w ith  my story . The G reek  
th e a t r e  w as seem ing ly  as u n a d o rn e d  and  as 
splendid  in its effect as is possible. C heney

K ath leen  s t i r re d  in h e r  bed an d  s topped  as 
she h ea rd  som eone else move. Then  she sa t  
up and  pulled  the  blue b la n k e t  ou t  f ro m  the  
foo t  and  g a th e re d  it  in to  h e r  arm s. Q uie tly  
she slipped o u t  of bed, took  off h e r  p a j a 
mas, an d  c lu tched  the  blue b la n k e t  a b o u t  
h e r  whiteness . She t ip toed  to the  fire 
escape steps, k n e l t  on the  second one, p u t  
one h an d  on the  w indow  sill, still g r a s p 
ing  the  b lue b la n k e t  w ith  the  o ther .  F a r  
back  she t i l ted  the  b lack curls. The p ink  
cheeks grow ed, the  eyes w ere  happy , the  
lips w ere  flaming. The d o rm ito ry  w as 
silent. F o r  a long  tim e K a th leen  k n e l t  and  
looked a t  the  moon and  then  kissed h e r  
hand  to it. She slid down fro m  h e r  posi
tion and  w en t  back to he r  bed. The b la n k e t  
slid off, the  p a ja m a s  w ere  p u t  on, and  K a th 
leen climbed back into the  cot and  closed 
he r  eyes in sleep.

K ath leen  noticed an unu su a l  c o n s te rn a 
tion am ong  the  girls in the  p layroom  the  
n ex t  m orn ing , and  smiled w o nder ing ly  a 
li t t le  l a te r  when one of th em  said, “ Hello, 
Pan  !” to her, and  laughed. She w ondered  
m ore th a t  even ing  a t  w ha t  the  nu rse  said 
to her  as she w en t  to bed, “ K a th leen , be 
sure  to s tay  in bed. You m igh t  g e t  cold 
if you walk a ro u n d  in you r  ba re  f e e t . ”

EFFECTS UPON PLAYS 
FOR THEM.
tells us to im agine  h a s te n in g  with  the  crowd 
a t  d a w n  to the g re a t  a m p h i th e a t re  w here  
th o usands  sa t  to w a tch  the plays. H ere  we 
sit looking down a t  w here  the  ac tion  is to  
tak e  place.

“ We gaze down curiously  a t  th is  conse
c ra ted  circle, w ith  the  a l ta r  of D ionysus a i  
the  very  c e n t re ;  and  beyond  to the  low 
s k e n e ,  the  back g ro u n d  bu ild ing  w ith  its pil
la red  lower s to ry  th a t  m ig h t  be a palace 
f ro n t  or a tem ple , w ith  its th re e  doorw ays  
fac in g  us f ro m  the  m ain  wall. .

Such w as the  G reek  th e a t re ,  open to  
sun ligh t  and  to  r a in ;  sp lendid  an d  m a je s t ic  
I ts  effect on plays? W here  a play m u s t  be 
noble enough  to c a r ry  on w ith o u t  scen e ry ;  
w here  it m u s t  be dignified and  b e a u t i fu l  *

*The T h e a tre ,  by Sheldon Cheney. Page  40.
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enough  to reach  the last  row  of spec ta to rs  
fa r ,  f a r  aw ay fro m  th a t  charm ed  circle 
which showed the  p lay ing  space; w here ac 
to rs  m ust  be big enough, both  physically 
and, (w ha t  inw ard  impulse is it th a t  m akes 
some actors , of all ages, g r e a t? )  shall we 
say sp iritually , to com m and the a t ten t io n  
and  the sym pathy  of those huge crowds; 
w here physical action  of the whole body and 
not facial ges tu re  m ust  convey m ean ing ;  
th e re  indeed m u st  be the f a th e r  of all 
thea tre s .  These are  the  effects of the Greek 
th e a t re  on the plays w ri t ten  fo r  it. G reat 
plays were dem anded  because the t h e a t r e  
was g re a t  in its very  simplicity.

W h a t  happened  to the  play when it ad 
vanced to the Rom an s tage? I t  shrivelled 
up and near ly  blew away, or r a th e r  it shriv
elled up and becam e heaped  over with 
coarseness and vulgarity . W hy? Chiefly 
because the Rom ans built  th e ir  th ea tre s  
fo r  show, no t fo r  plays. Im agine  in the 
place of the  low build ing  which m ight have 
been any  scene, the overw helm ing a rch i
te c tu ra l  build ing  of Roman th e a t re s ;  solid 
f ron ts ,  two or th ree  g rea t ly  decora ted  
stories, the  p o r tray a l  of two s tree ts ,  one 
ru n n in g  in f ro n t  of two houses which were 
divided by the  o the r  s tree t.  H ere  the play 
was dw arfed  in consequence. Of course I 
do no t m ean th a t  the re  were no g re a t  Ro
m an plays, fo r  we have T erence  and Palu- 
tu s  to prove th a t  they  could be w rit ten , bu t 
the  fac t  rem ains  th a t  d ram a was d e g e n e ra t 
ing, fa ll ing  down to please the ta s te s  of the 
hordes of b a rb a r ian s  who were sweeping 
into Rome. However, ju s t  because they  
w ere b a rb a r ian s  does not s ignify, because 
we find the th e a t re  d eg en e ra t in g  to m eet 
the  ta s te s  of nobles and kings in la te r  cen 
turies . The Rom an th e a t re  d id  affect its 
plays drastically . How could a play be 
sublime, how could any  hum an c h a rac te r  
s tand  out and dem and sym pathy, how could 
any  simple s to ry  dem and a t ten t io n ,  when 
overw helm ed by a stage  th a t  could no t do 
less than  belit t le  it?

Then C hris t ian ity  came. Queer th a t  it 
should str ike  an alm ost f a ta l  blow to the 
th e a t re  and then la te r  adm in is te r  the 
needed sm elling salts, isn ’t it? A f te r  obli
vion, fo r  the most p a r t  a t  least, du r in g  sev

eral cen tu r ie s  we finally find d ram a  again 
rev iv ing— and  in the  church  itself, here 
finding an a p p ro p r ia te  se t t in g  fo r  its new 
sub jec t  m a t te r .  *Here it becomes solemn, 
perhaps  awe insp ir ing  to see in such a holy 
place the stories of the Bible, always d ra 
matic, p o r tray ed  by the p riest-ac tors .  But 
with the rem oval of the plays f rom  the 
church itse lf  to the  church-yard , thence  to 
the s t re e t  co rners  and  p ag ean t  wagons 
came a change in sub jec t  m a t t e r  also. 
Again vu lgar  influence c rep t  in. Hell with 
its yaw n ing  m outh  and  danc ing  devils be 
comes the m ost in te re s t in g  spot on a stage 
which p o r tray s  “ a t  one tim e (m ore  or less 
l i te ra lly )  temples, palaces, houses, city 
gates, pavilions, a ltars , towers, dungeons, 
a fenced field, a sea w ith  a ship, etc., flanked 
by Heaven and H ell .” **On this so r t  of a 
s tage the play m ust contain  spectacle, kill
ings, burn ings, victims dragged  off by the 
danc ing  devils to te r r ib le  to r tu re .  The 
more to r tu re  on a stage, the  be tte r .  Such 
were medieval plays u n d e r  the influence of 
the m anifo ld  stage.

In E ng land  especially the re  developed 
the p ag ean t  wagon. “ Every  com pany had 
its pag ean t  or par t ,  which p ag ean t  (wagon) 
was a high scaffold with two rooms, a 
h igher and a lower, upon fo u r  wheels. In 
the lower they  appare lled  themselves, and 
in the h igher room they  played, being all 
open on the top, th a t  all beholders m ight 
hear  and see th e m .” ***They played from  
s tree t  to s t ree t  and town to town, each 
wagon following the o the r  in successive 
scenes of the cycle of plays. F o r  such 
th ea tre s  plays m ust be w ri t ten  which lent 
to such t r e a tm e n t— perhaps the  fo re ru n n e r  
of the continued-in -our-nex t  seria ls— Here 
the ac to r  comes into prom inence  fo r  again 
he m ust have the pow er to reach  those on 
the ou tsk ir ts  of a crowd which encircled 
him, and closed him in. These people loved 
spectacles and on a stage open on all sides 
the play m ust of necessity  be sufficient in 
i tse lf  w ithou t aid of scenery  or artificial 
effects except fo r  the  splendor of the  pag-

The T h ea tre  *p. 143. 
Ibid. p. 160**.
Ibid p. 165***.
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e a n t  w agon  i tse lf  a n d  th e  costum ing .
How  f a r  these  box th e a t r e s  have r e 

moved f ro m  the  open sub lim ity  of the  
G reek  th e a t r e !  A nd y e t  th ey  bo th  c a r ry  
on the  g re a t  a r t !

T hen  comes the  R ena issance  and  H u 
m an ism — first in I ta ly ,  then  sp re a d in g  over 
E u ro p e  and  E n g lan d .  The plays of the  
G reeks an d  R om ans a re  b ro u g h t  to  l ight 
and  assiduously  copied. B u t  the  th e a t re s !  
T hey  blossom like roses. T hey  becom e 
showy, o rn a te ,  d isplay  boxes.

“ The d ram a  th a t  the  p r ince ly  th e a t re s  
of these  ty r a n t s  fo s te red ,  as we have seen, 
fa iled  to come to world  im por tance .  W ha t 
is it, then , th a t  lends such lu s tre  to the 
R ena issance  s tage?  Chiefly the  m agnifi
cence of the  o u tw a rd  t r a p p in g s ;  an d  then  
the  p e r fe c t  fitness of th e a t r e  ac t iv i ty  to the 
life  of the  t im es. R ed iscovery  of old ele
m en ts  of th e a t r ic a l  a r t — in playhouse  
form s, in se t t ing ,  in m ach in e ry — and  new 
opulence  of visual d isp lay ; these  a re  the  
ga ins  p e r fe c t ly  in the  sp ir i t  of the  day. 
The rega lly  d e co ra ted  palace ballroom  b e 
comes a th e a t r e ;  its s tage  tak es  on an a p 
p ro p r ia te ly  w as te fu l  deco ra t ive  r ich n ess .” *

No w o n d e r  d ram a  w r i t te n  u n d e r  such in 
fluence did no t  live. N o th in g  was neces
sary  excep t  some shell a ro u n d  which 10 

w rap  all th is  finery and  show. Display, 
luxury , m agnificence of a ce r ta in  k in d — do 
these  m easu re  up to the  sub lim ity  of the 
Greek  th e a t r e ?  D ram a?  Yes, b u t  w h a t  
d r a m a !

E n g la n d  was back w ard  in ta k in g  up the  
R ena issance  splendor. Up to the  t im e of 
Queen E l izab e th  the  o th e r  affairs  of 
church  and  s ta te  had com m anded  the a t 
ten t io n  of roya lty .  H ow ever, now  E n g 
land e n te r s  in to  th a t  g lo r ious  period  called 
the  E l izab e th an  in which “ we a re  to see 
the  f lowering of a th e a t r e  su rpassed  by none 
o th e r  in the  h is to ry  of m an  as re g a rd s  spirit  
and  a c co m p lish m en t .” W hy should this 
period  becom e so g re a t  in the h is to ry  of the  
th e a t r e ?  W ere  th e re  e lem en ts  w ith in  the  
s tage  o r  th e a t r e  i tse lf  which effected such 
a d ev e lopm en t?  W as the  E ng lish  th e a t r e  
an y  m ore  effective th a n  o th e rs  t h a t  i t  should

The T h e a t re  *p. 190.

b r in g  fo r th  such g lo r ious  re su l ts?  S cenery?  
S tage  se t t in g ?  D eco ra t ion?  W h a t  w as i t  
like? The an sw er  is s im plic ity  which de
m ands  all th a t  a d ra m a t i s t  can p u t  in to  a 
play. Most people a re  f a m il ia r  w ith  the  
E lizab e th an  s tage ,— the  c o u r t  y a rd  which 
serves as the  pit, the  balconies on th re e  
sides of the  inn which serve  as the  boxes, 
the  la rge  s tage  th a t  sp reads  f a r  o u t  in to  
the  audience , a llow ing the  ac to rs  to be seen 
fro m  th re e  sides and  the  fops and  dand ies  
to com m and  sea ts  on the  s tage  i tse lf  in 
m an y  cases, m uch  to the  d is ad v an tag e  of 
the p layers. Or is th a t  a d isad v an tag e  
rea l ly?  Is it not som ew hat of a p rod  to  
the  d r a m a t i s t ’s in g en u i ty  and w it to keep  
those fops and  co u r t ie rs  f ro m  th in k in g  o f 
th e ir  own g rea tn ess ,  d u r in g  the  e x te n t  of 
the p lay? Those s tag e -s i t te rs  m u s t  be k ep t  
in te re s ted  and  am used  or they  will b re a k  
up the  show! W h a te v e r  the  influence, 
th e re  arose  a t  th a t  t im e those g re a t  n am es  
in d ra m a — M arlowe, S hakespeare ,  and  Jo n -  
son.

Again  the  church  closes in on the  t h e a t r e  
and  lead ing  p reach e rs  g lo ry  in the  b u rs t  o f  
abuses  and  in d ic tm en ts  a g a in s t  it. F in a l ly  
the P u r i ta n s  closed all the  th e a t re s  in 1642. 
F ro m  th a t  t im e until  the  R es to ra t io n  in 
1660 th e re  w as li t t le  o r  no d ra m a t ic  a c 
tivity . W ith  the  R es to ra t io n  the  th e a t re s  
changed  in m an y  ways. I t  becam e the  
am u se m e n t  place fo r  the  k in g ’s circle of 
f r ie n d s  and  gallan ts .  The s tage  w as e lab 
o ra te ,  w ith  pa in ted  scenery  and  o rn a te  dec
o ra t ions  to suit  the  ta s te  of cou r t ie rs .  W ith  
this s tage  came w om en a c to rs  in p lace of 
boys. A long  w ith  ev e ry th in g  else a f t e r  a 
period of close confinem ent, the  th e a t r e  
broke all bounds— and  g o t  p rac t ica l ly  n o 
where. I t  a p p ea red  like a m odern  F o u r th  
of J u ly ;— fireworks, rocke ts ,  b e a u t i fu l  se t  
pieces, b r ig h t  lights, noise and  co n fu s io n —  
then  the  n ex t  day  n o th in g  le f t  b u t  ro c k e t  
sticks, b roken  f irecrackers ,  ashes a n d  p e r 
haps some b u rn ed  fingers. A gain  the  dis
p lay  of the  th e a t r e  had  overw helm ed  the  
d ram a tis t .

L et us now  tu rn  to  F ra n c e  an d  the  in 
te re s t in g  a m a te u r  th e a t r e s  o f  the  la te  e igh
te e n th  cen tu ry .  W here  the  c o u r te sa n s  
fo u n d  them selves  losing power, th e y  cha rm -
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ingly hit upon the idea of appear ing  before  
the ir  kings on the stage,— and such a stage! 
Mme. de Pom padour used this as a means 
of d iverting the a tten tion  of Louis XVI. 
She became the most charm ing and success
ful actress on her own private  stage. Of 
course the th ea tre  was small and fitted out 
fo r  the in tim ates of the court. The scenery 
was wholly painted  as was becoming the 
fashion of the theatr ica l world. On such a 
stage w hat could the plays be? Some chose 
the classics or revised Shakespeare, b u t  fo r  
the most p a r t  the plays were w ritten  to 
m agnify  and illuminate the beauty  of the 
courtesan leading lady. These am ateu r  
thea tre s  did not produce g rea t  plays.

With W agner in Germany we find a new 
influence creeping into the th ea tre  which 
shall tend to t ransfo rm  it and the plays 
w ritten  fo r  it. Up to this time the aud i
torium s have been in the form of tiers upon 
tiers  of boxes of which only a few select 
ones commanded a full view of the stage, 
subject such as this. It  all seems to sum 
the rest  were “ wholly unrelated  to the 
place where the perform ers  appeared .” * 
At Bayreuth  however, W agner instituted 
the more democratic form  of having the 
seats almost all on a sharply sloping single 
floor. W here the play may be seen by all 
it must be of in terest  to all. Instead of 
ca te r ing  to the tastes of a select few nobles 
who sit near the stage, the d ram atis t  must 
make a play democratic and powerful 
enough to reach the pit and those back 
rows.

It is necessary to make a g rea t  jum p now 
and get down to the practically modern 
stage. From  the thea tre  of painted wings, 
lamps, unna tu ra l  background, and showy 
splendor we have developed to what is 
called realism. Cheney says: “ The stage 
picture  has become a photograph. This is 
no longer a p a in te r ’s coun terfe i t  (with the

The Theatres, p. 428*.

stage itself s ticking th rough  the pain ting  
a t  a dozen points to give it the lie) ; this 
is the room .” * Again w hat effect can such 
a stage have on its plays? W here a play 
is made such a m a t te r  of every-day life, 
how can it give more than a m o m en t’s en 
te r ta inm en t?  Cheney again answers when 
he says: “ There is a difference between the 
response here and th a t  to the T r o j a n  W o m e n  
or to H a m le t : .  There was the g l o w  of the 
thea tre  in those days; now i t ’s a downright 
d isturb ing  emotional dislocation. A f te r  
the shock there  is no purg ing  e lem ent—  
call it what you will, poetry, spiritual depth, 
beauty, Dionysian Experience .” **

From other study we have found  th a t  a 
play must be something or o ther than  news
paper items of every-day life in te res t  in or
der to rem ain  th rough  the ages.

We are tending  in ano ther  direction now, 
to take away scenery of every kind, and to 
use instead all the effects which the elec
trician has at his command. W hat this will 
do to the plays w ritten  fo r  such a thea tre  
rem ains to be seen.

Now where am I, and what have I accom
plished? Again I must ask how so few 
words can express all th a t  can be said on a 
up to this: g rea t plays to all appearances 
have sprung up where the thea tre s  were 
simple, and mediocre plays where the 
thea tre  overwhelmed the dram atist.  An 
elaborate thea tre  pushed the dram atist ,  ex
cept fo r  a few men which would stand out 
under any conditions, in behind the 
“ p a in ty” sett ing  and kept his play an in
significant thing. If  there  is such a th ing 
as sublime simplicity, and I th ink there  was 
with the Greeks and may be in our own 
theatres  under the influence of Gordon 
Graig and others like him, th a t  simplicity 
is what demands and perm its  the best, the 
everliving play.

The Theatre  p. 448*. 
Ibid. p. 449**.

THE BUTTERCUP AND THE FAIRY.
Once upon a time there  was a little but- all day long, th a t  little b u tte rcup  s tra ined 

tercup, and oh, how it wanted to open! It  and stra ined to open its eyes and see the 
tried  and tried with all its m ight; every day, big world. And one day while it was try-
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ing  so ha rd ,  it f e l t  a p re ssu re  on one of its 
leaves, and  p r e t ty  soon a ve ry  small b u t  
ve ry  se lf-possessed voice re m a rk e d  specu
la t ive ly  :

“ Well, I guess  y o u ’ll do .”
“ Do! W h a t  do you m ean ?  W ho a re  

you, a n y w a y ? ” asked  the  b u t t e r c u p — a 
l i t t le  ang ri ly ,  it  m u s t  be confessed , fo r  no t 
even a b u t te r c u p  likes to be told th a t  it 
i sn ’t  all it  could be.

“ M e ? ” r e p e a te d  the  voice. “ W hy, I ’m 
y o u r  fa iry .  M othe r  P ro se rp in e  sen t  me 
down to help you. Y o u ’re  t ry in g  to  open, 
a r e n ’t  y o u ? ”

Now the  b u t te rc u p  d id n ’t like the  f a i r y ’s 
tone  of voice, and  besides, it d id n ’t like tc  
be told th a t  it needed  help, so it s tood very  
still and  p rese rv ed  a dignified silence.

“ Oh, you d o n ’t need  to g e t  cross ab o u t  
i t ,” observed  the  fa i ry  a f t e r  a short  time. 
“ I ’ve come to help you, b u t  y o u ’re  going  
to be j u s t  as  m uch  help to  me, because  
y o u ’re go ing  to be my h o m e .”

“ My d ea r  b u t te rc u p ,  d o n ’t  you know  th a t  
every  flower has a f a i ry  in it?  I t  m ig h t  be 
worse, you know. W ait  till you see all the  
o th e r  flowers and  the  b e a u t i fu l  sun and  
every th in g !  A nd besides ,” she added  m o d 
estly, “ m aybe  y o u ’ll like me when  you g e t  
to  know  me b e t t e r . ”

The b u t te rc u p  th o u g h t  it  over fo r  a while. 
She sounded  like r a th e r  a d ecen t  sort ,  a f t e r  
all. A nd it d id  w a n t  to open and  see the  
world. F in a l ly —

“ Well, th e n ,” it  conceded, “ I f  you  w a n t  
to  help me, l e t ’s g e t  b u sy ,” and  he began  
to tu g  and  pull, b u t  the  f a i ry  j u s t  flew up 
and  touched  its head, and  im m ed ia te ly —  
th e re  was a b r ig h t  w o n d e r fu l  world, and  
bes t  of all— th e re  was a d ea r  b e a u t i fu l  l i t t le  
fa iry .  She hovered  over the open flower a 
m o m en t  be fo re  she flew down to b u ry  h e r 
self  in its depths. A nd ever  a f t e r  t h a t  the  
fa i ry  and  the  b u t te rc u p  lived ve ry  happily .

“ W hat!  A re  you go ing  to live w ith  m e ? ” 
exclaim ed the  b u t te rc u p  in deep disgust.

SHADOWS.
P ie r re  L a to u r  was finding life a l i ttle  

d isappo in ting . T h ere  w as his son Mario, 
tw en ty -o n e  now, who was to have been his 
successor in the  field of medicine, who was 
to have been the  g re a te s t  surgeon  the 
world  had ever  known. E v er  since Mario 
was a baby, w ith  t in y  d im pled hands, P ie r re  
had d ream ed  of the  day  when those hands  
would have becom e s t ro n g  and  shapely, and  
as s tead y  as the  m o u n ta in  th a t  P ie r re  could 
see f ro m  his s tu d y  window.

M ario was tw en ty -one .  His han d s  w ere  
s t ro n g  and  shapely , th ey  w ere  n ev er  quite  
steady . M ario fo u n d  life very  am using . 
Q uite  ea r ly  he had d iscovered th a t  the  
world was b u t  a b a ck g ro u n d  fo r  countless  
b e a u t i fu l  wom en and  th a t  wine enhanced  
o n e ’s a p p rec ia t io n  of them .

P ie r re  had re m o n s t ra te d ,  had pleaded, 
M ario had laughed  a l i t t le  to le ran t ly .

“ Oh, bu t,  f a th e r — tim e fo r  me to tak e  up 
the  kn ife  when you have laid it  down. T here  
c a n ’t be two g re a te s t  su rg eo n s  a t  the  same 
tim e, you know. F i r s t  I will l ive; l a te r  if 
th e re  is t im e  I will w o rk .”

P ie r re  was s i t t in g  in his office w a tch ing

the  shadow s stea l in th ro u g h  the  w indow s 
to hide u n d e r  the  chairs  and  behind  the 
doors. He was w ond er in g  if life w ere a 
l i ttle  like th a t ,  if a t  the  la s t  d e te r io r a t in g  
t issues would be like shadow s c reep in g  in 
to dull o n e ’s facu l t ie s  and  im p a ir  his r e a 
son. S harp  as one of his knives  P ie r re  had  
kep t  his mind. I t  was n o t  dea th  he f e a re d  
a t  the  last, b u t  a w eak en in g  of his in d o m it
able will, an e n feeb l in g  of his mind.

M ario was ill. He had s t r a n g e  tw itch in g  
spasm s when his eyes would roll back  in his 
head. P ie r re  was w orried . T oday  he had  
called in his old f r ien d  Dr. F ise t te .  He 
had sen t  him in to M ario alone. T here  was 
a s t ra n g e  sense of fo re b o d in g  in his m ind , 
he fe l t  the  need  of be ing  alone  fo r  a t im e.

T here  cam e a ra p  on the  door. A t  his 
“ Come in !” F ise t te  en te red ,  ru b b in g  his 
bald head  as thou g h  u n c e r ta in  w h a t  to  do 
next.

“ W e l l? ” P ie r re  queried .
“ P ie rre ,  m y f r ien d ,  I have bad  news fo r  

you. To one of y o u r  ph ilosophy of life  I 
hope it  will n o t  be u n b e a ra b le .”

P ie r r e ’s face  becam e tense . “ Go o n .”
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“ Y our son, Mario, is mad, hopelessly, in 
cu rab ly  mad. I t  is only a m a t t e r  of t im e 
and  the  t im e should no t be long. Such a 
m a l ig n a n t  disease works qu ick ly .”

P ie rre  was w atch ing  Dr. F ise t te .  “ Mario? 
M a d ? ” His voice becam e shriller. “ Not 
th a t !  Oh God! N ot th a t !  L et me be mad. 
I th ink  I m igh t  even come to en joy  being  
mad, b u t  Mario, M ario .”

His voice died aw ay to a w hisper and 
then  rose again. “ I t  can no t be, it m ust 
no t be! T here  m ust  be some cure, the re  is 
a cure  fo r  every th ing . I will find it. I 
will find it fo r  Mario. He is no t mad, he 
has only lost his sense of va lues .”

“ P ierre ,  be reasonable . Such m a t te rs  
a re  in the  hands of God. A f te r  all you 
know the re  is a universa l ju s t ic e .”

“ Ju s t ice !  Bah! God? If  the re  is one 
I ’ll prove th a t  a keen mind can bea t  him at 
his own game. I ’ll teach  Mario values 
again . I ’ll give him back his sense of ba l
a n c e .”

W hen Dr. F ise t te  le f t  a little  la te r  P ie r re  
was calm, b u t  still unshaken  in his d e te rm i
nation  to cure  Mario.

“ P ie rre ,  be c a re fu l ,” Dr. F ise t te  w arned. 
“ You are  tired . E x tra  work or nervous 
s tra in  ju s t  now m ight be ex trem ely  d a n g e r 
ous .”

P ie r re  did not answ er, bu t  only looked 
a t  him with a gleam of am u sem en t  in his 
eyes.

The days th a t  followed were s trange  
ones fo r  the L a to u r  household. F o r  the 
first time in his life P ie r re  was en joy ing  the 
com panionship  of his son. Mario, who had 
been so gay, so debonair,  was curiously  sil- 
lent. His black eyes had a hab it  of s t a r 
ing  a little  vacan tly  a t  w ha teve r  came w ith 
in th e ir  range. His hands were never still 
fo r  a m om ent, bu t described m eaningless 
m ovem ents  in the air. He was a f ra id  if his 
f a th e r  le f t  him even fo r  a m om ent.

In the m o rn in g  the two used to take  long 
walks down by the sea. Som etim es they 
would sit down on the sand to rest. And 
all the  t im e P ie r re  was watching, seeking 
fo r  some way to help his son.

One day they  were s i t t ing  on the beach 
and  Mario was picking up handfu ls  of sand 
and  le t t in g  it slide th rough  his fingers. He

tu rn e d  to his fa th e r ,  speak ing  sharply, 
“ W hy are  you a lw ays w a tch ing  me? 

D on’t look a t  me like th a t .  I w o n ’t  have 
it, I say. I d o n ’t like y o u r  eyes .”

“ There , th e re ,” P ie r re  soothed him. “ I t ’s 
near ly  lunch time. L e t ’s be go ing  hom e.” 

“ I ’m going  to take  some of the sand with 
me. I ’m going  to fill my pockets  w ith  i t . ” 

“ Oh, no, I w o u ld n ’t do tha t .  H ere  is a 
gold piece I will give you. Take th a t  in 
place of the s an d .”

Mario took the gold piece in his hands 
and tu rn e d  it over and  over, then  th rew  it 
f a r  out to sea.

“ A gold piece? Of w ha t  good is a gold 
piece? I w an t  sand, sand th a t  I can play 
with and pour  th ro u g h  my hands. I like 
to watch  the specks of gold sparkle  in 't. 
W h a t  can one do with a poor gold piece 
b u t  spend it or pu t  it in a safe p lace .”

Mario filled his pockets  w ith  sand and 
they  w en t home.

T h a t  n igh t P ie rre  was s i t t ing  in his s tudy  
th ink ing  of his son. He th o u g h t  of little 
else these days. He rem em bered  the  inci
den t  of the sand and the gold. Suddenly  
he w en t up to M ario ’s room and came back 
with a han d fu l  of the sand which he p u t  on 
one co rner  of the desk. Beside it he laid a 
gold piece. He looked a t  them  fo r  a long 
time. He picked up the sand and let it 
fall th rough  his 'fingers. I t  spark led  like 
gold un d er  the  light. He decided to m ake 
a  list of values, th a t  would give him som e
th ing  to work on. He m ust know w hat he 
was t ry in g  to teach  Mario. He found  th a t  
he cou ldn’t decide w he the r  the  gold or the 
sand should go first on the list. He sa t u n 
til late into the n igh t th inking.

Mrs. L a to u r  was very unhappy. She 
cou ldn’t u n d e rs tan d  why God was punisn- 
ing her  in this way. She a t te n d e d  mass, 
she always said her  p raye rs  and  ju s t  last 
week the pr ies t  had praised  her  generosity . 
She had p rayed  long and ea rnes t ly  fo r  her  
son, b u t  he only grew  worse. This was 
par t ly  due, she knew, to the  fac t  th a t  P ie r re  
spent very little  time with him these days. 
W ithou t his f a th e r  Mario was no th in g  bu t 
a mass of uncon tro lled  emotions. P ie r re  
spent much of the  tim e alone. He said th a t  
he had work to do—-Mrs. L a to u r  knew th a t
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he was com piling  a list of values.
She had  pled  w ith  h im  to spend  m ore  

t im e  w ith  the  u n h a p p y  Mario.
“ B u t  w hy should I, m y  d ea r?  I have 

w ork  to  do. I can n ev e r  cu re  M ario un til  
I have  com ple ted  th is  list. I d o n ’t need  to 
be in the  sam e room  w ith  him. M ario is 
he re  w ith  me all the  t im e  and  I th in k  I am 
b eg in n in g  to  u n d e r s ta n d  a l i t t le .”

Mrs. L a to u r  f e l t  th a t  she u n d e rs to o d  
n o th in g  an d  so she le f t  P ie r re  alone. She 
c re p t  a ro u n d  the  house like a li t t le  g rey  
m ouse and  w a tch ed  h e r  son and  h e r  h u s 
band. T h a t  was the  tro u b le  w ith  the  f a m 
ily, she decided. Too m uch w atch ing . Mario 
w atched  his f a th e r .  P ie r re  w a tched  M ario 
and  she w atched  them  both. She fe l t  th a t  
she would go m ad if it  w e n t  on longer.

M ario w as becom ing  definite ly worse. 
All day  long  he hudd led  in a cha ir  and  
w him pered . On the  in f r e q u e n t  occasions 
when his f a th e r  cam e to see him he would 
b r ig h ten ,  would  seem qu ite  like his old self, 
b u t  it only la s ted  un ti l  his f a th e r  had gone. 
P ie r re  w as s t ra n g e ly  im persona l  in his 
t r e a tm e n t  of his son. He sh u t  h im se lf  up 
m ore  and  m ore  in his s tu d y  these  days. He 
even re fu se d  to  see Dr. F is e t te  who came 
o f ten  to the  house and  t r ied  to co m fo r t  
Mrs. L a tou r .  He used to  v is it  M ario also, 
b u t  th e re  was ve ry  l i t t le  sa t is fac t io n  in 
ca ll ing  on a shuddering , w h im p er in g  m ass 
of flesh an d  bones.

P ie r re ,  when he did come o u t  of his s tudy  
looked ill, b u t  his eyes w ere  br igh t .  He 
was co llec ting  all so r ts  of s t r a n g e  th ings. 
Mrs. L a to u r  only knew  th a t  th ey  had som e
th in g  to do w ith  the  list he w as compiling.

Then  one day  when th ey  w e n t  into 
M ario ’s room  he had s topped  his w h im p e r
ing. He was d ead — still hudd led  in his 
chair. Mrs. L a to u r  w en t  to tell  P ie r re .  He 
looked up  as she e n te red .

“ Y e s? ” he asked  a l i t t le  absen tly .  
“ P ie r re ,  M ario  is d e a d .”
“ D e a d ? ” T h ere  w as only w o n d e rm e n t  in 

his voice, b u t  on his face  w as the  s t r a n g e s t  
look Mrs. L a to u r  had ever  seen.

“ T h an k  you, dea r ,  fo r  b r in g in g  me the  
news. A nd  now  if you d o n ’t m ind, I have 
w ork  to  do .”

P ie r re  did n o t  go to  the  fu n e ra l .  He

was still w o rk in g  on his list. He seem ed 
to fo rg e t  th a t  M ario w as dead. A f t e r  the  
fu n e ra l  Dr. F ise t te  insis ted  on see ing  his 
old f r iend .  P ie r re  did n o t  o b jec t  to  his 
com ing  in to  the  office, b u t  he had  n o th in g  
to say to  him. He was m ak in g  f igures on a 
shee t of paper.

“ P ie r r e ,” Dr. F is e t te  said, “ I am  go in g  
up in to  the  hills to see a p a t ie n t  who is 
very  ill. I shall be back in th re e  days and  
I w a n t  to have a ta lk  w ith  you. This s ta te  
of affairs  c a n ’t go on an y  lo n g e r .”

He w a ited  fo r  P ie r re  to an sw er  b u t  he 
only w en t  on w ith  his figures. A t  la s t  Dr. 
F ise t te  w en t  aw ay  d e te rm in e d  to  r e tu r n  
a t  the  ea r l ie s t  possible m om ent.

Mrs. L a to u r  was le f t  a lone  w ith  P ie r re .  
He never  l e f t  his s tu d y  now, n o t  even to  
come to his meals. She took  food  in to  
him, b u t  he re fu se d  to touch  it. He w e n t  
on m ak ing  figures and  it  seem ed impossible 
to rouse  him. Once he looked up an d  his 
eyes f r ig h te n e d  her. She h u r r ie d  o u t  of 
the room.

She was hop ing  th a t  Dr. F is e t te  w ould  
re tu rn  soon. On the th ird  day  he cam e 
back and  h u rr ied  a t  once to P i e r r e ’s house.

Mrs. L a to u r  m e t  him a t  the  door. “ Oh, 
go in and  ta lk  to h im ,” she said. “ I am  so 
f r ig h te n e d .”

P ie rre  was still a t  his desk, b u t  the  p e n 
cil was m oving  m ore  slowly across  the  p a 
pe r  now. He did n o t  look up as Dr. F is e t te  
w en t in. His eyes w ere  fixed on his w ork.

Dr. F is e t te  took one look a t  the  b e n t  fig
ure  and  ru shed  over to  it. He took  P i e r r e ’s 
w ris t  and  f e l t  fo r  the  pulse. A th r i l l  of 
h o r ro r  sw ep t over him. The w ris t  w as cold. 
W orse  still i t  had the  so f t  an d  spongy  fee l 
of long dead  flesh. He le t  the  h an d  fall  
back on the  desk. W h ere  his fingers had  
been th e re  w ere  a deep hollow in the  g re y 
ish skin.

“ D ead ,” Dr. F is e t te  m u t te r e d  h a l f  to  h im 
self, ha lf  to Mrs. L a to u r .  “ Dead fo r  sev
eral days— five a t  l e a s t .”

Mrs. L a to u r  sc ream ed. “ Oh, b u t  i t  c a n ’t  
be. T h a t  w as the  day M ario died. P ie r re  w as 
alive th is  m orn ing .  I b ro u g h t  in some 
b re a k fa s t  an d  he w as m a k in g  f igures on the  
p a p e r .”

“ N ot rea l ly  alive. I t  was his in d o m itab le
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will w ork ing  on a f t e r  his body had died. I 
have  h ea rd  of one or two such cases. P ie r re  
t r ied  to b ea t  God a t  his own gam e and 
fo u n d  he could only go so fa r .  He cou ldn’t 
p lay  qu ite  long enough .”

Mrs. L a to u r  had fa in ted .  Dr. F ise t te  
picked h e r  up and  ca rr ied  h e r  f rom  the 
room.

P ie r re  was le f t  alone a t  his desk, b u t  he 
was no longer t rac in g  figures on a paper. 
The shadows were creep ing  th ro u g h  the  
window to hide u n d e r  the chairs  and behind

the doors. One by one they  covered P ie r r e ’s 
valuables, the  h an d fu l  of sand, the  gold 
coin, some colored stones, a bolt  of silk. 
One last ray  of sun ligh t ap p ea red  fro m  n o 
where a t  all and  il lum ined the  face  of 
P ierre . I t  gave a s t ran g e  g l i t te r  to his 
s ta r in g  black eyes.

Shadows w ere everyw here. They  sw arm ed 
abou t the  ray  of sun ligh t and  swallowed it 
up inch by inch. P ie r re  could no longer  be 
d istinguished  from  the dusk— the n igh t had 
fallen.

B a rb a ra  Hamlin.

A CATTY BIT.
The city cat had come to visit the  coun

t r y  cat and they  w ere now bask ing  to g e th e r  
in the sun by the ba rn  door. A f te r  y aw n 
ing  once or twice very  widely and  giving 
h e r  tail  a tw itch, the  city ca t looked a t  her  
com rade and  said:

“ I t ’s no use, Mandy. I c a n ’t  s tand  this 
hu m d ru m  existence of yours  any  longer;  
i t ’s beg inn ing  to ge t on my nerves. And 
I ’m p u t t in g  on weight, too ; why, I used to 
have one of the slim m est figures in all of 
W ill iam sburg  district.  You w o u ldn ’t know 
me now fo r  the same c a t .”

“ No, y o u ’re b e t te r  looking now ,” replied 
the f a t  yellow cat, b linking lazily a t  the 
other. “ Y our face has filled ou t and y o u ’ve 
lost th a t  h u n g ry  look. B e t te r  you should 
s tay  here  and en joy  our Maine sum m er fo r  
awhile ’stead o ’ g a l l iv an t in ’ a ro u n d  them  
noisy s t ree ts  all hours  o ’ the night. No 
te ll ing  w h a t— ”

“ But you d o n ’t und e rs tan d ,  dearie. I 
g o t ta  have noise; I ’m lonesome when I 
do n ’t  have it. Besides, i t ’s dangerous  
a ro u n d  here. Them anim als  th a t  sno r t  and  
shake the  whole floor when they  w alk—  
th e y ’re terr ib le .  I ’d h a te  to be stepped  on 
by one of ’em .”

“ Oh they  w o n ’t step on you if you ju s t  
keep out of th e ir  w ay .”

“ Y eah— ‘keep out of th e ir  w a y ’— of

course. But tell me— W hat do you ge t out 
of a life like this? W h a t  do you ever see 
in this jo in t?  Or hear?  I saw the  P re s i
d en t  of the U nited  S ta tes  once. A nd a n 
o ther  time I saw a big fire, only when the 
men s ta r ted  p u t t in g  w a te r  on it, I ducked 
a ro u n d  the corner. W h a t  can you see here, 
anyw ay?  Say, w hat a r e  all those white 
th ings over t h e r e ? ”

“ T h a t ’s the g ra v e y a rd ,” sighed Mandy. 
“ Well, who w an ts  to look a t  a g raveyard  

day in and day out! I tell you, Mandy, y o u ’d 
b e t te r  come back to New York with me. 
I ’ll show you life w hat is life! Y ou’ll m ee t 
some swell cats. Say, I ’m all pepped up 
’bout going back a lread y .”

“ I dunno but w h a t  y o u ’re r igh t,  Maisy. 
’T would kind o ’ nice t ’ see some o’ 
them  things I ’ve hea rd  tell about. Only— ” 

“ I know y o u ’d w an t to ge t ou t of this r u t  
som etim e soon. Well, now th a t  w e’ve m ade 
up our minds, le t ’s s ta r t  to n ig h t .”

“ I kind o’ ha te  t ’ leave t h ’ ba rn  with all 
the hay and the mice in it. W h a t  do you 
ea t  down t h e r e ? ”

“ Say, I ’ve a te  th ings you a in ’t never 
heard  of. Y o u ’ll have to ta s te  ’em to a p 
p rec ia te  ’em. C’m on; le t ’s go .”

“ Well— I suppose you know w h a t  y o u ’re 
doing, M aisy.”

F lo ra  Trussell.
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HANDS.
T hey  filed in slowly to  the  shaded  room , 

l i t t le  g ro u p  by g roup . E v e ry  s tep  w as re v 
e ren t ,  eve ry  w h ispe r  low, as th e y  f e l t  the  
awe of th e  u n know n . I w a tch ed  th em  w ith  
a d isq u ie t in g  fee l in g  of  passiv ity . B u t  m y  
nam e  w as spoken in a low, c a re fu l  tone  
and  I a rose  w ith  those  who rem a in ed .  I t  
was t ru e ,  then ,  w h a t  th e y  had to ld  me. The 
te n d e r  w ords  the  p a s to r  had  spoken, the  
w ords of hope he had  re a d  w ere  n o t  idle. 
This rea l ly  w as the  end. I t  w as to be 
proven  to me.

L igh t  lay upon  the  sm ooth  polished floor, 
l igh t so f te n e d  by the  reflection  of flowers, 
or so it  seem ed to me. The a i r  w as cool and 
sweet, in fin ite ly  still. She w as th e re  as 
th e y  had  said. B u t  th is  w as no p ro o f— this 
q u ie t  face  th a t  smiled. H er  th ick  sm ooth  
hair ,  so f te n e d  a t  the  tem p les  w ith  g ray ,  a r 
ra n g e d  as it  had  been  since I could re m e m 
ber, gave  no ev idence  of change. T here  
w ere  the  dress  of deep blue silk, w ith  the  
b i t  o f  lace collar  a t  the  th ro a t ,  and  the  
li t t le  cam eo brooch  I had  long  associa ted  
w ith  her.

Still th e re  w as a difference. The p roof  
th a t  one whom  I had long  loved was gone 
was in th is  change. My m u sin g  gaze  moved 
slowly to  h e r  hands, and  I could no longer  
avoid the  t ru th .  I had  n e v e r  seen h e r  asleep. 
I suppose  th a t  is why th ey  seem ed so d if 
fe re n t .  H e r  h an d s  like this, so qu ie t,  so 
re laxed  and  still, w ere  unknow n  to me.

Now th e y  w ere  quiet.  S t ro n g  hands, they  
w e re ;  n o t  b e a u t i fu l  in shape or color, b u t  
in the  b e a u ty  of use. I long  had  know n the  
u n fa i l in g  skill o f  the  s t ro n g  fingers, a oit 
m isshapened  now. No o u tw a rd  g race  could 
cha rm  as did the  c o m fo r t  of th e i r  m in is t r a 
tions. H e r ’s w ere  h an d s  th a t  gave  and  
th o u g h t  n o t  o f  receiv ing .

F o r  a la s t  t im e  I looked upon  h e r  s t ro n g  
sw eet  w om an ly  face. F o r  the  la s t  t im e  I 
looked on he r  hands, h e r  still hands, then  
I w en t  p a s t  the  flowers unseeing .

A f te r  all, m ost  of the  joy  in life depends  
upon  people . W hen  we a re  y o u n g  an d  s u r 
ro u n d e d  by those  who love us, d e a th  seem s 
u nspeakab le .  I am  n o t  w i th o u t  those  to 
love as I sit  by the  fire ton ig h t ,  in the  home 
th a t  w as A u n t  M a ry ’s. B u t  as I rea lize

the  loss of one who has a lw ays  been  an  im 
p o r ta n t  f a c to r  in m y life an d  th o u g h t ,  I can 
u n d e rs ta n d  th a t  d ea th  m ay  n o t  be u n w e l
come to those  who have been  dep rived  of 
all th e i r  f r ie n d s  one by one.

This p le a sa n t  h e a r th  is an em p ty  place 
w i th o u t  he r  opposite  me in h e r  l i t t le  chair .  
How o f ten  we have sa t  thus,  she k n i t t in g  
as she ch a t te d  w ith  me, or l is ten in g  happ ily  
as I read  aloud. The only sound  to n ig h t  is 
the  clock t ick ing  on the  m an te l ,  and  the  oc
casional w h im per ing  of the  low fire. E v e ry 
one has dep a r ted ,  and  I am  le f t  to my 
th o u g h ts  and  m em ories.

E v ery  ob jec t  in the  room  b r ings  back  
countless  reco llec tions  of long  boyhood 
visits. My a u n t  and  uncle  had  ex ten d ed  
the o ld-fash ioned  v a r ie ty  of hosp i ta l i ty  an d  
I had accep ted  it  on all possible occasions. 
W h a t  a home of in d u s try ,  peace, an d  g e n 
eros i ty  w as th is!  Such a re  seldom seen to 
day. We m ay  have m ore  va r ied  and  ex c i t 
ing  in te re s ts  b u t  th ey  c a n n o t  fu rn ish  the  
joy  and  p r ide  t h a t  my a u n t ’s flowers, he r  
fe w  books, h e r  fam ily  and  h e r  h an d iw o rk  
did to her. H app iness  exis ts  only in con 
te n tm e n t ,  and  c o n te n tm e n t  w as the  o rn a 
m e n t  of th is  house.

Slowly I tu r n  the  leaves of an  o ld -fash 
ioned p h o to g rap h  album . On one of the  
first pages is the  p ic tu re  of a l i t t le  gir l  six 
or e igh t  yea rs  of age. H e r  s leek d a rk  h a i r  
is d raw n  back sm ooth ly  to fa ll  in a  s t r a ig h t  
cascade behind  he r  ears. The childish face  
is c h a rac te r ized  by the  fine d irec tness  of he r  
eyes. She is w ea r in g  a low-cut d ress  of 
fine plaid. My eyes a re  a r r e s te d  by h e r  
hands. S tu rdy ,  p rac t ica l  l i t t le  hands. In 
fan cy  I could p ic tu re  th em  active  in the  
m ake-believe  w ork  of childhood. They  
would be a w k w ard  a t  first, m ake  b lu n d e rs  
perhaps,  b u t  th ey  w ould  lea rn  a fine skill. 
A lw ays they  w ould  be doing.

A few  pages  beyond, I find a la te r  p ic 
tu re .  T oday  she would  be a  g ir l ,— to h e r  
day, she was a y o u n g  w om an. S e re n i ty  and  
sw eetness  have fo u n d  a  p lace  on h e r  c o u n 
ten an ce .  H e r  gow n is n o t  e lab o ra te ,  b u t  
m odestly  fem in ine .

This t im e I look p a r t ic u la r ly  fo r  h e r  
hands. Only one is in sight, r e s t in g  on the
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back of the  chair  by which she is s tanding . 
I feel an in du lgen t  smile on my lips as I 
no te  the  pardonab le  display of the  wedding  
r in g  on her  finger. F rom  her  gen tle  d ig
n ity  it is easy to p ic tu re  the pride and t ru s t  
w ith  which she had ex tended  this hand  to 
receive the token. I t  was a capable  hand, 
firm and s tra igh t .  The random  ac tiv ity  of 
childhood was past. I t  was m a tu re — ready  
to accept the duties  of home and fam ily ; 
to give u n s t in t ing ly  and  still give m ore ;  to 
ad m in is te r  to feverish  w an ts  in the  still

darkness  of n igh t ;  to m ake sacred the  hom e
ly tasks of common day ;  to know  e a r th  and 
flowers, the  hea t  of noon and  the  cool of 
dew when the  m any  tasks a re  ended.

I tho u g h t  of the coolness of the  room 
with the flowers, the  gray-silver  light on the 
polished floor, the sw eet-scen ted  shade. All 
this was right, bu t  Pa rad ise  fo r  such as she 
could not be typified by these things. I 
find m yself hoping th a t  in th a t  p e r fe c t  
Heaven the re  will be found  w ork  fo r  her  
good hands to do.

Vivian Russell.

REMINISCENCE.
J u s t  a few  lines in a new spaper— cold 

black words, saying th a t  Miss Ju s t in e  Coral 
died this m o rn in g  a t  M ountview  Hospital. 
I c a n ’t u n d e rs tan d  how it happened  to catch 
my eye, Heaven knows I seldom look a t  
Boston dea ths  here  in my Maine co rn e r—  
the  nam e a t t r a c te d  my a t ten t io n  I guess.

5jc *  sj; %  *  *

I shall never  fo rg e t  the  first time I ever 
saw her. I was a college f re shm an  and she 
a senior. The two though ts  th a t  came sim
ultaneously  were “ Simple and sw ee t” and 
“ John  H eld !” I was only a f reshm an  and 
did no t realize th a t  the  two were antipodal. 
How ever I soon learned. Ju s t  as soon as I 
was safely  bound with the  so ro r ity  pledge 
bonds I was given the lowdown. “ J u s t , ” 
as she was called was a bit fa s t  bu t  a darn  
good kid. T here  was som eth ing  abou t her  
th a t  fa sc ina ted  me. Anyhow I chose her  
fo r  my so ror ity  m other.

She was unusually  tall, and once r e 
m arked  th a t  he r  idea of hell was a dance 
w here all the men w ere short. H er hair  
was na tu ra l ly  blond, and curly enough. H er 
eyes were deep blue when she wore blue, 
g rey  blue when she wore black, and blue 
g reen  when she wore green. H er  eyebrows 
and lashes were dark  brown and he r  nose 
alm ost perfec t .  H er m outh  was, perhaps, a 
bit too small and always too red. I can 
see her  now, one eyebrow  raised and her 
m outh  a bit tw isted , l is ten ing  to someone 
she d id n ’t like. H er  clothes were always 
strik ing, she never  wore an y th in g  usual.

Dresses were short  then and she wore them  
sh o r te r ;  she was one of the  few  who could. 
She was thin to the po in t of em acia t ion—  
as I have said a typical John  Held, Jr . ,  
drawing.

Well, soon a f te r ,  the secre t  leaked out 
(as such secrets  a lways do to us pledges) 
th a t  J u s t ’s pin had been taken  aw ay from  
her. We d idn ’t h ea r  why. T h a t  n igh t  she 
asked me to come to her room. I w en t up 
about nine and she said, “ ’Lo fresh , I ju s t  
w an ted  to tell you befo re  someone else did, 
y o u ’d b e t te r  get an o th e r  so ro r ity  m o th e r .” 
I asked why and she said “ Well, p a r t ly  be
cause I got d runk , b u t  mostly  because the 
dean saw m e .” As calmly as tha t ,  in a col
lege where smoking and drink ing , am ong  
the fa i re r  are  simply not. G lancing down 
a t  the tab le  because I d id n ’t know w hat to 
say, I saw the Bible open. My face was no t 
as capable of h id ing my though ts  then  as 
it is now. Ju s t in e  saw me, and  laughed—  
it was the only time I ever saw her  ap p ea r  
em barressed.

“ I read  it every  n ig h t ,” she said, “ Do you 
suppose the re  are  th ree  people here, who 
would believe i t ? ”

I d id n ’t know w hat to say. I was ra th e r  
shocked abou t the drinking, b u t  I d id n ’t 
w an t  her to know. I t r ied  to be m a t te r  of 
fact.

“ How did the Dean know i t ? ” I asked.
“ S im ple,” she laughed— “ I took s t ra ig h t  

alky and passed out. The g an g  got scared 
and called the doctor. He told h e r . ”
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“ O h.”
“ She cam e up  a f t e r  I g o t  in— he called 

h e r  up  r ig h t  a f t e r  he g o t  me fixed. I was 
s i t t in g  h e re  in w h a t  she te rm e d  as a condi
tion  of in e b r ia t io n — I w a s n ’t, t h e n — r e a d 
ing  the  B ib le .”

I c a n ’t  r e m e m b e r  w h a t  we said a f t e r  
th a t .  B u t  I co u ld n ’t  keep  the  “ B ib le” p a r t  
o u t  of m y  m ind. I was th o ro u g h ly  con 
vinced th a t  she w as p r e t ty  bad, b u t  I did 
believe h e r  a b o u t  the  Bible. W h y  did she 
re a d  it?  A nyhow  the  n e x t  a f te rn o o n  she 
cam e over to  m y room , and  asked  if I would 
like to  go ea t  w ith  m y ex -so ro r i ty  m o th e r  
who p ro b ab ly  w o u ld n ’t  be here  long. I 
w en t,  and  we g o t  a booth  in the  r e s ta u 
ra n t .

We no sooner  began  e a t in g  than  Ju s t in e  
began  ta lk ing . She said I w as only one 
she had ever to ld  h e r  “ t ru e  s to ry ” to, and  
th a t  she d id n ’t  know  w hy she was te ll ing  
me.

W hen  J u s t in e  was eleven they  moved fro m  
the  c o u n try  to  the  city. H er  f a th e r ,  who 
had  no t  been well fo r  some tim e had n o th 
ing  to do. In the  fo llow ing  y e a r  he lea rned  
th a t  he w ould  n ev e r  be well— consum ption  
and  ce reb ra l  m en ing it is .  He had always 
been ve ry  re l ig ious  and  now  he w as m ore  
so th a n  ever, and  m ore  uneasy . He re a d  
his Bible con tinua lly ,  an d  because  it  seem ed 
to soo th  him J u s t in e  o f ten  re a d  it  to him. 
He was sick in bed fo r  a y e a r  and  she re a d  
the  Bible to him every  day. In May he was 
able to go ou t  and  a fe w  w eeks  a f te rw a rd s  
Mrs. Coral fo u n d  a bo tt le  of poison in his 
room . She em ptied  it, filled it  w ith  tea , 
an d  p u t  it  back. A fe w  days la te r  she saw

it was em pty . They  w atched  him c o n t in u a l 
ly now — Mrs. Coral hald  told Ju s t in e .

One m o rn in g  the  la s t  of J u n e  a b o u t  five 
o’clock they  h ea rd  a shot. Mr. Coral had  
tak en  his revolver, gone o u t  to  the  g a rag e ,  
sa t  down in the  car, and  shot himself.  His 
Bible was beside him. T hey  nev e r  knew  
w here  he go t the  ca r t r id g e ,  he m u s t  have  
had it  h idden fo r  m onths. J u s t in e  fo u n d  
him first. She was ill fo r  two m onths,  then  
in A u g u s t  she w en t  o u t  fo r  the  first t im e. 
As she stood in the y a rd  the  n o t  o v e rb r ig h t  
boy f ro m  the  n e x t  house cam e up to the  
g a te  and  said, “ Ya-a, y o u r  c razy  old f a th e r  
shot h im se lf !”

H er  fo u r  y e a rs  of high school w ere  fo u r  
yea rs  of agony. E veryone  p itied  h e r  and  
showed it. She never  w en t  an y w h ere  when 
she could help it. She lived across  the  ro ad  
f ro m  the  school and  w e n t  hom e every  noon 
and  recess  r a th e r  th an  face  the  g irls  anti 
boys. I t  seem ed an e te rn i ty  b u t  it  finally 
ended and  an o p p o r tu n i ty  offered to g e t  
aw ay w here  nobody knew  e i th e r  he r  or he r  
f a th e r — college.

1 h a t ’s all— she came. No one knew  her, 
no one pitied  her. B u t the  change w as too 
sudden. The only th in g  she w a n te d  w as to 
be norm al,  b u t  n o rm a li ty  cam e too qu ick
ly. The only th in g  she k e p t  f ro m  h e r  b i t 
te r  experience  was her  Bible read ing .  I 
c a n ’t qu ite  see why she kep t  tha t .

Well, they  kicked he r  out, as she said 
they  would. She said she w a sn ’t  go ing  
home. I w o n d e r  w here  she w e n t  and  w h a t  
she did. Q ueer— th a t  I should no tice  h e r  
death .

G. L. S.

GLANCING BACK.
Id ly  t u r n in g  the  leaves of  an an tho logy  

of w orld  p o e t ry  I chanced  one day  to  read  
a t r a n s la t io n  f ro m  old Chinese d a t in g  back 
to the  fifth  c e n tu ry  B. C. T ru th fu l ly  I ex 
pec ted  to  be bored , fo r  I am  p a r t ic u la r ly  
fond  of m o d e rn  p o e t ry  and  o f ten  d isgusted  
w ith  the  verb iag ed  v a r ie ty  of ou r  p re d e 
cessors. In s te a d  o f  be in g  ennu ied , I 
w as deep ly  in te re s te d  an d  fo u n d  to m y 
a m a z e m e n t  t h a t  those  a n c ie n t  Chinese o f 
ten  o u t-m o d e rn ed  the  m oderns .  I t  would

be in te re s t in g ,  I th o u g h t ,  to m ake a com 
parison be tw een  the  w orks of these  old 
w r i te rs  and  those of o u r  con tem pora r ies .

The f r ie n d  who said he lea rn ed  a b o u t  w o
m en fro m  advanced  com position  class 
would doub tless  find a f r a t e r n a l  sp ir i t  in 
the  disillusioned Chinese of c en tu r ie s  ago 
who re m a rk e d :
“ A w om an with  a long  to n g u e
Is a flight of s teps  lead ing  to  ca lam ity ;
F o r  d iso rd e r  does n o t  come f ro m  heaven ,



24 T H E  C O LBIA N A

B u t is b ro u g h t  ab o u t  by w om en .”
T here  is infinite wisdom and homely u n 

d e rs tan d in g  in Tso S su ’s lines.
Though one drinks a t  a r iver ,  one canno t 

d r ink  m ore  th an  a belly fu l;  
E nough  is good, bu t  the re  is no use in sa 

tie ty ,
The bird in a fo re s t  can perch on b u t  one 

bough,
A nd this should be the  wise m a n ’s p a t t e r n .” 

Men have been s trugg ling  fo r  cen tu r ies  
to say tha t ,  y e t  it was pe rfec t ly  said six
teen  h undred  years  ago. There is th a t  
te rseness  of expression and  c la r ity  of 
phrase  th a t  the  m odern  seeks in his poetical 
engravings. And were no t Chan Fang- 
sheng, the fo u r th  c en tu ry  Chinese, and W il
liam A lexander  Percy, the  m odern  poet, 
moved by the  same fee ling  and a c tu a ted  by 
the  same impulse when the one w ro te :  
“ T rees  th a t  fo r  tw en ty  thousand  years  your  

vows have kept 
You have suddenly  healed the pain of a 

t rav e le rs  heart ,
A nd moved his brush  to w rite  a new  song .” 

And the other,
“ I heard  a bird a t  b reak  of day 

Sing from  the au tu m n  trees  
A song so mystical and calm,

So full of certa in ties ,
No man I th ink  could listen long 

E xcep t  upon his knees .”
And now I am going to ask you w hether  

the fo llowing is old or new :
“ Since I am convinced 
T h a t  rea l i ty  is in no way real,
How am I to adm it 
T h a t  d ream s are  d re a m s? ”

I could go on giving one i l lustra tion  a f te r  
ano ther .  F o r  a people who are  expected  to 
be flowery in the ir  language the  anc ien t  
Chinese have in the ir  poetry , a t  least, suc
ceeded in finding always the te ll ing  phrase, 
the shortes t  nu m b er  of words. V ictorian  
p oe try  (whose beau ty  I in no wise question) 
would take  s tanzas to express w hat the old 
Asiatic  said in “ E nough is good, the re  is no 
use in s a t ie ty .” More and m ore m odern  
p oe try  has been seeking to convey its 
beau ty  in the least possible space, to make

it s trong ly  co n c e n tra ted  S a ra  Teasdale  
come to mind as one who has succeeded 
especially well, no tab ly  in he r  exquisite  
love songs. I will quote  only the  las t  s tanza  
of “ Night Song a t  A m alf i:”
“ Oh, I could give him weeping,

Or I could give him song—
B ut how can I give silence 

My whole life lo n g ? ”
But a f t e r  all, have Sara  Teasdale  and 

A m y Lowell done a n y th in g  rea l ly  new? 
I sn ’t  it r a th e r  a reversion  to the  very  old? 
Some one rem ark ed  not long ago th a t  m od
ern p oe try  was no t fit to be on the 
shelves of a lib rary . Of course in this new 
m ovem ent as in any  o the r  th e re  is the  cross 
as well as the fire, bu t  should the th ing  in 
its en t i re ty  be judged  by the fo rm e r  a lone? 
These old Chinese Sanskrit ,  Pers ian , and 
A rab ian  works have withstood the  acid te s t  
of not years  alone bu t of cen tu r ie s  and 
surely  th e ir  m odern  b ro th e rs  m u s t  have 
som eth ing  com m endable  in o rde r  to be com 
pared.

An A rab ian  of the  th i r te e n th  c e n tu ry  
said of d ea th —
“ Once he will miss, twice he will miss,

He only chooses one of m any  hours  
F o r  him nor  deep nor  hill the re  is,

But a l l’s one level plain he h u n ts  fo r  
flowers.”

And Maxwell Bodenheim  of the  tw e n 
t ie th  c en tu ry  described—
“ How he has t ip toed  a f t e r  me down the  

road,
His h ea r t  made a dark  whirlpool with long

ing fo r  me.
T here  he will graze  me with his h a n d .”

And cou ldn ’t the  fo llow ing be a t t r ib u te d  
to Teasdale  as well as to some long dead 
A rab ian  s inger?
“ Love was before  the light began,
W hen light is over love shall b e ; ”

A f te r  all, the  poetic soul is the  same 
th ro u g h o u t  the cen turies .  I t ’s no t  the 
th o u g h t  bu t the  fo rm  th a t  changes. Who 
knows perhaps  some long dead Chinese has 
been re in c a rn a te d  into the  soul of Teasdale  
or Millay.

E. Rogers.
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MIDNIGHT AND GREY MORNING.
Yes, I suppose you could call it  a moon 

— b u t  i t  w as th a t  k ind  of moon th a t  peeks 
o u t  eve ry  h a lf -h o u r  or so, to  see if  y o u ’re  
still looking  fo r  it. The whole n ig h t  was 
like th a t .  Sly, you knpw , a lm ost  tr icky . I t  
h u n g  ro u n d ,  so r t  of w a i t in g  fo r  a good 
chance  to  g e t  a keen  s h a f t  of w ind u n d e r  
y o u r  coat,  and  su rp r is in g  you w ith  sudden  
gus ts  of ra in .  All in all, you c o u ld n ’t call 
it a n y th in g  b u t  a n a s ty  n ight.

T h a t ’s w h a t  K irby  said— only he said it 
in la n g u ag e  th a t  w a s n ’t qu ite  so polite. l ie  
w as w a lk ing  a lo n g  the  s t r e e t  (he had stood 
on the  s t r e e t  c o rn e r  fu l ly  two ho u rs )  and  
nobody  could b lam e him fo r  say ing  it  was 
devilish bad  w ea th e r .  B u t then , w e a th e r  
d id n ’t m ake m uch  d ifference to h im — h e ’d 
seen all kinds, he m used , as he s tro lled  
a long, his coat-co lla r  tu rn e d  up and  his 
h a t  (a so r t  of plastic  ha t ,  you m ig h t  call it, 
once it  had  been  nobby, b u t  ra in  and  c a re 
lessness— well, g ra y  and  a b it  flapping as 
to b r im )  th is  ha t ,  I say, pulled  down way 
down over his eyes. In fac t ,  it a lm ost  hid 
his fine g ra y  eyes and  drooped  on his 
s t r a ig h t  g ra y  nose. K irby  L an cas te r ,  t h e r e ’s 
no d o u b t  a b o u t  it, w as a m igh t-have-been , 
or even, possibly, a  m ig h t  be. The q u ee r  
ha lf -pa llo r  of his face  b lended  w ith  the  in
d is t ingu ishab le  to n e  of  him.

Bad w ea th e r ,  reflec ted  K irby, w as w h a t  
he m ig h t  have  expected , b u t  even a t  th a t ,  
Jo a n  sh o u ld n ’t  be so la te . W hy she, the  
gir l  he had  loved all th ro u g h ,  k in d e rg a r te n  
to college an d  beyond, should still care  
a b o u t  a de re l ic t ' l ik e  h im — a des irab le  g ir l—  
w h a t  w o u ld n ’t  he do fo r  h e r !  So sweet, so

dam ned  unselfish, t ry in g  to m ake  a b e t t e r  
m an of h im — . She w as la te — w ere  those  
old F u r ie s  keep ing  he r  f ro m  m e e t in g  him ? 
I f  it h a d n ’t  been fo r  the  a u n ts  (bless e m !) 
she would have been m a rr ie d  to  him y ea rs  
ago— a square-shoo ter ,  was Joan .

W hy had she prom ised  to m e e t  h im  to
n igh t, an y w ay ?  He h a d n ’t  seen h e r  fo r  a 
m onth , and  now this note , te l l in g  him w here  
to find her.

Well, h e ’d go back  and  see if she w as a t  
the  co rn e r  w here  she said sh e ’d be. The 
w e a th e r  m u s t  have  k ep t  h e r  home, though , 
because  K irby  w aited  a couple of hou rs  
longer  on the  s t ree t-co rn e r ,  an d  no Joan .  
A b o u t  m id n igh t  a n o th e r  r a in y  spell drove 
him hom e— quite  a hom e; the  pa l le t  of 
s t ra w — g a r r e t  stuff, you know — b u t  a shel
te r ,  anyw ay . He c a re fu l ly  rem oved  the  
hat,  t ry in g  to re shape  it— p r e t ty  n ea r ly  im 
possible, fo r  a h a t  like th a t— and  lay down 
to sleep.

M orn ing  b ro u g h t  a dull, p o u r in g  ra in  
and  a devilish headache. B u t  K irby  was 
one of those  never-say-d ie  boys, an d  ju s t  
as he was ta k in g  up his h a t  to s t a r t  b ea t in g  
the  p a v e m e n t  again , his sem i-cheerfu l  
whistle  was rew arded .  A knock a t  the  door—  
“ A m essage fo r  you, s i r ”— Jo a n  of course . 
He opened  it— “ D arling, I cam e la s t  n ig h t  
to run  aw ay  w ith  you— you w e re n ’t  th e re —  
I c a n ’t do it  now, b u t  I ’ll n ev e r  m a rry ,  an d  
— I ’ll a lw ays love you, dear. Y o u r  J o a n .”

The plastic  h a t  tw is ted — its c a re fu l ly  
shaped brim  to re  beyond  all hope of  r e p a i r  
— then  it d ropped , fo rg o t te n ,  on the  dus ty  
floor.

MOON.
I t  w as a b e a u t i fu l  n ig h t— a n ig h t  fo r  

li t t le  w hite  lies, a n igh t  w hen  fa i r ie s  m igh t  
be h id ing  beh ind  shadow y sh ru b b e ry ,  a 
n ig h t  blessed w ith  a moon th a t  m ade  you 
feel l i t t le ,  an d  useless— and  a lm o st  holy. 
The c h a ra c te r s  a r e n ’t  im p o r ta n t— le t  us 
call th em  He and  She.

She looked a t  the  m oon, and  sighed.
“ S om etim es, I th in k  I ’m d iffe ren t  f ro m

o th e r  peop le ,” she said, “ I w a n t  to do so 
m any  th ings  th a t  I c a n ’t . ”

“ Well, d o n ’t  all of u s ? ” H e looked a t  the  
moon, too.

“ Yes, I know — b u t  I fee l  so small. I 
n ev e r  do a n y th in g  th a t  rea l ly  m a t te rs .  I 
could do th ings,  I know  I cou ld .”

He was th o u g h tfu l ,  he an sw ered  slowly. 
“ You a r e  d iffe ren t  so am  I ;  n e i th e r  o f  us
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know  ju s t  w h a t  we w an t.  I h a te  th is  hustle  
here ,  hus t le  there ,  no tim e fo r  doing the  
th ings  you w a n t  to ! ”

She smiled a t  him, a sad smile; he was 
so unders tan d in g .

“ We all do the  same th ing , go to the 
same places, w ea r  the same kind of clothes, 
s ing  the same songs— no one ever does a n y 
th in g  d iffe ren t .”

“ N o,” He answ ered , “ Som etim es I th ink  
life isn ’t so much, a f t e r  all. J u s t  a few  
years , then  w e’ll be f o rg o t te n .”

“ I know — such a short  time. Som etim es 
I th ink  I ’m n o t  a person a t  all. I ’m ju s t  a 
m achine  th a t  ge ts  w ound up while I sleep 
and  ru n s  un til  the  n ex t  n ig h t .”

He lighted  a c igare t te ,  and  puffed before

he answ ered.
“ T h a t ’s all we a r e — machines, and  if we 

s topped ru n n in g ,  ev e ry th in g  would go on 
ju s t  the sam e.”

“ Yes,” She sighed, “ Oh— I ’d like to d o  
th ings ;  so would you. B u t n e i th e r  of us 
will. You know, I th ink  the reason  why 
we like each o the r  is because we th ink  so 
much alike. W e— eh— I d o n ’t know. I
guess w e’re d iffe ren t .”

They both looked a t  the  moon. The moon 
looked back and smiled— a ra th e r  cynical 
smile. F o r  the moon was looking down on 
eight million couples who w ere all looking 
up a t  him— and th in k in g  how “ d iffe ren t” 
they  were.

G. L. S.

PERCY MACKAYE.
P ercy  M acKaye came to the th e a t re  as a 

poet, and  I suppose th a t  it was fo r  this r e a 
son th a t  he was first a t t r a c te d  to pure ly  
l i te ra ry  subjects , such as S a p p h o  a n d  P h a o n ,  
C a n t e r b u r y  P i l g r i m s ,  and J e a n n e  d ’ A r c .  
L a te r  he tu rn e d  to prose, in form , b u t  not 
in mind. His po in t of view, his hand ling  of 
s i tua t ions  and  c h a rac te rs  w ere still of the 
poetic sort. He had b road  social visions; his 
“ ea r  and  h e a r t  have always caugh t the 
b ro ad e r  social s t ra in  of hum an  speech than  
m ere  rea lis tic  m eaning . He ca tches m u r 
m u rs  and  scents  of the  infinite sea .” His 
w ork  has been influenced by a desire to be 
of service. Moses has said, in his book on 
A m e r i c a n  D r a m a t i s t s :  “ To his task, he has 
b ro u g h t  unflagging endeavor, high im ag ina 
tion, o f ten t im es  b eau ty  of lyric expression, 
a seda te  irony, and an apprec ia t ion  of 
deeper  m ean ings  and  motives than  m ere 
su rfaces  m igh t  sugges t .”

P e rh ap s  the S c a r e c r o w  m ight be classed 
as M acK aye’s m ost significant con tr ibu tion  
to the  s tage. This play is a poetic concep- 
conception  of fan ta sy ,  with H a w th o rn e ’s 
F e a t h e r t o p  as a background . He adds sev
eral persons to his play, who a re  no t found  
in F e a t h e r t o p .  F o r  instance, Dickson is 
m ade a rea l person, who plays the very  vital 
role as Lord R av en sb an e ’s tu to r .  Lord 
R avensbane  him self re p re se n ts  the  most 
significant change of cha rac te r .  He be 

comes a m ore heroic, and, a t  the  same time, 
a m ore trag ic  c h a ra c te r ;  and, as MacKaye 
s ta te s  in his p re face , he has sub s t i tu ted  the 
e lem ent of hum an sym pathy  fo r  th a t  of 
H a w th o rn e ’s irony.

There is a ce r ta in  a m o u n t  of realism, 
even in the S c a r e c r o w .  T here  is an a t te m p t  
of the  rep re sen ta t io n  of the  conditions of 
the Colonial Period. The feeling, mood, 
and spirit  of the t im es is qu ite  fu lly  ex
pressed in this “ t rag ed y  of the  ludicious.” 
W h a t  makes the S c a r e c r o w  rise above the 
usual play of its period, however, is the 
em ploym ent of the  fan ta s t ic  as is seen in 
the conception of Lord R avensbane, who 
woos Rachel M erton. W hen he finally sees 
him self in the  m irro r  of t ru th ,  as he rea lly  
is, his soul of a m an is born  w ith in  him and 
all his hopes are  in despera tion . In the  end, 
he flings his pipe aside so as to rid  the wo
man whom he loves of his presence. Rachel 
said of him th a t  he died a man. MacKaye 
himself says of him, “ M odern dism ay begins 
in the th o u g h t  th a t  here  is no t the  ab n o rm 
ality  of an individual, bu t the  ludicrousness 
of the soul in its own n a tu r e .”

MacKaye co ns tan tly  desires to conquer  
new fields. T h is  F i n e  P r e t t y  W o r l d  was a 
resu lt  of his keen in te re s t  in the  K en tucky  
m ounta ins  which he calls “ U n tam ed  A m eri
ca .” This play m igh t  have succeeded b e t 
te r  if M acKaye had no t been so very  fa i th -
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fu l  to  his work, fo r  the  d ia lec tica l lilt  of 
the  m o u n ta in e e r  is a b it  s t r a in in g  to the  u n 
accu s to m ed  car. He holds to  the  opinion 
th a t  the  p io n ee r  has  as m uch  to offer us 
as we have to offer him. W e give him a 
new  civ il iza t ion ;  he gives us an  a n c ien t  
one. Beem  S pra t l in g ,  whom  the  ne ighbors  
call a l ie -sw earer ,  is bes t  described  by his 
own w ords, “ I follies the  oninvisible  and  
the  o n b e h e e rd -o f .” His ch ief  c h a ra c te r is 
tic  is d ream in g ,  com bined  w ith  im a g in a 
tion , fo r  which qu a l i ty  he has vis ited  the  
ja il  sev en teen  times. W hen  the  e ig h teen th  
t r ia l  is over an d  he is d e fea ted ,  he p re fe rs  
to  go to  ja il  w here  he has p len ty  of le isure  
t im e  fo r  d re a m in g  r a t h e r  th a n  to escape 
and  face  the  responsib il i t ies  o f  life.

A  T h o u s a n d  Y e a r s  A g o  is a d e l igh tfu l  
o r ien ta l  ro m a n tic  fa n ta sy .  This, too, was 
a re su l t  o f  the  u rg e  to  e x p e r im e n t  in a n 
o th e r  field of d ram a . The old th eo ry  of the 
pr ince  in disguise  who guesses  the  th ree  
r idd les  and  w ins the  princess  fo r  his wife 
is b u t  the  f ra m e w o rk  of th is  play. The 
su it  of the  P r in ce  of A s t ra k h a n ,  involved 
and  th re a d e d  in and  a b o u t  the  f ra m e w o rk  
by C aponcom ico and  his m o tley  band  of 
vag ab o n d  p laye rs  f ro m  Ita ly ,  is the  rea l 
th em e  of in te re s t .  Caponcom ico has  ex 
pressed  the  idea of the  com edy ve ry  well in 
these  w ords to  P un ch in e l lo :

“ H ere  is China the  w orld  lies a -dream , 
like a th o u san d  y ea rs  ago, and  the  p lace of 
o u r  d ream s  is e t e rn a l .”

S a p p h o  a n d  P h a o n  is w r i t te n  w ith  a p ro 
logue d ea ling  w ith  a m odern  excava tion  a t  
H e rc u la n e u m , and  an induc tion  which 
shows H orace  and  Virgil as w itnesses  of the  
play. T hough  th is  seem s en t i re ly  fo re ign  
to  the  t r a g e d y  p roper ,  it  is ve ry  in te re s t in g  
to read . On the  s tage , how ever,  I am 
r a th e r  inclined to believe th a t  it would  no t 
“ t a k e ” so well. I t  seem s to me th a t  the  
t r a g e d y  would  be sufficient in i tse lf  and  
p e rh ap s  m ore  popu lar .  The t r a g e d y  tells of 
the  conflict b e tw een  Sappho and  Thalassa  
fo r  the  love o f  P haon ,  and  the  whole play 
builds up to the  c lim ax— S a p p h o ’s ru in .  In 
m an y  ways, especially  in its conception , 
does th is  live up to the  G reek  spirit .  I t  is 
the  love fo r  a  s lave which ends in d isas te r

fo r  Phaon  and  se lf-des truc tion  fo r  Sappho. 
All fa i th  has been lost in S ap p h o ’s golden 
b ra c e le t ;  Phaon  slays his son, m is tak en ed  
fo r  his en em y ; Tha lassa  b r ings  he r  baby, 
dead, to the  a l t a r ;  all th is— and  no e x p la n 
a t io n !  N ot even fo r  the  g re a t  dense cloud 
of fog  sw eeping  over the  whole place! n o th 
ing  b u t  the  a n g e r  of the  gods. This m ay  be 
inconceivable  to some people and  a list r e 
m ote, b u t  it simplifies the  ac tion  of the 
play.

In G e t t y s b u r g ,  a ve ry  d ram a tic  figure is 
seen. An old soldier w ith  palsied  legs walks 
again  a t  the  sound of m a r t ia l  music on 
M em orial Day. I t  s t ru ck  me as odd, how 
ever, to have the old soldier speak  in b lank  
verse.

S a m  A v e r a g e  has a m uch  la rg e r  th e m e ;  
one cu t down m uch less easily, b u t  m uch  
less ad ap ted  to the  s tage, it  seems to me. 
M acK aye’s conception  in th is  play, it is very  
evident, was m uch  b e t te r  th an  the  e x ecu 
tion, the  conception  is rea l ly  too la rge  and  
a b s t r a c t  to be encom passed  in a one-act 
play. In a scene d u r in g  the  w a r  of 1812, 
w here two soldiers  w ere  p re p a r in g  to de
sert ,  in comes Sam A verage , a muffled 
figure, r e p re se n t in g  the  av e rag e  A m erican , 
who gives his best unflinchingly  to his c o u n 
t ry  w ith o u t  ou tw ard  show or expression, 
bu t  m ere  indom itab le  pers is tence .

M acK aye’s field seems to be n o t  the  p ro 
duction of one-act plays, b u t  o f  longer  
plays. I t  seems to be ha rd  e i th e r  fo r  him  
to com press his w ork  sufficiently or  to 
choose a su b jec t  which is l im ited  enough  to 
be easily compressed. M acK aye has a lw ays 
looked upon the  th e a t r e  as a la rge  c rea t ion , 
the  syn thesis  of all a r t s ;  d ram a  m u s t  fit 
into its ideals. He has h im se lf  s ta te d  th a t  
“ to all of his ac tiv ities , which have involved 
plays, poems, com m unal d ram as , operas , es
says, lec tures ,  t rave ling ,  o rgan iz ing , d i re c t 
ing, etc., var ied  th o u g h  th ey  have been, 
my own ap p roach  has been p r im ar i ly  th a t  
of a poe t  (in its a n c ie n t  sense of m a k e r  or 
b u i ld e r ) ,  seek ing  m an ifo ld  y e t  ex ac t  fo rm s  
of techn ique  fo r  the  expression  o f  the  
p o e t ’s individual vision in its re la t io n  to 
h u m an  soc ie ty .”

M yrtle  Paine .
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THE NIGHT.
The s tars  were yellow roses strewn across 

the m adonna blue of the sky. I t  was a 
n ight fo r  adventure , fo r  lovers and for  
love. But what good was all th a t  to me, 
s it t ing  in a hot room mending stockings? 
The travelling  had been worse than  usual 
th a t  day, fo r  all I ta ly  well, at least half  of 
I ta ly  was packed into our tra in ,  making the 
air  redolen t of wine, of garlic, and of hot 
bodies. In fac t  the whole tr ip  from  begin
ning to end had been one of the instances 
of travel th a t  you hope you will sometime 
fo rge t bu t don’t expect to. That terrib le  
m an— it gave me gooseflesh every time I 
thought of him chasing me down the p la t
form  ! I have always prided myself on hav
ing a sense of humor, bu t even now I 
couldn’t find any th ing  to laugh over when 
I thought of the feel of his thick fingers 
on my bare arm. He accused me of not 
paying my bill, and when I insisted th a t  I 
had, he grew ang ry— his face was blotched 
— the veins on his forehead stood out like 
cords.— Well, there  was no need of getting  
worked up over some choleric Ita lian  two 
hundred  miles away.

I stuck the needle into my finger and the 
sight of the globule of blood th a t  oozed 
out made me so angry  I th rew  down my 
m ending and began to get ready fo r  bed. 
“ Really,” I chided myself, “ there  was no 
occasion for  becoming so worked up tha t  
I lost my tem per .” The heat was making 
me jum py— a good n ig h t’s sleep would do 
me good.

Long a f te r  I had pu t out the light and 
squirmed under the canopy of mosquito 
netting , I lay awake listening to the crack
ing of whips and all the other sounds th a t  
were Florence a t  night. As the city g rad 
ually grew  quieter  and a cool wind sprung 
up from the hills, I dropped off to sleep, my 
mind a whirl of all the things I was going 
to do in the morning.

I must have slept very soundly, fo r  I did 
not awake until the cold point touched my 
throat.  W hy I did not scream I never 
could make out. I lay there  quietly look
ing into his eyes— I even noticed th a t  they 
were brown and except fo r  the reddened 
rims not bad-looking. I t  m ust have been 
my quietness th a t  de te rred  him! I am sure

th a t  had I made the t in iest  movement, I 
would not be telling this now.

At any ra te  he stuck the dagger back 
into its sheath and drew a handkerch ief  
from  his pocket m aking a clumsy gag with 
it. I wished it m ight have been a little 
cleaner, bu t decided there  was no use in 
being finicky about trifles. When I saw th a t  
he was evidently p lanning to pick me up 
bodily out of bed, I reg re t ted  th a t  I had pu t 
on th a t  commonplace pair  of black and 
white check pajamas, fo r  certa in ly  the oc
casion called fo r  something much more 
romantic.

In tu ition  told me th a t  I would come out 
cf  this affair decidedly b e t te r  if I could 
manage to stifle th a t  ever-increasing de
sire to cry out, th rash  around  or make a 
nuisance of myself generally. The man 
had some difficulty in ge tt ing  th rough  the 
window with me in his arms, bu t he m an 
aged it somehow and the nex t  th ing  I knew 
we were making our way cautiously down 
a ladder th a t  was placed in an u ncom for t
ably vertical position against the side of 
the building. As soon as we neared  the 
ground, ano ther  pair of arm s reached up 
and took me, someone th rew  a cloak over 
my face, and the nex t  th ing  I realized a 
whip cracked over my head, and I could 
hear the scrunch of wheels over the stones.
I was really uncom fortab le  now, fo r  the 
night was still ho t and I was suffocating 
under the coat.

On a guess I would say th a t  we rode thus 
for  some fifteen or tw en ty  minutes, a t  
which time our pace slowed considerably. 
All my resolutions about keeping calm n e a r 
ly w ent by the board, fo r  I began to be 
thoroughly fr igh tened  a t  all the horrible 
things my im agination was conjuring  up. 
Would there  be any chance of the girls 
missing me in time to send help? There 
was little hope in th a t  though t because, 
muffled though I was, I knew th a t  it was 
still dark, and so unless som ething u n fo re 
seen happened, it would be hours yet before 
I could reasonably  expect them even to 
wake up— to say noth ing  of missing me.

Ju s t  a t  this point in my thought, the car
riage came to an a b ru p t  and jo lt ing  stop. 
The person by my side jum ped  out and I
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w as h an d ed  over to  him. He picked me up 
as easily  as th o u g h  I w ere  a child and  began  
h a l f  r u n n in g  an d  h a l f  w alk ing , g row ing  
care less  as he w en t  on, fo r  the  jo l t in g  m ove
m e n t  caused  a c o rn e r  of the  cloak to slip 
aside in such a w ay  th a t  I w as enab led  to 
see o u t  a bit. W e w ere  in a fo rm a l  g a r 
den, sk i r t in g  a long  p as t  a ro w  of dusky  
cypresses , b e tw een  which I had  a glimpse 
of  a low stucco villa. C e r ta in ly  th is  could 
n o t  be long  to th a t  g re a sy  a b d u c to r ;  and  
y e t  it was c e r ta in  th a t  it w as he who was 
c a r ry in g  me aw ay — who else?

The m an  s topped  to sit  down on a stone  
bench  an d  then  the  u n e x p e c te d  happened , 
fo r  in s tead  of b e a t in g  me, kil l ing  me, or 
in some o th e r  w ay  v e n t in g  his rage ,  he held 
m s s t ra in e d  a g a in s t  him  and  m u rm u re d  
“ M aria , M ar ia ,” fo llow ed by  a flood of 
I ta l ian  th a t  m ost  decidedly  w as n o t  angry . 
Even  if I am an u n a t ta c h e d  lady  of u n c e r 
ta in  years ,  I w as n o t  so u t te r ly  dum b th a t  
I did n o t  recogn ize  w h a t  th a t  tone  of voice 
m ean t .  I have n o t  gone to the  m ovies every  
w eek  fo r  th re e  y ea rs  to no avail. W ith  a 
m ore  im passioned  “ M a r ia ” th an  be fo re ,  the  
g e n t le m a n  drew  the  covering  aw ay  fro m  my 
face , b en d in g  down as he did so to kiss me. 
I have a lw ays w ished th a t  he had  go t 
a ro u n d  to  do th a t  a b o u t  a h a l f  h o u r  b e fo re

when it  was still dark . He looked a t  me 
as though  I w ere  the  ghos t  of his a n c e s 
to r ,  and  then  he sa t  me down so m ew ha t 
firmly b u t  very  po lite ly  on the  bench  b e 
side him. Well, I have seen fo lks e m b a r r a s 
sed be fo re ,  b u t  I have n ev e r  seen an y o n e  
suffer as acu te ly  as th a t  h an d so m e  y o u n g  
m an  did. He first apologized  in I ta l ian ,  
then  in Spanish , then  in G erm an  bo th  h igh  
an d  low, and  seeing  th a t  I still did n o t  
know  w h a t  he was ta lk in g  abou t,  he t r ie d  
N orw egian , Dutch, and  finally English . F ro m  
the  last I was able to g a th e r  th a t  he had  
m ade  a te r r ib le  and  u n fo rg iv ab le  m is take .

W h a t  h appened  is too long  a s to ry  to tell  
here. I told him no t to g e t  so excited , b u t  
to hus t le  a long  and  g e t  me back  to the  hotel 
be fo re  it was b r ig h t  day ligh t. I m ost  a s 
su red ly  did no t  w a n t  to be seen w a lk ing  in 
in the  middle of the  m o rn in g  in those  b lack 
and  white  checked pa jam as ,  and  m y h a ir  
done up on curl papers ,  fo r  I w as a f r a id  if 
th a t  should happen  the  p a re n ts  o f  the  selec t 
g roup  of g irls  th a t  I w as c h a p e ro n in g  m ig h t  
ques tion  m y fitness fo r  the  position.

As we rode  back  the  s ta rs  w ere  pale  y e l
low roses s trew n  across  the  so f t  blue of  the  
sky. I t  had been a n igh t  fo r  a d v e n tu re ,  fo r  
lovers, and  fo r  love.

E. Rogers.

THOSE WHO HAVE LOST
The a ir  w as g re y  in room  17. I t  smelled 

of  old flesh an d  old books. Miss W ethe re l l  
w as p u t t in g  on h e r  olive g reen  dress. She 
no ticed  th a t  the  w a r t  on h e r  neck  looked 
blue in the  m o rn in g  light. I t  pee red  ou t 
above the  lace vestee  like a ba le fu l  eye.

I t  w as seven -tw en ty .  A t  seven -tw en ty -  
f e u r  h e r  shoes would  be laced an d  tied. A t 
seven - tw en ty -n in e  she would be p u t t in g  the 
las t  pin in to  h e r  th in  w hite  hair ,  which a t  
th is  h o u r  of the  m o rn in g  a lw ays  looked a 
li t t le  yellow, as th o u g h  it had begun  to ru s t  
over n igh t. T h ir ty  seconds a f t e r  the  las t  
pin w as in she w ould  leave room  17 and  
s t a r t  down the  re d -c a rp e te d  hall. The sec
ond b re a k fa s t  bell r a n g  a t  seven -th ir ty .

E x a c t ly  on the  second Miss W eth e re l l  
w en t  o u t  of room  17 an d  closed the  door

behind her. C a t ’s Alley was d ese r ted  a t  
th is  ho u r  of the  m orn ing . C a t ’s A lley? 
She had o f ten  w o n d ered  if she, in room  17 
a t  the  end of the  hall, w as the  cat.  I t  was 
ev iden t  th a t  th e re  was ac t iv i ty  beh ind  the  
closed doors a long  bo th  sides fo r  she h e a rd  
voices.

“ Phoebe, have you seen m y black  sh o e s? ” 
“ Who bo rrow ed  m y blue s w e a te r ? ”
“ Will you please pass me the  nail f i le?” 
Miss W eth e re l l  s trode  on, the  pane ls  of 

the  olive g reen  sk ir t  b il low ing beh ind  her. 
A w aitress ,  kn o ck e r  in hand , s tood  b e fo re  
the  g re a t  Chinese d in n e r  g o n g  in the  low er  
hall. Miss W eth e re l l  nodded  c u r t ly  to  h e r  
and  w en t  on down a n o th e r  long  hall in to  
the  sun-flooded d in ing  room . As she took  
h e r  place a t  the  head  of one of the  long
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tab les  the  gong  boom ed fo r th .  A t  the  same 
tim e the  dean, looking like a p lum p li ttle  
pigeon, in a dress of some so f t  g rey  m a te r 
ial, came into the  room.

“ G ood-m orning, m y dear. I hope you 
re s ted  well.”

“ V ery  well, th a n k  y o u ,” Miss W ethere l l  
answ ered .

A t  th a t  m om en t the horde came, tu m 
bling down the  s ta irs  like w a te r  over a dam. 
Some w ere  p inn ing  up th e ir  hair ,  o thers  
w ere re -ad ju s t in g  th e ir  dresses, s t r a ig h te n 
ing th e ir  s tockings. As eleven of them  
sep a ra ted  them selves f rom  the re s t  and 
g a th e red  a ro u n d  Miss W ethere lTs tab le  she 
nodded to them.

“ Good-morning, Miss W eth e re l l ,” the 
w ord w sn t  around .

T heir  voices sounded  sleepy, as they  
sang  grace. “ T h a t  we m ay fe a s t  w ith  thee 
in P a ra d ise .” Miss W ethere ll  w ondered  
ju s t  how m uch m ore  than  a w arm  bed P a r a 
dise m ean t  to m ost of them  ju s t  then. She 
ladled out oa tm eal  and  cornflakes, th ree  
spoonfu ls  to the  dish. She in s tru c ted  the 
girl a t  the foo t of the  tab le  to pu t  a q u a r 
te r  of a cup of milk, no m ore and  no less 
into h e r  cup of coffee.

“ B arba ra ,  w hat  word of fo u r  le t te rs  
m eans  the same as fish?” she suddenly  
asked the girl on he r  left.

“ W hy— I— I ’m a f ra id  I d o n ’t  know .”
“ Of course  you do n ’t. No one would 

know who was t ry in g  as ha rd  as you are  
to go to s leep .”

She le f t  them  alone a f t e r  th a t  and  when 
she had finished he r  coffee she excused h e r 
self  and w en t upsta irs .  The eleven stood 
un til  she had gone.

Miss W ethere l l  w en t back to room 17. 
She m ade and  closed up the  fo ld ing  bed, 
then  set he rse lf  to q u a r te r in g  a pile of 
pap e r  napkins. She never  used h a n d k e r 
chiefs— a m ere  waste  of m oney she always 
asserted .

A t e igh t- th ir ty  she opened the door into 
her  classroom. Someone m ust have been 
th e re  the even ing  before ,  because the long 
g rey  benches b e fo re  the  desk w ere  slightly 
ou t of line. She p u t  the p ap er  napkins on a 
c o rn e r  of the  desk, s t ra ig h ten ed  the benches 
and  opened one of the  w indows ever so

little. Outside a fo rsy th ia  bush gleam ed 
like sun-lit  honey. F ro m  the  chapel came 
the  sound of voices singing, “ L e t  heaven 
and  n a tu re  s ing .”

Miss W ethere l l  hum m ed sof t ly  to he rse lf  
as she w en t  to look a t  the  a ss ignm en t book.

“ Hum, oh yes, M ilne’s essay ‘A W ord  fo r  
A u tu m n .’ Quite ap p ro p r ia te  too, fo r  a 
sp r ing  m orn ing  when spir i ts  a re  a p t  to soar 
too high fo r  efficiency. Ta- da-da -da .” 

T here  was the  bell. Miss W ethere l l  took  
her  place a t  the  desk, h e r  a t te n d a n c e  book 
open befo re  her, pencil poised above it. 
F o u r  girls came in. Girls n ev er  came to 
Miss W eth e re l l ’s class singly.

“ Miss B a u m g a r t? ” “ P re se n t .”
“ Miss P lu m m e r? ” “ P re s e n t .”
“ Miss C u r t i s ? ” “ P re s e n t .”
“ Miss P ry o r?  Does anyone  know  where  

Miss P ry o r  i s? ”
No one did.
“ Miss F o ss?” “ P re s e n t .”
The a t ten d an ce  book was closed. The 

door opened slowly and  a n o th e r  girl came 
in.

“ Miss P ryor ,  you are  late. You will give 
me your  excuse a f t e r  class. Today we are  
to discuss the  essay ‘A W ord fo r  A u tu m n .’ 
P lease open you r  books to page 173. Miss 
Foss, w hat is the  them e of the  e ssay ?” 

“ A u tum n  is the  them e of the  essay .” 
“ H alf  a loaf is b e t te r  th an  none. Can 

you give us the re s t  of it, Miss P ry o r?  W h a t  
would you give as the  th e m e ? ”

“ I th ink  celery is the  th em e .”
“ Miss P ryor,  th a t  is n o t  a though t.  T h a t  

is a random  surmise. W ould  you like to 
guess, Miss B a u m g a r t? ”

“ I t  seems th a t  celery  as a sign of au tu m n  
is the  th em e .”

“ Good, Miss B aum gart ,  so it seems to 
anyone who stops to th ink. In these essays 
it is im p o r ta n t  to u n d e rs ta n d  the  m ech an 
ical fea tu re s ,  b u t  it is im p o r ta n t  also to 
apply  the tho u g h ts  fou n d  the re in  to life. 
Miss P lum m er, w ha t  do you th ink  of this 
s ta tem en t ,  ‘I see quite  c learly  th a t  all good 
th ings m ust come to an end .’ Do you 
a g r e e ? ”

Miss P lum m er, perched  like a b ird  on the  
edge of the  old g rey  se ttee ,  smiled. She 
had a m outh  th a t  seemed m ade fo r  la u g h te r
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a n d  kisses.
“ Yes, I do. N o th in g  can la s t  ve ry  long, 

b u t  it  re a l ly  d o e sn ’t  m a t t e r  if one good 
t im e  does end, as long  as th e re  is a n o th e r  
j u s t  a h e a d .”

“ B u t  if th e re  sh o u ld n ’t  b e ? ”
“ Oh, b u t  th e re  a lw ays  will be. T h a t ’s 

w h a t  life  is f o r . ”
Miss W e th e re l l  looked a t  the  e ag e r  y oung  

face. I t  was useless to  t r y  an d  p re p a re  
them . W hy  did she go on t ry in g ?  The 
loneliness  when it cam e would find them  u n 
p re p a re d ,  u n p ro tec ted .

“ I ’d like to  ask  you th a t  sam e question  
tw enty-five  y ea rs  f ro m  now, Miss P lum m er .  
By th a t  t im e, I w a r r a n t ,  you will even be 
reconc iled  to  the  s tu p id i ty  of G eorge A u 
g u s tu s .”

G eorge  A u g u s tu s ,  to Miss W ethe re l l ,  
s tood  fo r  the  m ale  h a lf  o f  hu m an ity .  I t  
w as one of h e r  l i t t le  jokes. She w en t  back 
to the  m echan ics  of the  essay. T hey  m igh t  
le a rn  those.

A t  the  first w h ir  of the  bell th e y  w ere  
o u t  of the  room . Miss W e th e re l l  s t r a ig h t 
ened  the  benches, closed the  w indow  and  
w e n t  back  to  room  17. F o r  fo r ty  m in u te s  
she m en d ed  s tockings. As soon as she had 
finished one p a ir  she ro l led  i t  up  an d  p u t  
i t  in th e  b u re a u  draw . N ow  an d  aga in  she 
g lan ced  a t  a she lf  n e a r  the  bed. Once she 
g o t  up  to  q u ie t  the  noise outside. She 
fo u n d  Miss P lu m m e r  c logg ing  b e fo re  h e r  
e n th u s ia s t ic  room m ates .

“ This d is tu rb a n c e  m u s t  be s topped  a t  
once. Miss P lu m m e r  you will go to  y o u r  
room  an d  re m a in  th e re  un ti l  lunch. I f  I 
h e a r  a n y  m ore  noise I shall be obliged to 
r e p o r t  you to  the  d e a n .”

The door  of room  17 closed qu ie tly ,  b u t  
firmly. W hen  the  m e n d in g  w as done Miss 
W e th e re l l  p u t  aw ay  the  d a rn in g  floss and  
needle ,  g a th e re d  up h e r  books and  w e n t  
back  to the  c lassroom .

This t im e  th e re  w ere  seven g ir ls  in the 
class. T hey  filed in solem nly.

“ T o d ay  th e re  is to be an  exam in a t io n ,  as 
you know. I w a n t  to  re m in d  you of a few  
im p o r ta n t  details .  K eep  a m arg in  of  an 
inch an d  a h a lf  to  the  le f t  o f  the  paper .  
Fill  o u t  each  line a t  th e  r igh t .  P u t  y o u r  
nam e  an d  the  d a te  in th e  u p p e r  r ig h t  hand

corner .  N u m b e r  each question . P u t  the  
n u m b e r  to the  le f t  of the  m arg in  l ine— to 
the  r ig h t  of the  m arg in  line p u t  a period 
and  a q u a r te r  inch dash a f t e r  each nu m b er .  
Now we a re  r e a d y  to  begin. Miss D ixm ont,  
I shall have to ask you to s top chew ing  the  
end of y o u r  penc il .”

She w hote  the  question  p a in s tak in g ly  on 
the board  and  then  w e n t  back  to  h e r  desk. 
She busied he rse lf  m ak in g  ou t  he r  n e x t  
d a y ’s ass ignm ents .  W hen the  bell r a n g  she 
g a th e re d  up the  papers ,  p u t  a ru b b e r  band  
a ro u n d  them , and  p u t  th em  in the  d raw er .  
As soon as the  class had gone she took  th em  
ou t and  co rrec ted  them . This occupied h e r  
un til  lunch  time. She w ondered  how it was 
possible fo r  seven g irls  to m ake so m an y  
m istakes. The lines be tw een  h e r  eyebrow s 
deepened  as she worked. The th o u g h ts  of 
th a t  shelf  in room  17 flashed into h e r  m ind.

Lunch was much the same as b re a k fa s t .  
A f te r  one or two a t te m p ts  a t  conversa t ion  
she let the  g irls  discuss th e i r  p lans fo r  the  
week-end. I t  seem ed th a t  severa l of them  
w ere  go ing  to the  Yale p rom  and  c lo thes 
was the  topic. She sa t  stiffly a t  the  head  of 
the table , g iv ing  b r ie f  o rde rs  to the  w a itre ss  
and  chew ing  h e r  food m ethodically .

A li t t le  a f t e r  lunch the  dean  cam e to her, 
w r in g in g  he r  helpless li t t le  hands.

“ W o n ’t  you please go and  ta lk  to V ir 
g in ia  L y m b u rn e r .  W e a re  sen d in g  h e r  
home fo r  sm oking  and  the  child is h y s te r i 
cal. I th o u g h t  th a t  if— ”

“ I will see w h a t  I can do .” Miss W e th 
erell did n o t  s top  to ta lk  to the  dean , b u t  
s ta r te d  off on h e r  mission.

She knocked  on the  door of room  37 and  
then  w en t  in w ith o u t  w a i t in g  fo r  an  answ er.  
V irg in ia  was s i t t in g  on the  edge of  the bed. 
An em pty  t r u n k  stood in the  m iddle  of  the  
floor.

“ I ’m so rry  to h e a r  w h a t  has  h ap p en ed  
V irg in ia ,  b u t  the  h a rm  is done and  as it  is 
nea r ly  t ra in  tim e, you had  best be p a c k in g .” 

“ I ’m no t go ing  to pack. I w o n ’t  go home. 
I will kill m yse lf  f irs t .”

Miss W eth e re l l  w alked  over to the  w in 
dow and  th re w  it up. She pee red  down 
in to  the  paved  c o u r ty a rd  below.

“ V ery  well, if  you have m ade  up y o u r  
m ind. I ’ll g ive you j u s t  five m in u te s  to
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jum p out of this window. If  you are  still 
here a t  the end of th a t  time I will th row  
you ou t .”

Virginia looked a t  her, eyes wide with 
astonishment. Slowly her  look changed to 
one of fear.

“ No, don ’t, I d idn’t  mean it. I don’t 
w an t— ” She th rew  herself  face down on 
the bed and sobbed.

“ There, there , child, don’t cry. Come 
and g a the r  up your things. One mistake 
isn’t the end of the world and ju s t  now 
home is the best place fo r  you .”

She pu t out an awkward hand and p a t 
ted the g ir l’s shoulder. The sobs lessened 
and finally stopped. Virginia got up and 
began to pack.

“ I ’ll tell the dean th a t  you will be ready  
to leave on the 3.18 t r a in ,” Miss W ethereli 
said and w ent away.

E very  a f te rnoon  a t  fou r  Miss W ethereli 
took tea  with the dean. Ju s t  as the pink 
and white china clock on the mantle  piece 
in the dean ’s parlor  struck four, she 
knocked a t the door. The dean,in  a blue and 
gold m andarin  coat th a t  her g ran d fa th e r  
had brought her years before from  China, 
was by the tea table. She had curled the 
grey-brown locks about her face and pu t a 
dab of rouge on each cheek. She tipped her 
head back to see th rough  her glasses which 
had slipped down on her nose and a t  the 
same time she smiled a t  Miss Wethereli.

“ You poor dear, you look tired. Come 
in and sit down. Two lumps of sugar and 
a thick slice of lemon. Here you are, my 
dea r .”

Miss W ethereli took a s tra igh t  back chair 
and waited fo r  the tea  to cool. She never 
sipped tea. The dean continued,

“ W hat a beautifu l day this has been, my 
dear. The forsy th ia— I never saw it so 
lovely.”

“ Lovely, yes, but a week from  today it 
will be as bedraggled as a hen th a t  has been 
caught out in the ra in .”

“ Now, M ary dear, don ’t be pessimistic. 
There are  so many splendid things in l ife .”

“ That isn’t pessimism. That is merely 
fac ing  facts. I sn ’t  it  s trange how loathe 
most people are to do th a t?  We were dis
cussing M ilne’s essay today and I called the

a tten tion  of the class to his s ta tem ent,  
‘That all good th ings m ust come to an end .’ 
They pre tend  to know it, poor children, but 
they haven’t lived long enough ye t to r ea l
ize it. Sometimes I th ink  you are a little 
like a child yourse lf  in th a t  respect, Elsie .” 

“ Then, my dear, I hope I never grow 
up .”

“ Curious, isn’t it, th a t  only good things 
end so quickly. I t  almost seems th a t  God 
must be ge tt ing  a little fo rg e tfu l  when he 
lets b i t te r  things d rag  themselves out so 
in term inab ly .”

“ Mary, there  is som ething w rong with 
you. I knew when you came in th a t  you 
w eren ’t feeling well. Let me ge t my smell
ing salts .”

“ Please don’t. T ha t was only an expres
sion of my warped outlook on life. You 
should be accustomed to it  by now.” Miss 
W ethereli laughed. “ I th ink  th a t  if you 
will excuse me I will go and lie down fo r  
a few minutes before  d inner .”

Miss P o t te r  fluttered around  her like a 
f r igh tened  hen, bu t she hurried  away. Miss 
W ethereli hated fluttering. Back in room 
17, she did not lie down, bu t  finished cor
rec ting  some papers. When they were done 
she sorted them in n ea t  piles on the table. 
She marched down to d inner like an old 
general, the panels of the olive-green skirt 
billowing behind her.

She served soup with a steady hand and 
confounded the eleven girls with questions 
on topics of the day. She found  a strange 
pleasure in w atching them try ing  to avoid 
her glances.

When dinner was over she hurried  back 
to her room. I t  was a kind of h u rry  th a t  
hinted a t  anticipation. Once the door was 
closed she took down a well worn book and 
settled herself  in a rocking chair. The book 
was “ Pickwick P ap ers .” I t  seemed to 
amuse her, because the lines between her 
eyebrows disappeared and she chuckled to 
herself  several times.

At ten o’clock she p u t  the book away. 
One by one she took the pins from  her  thin 
white hair  and bu ttoned  a flannel n igh t
gown up over the w ar t  on her  neck. She 
opened the window ever so little, took the 
bed down from  the wall and crep t into it.
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I t  w as d a rk  an d  still in room  17.
T he flesh and  blood Miss W eth e re l l  lay 

ve ry  q u ie t ly  on the  bed, b u t  h e r  p a s t  slip
ped f ro m  h e r  an d  fell to  the  floor like a 
g re y  ball of y a rn .  The n ig h t  w ind, heavy  
w ith  the  b re a th  of  spring , c re p t  in to  room  
17 an d  p layed  w ith  the  g rey  ball. Slowly 
it unw ound .  G rey  s t ran d s ,  miles of them , 
lay  all a b o u t  the  ro o m — th e y  w ere  heaped  
a ro u n d  the  bed like sullen clouds. The ball 
w as g e t t in g  sm aller.  T h e re  n e a r  the  cen 
t e r  the  g re y  b lended  in to  black, which in 
t u r n  becam e a s t r a n d  of c r im son  shot w ith  
gold. I t  b u rn e d  like a flame in the  sea of 
g rey .

Room 17 had  becom e the  b an k  of a r iv e r  
on a  n ig h t  in May. F o rsy th ia  was in bloom 
and  the  e a r th  smelled of f resh , g reen ,  liv
ing  th ings. M ary  and  J a c k  w ere  ta lk ing .

“ I th in k  we will have a d e se r t  is land fo r  
v aca t io n s— a v e ry  special is land w ith  a 
w hite  beach  and  palm  t re e s  and  a sp r ing  of

cool, c lear  w a te r .”
“~Yes, an d  I ’ll have  shelves an d  shelves 

of aba lone  and  m o th e r-o f-p ea r l  p la tes . W e 
m igh t  have ra in b o w  fish fo r  lu n c h .”

“ Yes, and  s tr iped  fish fo r  b r e a k f a s t  and  
spo tted  ones fo r  d inner.  I f  you a re  v e ry  
good I will help you w ash the  p ea r l  p la te s .” 

“ Of course  the  is lands will be only  fo r  
v a ca t io n s .”

“ Of course, m ost of the  t im e  we will 
w o rk .”

“ T o g e th e r ,” she said softly .
“ A lw ays— to g e th e r .”
The n igh t  w ind w as s t i r r in g  the  sea of 

grey. W hen a t  las t  Miss W e th e re l l ’s 
b r e a th in g  had becom e re g u la r  an d  deep, it  
rew o u n d  the  ball o f  g re y  over its  h e a r t  of 
crim son and  gold, and  laid it  by  h e r  side 
th a t  it  m ig h t  be re a d y  fo r  h e r  to tak e  up 
again  when n e x t  the  dim m o rn in g  ligh t 
c rep t  in to  room  17.

ON FAIRY TALES.
F a i ry  ta le s  m ay  be de l ig h tfu l  th ings  and  

serve  a good purpose . L a te ly  I have  come 
to believe th a t  th ey  m ay  be also insid ious
ly h a rm fu l .  W e do n o t  rea lize  it, b u t  the  
good old f a i ry  ta le  p lays an  im p o r ta n t  p a r t  
in shap in g  the  philosophy of the  lives of 
m ost  of us. I t  does it u n o b trus ive ly ,  b e 
cause  we do n o t  choose o u r  philosophy 
consciously, if it  is a t r u e  philosophy and 
n o t  an affected  a t t i tu d e .  T h e re fo re  we do 
n o t  ana lyze  it and  d iscover its rea l  harm .

A f t e r  all, life  is seldom like f a i ry  tales. 
I t  seem s to  me th ey  m u s t  have  been a 
m ean s  of escape by which the  ov e r- im ag in a 
tive a u th o rs  t r a n s p o r te d  them selves  f ro m  
th e i r  own u n p leas in g  en v iro n m e n t  into a 
world  of  p u re  fancy ,  w here  all th e i r  d ream s 
an d  th w a r te d  am b it io n s  could a t  leas t  come 
t ru e .  A nd  th ey  did i t  so com ple te ly  and  so 
conv inc ing ly  th a t  we have been  t r icked  into 
hopeless idealism.

Idealism . I t  is a  b e a u t i fu l  an d  a neces
sa ry  th ing , b u t  in o rd e r  to a p p ro x im a te  our  
ideals  we m u s t  live in th is  ve ry  rea l  world  
w ith  o u r  eyes open. No f a i ry  g o d m o th e r  
is go in g  to open the  w ay  fo r  us, or erase

ou r  b lu n d ers  in the  tw ink ling  of an eye. 
No ench an ted  spell is go ing  to p u t  us in to  
a sleep f ro m  which we will aw ake  to find all 
our  d ream s rea lity .  All th is  is fa llacy.

“ B u t ,” you say, “ o f ten  people rea lize  
fam e  and  fo r tu n e  o v e r -n ig h t!”

Who does n o t  live in th a t  hope?  I t  is 
d isil lusioning b u t  t rue ,  to lea rn  th a t  those 
sam e lucky indiv iduals  have to w ork  in one 
way or a n o th e r  to keep these g ra tu i t ie s  of 
F a te .  A nd “ w o rk ” is a w ord  th a t  is n o t  
s tressed  in fa i ry  tales. I t  is a sad m om en t,  
when a t  last  we accep t  it as a v ita l and  
m uch m ore  obvious f a c to r  in o u r  lives th an  
the  services of good fa ir ie s  and  the  u n a l 
loyed happy  end ings!

W hen we observe a ro m an ce  in which the  
p a r t ic ip a n ts  have ac tu a l ly  “ lived happ ily  
ever  a f t e r , ” we m ay  fee l called upon  to say 
th a t  it re s to re s  ou r  f a i th  in h u m an  n a tu re .  
We do no t  rea lize  t h a t  such success m ay  
cost conscious effort, and  ou r  r e m a rk  is u n 
happ ily  u n tru e .  Such an affa ir  r e s to re s  ou r  
fa i th  in f a i ry  ta les, n o t  in m an. W hen  
som eone “ g e ts  a b r e a k ” we envy  him m uch 
m ore  w ho leh ea r ted ly  th a n  we would  have
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la b o red  to  qu a l i fy  fo r  such an o p p o r tu n i ty .  
T he  fa i r ie s  w e r e n ’t  on h an d  to  wish him 
well a t  h is  b i r th ;  o r  la te r ,  to lay  the  coveted  
g i f t  a t  his fee t .  I f  th ey  had  a n y  p a r t  in 
the  affair ,  it  w as to  give him te n a c i ty  and  
a vision all a lo n g  the  way.

I f  we a t t r ib u te  ou r  successes to ourselves,

we m u s t  ta k e  the  respon s ib i l i ty  fo r  o u r  f a i l 
u res, too, an d  y e t  we m ay  be a t  f a u l t  in 
e v a lu a t in g  the  fa irn ess  of the  f a i r y  ta le .  
For .  a f t e r  all, we find th a t  the  b e a u t i fu l  
m aidens  spun industr ious ly ,  an d  th e  g a l la n t  
p r inces  k e p t  th e i r  a rm o r  a lw ays  sh in ing!

Vivian  Russell.

(Cam eo by E le a n o r  Rogers, rece ived  the  
M ary  Lowe C arv e r  p rize  fo r  1931)

C A M E O .
(As told by the  lady  in the  Cam eo.)

No w a te r  flows b e n e a th  the  bridge,
The windless  a i r  is so f t ly  still.

T h ere  is no c reak  o f c ry in g  hinge,
No noise, no s t i r  w ith in  the  mill.

A ll’s s i len t  in the  d is ta n t  tow n,
N o r  s tep  no r  voice is ever  h e a rd —  

A cross  the  hushed  a n d  flushing sky 
No dusky  w ing  of h om ing  bird.

Upon the  w alk  w ith  poised foo t

I s tan d  th ro u g h o u t  the  y e a r s—
Some call it all fu t i l i ty —

And y e t— my eyes a re  f re e  f ro m  tea rs .

F o r  in this m ad  an d  cynic w orld
W here  m en q u es t  n a u g h t  excep t  fo r  gain 

I s tand  fo r  b e a u ty  keen  and  sure ,
The b e a u ty  th a t  is sea red  like pain

Upon the  a r t i s t  soul of him
W hose g r im y  fingers fo n d ly  t r a c e —

A nd lightly  too— the  mill, th e  bridge ,
A nd all the  t in y  t re e s  t h a t  lace

T h e ir  f ro n d e d  tops across  the  sky.
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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.

Two th ings  I dear ly  love are  these ,—  
Moonlight th ro u g h  crooked, leafless trees,

M ysterious, eerie t ree s  th a t  sway 
In sp lendor all unseen  by day ;

T rees  w ith  a living spir i t  blest 
W hen all the w orld  is lapped in re s t ;

The o the r  is— if you m ust know —
Y our fo o tp r in ts  com ing th ro u g h  the  snow.

B ut w hat above all b reaks  m y h e a r t  
A re those you m ake when we m ust p a r t :

W hen all t h a t ’s le f t  fo r  me to see 
A re fo o tp r in ts  on the snowy lea,

And tree s  with em pty  a rm s th a t  sway 
Long a f t e r  you have gone away.

V. R.

P O R T R A I T .
E very  bough is edged with  silver 
And shea thed  with  danc ing  shadowings—  
W hite  clouds a re  tang led  in its b ranches, 
And the top is f r iend ly  w ith  the sky.
The cool, sw ift  winds of evening 
Pause  to w hisper sing ing  secrets,
And s tay  to loose its organ  note 
Of praise  to ear th ,  and sky, and  sunlight. 
I t  sp reads its sh in ing  fans  to w af t  
The crim soned  gold across the W est;  
A nd then  to call the  tw iligh t 
In silvered purp le  shadows.
And now it s tands  in w o n d ’r in g  silence 
To feel the m oonligh t sh im m ering  
Down its g reen  and f r a g r a n t  robe.

I N T E R L U D E .
Alone I walk the  pa ths  we used to know—  

’Tis w in te r  and the w arm th  of sum m er 
fled—

A sighing wind fo re te l ls  the  chill of death, 
A so li ta ry  b ird  wings o’er my head ;  

One swallow, le f t  like me, to face  the  cold 
A nd b a r ren  w astes  of w in te r ,  who, too 

late,

Essayed to follow when his ta rd y  wings 
Delayed too long behind his sou th-bound 

m ate.

A m ong  the g a u n t ,  bare ,  willow boughs, the  
sun

In fa rew ell  sp lendor pours  his cup of 
gold

As if by such a g i f t  to recom pense
A world now w rapped  in b i t te r ,  d rea ry  

cold.

The tiny  s t re a m — b u t  y e s te rd ay  it  seems 
Alive with joyous  sing ing  m ir th — now 

bound
And silent lies as in the th ra l l  of death, 

F o r th  f rom  its f rozen  th ro a t  the re  comes 
no sound.

Now like a swooping eagle, d a rk  has come 
In one swdft m om ent, s ta rs  ap p e a r  pale 

light
Of tw iligh t— brie f  as love, yields up its life 

To the long darkness  of a w in te r  n ight.

F I C K L E .
I had two lovers once— yes, long ago,
W hen love was all of living.
And I lay ill in spring.

One lover s tayed  -with me and  laid his lips 
Softly  and tender ly  to mine, his hands  
Gentle and cool upon my brow'. Ah, he was 

k i n d !
And wrhen I could n o t  sleep, he carr ied  me, 
Snug  in his arms, to re s t  my back,
And tu rn e d  my pillow, m u rm u r in g  his love. 
He never asked fo r  an y th in g ;  I gave him 

naugh t,
And ye t I knew  we could be happy.

The o ther  knew' my ta s te  fo r  verse—
He wrote  to me from  f a r  away.
I touched  his le t te r s  though  I could no t 

read.
And how I w an ted  him, a l though  I knew 
He would n o t  be so kind, would crush  me 

with his love.
In s tead  of giving, he would take  fro m  m e—  
S tren g th  f ro m  my soul, and  succor f rom  

my hand,
And sw eetness f ro m  my b reas t ,
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W e a k  th o u g h  I was.
A nd  since I w as a w om an , I d isdained  
T he gen t le  service of the  o th e r  lover 
A nd w en t  to h im  who n eeded  me.

The first one scorns me now ;
A nd  th o u g h  I call h im  back, he will no t  

come,
B u t  mocks m y sorrow  and  says b i t te r ly ,  
“ W h a t!  You suffer?  S u re ly  n o t!

You gave you rse lf ,  y o u r  s t re n g th ,  nor  
needed  me.

F ick le  you are . I will n o t  come.
You shall have  n a u g h t  of me
F o r  m an y  years ,  till you have paid  m y  price.
A nd  even th en  I shall n o t  w a n t  you,
Shall ta k e  you only o u t  of c o u r te sy .”
The second lover, whom  I loved,
W hen  he had  ta k e n  all, desired  no more.

So I w as le f t  a lone, as m an y  w om en a re  
W ho have n o t  le a rn e d  the  wisdom  of self- 

seeking.
God! Send me the  first one back  aga in !

A nd  su re ly  you have guessed  
The second was a m a n —
The first— was D eath .

(L ines w r i t te n  on a co ns ide ra t ion  of the  
p rospec ts  of c e r ta in  college people be ing  
m a rr ie d  a sho r t  t im e  a f t e r  g ra d u a t io n .)  
This p o v e r ty ’s a fu n n y  th in g :—
“ My dear ,  now  when w e ’re  able,
M uch c o m fo r t  to us it will b r in g
To buy  a k i tchen  tab le
‘W h ereo ff ’ to e a t ;  so we can dine
In c o m fo r t  now unknow n
Upon the  floor;— this th o u g h t  of m ine
I know  will be y o u r  own !
O u r  com m on bowl will m ore  en joy  
A nd ou r  tin  spoons so shining,
W ith  lo f ty  th o u g h t  o u r  m inds em ploy 
A t  t h a t  m ore  fo rm a l  d ining.
B u t  un ti l  then  w e ’ll have  to  ea t  
In th is  o u r  lowly s t a tu s :—
O u r a p p e t i te  is h a rd  to  b e a t  
A nd  th a t  comes to us g r a t i s .”

I W A S  T H I N K I N G
H e a v e n ’s azu re - l idded  ro o f

Is ve ry  high above.
B u t h e a v e n ’s blue in m u d d y  pool, 

W h y — even I m ay  love.

A  G L I M P S E .
I had a d ream . “ Ah y es ,” you say, 
“ In te re s t in g  th ings, d ream s are ,  b u t  of 

course
Of no acco u n t  in the  g rave  ta sk  of l iv ing .” 
— B u t th is  d re a m — I still r e fu s e  to cease 
My ta le , thou g h  you a re  b u t  ind iffe ren t  
A nd m ock ing— this d ream  was n o t  like th a t .  
Odd th a t  I can re m e m b e r  it  so c learly .

I d ream ed  I was aw ake  and  saw 
T h a t  life is rea l ly  d ream ing , and  you all—  
You looked like figures in a d us ty  ta p e s t ry ,  
So grave , so solemn, and so stiff.
You held y o u r  heads so high, u n n a tu ra l ly ,  
You walked so s tra igh t .
A nd y o u r  c lo thes— you w ere  so h ideously  

ad o rned  
And could n o t  see
Y our rea l  a d o rn m e n t  lay in g race fu l  bodies. 
Some of you w ere  good— ah, good!—
I laughed  with in  me a t  y o u r  p u r i ty  
Who could no t  see th a t  only d ea th  is pure .  
A nd some of you sough t beau ty ,  or you said 

you did,
In vague, p rism atic ,  f lu t te r in g  th ings—  
“ G ossam er w ebs ,” you called them ,
“ Elfin fa n ta s t ie s  and  p r im rose  d re a m s .”
You w orsh ipped  im ages and  could n o t  see 
T ru th  on its pedesta l ,  and  th a t  y o u r  webs 
Of d ream s d e ligh tfu l  w ere  b u t  flimsy rags. 
A nd some of you w ere  m ere ly  vu lg a r  
And p ra te d  of yourse lves ;  or good or bad 
You boasted . Such was y o u r  com pany.
You said you jo u rn e y e d  to  the  Holy Land , 
B u t I could see you w ere  asleep and  dusty . 
M yself I saw th e re  too, s t re tc h in g  fo r  a b it  
O f apple-blossom, m uch decayed— I th o u g h t  
I t  was the  moon ! A nd the  rea l  moon 
L ay  qu ie t ly  upon a  hill beh ind  me.
Then  I woke up, and  to ld  you 
Because  I th o u g h t  y o u ’d like to laugh  w ith  

me.
W h a t  silly th ings  one d ream s!

L O T U S  L A N D .
(To Rolland T ap ley  and  his violin .) 

Y our  m oving  bow w a f ts  us down s i len t
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stream s
In a w arm  land of effortless delight,

The limpid L ethe  of our sm iling  d ream s 
T h a t  lead to no fu lf i lm en t and  no night. 

Y our  m agic  fingers hold the  song of b irds 
T h a t  sing as never  u n d e r  an y  skies 

Less m ystic  and  less m is ted— fu ti le  w ords—  
A song th a t  never  living never  dies,

U n d e r  the  boughs of drooping, f r in g ed  t rees  
B end ing  to kiss the  f r a g ra n c e  of sweet 

ea r th
T h a t  yields to ask ing  h e a r ts  all th a t  they  

please
A nd gives th is  luscious p len ty  w ithou t 

dea r th ,
We sing in passing, pra ises  of th is  land 

T h a t ’s ours a m om en t u n d e rn e a th  you r  
hand.

D E F I N I T I O N .
A s o n n e t’s rh y th m  is a pu ls ing  bea t  

Of such a h e a r t  as mine, th a t  sad 
A nd w eary , bu t  u n d a u n te d  in defea t,

Can see d isas te r  wisely and be glad.
A s o n n e t ’s rhym e is b u t  the  sm othered  cry 

Of lovers’ angu ish  and the irony 
Of all the  w ays of life as we go by 

A nd all the  je s ts  of g rim  e te rn ity .
A s o n n e t ’s fo rm  is b u t  a fu t i le  ja il  

T h a t  chains a spirit , and  the  dark  
T h a t  covers so rry  souls whose b i t te r  wail 

Still shows in them  a t in y  heavenly  spark. 
A s o n n e t ’s coup le t is the  g a l lan t  soul

T hat,  vanquished , sees the  g lory  of the 
whole.

I ’ve fo u n d  God in the  garden  
W hen the n igh t  is cool.

I ’ve fo u n d  His love ab id ing  
In t in y  w oodland pool.

I ’ve hea rd  Him softly  calling
T h ro u g h o u t  a sum m er breeze—  

But, oh, I ’ve found  Him o f ten es t  
In s ta r -e n ta n g e d  trees.

A cat m ay  look a t  a king, they  say—  
And so I look a t  you 

I see you, speak  to you each day 
I know  each th in g  you do.

I d re a m — d ear  silly d ream s 
T h a t  I know  can never  be 

I w o n d e r  if it  h u r t s  the  ca t

As much as it h u r ts  me.

I N E X P E R I E N C E D .
We played a t  cards  one ra in y  n ig h t—

I d id n ’t  know ju s t  how to p lay—
The red  cards seemed so gay and  b r igh t  

I th rew  my clubs and  spades away.
He w a sn ’t  very  p a t ie n t—

Even fro m  the  s t a r t—
He said I should have k ep t  a spade 

A nd th row n  aw ay  my h e a r t ;—
B ut— oh— h ear ts  a re  such p re t ty  th ings 

I cou ldn ’t bea r  to p a r t !

We played a t  love one ra iny  n igh t—
I d id n ’t  quite  know  how to p lay—

But with so f t  music and  dim light 
One doesn’t need a lot to say.

And he was very  serious—
Even from  the  s t a r t—

He said h e ’d give me all his life 
If  I ’d give him my hear t .

B u t— oh— h e a r ts  are  such p recious th ings  
I cou ldn’t  bear  to p a r t !

G Y P S Y  F I R E S .
A Lullaby.

Gypsy fires are  flaming high—
Gypsy fires. Hush, my child ;—  
F lash ing  up to m eet the sky.
Gypsy fires. Hush, my child.
F ire l ig h t  has m ade a room 
In the  m idst of fo re s t  gloom. 
B ranches g reen , a ceiling fine,
Cover you, small child of mine.
Hush, my child, hush, hush!

Gypsy fires b u rn in g  low,—
Gypsy fires. Hush, my child ;—  
D ancers  m oving to and  fro.
Gypsy fires. Hush, my child.
Wild, mad music, slowly soften ,
Agile dancers  swing less o f t e n !
Quiet now the camp is growing.
Q uie ter  w arm  eyes are  glowing.
Hush, my child, hush, h u s h !

Gypsy fires now b u t  em bers—
Gypsy fires. Hush, my child ;—
B ring  back days my h e a r t  rem em bers .  
Gypsy fires. Hush, my child.
D arkness  w here the  firelight played,
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A nd the  g iddy  d a n c e rs  sw ayed ; 
Rosy coals th e  only l igh t  
In  the  sti l lness  of  the  n igh t.  
H ush, m y  child, hush, hush!

Gypsy fires in the  h e a r t ,—  
Gypsy fires. Hush, m y ch ild ;—  
D raw  the  d an ce rs  f a r  a p a r t .  
Gypsy fires. Hush, m y  child. 
Gypsy em b ers  slowly dying, 
Gypsy lovers  deeply  sighing. 
O nly  I, beside y o u r  bed,
See the  so f t  s ta r s  overhead . 
H ush, m y child, hush, hush!

O sing n o t  songs fo r  H ar leq u in ,
Sw eet  H a r leq u in  who lies th e re  dead. 

O do n o t  m ock  his lips g row n th in ,
The low ering  of his gay  head !

B u t  b r in g  some g i f t  he could n o t  g ive—  
Some small g i f t  th a t  he n ev e r  knew —  

As I b r in g  love th a t  still m u s t  live 
To H a r le q u in ,— who was n o t  t ru e !

A M B I T I O N .
The one aim  th a t  I hold in life 
Above the  s t rugg les ,  noise, and  s t r i fe  
Is n o t  fo r  qu ie t,  calm, and  peace,
A nd  n o t  fo r  m isery  to dec rease ;
N o t  fo r  fa m e  or g r e a t  r e n o w n —
F o r  upon  th is  I m ay  f ro w n —
I t ’s n o t  fo r  love, th o u g h  I expec t  
I ’ll w a n t  so m ew ha t in th is  respec t .
No, no— I ’ll g lad ly  pass these  by,
F o r  I have  se t  m y long ing  eye 
On so m e th in g  w orldly , so m e th in g  old—  
The th in g  I w a n t  is g l i t t e r in g  gold.

They  say th a t  love c a n n o t  be bough t,  
A nd happiness , th o u g h  a lw ays  sought, 
Will n o t  be purchased .  This I d o u b t ;  
W ith  all m y gold I ’ll seek it  out.
I see the  heap  of yellow l igh t;
I ’ll w ork  all day ancTscheme all n ig h t  
Till I have reach ed  m y g leam in g  goal, 
A nd ease my yea rn in g ,  ach in g  soul.

M A I N E  S P R I N G .
S p rin g  comes rega lly  up here ,
In h e r  t ra in  
Robins, r a in ,—
H appiness  t h a t  sheds a te a r ,
Then fo rg e ts  the  pas t  again.

S p r in g  comes in a p r in cess ’ gown. 
B lue-white  skies 
M atch  h e r  eyes,
Apple  blossoms so f t  as down 
’B ro ideries  f ro m  Parad ise .

R E S O L V E D —
To die— to ju s t  lie the re ,  f o rg e t t in g  

E v e ry th in g ,  an d  ev e ry o n e ;
To be only d i r t— n o t  r e g r e t t in g  

The th ings  you m ig h t  have  done.
To never  w a tch  a n o th e r  h e a r t  be b roken , 

N ever  have love tu rn  to h a te —
N ever  r e g r e t  a n o th e r  word y o u ’ve spoken 

A f te r  i t ’s too late.
N ot to w a tch  some ugly  person ,

T e a r in g  y o u r  d ream s in tw o—
Lie still, and  n o t  be ca r in g  

W h a t  people say or do.
To die— not go on g iv ing  

Smiles th a t  h u r t  you so—
B ut I shall keep r ig h t  on living,

To spite som eone I know.





CAMP MAQUA.
“ Deep in the  h e a r t  of the  b irches so white

T h ere  s tan d s  the  cam p of my dream s, 
P e a c e fu l ly  re s t in g  ’n e a th  s ta rs  sh in ing  

b r igh t ,
B a thed  in the  m o o n ’s silvery  beams. 

B reezes  a re  w a f te d  o ’e r  y o n d e r  g reen  hills,
O ver the  lake so blue.

W h a t  is the  cam p th ey  a re  w h ispe r ing  of?
D ea r  Cam p of the  Birches, i t ’s Y o u .”
Cam p M aqua!  T h a t  nam e should be a 

vivid p ic tu re  to eve ry  Colby girl. A nd y e t  
C am p M aqua  is n o t  fo r  Colby a lone— it is 
fo r  every  one of the  tw en ty - tw o  colleges 
an d  t r a in in g  schools in ou r  N ew  E n g lan d  
d is tr ic t .  I t  is a cam p w here  d e lega tes  f rom  
those  schools m ee t  every  J u n e  fo r  a  week 
of joy o u s  f r ien d sh ip  and  in te rc h a n g e  of 
ideas. Cam p M aqua  is a nam e  th a t  r ings  
s t ro n g  in N ew  E n g lan d .  Does it  r in g  
s t ro n g  w ith  you? H ave you ever been th e re?  
A re  you in te re s te d  in m e e t in g  g ir ls  f ro m  
o th e r  schools? A re  you in te re s te d  in 
sp en d in g  a w eek  in cam p clo thes w ith  the 
sky above and  the  lake beside you? In 
short ,  w o u ld n ’t  you  like to a t te n d  Camp 
M aqua  th is  Ju n e ?

W h a t  is C a m p  M a q u a ?  I t  is the  S u m m er  
C o n fe ren ce  of the  s tu d e n t  Y. W. C. A .’s in 
the  N ew  E n g la n d  schools. I t  is open to 
eve ry  w om an s tu d e n t  in these  schools, 
w h e th e r  she be a m e m b e r  of the  Y. W. C. 
A. or not.

W h e n  is C a m p  M a q u a ?  I t  is f ro m  Ju n e  
20 to 27.

W h e r e  is C a m p  M a q u a ?  I t  is a t  T h o m p 

son Lake, Po land , M aine— ju s t  a few  miles 
f ro m  Po land  Spring.

H o w  m u c h  d o e s  i t  c o s t  t o  g o ?  The ex 
penses  a re  twenty-five dollars  and  fifty  
cents , plus t r a n s p o r ta t io n .  (A g ro u p  of 
girls m igh t  a r ra n g e  fo r  t ra n s p o r ta t io n  
r a th e r  cheaply  by go ing  to g e th e r  in a car .)

W h a t  is g o i n g  t o  h a p p e n  t h i s  y e a r  a t  
C a m p  M a q u a ?  This y e a r  th e re  will be the  
same a d v e n tu r in g  th a t  th e re  a lw ays is: a d 
v en tu re s  in new fr iendsh ips  and  in m ee t in g  
new ideas. T here  will be close c o n ta c t  with 
s tu d en ts  f rom  o th e r  colleges and  w ith  
M aqua leaders. E v e ry  lead e r  a t  M aqua  is 
chosen because  he has shown th a t  he pos
sesses the pow er of s t im u la t in g  college s tu 
dents. This y e a r  Roy C ham berla in  of 
D a r tm o u th  College is to be m ain  leader.  
H e ’s an old hand  a t  C onferences ,  an d  has 
p len ty  of pep. T here  will be o th e r  leade rs  
fo r  “ in te re s t  g ro u p s” on p e rso n a l i ty  d e 
velopm ent, on the  p roblem s of N egro  s tu 
dents , on h e a r in g  a b o u t  the “ ho t sp o ts” of 
the world w here  t ro u b le  is ex is t ing  o r  b re w 
ing, on the  social p rob lem s th a t  every  girl 
is bound to m eet,  and  on any  o th e r  su b jec t  
th a t  the  cam p wishes to choose. The a f 
te rn o o n s  a t  Cam p M aqua a re  f re e  fo r  ail 
kinds of sp o r ts :  sw im m ing, ta k in g  life -sav
ing tes ts ,  diving, sun -ba th ing , boa ting , t e n 
nis, hiking, etc. B o a t in g  and  ten n is  u s u 
ally fill the  ea r ly  evenings, then  a la rge  
bon-fire is bu il t  which is the  c ro w n in g  ev en t  
of the  day.

W h y  it  is w o r t h w h i l e  t o  g o  t o  C a m p
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M a q u a ?  M aqua  is n o t  “ ju s t  a n o th e r  con
fe re n c e .” I t  is a w eek when we t ry  to 
come in to  co n tac t  w ith  the  big issues of 
life. This y e a r  our  M aqua them e deals with 
“ The P lace of Je su s  in the  T w en tie th  Cen
tu r y .” W e ’ll be a sk ing  if  the  ideals lived 
and  ta u g h t  by Je su s  a r e  the  consum m ation  
of all th a t  life m ay  be ;  w h a t  p a r t  m ay  em o
tions  p lay  in ou r  lives, and  on w h a t  shall 
we base o u r  ideals? M aqua will be w o r th 
while because  of the joy  of discussion and 
of life lived w ith  g re a te r  abandon  and  m ore  
m eaning . Shall we g e t  excited  abou t 
M aqua? Of course  we shall— and beg in 
n ing  r ig h t  now. L e t ’s th ink  ab o u t  M aqua:  
let ou r  im ag ina tion  ru n  loose on the  them e 
we have chosen— “ The Place of Je su s  in 
the  T w en tie th  C e n tu ry .” L e t ’s th ink  of 
g o i n g  to Camp M aqua. I f  you are  sea rch 
ing fo r  the  joyous, c rea tive  life, if you 
w a n t  new  rea lm s of though t,  new  f r ie n d 

ships, and  if you w a n t  to b reak  old b a r r ie rs  
and  fears ,  to find a new  p u r p o s e ,  Camp 
M aqua m ore  th an  bids you welcom e— she 
will s trive to give you every  b i t  of help and 
fun  th a t  is possible in a whole week of life 
in the  g re a t  out-of-doors. The p rog ram  
th a t  h a s  been a r ra n g e d  fo r  th is  y e a r  is a 
rea l  challenge in its  possibilities. Camp 
M aqua ought to m ean  m ore  than  it has ever 
m e a n t  before .

W h a t  t o  d o  i f  y o u ’d l ik e  t o  g o  to  C a m p  
M a q u a :  I f  you w a n t  to go to Camp M aqua,
ta lk  with the  p res iden t  of the  Y. W. C. A. 
She can tell you all ab o u t  i t— w h a t  to wear, 
who else is going, add itiona l fac ts  ab o u t  this 
y e a r ’s p rogram , or a n y th in g  you wish to 
inquire  about. Save yo u r  m oney  fo r  M aqua 
if y o u ’d like to a t te n d — i t ’s a  rea l  inves t
m en t  w ith  a g re a t  r e t u r n ! I t ’s a p a r t  of 
y o u r  education , too— fo r  i t ’s t r u e  th a t  
“ E duca tion  is a flowering of m em ories .”
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An absen t-m in d ed  p ro fe sso r  once m e t  an 
old f r ie n d  in the  s t r e e t  an d  s topped  to ta lk  
w ith  him. W hen a b o u t  to s e p a ra te  the  p ro 
f e s s o r ’s face  w ore  a puzzled  look.

“ T o m ,” he said, “ w hen  I m e t  you which 
w ay  w as I w alking, up or d o w n ? ”

“ D ow n ,” rep lied  Tom.
The p ro fe s s o r ’s face  c lea red :  “ I t ’s all 

r igh t ,  then . I had  been hom e to lu n c h .”

A m aid  e n te re d  a su b u rb a n  bus,
A nd  firmly g ra sp ed  a s trap ,

A nd  eve ry  tim e  th e y  h i t  a hole 
She sa t  in a d iffe ren t  lap.

T he holes g rew  deeper ,  the  je rk in g  worse, 
Till a t  la s t  she gasped  w ith  a smile,—  

“ Will som eone k ind ly  tell  me, please,
H ow  m an y  laps to a m i le ? ”

J u s t  a  C o u n t r y  M a id .
O u r gir l  saw  a p ic tu re  of the  L e an in g  

T o w er  of P isa  the  o th e r  day. “ Well, the  
fe llow  was d ru n k  who bu i l t  t h a t  s ilo,” she 
said.

W ife :  A n y th in g  you te ll  a m an  goes in 
one e a r  and  o u t  of the  o ther .

H u sb a n d :  A n y th in g  you  tell  a w om an  
goes in bo th  ea rs  and  ou t  of h e r  m outh .

A l i t t le  gir l  r e tu r n in g  f ro m  a visit  to the  
b a r b e r ’s an d  r e f e r r in g  to  his use of the  
e lec tr ic  clippers, r e m a rk e d  to h e r  m o the r ,  
“ I know  m y neck  w as d ir ty ,  ’cause  he used 
the  vacuum  c le a n e r  on i t . ”

The o th e r  day Gwen dashed  in to  the  
M aine C en tra l  S ta t ion  w ith  ju s t  one m in 
u te  to ca tch  the  F ly in g  Y ankee. She m ade  
the  t ick e t  w indow  in two je rks .

“ Quick! Give me a ro u n d - t r ip  t i c k e t ! ” 
she gasped.

“ W here  t o ? ”
“ B-b-back here , w h e rd ja sp o se ? ”

F irs t  F re s h m a n :  “ S om eth ing  is p rey in g  
on D ick’s m in d .”

Second D it to :  “ D on’t w o rry ;  it will die 
o f  s ta rv a t io n .”

H e: “ W ho lives here?
L itt le  g i r l : Maw.
H e: S o’s y o u r  old man.

Sw im m ing was inven ted  when a S co ts 
m an cam e to the  first toll  bridge.

A nd then  th e re  was the  Sco tsm an  who 
w en t  to the  Black Sea to fill his fo u n ta in  
pen. T h a t  was the  same Sco tsm an  who 
th o u g h t  the  q u a r te rb a c k  in foo tba ll  w as a 
re fu n d .

D onnell:  I ’ve g o t  a da te  fo r  “ You an d  I . ”
H a ig h t :  W ho am I go ing  w ith?

E p i t a p h s .
H ere  lies a y o u n g  lady nam ed  Booze

One we ha ted  m uch to lose.
She p u t  the  shoe c ream  on h e r  te e th

In s tead  of on h e r  shoes.
In to  S te v e ’s room  she w en t
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To filch a bit of Pepsodent.
O’ w hat a curd ling  scream!

And spouting of neu tra l  shoe cream!

Here lies P ro fessor P a r r  
Who ranked  us as we a re—
No A ’s th a t  m ight be phoney 
He died a la Capone.

Here lies Mae from  Mayflower Hill 
W en t cycling with her  Bill 
Full speed into a bicycle jam  
P u t her r igh t  where she am.

U nder here is little Louie 
Alice knocked her flooey.
An inglorious death  she died 
E a t in g  onions by the ’Sonskee side.

’N eath  this stone lies Jenn ie  Dare 
Whose one expression was “ Oh, yeah !”
Her pal knows why she died.
They called it “ roomie-cide.”

T h e  C la s s ic a l  T r a d i t io n .
(An ode of Horace a f te r  he had read  the 

advertis ing  pages of an Am erican m aga
zine.)
Lux sapolio tonsillitic duplex 

Iodent congoleum tax i speedex 
Camera tuxedo erysipelas rex 

Delco castoria.

Bakelite rem  filmo sansco,
Pa in tex  oleo pyorrhea ansco 

Caviar pax auditorium  dentro 
Phantasm agoria .

Halitosis simplex vacuum asco 
Requia texaco luxor tobacco 

Phoenix curio pepsodent duce 
Stucco tomato.

Cleanex electro Pontiac  fa tim a  
Radio domino cantilever asthm a 

Piano prophylactic  coco cola 
Felix m ulatto .

P ro fessor:  “ P ray  how would you discover 
a foo l?”

Dull S tu d en t :  “ By the questions he would 
ask .”

Eve simply tu rn ed  over a new leaf—  
there  was no laundry  in her  day.

Mr. Bridges (to freshm an  en te r ing  the 
class l a t e ) :  “ When were you b o rn ? ”

Frosh : “ On the  second of A pril.”
Mr. Bridges: “ Late aga in .”

Billy: “ Pa, don’t  they  call a m a n ’s wife 
his b e t te r  h a l f ? ”

P a :  “ Yes, son.”
Billy: “ Then if a man m arries  twice,

there  isn’t  any th ing  le f t  of him, is there , 
P a ? ”

“ Mister Cleaver, how do you account fo r  
the fac t  th a t  I found  a piece of ru b b e r  t i re  
is one of the sausages I bough t here  last 
w eek?”

“ My dear madam, th a t  only goes to show 
th a t  the automobile is rep lac ing  the horse 
everyw here.”

A few days a f te r  a f a rm e r  had placed 
his two children in a school, a book agen t  
called on him and said: “ Now th a t  your 
children go to school you ought to a buy 
them an encyclopedia.”

“ Buy them an encyclopedia? Hanged 
if I do,” was his reply. “ Let them  walk like 
I did.”

M o r e  T r u t h  T h a n  P o e t r y .
“ In w hat m anner  was George W ashington 

different from  other m e n ? ”
“ Please, M a’am ,” answ ered Willie “ He 

d idn’t lie.”

A lady en tered  a large dep a r tm en t  s to re :  
“ I w an t  to purchase a p e t t icoa t ,” she r e 
marked. The floor w alker looked puzzled 
fo r  a moment. Then his face brightened. 
“ Pe tticoa t?  Yes M a’am, A ntique  D ep ar t
ment. F ou r th  floor.”

Prof. Griffiths (a f te r  discussion of Foss 
Hall food) : “ I ’m behind Foss Hall all the 
t im e .”

C a r ic a t u r e .
Mr. Colgan had a cat

He tau g h t  his ca t to walk
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He ta u g h t  him all the  S-R bonds 
A nd took  him ou t  to walk.

He ta u g h t  the  ca t  to re a d  an d  w rite  
A nd p laced him in a m aze—

The ca t  sneaked  “ D ew ey ” in w ith  him 
A nd s tay ed  fo r  fo r ty  days.

A nd  E dd ie  Jo  he loved his cat,
A nd p rou d ly  he would  say-------

“ T h a t  ca t  know s m ore  psychology 
T han  a n y  m an  alive to d a y .”

One day  E ddie  Jo  cam e hom e 
A nd his ca t  he could n o t  find.

T hen  he saw a ty p e w r i t te n  no te  
W hich his li t t le  ca t  had  signed.

A nd  E dd ie  Jo  he re a d  the  no te
A nd his h e a r t  f e l t  like a void—

It  said I ’ve gone w ith  A lley  Tom,
Give m y re g a rd s  to F r e u d !

A nn  N oneem us.

H e  D e s e r v e d  O n e  H u n d r e d .
A boy in school was asked  to w ri te  a 

com position  on a goose, and  he re  is the  r e 
su lt :  “ The goose is a low, heavy-se t  bird, 
com posed m ostly  of m e a t  and  fe a th e rs .  His 
head  sets  on one end and  he se ts  on the  
o ther. He c a n n o t  s ing m uch on a cco u n t  of 
the  m o is tu re  in which he lives. He ca rr ie s  
a toy  balloon in his s tom ach  to  keep  him 
fro m  sinking. A goose has two legs, and  
they  se t so f a r  back on his ru n n in g -g e a r  
th a t  they  come p re t ty  n e a r  m issing  his body. 
Some geese, when they  g e t  big a re  called 
ganders .  G anders  d o n ’t have to se t  and  
hatch , b u t  j u s t  loaf, eat,  and  go sw im m ing. 
I f  I was a goose, I ’d r a th e r  be a g a n d e r .”

E lizab e th  B ottom ley , ’30, has jo in ed  the 
ra n k s  of i l lus tr ious  teachers .  This she is 
do ing  in the  c ity  of Brownville , Me.

M a rg a re t  Hale, ’30, and  M ina H iggins, 
’30, a re  also teach ing , one a t  Caribou , Me., 
an d  the  o th e r  a t  D over-F oxcro f t .

Carol Hill, ’30, is be ing  tra in e d ,  n o t  fo r  
B a rn u m  and  Bailey, b u t  fo r  n u rs in g  a t  the  
M assach u se t ts  G en era l  H ospita l ,  Boston, 
Mass.

M arjo r ie  M cL aughlin  E s ty  is rece iv ing  
c o n g ra tu la t io n s  on the  b ir th  of a d a u g h te r .

Lucile W hitcom b, ’30, is c a r ry in g  on h e r  
good w ork  by do ing  g ra d u a te  w ork  a t  Rad- 
cliffe College.

A lb e r ta  Brow n, ’30, whose sw ee t  voice we 
still rem e m b e r ,  is now  a t  B oston U n iv e rs 
ity  College of  Music. I t  seem s to us  th a t  
th e re  is no good reason  why she should no t 
succeed successfully .

I t  ap p e a rs  th a t  M ildred  M acC arn , ’27, has 
decided to becom e a b it  flightly and  has r e 

cen tly  a n n o u n ced  h e r  e n g a g e m e n t  to an 
av ia tor .

P au line  B akem an , ’30, who a lw ays  did 
like to use big w ords anyw ay , is now  do ing  
occupa tiona l  th e ra p y  w ork  in a S ta te  H os
p ita l in M assachuse tts  in s tead  of a m o n o 
syllabic word like “ te a c h .”

Sangerv ille ,  Me.
A pril  30, 1931.

D ear  Colby Girls:
G ree tings  f ro m  the  l i t t le  tow n of S a n 

gerville  to you all. The te a c h in g  p ro fe s 
sion has c la im ed a n o th e r  f ro m  y o u r  n u m 
ber, and  I am infin ite ly  g lad  th a t  it  has.

My days a re  fu ll  j u s t  as th e y  w ere  in 
Colby, b u t  th ey  a re  such d iffe ren t  days, 
girls. In s te a d  of r e a d in g  voc ife rously  in 
some of those  beloved edu ca t io n  books, I 
am  now t ry in g  to p u t  in to  p rac t ice  some of 
the  noble  th eo r ie s  which th e y  con ta in .

I th ink , how ever, t h a t  m y h ap p ie s t  hou rs
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are  those spent in e a rn e s t  conversa tion  w ith  
boys and  girls eage r  to learn  m ore  than  
th e ir  tex tbooks  offer— these  are, indeed, 
hours  of insp ira tion .

In spite of the  p leasure  which I derive 
f rom  teaching , in spite of the  fee l ing  of s a t 
isfaction  a t  the  end of a d a y ’s w ork well 
done, th e re  are  tim es when a wee little 
longing comes c reep ing  unbidden into my

h e a r t— a longing  fo r  Colby and  all th a t  
the nam e suggests.

I am e n te r in g  on m y c a re e r ;  Colby is 
e n te r in g  upon hers, and  I am fe rv en t ly  
hoping th a t  my f u tu r e  will be as success
ful as I feel sure  th a t  of Colby College will 
be.

Sincerely,
V ern a  M. Green.

ATHLETICS
D uring  the cold w in te r  m onths  the wo

m e n ’s division used the ir  fine gym nasium  
again  fo r  the  re g u la r  gym nastic  classes and 
fo r  volleyball and basketball  games.

The freshm en  and  sophomores p layed vol
leyball one day a week in class and  then 
the re  was an ex tra  hou r  each week set off 
fo r  volleyball p rac tice  fo r  the girls of any 
class who were in te res ted  in this sport. I n 
terc lass  gam es w ere played in which the 
f re shm en  won over the ju n io rs ;  the  sopho
m ores over the  sen iors;  and, in the  end, the 
f reshm en  over the sophomores.

Basketball p rac tice  was held fo r  the bas
ketball  en thus ias ts  twice a week during  
J a n u a ry  and the  first p a r t  of F eb ru a ry .  
Then, du r in g  the la t te r  p a r t  of F e b ru a ry  
and the first of M arch a series of gam es 
were played, each class p lay ing  two gam es 
with each of the o the r  classes, m ak ing  a 
to ta l  of tw e n ty - fo u r  games. The ju n io rs  
won first place with all six gam es to the ir .kil ler
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cred it ,  while the  f re sh m e n  cam e n e x t  with 
th re e  v ic to r ies  and  th re e  de fea ts .

D u r in g  the  ice -ska ting  season the  r in k  
w as to  a la rge  e x te n t  s u b s t i tu te d  fo r  the  
g y m nas ium . M any g ir ls  also w e n t  skiing, 
snow shoeing  and  to b o g g a n in g  in s tead  of go 
ing  indoors  fo r  the  re g u la r  g y m nas tic  
classes. An in te re s t in g  ice ca rn iva l  was 
held which inc luded  races ,  gam es, and  fan cy  
ska ting . A f te r  this, d o u g h n u ts  and  ho t 
coffee w ere  served.

The n e x t  im p o r ta n t  ev en t  w as the  w o
m a n ’s a n n u a l  gy m n as iu m  m ee t  which was 
held in the  A lu m n ae  Build ing, S a tu rd a y  
a f te rn o o n ,  A pril  11. This exhib ition  was 
v e ry  in te re s t in g  an d  also well a t te n d e d .  
The p ro g ra m  inc luded  such n u m b e rs  as folk 
danc ing , clogging, py ram id  build ing, Danish 
g ym nastics ,  and  m a rc h in g  in unusua l  and

in tr ica te  fo rm ations .  The in s ta l la t ion  of 
the new  H ea lth  L eague  officers took  place 
and C. H. L . ’s and  class n u m era ls  w ere  
aw ard ed  to m em bers  of each class. This 
m ee t  m ark ed  the close of the  indoor  g y m 
nastic  classes.

Now th a t  w a rm e r  w e a th e r  has a r r iv ed  
everyone  goes o u t  of doors aga in  fo r  the  
two m a jo r  sp r ing  spo rts— speed ball and  
tennis . Each  class hopes to have sufficient 
m a te r ia l  to build up a first and  second 
team  in speed ball so th a t  th e re  m ay  be 
some fa s t  and  exc it ing  in te rc la ss  gam es and  
a cham pionship  team . The th re e  tenn is  
cou r ts  a re  now in fine condition  and  a large  
n u m b e r  have tu rn e d  ou t fo r  th is  sport .  
The class tenn is  m a n a g e rs  will th e re fo re  
u n d o u b ted ly  be able to choose exce llen t  
team s fo r  the a n n u a l  to u rn a m e n t .
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City Job Print Verzoni Bros.
PRINTING and ENGRAVING Choice Fruit, Pure Ice Cream

Savings Bank Building

1 4 0  Main Street, W aterville, M a in e

WATERVILLE MAINE W. W. BERRY CO.
Typewriters & College Supplies

Carleton P. Cook 103 Main Street

H eadquarters for

BOOKS, STATIONARY
W aterville

and PICTURE FRAMING Savings Bank

130 Main Street 

WATERVILLE, M AINE

WATERVILLE, M AINE

The Store of Quality President, Ora A .  Meader

F. A. Harriman
98 Main Street

Treasurer, Albert F. Drummond

JEWELER AND OPTICIAN L. G. Bunker, M. D.

BUY YOUR SHOES
WATERVILLE, MAINE

AT
Tel. Office, 49-W

Specialty Shoe Store
Practice limited to the treatment of J

the eye, ear, nose and throat

Evangeline and Claude 
Beauty Salon

i
C om plim ents of

Experts in permanent waving
Dr. Frederic A. Hatch |

Hairdressing in all its branches D E N T I S T

One expert Ladies’ Barber 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  1

Tel. 410 60 Main St. Telephone 1620
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Turcotte Candy Shoppe
H O M E  M A D E  C A N D Y ,  S O D A ,  I C E  
C R E A M ,  F R E S H  &  S A L T E D  N U T S

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

W aterville Steam  
Laundry

145 Main Street 

WATERVILLE, ME.

Richard’s Compliments of

Exclusive Shop B. D. W olm an, D. M. D.
LADIES’ COATS, DRESSES

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

Just a little different in style W A T E R V I L L E ,  M A I N E
at Popular Prices

58 Main Street, Waterville Tel. 1300

TH E ELM W OOD, W ATERVILLE, M AINE

TRY STEMETZ
Hager’s New Store

HOT DRINKS for COLD WEATHER Professional
LIGHT LUNCHES Building

CANDIES, ICE CREAM AND SODA D R ESSES, MILLINERY
CORSETS

113 Main Street

S. E. W hitcomb Co. M A T R I X  a n d  D O R O T H Y  D O D D S

FINE GROCERIES Approved Shoes

MEATS, FISH G allert Shoe Store
Provisions of all kinds

All the Newest Styles in
Service and Quality unexcelled

F O O T W E A R

Tel. 261 and 262 81 Main St.
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C H O A TE M USIC  
C O M PA N Y

V IC T R O L A S  
S H E E T  M U SIC 
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
OPTOMETRIST

B roken  L enses R eplaced  

40 M ain S t re e t ,  W a te rv il le ,  Me.

I
j H A R D W A R E  H E A T IN G
♦

PL U M B IN G

W. B. ARNOLD CO.
107-9 Main S tree t ,  23 T em ple  S t re e t  

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

W. L. CORSON
F IL M S  D E V E L O P E D  AND 

P R IN T E D  
P h o to g ra p h ic  Views F ine  W ork

21 Elm Street

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 lry ,  C ro ch e t  C o tton  
Royal Socie ty  P a c k a g e  Outfits

The Little G ift Shop
Exclusive Line of Novelties 

Circulating Library 
56 Temple Street

N E L L IE  K. CLA RK

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  Spec ia l t ies

PERMANENT WAVE, $10
Over Hager’s 

Tel. 1069 111 M ain St.

Emery-Brown Co.
Department

Store

The S to re  of D ependab le  Q uali ty  

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

C om plim ents  of

A  Friend

S oro ri t ies ,  A t te n t io n !

M itchell’s
Flowers

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

T e lep h o n e  467-W  144 M ain S t re e t ,  W a te rv i l le ,  Me.



T H E  C O L B IA N A 51

Inez W alker’s Shoppe
CORSETS, GOWNS, 

HOSIERY, LINGERIE
71 Temple Street, Waterville

FAR W ELL’S
NO-MEND HOSE 
75 Temple Street

Tel., Office 1043, Res.,1012-W THE BONNET SHOP
M. M. Sm all, M. D. Bouchard Sisters

28 Com m on S tre e t ,  W ate rv il le
P ra c t ic e  l im ited  to d iseases of the  E ye Main Street Tel. 323-R

Stella  B. Raymond Professional
Dresses for every hour Variety Shop

of the day We Carry Everything
Sim ard’s Corset Shop A t  Lower Prices

Foundation Garments of
Every Description "Th F - 1 7

LINGERIE HOSIERY
136 Main Street, Tel. 364 S t u

1  n .v .R P A n R lIP YU  r l  D I nM U L J U vv 1

68 Main Street

Somebody somewhere wants
your Photograph

M AC’S LUNCH
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