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HOLIDAY

HARLIE MEERS looked up
from his morning paper, propped
gracelessly against his cup of coffee,
just in time to receive full in his left
eye a few drops of water flicked at
him by the spoon of his eldest son.
Junior’s face had settled instantly into
an expression of cherubic innocence,
and he looked rather reproachfully at
his father with just the proper blend
of curiosity and respect. But Charlie,
at the moment, was in no mood to
be trifled with, even so slightly. He
turned to his wife, flushing angrily.
“Can’t you keep those kids in bed
till I've gone in the morning? If I
had breakfast at six o'clock, they'd
be down here just to pester me.”
Clara raised her soft brown eyes
which once had been melting, if we
are to rely on something Charlie once
said, but now seemed singularly dog-
like, if we are to consider what was
running through his mind at the mom-
ent. Her broad face had settled into
one of its favorite expressions, the

awfully-pained one, but she forbore
making any remark.

Her silence failed to awe Charlie.
As he idly debated with himself
whether her eyes most resembled those
of a dog, or those of a cow, his glance
fell upon his second son.

“If you have to feed that child egg,
you might leave him out in the kitch-
en. He’s a disgrace.”

Again Clara’s eyes rose languidly
from her shredded wheat to his intent
blue eyes.

“Really, Charlie—"

But Charlie, by now had left the
table and was picking up his suitcase
and his hat. After all, he reflected,
he must remember that he was getting
away from it for a couple of weeks.
Clara looked up at him, and he saw
that the tears were threatening to roll
down her cheeks.

“I'm sorry, Clara. I guess I'm a bit
of a brute, but things have been get-
ting my nerves lately. T'll be better
when I get back from Chicago.” He
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submitted passively to her kiss, kissed
Junior, and the rather eggy Jimmy,
and went out.

As he walked to the station he felt
keenly what a fool he had been. But
then he was not entirely without
excuse. Clara was crazy about him
of course. That was the trouble. If
only she would let him alone, he could
stand having her around, but she was
always looking up at him as a dog
might that he had just struck, if he
ever dared to say what he really
thought about anything. Having
been once the type of girl who loved
Sweetheart cards, and mottoes on
Valentine candy, she had naturally
become the type of mother who be-
lieves in the sanctity of motherhood,
and then lets her children be the pests
of the neighborhood. He could for-
give her her sloppy sentimentality,
and even her boring inanity, but he
never could quite forgive her for what
she had made of those children. She
had deluged them with penny candy,
allowed them to run around every-
where, and in her effort to make them
fond of her had succeeded in breaking
down any character they might other-
wise have had. He felt this very
keenly, because they were all he really
had left. He could still be reasonably
polite to her, but knew that at heart
he detested her for her stupidity, her
banality, and chiefly, probably, for
her unwavering adoration of him.

As he saw the train pull in to the
station, he thought of what a God-
send this business trip was. It had
come up most unexpectedly. He had
been called in to the superintendent’s
office just the day before, and told
that they were having trouble with
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their Chicago office. ~ The produc-
tions methods had not been equal to
coping with their rapidly expanding
business, and they wanted him to go
out there for a couple of weeks, and
straighten things out. He remem-
bered now how his first thought had
been that release was in sight for him,
even if the release must be actually
only a temporary let-up.

As he took his seat in the Pullman,
he glanced with a mild sort of curi-
osity at the girl sitting opposite him,
but the paper she was reading covered
her face quite successfully. He glanced
at her clothes, and the sophisti-
cation of their cut, and began to
wonder idly, what she would be like.
He had known few women in his life,
and none well, not even Clara who
had surprisingly turned out so differ-
ently from what he had imagined her
to be when he married her. He had
never played around with girls partic-
ularly before his marriage, and hav-
ing married Clara had been sufficient
to convince him that women are a
silly lot, deficient in intellect, and
utterly lacking in common sense. He
was startled to see that the lady sit-
ting opposite him had folded up her
paper and was gazing at him rather
steadily. For the first time since he
could remember, he felt a dull flush
stealing up his neck, a certain inex-
plicable embarrassment such as a child
feels when caught stealing a piece of
cake. Yet he would not have missed
that look for a good deal. In fact he
found it almost impossibly hard to
keep his eyes riveted on the view pass-
ing by the window. He was experi-
encing an entirely new and undefin-
able sensation, for he knew as surely
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as though he were watching her that
the girl opposite him was sizing him
up, and something made him want
terribly to know what she thought of
him. He was used to women of Clara’s
type, and in the office had known a
number of the sort of girls who are
extremely sure of themselves, and
with every reason to be so, but here
was someone entirely different. Here
was the quiet sophistication of some-
one who was born sure of herself, and
consequently had not had to get used
to the idea. Here was a girl who was
so used to being looked at, that it
embarrassed her not in the slightest,
and she seemed to take particular en-
joyment insizing upothers. He glanced
at her again, and saw that she had
folded up her paper, and was quite
openly regarding him. He cleared his
throat, and started to say something,
but then changed his mind, and was
so glad he had, because a moment later
he realized how inane the remark
would have been. A moment passed
before she suddenly turned away, and
getting up, started in the direction of
the diner. When she had gone, a
terrible tension seemed to have
snapped. He could think once more,
and not have the awful feeling that
she had given him, that his suit had
far too decided a stripe, and that his
tie was decidedly askew.

Charlie felt troubled, and being un-
willing to be disturbed without rea-
son, decided to go to lunch and get
this crazy new feeling out of his mind.
He waited in line a moment and then
to his horror, he saw the waiter beck-
on him to the most recently vacated
seat, the one opposite where she was
sitting. She smiled ever so slightly
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when he sat down, and then became
mightily engrossed in her fruit cock-
tail. He looked at her again, at the
cool candor of her eyes, the sure poise
of her head, the unusual richness of
the bit of chestnut hair that showed
under her tiny, close-fitting turban.
He had a sudden unreasoning desire
to hear her voice.

“Ever been through this part of the
country before?”

She smiled with her eyes, and as
she answered, he was conscious of the
peculiar richness of her voice. “I go
through here pretty often, and you?”

“It’s my first trip. I've never had
much of a chance to travel.”

“No,” and somehow the word
seemed to convey the idea that she
knew just what he was up against,
just what it meant to him to be tied
down by Clara. He tried not to feel
too terribly elated, but somehow he
seemed to feel the establishment of a
bond between them. He was ashamed
to think how the idea fascinated him.
He tried again, if only to hear that
disturbingly rich voice.

*This ham is dreadfully tough. You
were wise to order salad.”

She ate the cherry off the top of her
salad and regarded him with an odd,
half-smile.

“You're a most unusual sort, and
the funny thing is, you don’t even
realize it yourself.”

“You’re wrong there, I'm afraid.
Seeing you has made me realize very
keenly how remarkably ordinary I
am.

She smiled again. *“‘Don’t say that,
or I'll begin to think I was wrong. I
didn’t think you were the sort who
said the flattering thing. I had just
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decided you would be unconvention-
ally honest.”

He protested. “What would be
flattery of others is honest when said
of you.”

“You're really quite delightful. In
spite of the fact that you feel you
have to make pretty speeches, I think
I was right in what I thought of you
at first.”

“Which was?”

“That I would like you.” She held
out her hand. My name is Vivian
Gray. I'm going out to Chicago with
a road company. We played New
York for three months, and now
we're going to try Chicago.”

Three hours later, Charlie tried to
think out how the thing had hap-
pened. He had seen her, admired her
known he should avoid her, and here
he was talking to her as though he
had known her, well very well, cer-
tainly. He was telling her about
Clara, and Junior, and Jimmy, and
she would nod in that unbelievably
sympathetic way, and say just the
thing he had been hoping she would
say. He tried to analyze the fasci-
nation she held for him, but it was
composed of so many little things, the
tone of her voice, the clear green of her
eyes, the very soft smile that curved
around her lips, even when her
eyes held that quizzical look. He
stopped trying to analyze it. It was
so much more fun just to look at her,
and wonder what she really thought
of him. He couldn’t resist asking her.

“I’ve been boring you.” It was
half assertion, half question.

“You know you haven’t. You're
the sort who stops when he should.
Tell me some more. Tell me about
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yourself for a change, not what those
you are with are like, just what you
are like.”

And then it started all over again,
the sympathetic queries, the little nods
of approval, and the just right re-
marks, so very cleverly interposed. He
could see her doing it, knew it was a
game with her, yet there was some-
thing about her that kept him talking
long after he felt he had made a fool
of himself.

The next day, when they parted, he
wrote down the address she gave him,
and then felt a cold chill the minute
she had gone for fear she had been
playing with him, and the address she
had given him was only a part of the
game.

Charlie found his first week there
decidedly trying. He saw Vivian only
in those intervals when she was not at
the theatre. He had gone to the open-
ing of her play, and then sent the
program to Clara, having written
beside Vivian's name, ‘“She was on
the same train I was coming west.”
He had decided after careful thought
that this remark was sufficiently con-
servative, and yet would give Clara
the thrill she always got from proxim-
ity to any sort of royalty. The play
he had not liked. For one thing, there
was something so incurably youthful
about the juvenile who insisted on
forcing his attention on Vivian, and
for another, he had not liked the part
Vivian had played, the hardness and
superficiality of it. He told her so
when they were having supper later
in the evening.

She laughed. “Why not? You've
told me yourself how that paragon of
inefficient domesticity, your wife
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bores you. Superficiality should at
least”have the interest of novelty for
you.

“You delight in being perverse. I'll
not bother arguing with you. I'd
rather look at you.”

“For which I insist on continuing
the argument. You would hate me if
you thought me like the girl I played
tonight, am I right there?”

“Why do we have to go into that?
Of course I hate her type, but you
have nothing in common with it.”

“I like you Charlie, but I'm afraid
for you. Your kind doesn’t miss a
single jolt the world has to offer.
What’s that piece they're playing
now?”

When they had said good-night
that evening, Vivian had tried to
make him promise he would not try
to see her again, but knew as well as
he did how silly it was of her to try.

By the second week, they had it
down to a set formula, lunch, dinner,
and then supper and a dance after the
evening performance. Charlie could
feel his grip on himself slipping. He
would read his daily letter from his
wife with an odd sort of detachment,
thinking in a sort of absent-minded
way, what a bore it must be to be
married to a woman of her type. She
had ceased to exist for him as a per-
sonality, and become merely some-
thing he really shouldn’t forget, but
found it singularly hard to remember
with any degree of distinctness. At
the beginning of the third week, he
got a letter from the superintendent
asking him how much longer he
would be needed out there. Things
had become unusually busy back in
the New York office, and while they
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would leave the length of his stay to
his own judgment, still they needed
him pretty badly, and more of the
same sort of thing.

He talked it over with Vivian. I
can’t bluff this out much longer. 1
have to make up my mind. If I decide
I'm willing to cut it all, will you come
with me?”

She looked at him, and then looked
out of the window. “I'm not given to
self-sacrifice, or anything of the sort.
You know that, but you know, too,
that I love you, Charlie. If you'll go
to London, and let me have my
chance on the stage there, I'll do it.”
They left it at that.

Her play was to close that Satur-
day, and they were making all plans
for leaving the following Tuesday.
On Monday morning, he found a tele-
gram waiting for him when he came
back from breakfast. He took it for
granted that it was from his superin-
tendent, and slipped it into his pocket.
He met Vivian shortly afterwards,
and opened it in her presence. She
watched the color leave his face.

She pressed his hand. *“Pretty bad,
dear?” He held it out for her to read.
“Clara killed saving Jimmy from skid-
ding car. We tried to call you. Ex-
pect you Tuesday. John Rawley.”

He slipped into a chair, still with
that strangely white look on his face.

“What does this make of the other
thing? Where does this leave us?”

Vivian walked over to him, and
kissed him. ‘““This is good-bye dear.
You are going back alone.”

He looked up at her, half-aroused
from his lethargy. “It can’t mean
that, dear. Think what you are say~
ing. This doesn’t change you, nor
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me.” He looked away from her face.
“This only makes it easier for us.”
“No, Charlie, you know you're
wrong. It’s over for us. It's you
and the children now, not you and
me. It’s not that I'm just selfish—it’s
more than that. It’s that I know I
couldn’t make you any more happy
than Clara could. I'd make quite as
poor a mother as she did. We're a
different sort, she and I, but we’re
neither one of us your kind. Don’t
think I don’t love you. I may be fool-
ing myself, but I think it’s because I
love you that I'm letting you go. You
can’t make me change my mind. It’s
over, that’s all. I love you, Charlie.
I love you, but it’s over.” He heard
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the door close, and looked up to see
that she was gone.

His train left around noon, and as
he started to take his seat, he saw op-
posite him a strangely familiar figure,
the face covered by a newspaper. He
started to say something, but then
turned around suddenly, and went to
find the porter.

“Any other reservation?”

“No sir. That lady opposite your
seat got the last one, sir. She just
happened to be in luck because some
one cancelled a reservation. Anything
the matter with that seat, sir?”

“No, but I think I'll ride in the
coach.”

Louise Towne '28.

A BALLAD

The Princess Alander, she sat on her throne
And loudly proclaimed to her suitors and peers,
“Of all who would wed me my choice will be he
Who most deftly and well can wiggle his ears.”

The princes, aghast, left the palace and hall,

They mounted their steeds and rode sadly away:
Their ears were all tired with the efforts they’d made,
But just how to wiggle them, no one could say.

So Alander lived lonely, but happy and well

For ages,—at least for a number of years;

She declared, “I was wise on the day that I vowed
I would wed only him who could wiggle his ears.”

Then a stranger came riding from far distant lands
Who captured her heart, but Alander, thro’ tears,

Before she could answer him “Right-O™ or “No,”

Besought him “Sir Knight, can you wiggle your ears?”

He wiggled them left and he wiggled them right;

Alander, entranced, said, “In all future years

When you mean that you love me don’t use common words
But more eloquent language—a wiggle of ears.”

Anna Lundgren, "28.
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F course, I should have had better
sense than to go. It was mere
obstinacy on my part. I had read the
play and liked it. I had read the re-
views and the critics had not liked it.
But I thought that they probably were
not educated up to it. I wrote to
Nancy, “Do you think you could face
‘Out of the Sea’ for old times’ sake? If
you can, go to Gray's and get some
tickets before the thing closes.”

She called me the first night I was
home. “I got the tickets,” she said.
“It must be pretty bad. Even Mar-
garet couldn’t bear it. She told the
leading man so and he is much dis-
couraged—also terrible according to
her.” This conversation did not cheer
me especially. When an actor’s pals
and playmates go back on him—
usually things are wrong.

Saturday I found out what was
wrong and much against my will, I
joined the ranks of the critics. Of
course, “Out of the Sea” had its good
points or at least its good point. This
point was Lyn Harding, the English
actor, who played the part of the
heroine’s brutal husband. He was
good in that he fitted the role. He was
bad in that he was so dominant both
as to his physical makeup and his per-
sonality that he overshadowed the
rest of the cast.

The play also had its bad points.
As a critic remarked it is really closet
drama. There are some things you
can read and not notice. But no one
can hear an actor, be his voice ever so
good, say, Lyonnesse . . Lyonnesse,”
rising six notes in the scale for the
second word and filling his voice with
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THE SEA”

poetry, amazement, and delight, with-
out feeling, as they say, hot and both-
ered. I am also incapable of sitting
comfortably while a man tilts his be-
loved precariously backward and mur-
murs, “My woman from the sea.” Of
course, there is no use in quibbling
over fine points, but I hope that when
next I drown, the adjacent actors
will not get out their pearl gray fe-
doras before coming to my rescue.
I also trust that I will never be in a
position where some man, remonstrat-
ing with my husband, ends the
speech up brutally by, “That's what
you get for being such a cad.” Cad
may be a good word in its way, but it
brings to my mind a man in white
spats who takes a Pekingese out on a
leash and starts every sentence. “‘Oh,
but I say now—" Aside from these
minor details, the leading man was so
overpowered by the dominant hus-
band that I could not see why the
woman preferred him unless her hus-
band’s very largeness was fatiguing.
But then I suppose that after a few
years of brutality even a minor poet
might prove attractive.

The play as I said had its bad
points. The worst one was the lead-
ing woman. She had a difficult role
to play. It is hard for any woman to
be a little sister to the waves, but it
is especially hard if she is a sturdy
woman. Beatrix Thomson who es
sayed the part is decidedly sturdy. She
is a good solid English girl, a firm crea-
ture with both feet on the ground.
Besides this, she was dressed terribly.
Perhaps, as Nancy pointed out, they
were trying to make her look like a
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dream. When Johann Sandalin stum-
bled over her long thin legs, she had
been deciding why she ought to leave
Moodus and go to New York, of
which place old Cellini had told her
vaguely. New York seemed very re-
mote to her, there under the tall wide
trees through the branches of which
the sun poked inquiring rays that
startled the new, young insects awk-
wardly imitating the antics of their
busy elders.

Johann stood stock-still in embar-
rassed apology. Angelica sat up hasti-
ly and primly pulled her skirt down.
Then she saw the paint-stained palette
in his hand and such a wave of lone-
someness for old Cellini swept over
her that she could not bear it at all
and began to cry. Johann was con-
cerned. He dropped to his knees.

“Have I hurt you? Have I hurt
you?” he kept repeating helplessly.

She composed herself after a while,
partly out of pity for his obvious dis-
tress. She dried her eyes on his hand-
kerchief and they talked until long
after the sun started its first prepa-
rations for the overnight trip. What-
ever had been old Cellini’s faults,
equivocation was not one of them and
Angelica he had always taught to
speak out directly. Johann was
charmed by her simplicity and straight-
forwardness. Moreover, he was in-
trigued by the slim grace of her body
and the appeal of her enormous lovely
eyes. They talked of painting, and of
old Cellini, then of themselves. They
were both young, both lonesome. It
was really a very simple matter for
them to become friends.

Johann realized that this shiftless
sort of life for him could not continue
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very long. He loved the country. He
would have been content to stroll for
days haphazardly through greening
meadows that slightly rolled, over
barren hills that poorly imitated
mountains, through the scented woods
that ineffectively guarded Moodus on
three sides from the onslaughts of
advancing civilization. He liked to lie
in the pleasantness of the warming
sunlight among bushes weary with the
burden of ripening berries. He even
took delight in sketching bits of rural
scenes from oblique angular ap-
proaches so that you could see only
the coy shade of a scarecrow standing
gaunt in the autumn fields or a pigsty
reeling tipsily over the black oozy mud
where fat young hogs rolled in
pleasure.

At other times he felt restless and
a gnawing ambition cost him many
sleepless nights where he lay wide-
awake in his bed and ached to revo-
lutionize the world, to become great
and rich and powerful. I will
succeed. I will succeed,” he would
repeat over and over to himself, enjoy-
ing the sound of the words and their
effect on him. Thus he was torn be-
tween the two forces.

Still at other times, and in moments
when he felt the beauty of the things
around him most, he saw in a clear
white light how temporal his ambi-
tions were. In solitude, as he tramped
the woods, he would mull things over.
What is it all for? What if I have
money and power? Can I reconcile
them any better to the loveliness of
nature?

Angelica, moulded into shape by
old Cellini’s shiftless ideas, held to the
same doubts of wordly glory. Angel-
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ica, with her langourous drifting
grace, her sketchiness, her fatalism,
was reassuring to Johann when he
was in doubt or when the gnawing
ambition clutched too insistently at
his vitals.

Then he met Susan. Susan was a
blonde and the daughter of the richest
man in town. The youths of Moodus
termed her a good sport and even the
girls acknowledged she was cute. You
got a little dizzy if you stayed around
her very long for her chatter rattled
with dazing, sweet insistence about
your ears. Susan prided herself on
getting everything she wanted and
wanted many things. Johann’s blond
charm, his steady slowness, his artistic
manner caught her attention.

So that when one morning over
the gleaming crystal and silver of the
breakfast table she pouted becomingly
at her father, he wasn’t slow in guess-
ing what she wanted.

“Dad, I do think that Mr. Sandalin
is awfully exciting looking. Ask him
up to dinner some night. I have
heard that he’s been seen with that
impossible Cellini girl—but of course™
—she appraised herself complacently
in the mirror—"'she’s a frump. Why
does she wear such stupid clothes.
You must ask him up, Daddy dear.”
She rose and lightly blew a kiss in the
general direction of her father. “He’s
much too nice to be wasted on Angel-
ica Cellini.”

Johann accepted the invitation to
dinner. He was a little awed, a little
embarrassed, and very flattered. Susan
was a gracious hostess and chattered
pleasingly and continuously through
the sparkle of delicate crystal glasses
and gleaming silver. The absence of
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a dinner jacket caused Johann intense
suffering when he discovered that Mr.
Weatherbee had come down formally
dressed for dinner. Susan sensed it
and turned the conversation skillfully.
“Mr. Sandalin, you must paint per-
fectly lovely things. I'm just sure of it.
You must take me over to your studio
and show me everything, she declared
with blond prettiness. Johann
muttered embarrassedly about his stu-
dio being the fields and the woods.
Susan clapped her hands. “How
pretty! Father, isn’t Mr. Sandalin the
most poetic thing! I'm sure you're go-
ing to be ever so great and famous
some day, Mr. Sandalin.”” And Johann
expanded, almost visibly.

After dinner they went into the
drawing room, which Johann thought
was richly elegant. Susan played the
piano and they talked of a great many
superficial and apparently important
things which Johann knew little
about. He felt a gnawing ambition
to achieve to the eminence of a man
like Mr. Weatherbee, for example. He
watched him, sitting heavily in a soft
plushy chair, rolling a fat cigar in his
pudgy hand, well'shaven, well-dressed,
well-fed. And Susan, well-groomed
and trim, darting here and there in
conversation and in manner, easily
and surely.

Woalking home later in the evening
he felt as though life had cheated him
somehow. The stars were out and
there was a moon low in the deep blue
velvet of the sky. The night was very
still and suddenly he felt purged of
the heavy cigar smoke and the luxu-
rious comfort of the Weatherbee home
atmosphere. Angelica’s house loomed
white and shabby in the moonlight
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and a glimmer in the kitchen told him
that she was still up. He whistled
low and she came to the door with a
worn book in her hand.

“Is it you, Johann?”

They sat in the shadows of the top
step and the tendrils of the porch vine
trailed their smooth fingers lovingly
about the old rail.

“I was reading, Johann, Father’s
favorite, old Petrarch.” Angelica
talked slowly and her voice always
drifted into the air like a rose-tinted
soap bubble that burst and dis
appeared almost before you could
catch its loveliness to fix in your
memory.
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“Have you read those sonnets, Jo
hann?”

The air was sodden with the scent
of night. Johann quite slowly took
her into his arms.

* % %

In November, old and futile leaves
fluttered aimlessly from their branchy
nests to the hardness of the dry, win-
try earth.

In November, too, the Moodus
Weekly chronicled in florid, heavy
type, the marriage of Susan Weather-
bee, debutante daughter of our fore-
most banker, Mr. John B. Weather-
bee, to Johann Sandalin, artist.

Katherine Grann 29.

CATALOGUE FOR AN AUCTION SALE

A whimsied mind so cluttered

Should have an auction sale.

I might offer, but who would buy,

The joy of a woodland trail;

The lace of a spider’s web, all wet

And jeweled with the dew;

An apple-green sky with a flake of moon,
And a lark’s song in the blue.

They’d make a lovely crazy quilt,
But I've never learned to sew;
And I find so many things each day
That some will have to go.
The smell of clover in the dusk,
The buzz of home-bound bees,
The whippoorwill crying in the marsh,—
Should you like some of these?
Muriel Kendrick '29.
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A BALLAD

GRANDMOTHER

Sit and spin by the fire, some day, some day,
Your fairy prince will ride your way.
Yellow the gold and the silver, white;
Apple-green covered, his armor bright,

On a jet black horse he’ll carry you high,
Be patient, granddaughter, by and by—

Not I!
I'll wait not here!

I'll out to meet him!

Not I!

My dear—my dear.

GRANDMOTHER

And have you come from far-off lands,

Granddaughter, with bruise

d and scarred brown hands?

Your prince, was he fond and fair,

Crimson his armor, gold his hair?

Was he true, dear sweet, was he true?

And, granddaughter, what were you, were you?

Wrong!

And unkind!

I found him not! No prince could I win!
Sit still—and spin!

Joyce Freston "28.

WINDY HILL

I HAD often heard of an uncanny
legend connected with a cabin on
Windy Hill, but I never learned the
complete story until last fall when I
was actually in Small Harbor, the lit-
tle sea town which nestles at the foot
of the hill. Being possessed of strong
nerves, cherishing no superstitions
and chancing to be free for the
Thanksgiving holidays, I determined
to spend three days there and find out
the truth about Windy Hill.
Arriving in Small Harbor the after-
noon before Thanksgiving Day, I
straightway hired a room in the home
of a widow who lived there with her
two grown sons. She was a small
woman, simple and credulous as a

child. I had not been in her house
three hours when I felt that I knew
intimately the whole of her life. Her
husband had been lost at sea, she said,
and her sons were sailors. I saw them
that night, when we had supper to-
gether. Both were tall men, with quiet
eyes and stolid features. The older
had a hair lip. The left hand of the
younger lacked a forefinger. Perhaps
it was because of their personal de-
fects that both were silent to morose-
ness.  Yet they were not unkindly,
and upon being questioned they read-
ily told me all they knew about
Windy Hill.

Years ago, an old mariner called
Captain La Mer built the cabin on
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Windy Hill, and lived there alone. He

was a moody character not much
given to talking, and subject to fits of
gloomy depression. He avoided meet-
ing people, and spent most of his time
in or near his cabin. Sea-captain that
he had been, he knew all the weather
signs, and upon occasion would proph-
esy storms. He called the winds
his friends, and he may have been the
one who gave the hill its name.

One Thanksgiving Day, sometime
after the Captain had first come to
Small Harbor, three sinister-looking
strangers came to the town, and
stopped at the little inn there. They
spoke little, but by their clothing and
manners they were plainly sea-faring
men. Late in the afternoon they dis-
appeared from the inn. They were
never again seen in Small Harbor. That
same night a storm arose and raged
until morning. The following after-
noon one of the townspeople came to
the Captain’s home and found him
lying face down on the floor of his
cabin—murdered. There were signs
of a struggle—a bloodstained knife lay
near by—and that was all. Suspicion
of course pointed to the two strangers
but they never returned to Small
Harbor.

Time went on. Stories of strange
happenings on Windy Hill were cir-
culated in the region. One man dared
another to spend the anniversary
night of the Captain’s murder there.
The man accepted the dare, and came
back raving mad. Others dared and
came back with tales. . . .

All this I gleaned from my landlady
and her two sons. I tried to question
some of the other inhabitants of Small
Harbor, but they were strangely reti-
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cent.  Their superstitution amused
me, and the idea of an unsolved mys-
tery intrigued me. I became more and
more determined to spend Thanks
giving night in the cabin on Windy
Hill. Nobody offered to accompany
me, but my landlady’s sons promised
to come to the cabin for me if I did
not return by noon of the day after
Thanksgiving.

I was given explicit directions for
reaching the cabin, and I set out early
in the afternoon of that sombre au-
tumn day, expecting to come to my
destination before nightfall. Somehow
though, I lost my way and wandered
about in the dried thickets on the hill
for several hours before I saw high
above me the cabin that had been
erected by Captain La Mer. I started
toward it in haste, but I was much
impeded by brambles, and made very
slow progress. Meanwhile, dusk fell
so that I was further hampered by the
uncertain light. Still I pressed on,
eager to reach the cabin. I felt no
uneasiness. I felt only excited anti-
cipation.

It was quite dark when I reached
the summit of the hill. I paused for
a moment to look about me. The air
was very still. Above, the ghastly
moon cast only a few feeble beams.
Below, the ocean stretched sullen and
lusterless in the sickly light. Every-
where there was deep silence.

Then, as I stood on the hilltop, I
first sensed the Thing’s approach. I
cannot tell how, but, by degrees, I felt
sure that something was creeping
slowly across the ocean to the shore.
Occasionally it disturbed the waters,
caused them to foam angrily. There
was no sound, and my eyes actually
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saw no figure on the watery expanse,
yet I knew certainly that something
was coming toward me. As I realized
this, I experienced a desire to turn and
run, but an unseen force restrained
me. I remained fascinated staring at
the sea.

Gradually, the Thing advanced. It
reached the land, and I saw the waves
recede foaming from the shore. At
the same time I heard an eerie sound,
a faint whimpering somewhere in the
distance. I felt a sinking sensation in
the pit of my stomach. My hands
met, cold and clammy. And the
Thing came on.

It made no definite sound. I knew
it was coming rather by a series of
suggestive noises, scarcely audible—
insinuations which seemed to fill the
whole woodland. My thoughts went
back to the half-witted boy I had seen
some years before. He had sat in a
shadow, muttering continuously while
his fingers picked restlessly at his
clothing, and his feet moved about un-
ceasingly on the floor. So with the
Thing. It gibbered senselessly in the
treetops. It fumbled foolishly among
the leaves. It shuffled aimlessly in the
grass as it came up the slope. And
now and then there arose a weird,
moaning cry that chilled my blood.
Tales of being shut up with a mad
creature flashed through my brain
with increased horror. Then, as a
dreadful climax, a cloud suddenly
obscured the moon—ponderous dark-
ness lay upon the earth. And the
Thing came on.

I wanted to run—to cry out—but
I could not. My feet refused to leave
the ground. Screams arose, and were
strangled in my throat. Overwhelm-
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ing terror had gripped me. Fear—
cold, impalpable Fear, such as I had
never known before — made me its
own. Like a hypnotist’s victim I stood
motionless, staring wide-eyed into the
darkness whence advanced the shape-
less, horrible Thing which mine eyes
could not see, nor my body touch,
but which my soul, by every uncanny
instinct Nature bestows, knew was
there before me, lurking like a black
devil invisible in the darkness.

Still the Thing came on. Its insane
mumblings increased until they were
like small thunder. It was ten feet
away. It was five feet away. And
then, with a shriek of maniacal laugh-
ter it was upon me! Suddenly my
feet found themselves and I leaped
blindly in the direction of the cabin.
But the Thing was beside me. It raced
with me. A mocking, triumphant cry
sounded upon my ears as, hurling me
to the ground, it sped past me, and
with a wild whoop burst open the
door of the cabin, and I heard it
raving about within. Simultaneously
a thousand demons of storm seemed
loosened. Thunder crashed. A blind-
ing flash of lightning seared the heav-
ens. Trees veered crazily above, while
torrents of rain beat ruthlessly upon
me as I lay on the ground.

Dizzily I tried to get up, but a
sharp, thrilling pain shot through my
ankle. I was overcome with nausea,
and sank senseless back to the ground.

. %%

When I opened my eyes I was in
bed in the room I had rented in the
village. My landlady and her sons
stood near the window, conversing in
low tones. Seeing that I was awake
they came over to the bedside.
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“We came to the hilltop early this
morning,” said the younger son. “You
were lying unconscious on the ground.
Tell us. Have you—"

“Yes,” breathed the mother, *“Tell
us. Have you solved the mystery of
Windy Hill? What i

“But,” I replied, “I don’t know any
more than I knew yesterday after-
noon. I did not even get to the cabin.
I stopped to rest near it, and the storm
arose, and a gale knocked me down—
and out. Funny thing, though. The
wind——the wind .

I went no further. What did the
expressions on their faces mean?

“Ah, yes,” sighed one, “the wind.
You, like all the rest. You stopped.
and the wind rose—yes? And it came
nearer and nearer. You were fright-
ened, you turned to run, but it ran
with you, and it struck you to the
ground before you reached the cabin.
Ab, yes.”

“But how did you know? What
do you mean?” [ exclaimed.

The younger son spoke again.
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“There have been other strangers,
venturesome like you. And they have
told the same tale. They are fright-
ened— they turn to run—they fall—
they never even enter the cabin. This
time we thought we might find the
reason. But you, like all the rest—""

“It will always be so!™ cried the
older son who had not spoken before.
“Nameless terror—"

“That’s it!” I interrupted, “name-
less terror—"

“Nameless terror,” he went on,
“haunts the unholy place. Since the
murder of Captain La Mer, no one
has ever spent Thanksgiving night in
the cabin on Windy Hill, and no one
ever will. It has always been so. It
will always be so. And we shall never
know—"

The other two bowed their heads
in assent. I sank back thoughtfully
upon my pillows. And from the out-
side came a slight sound like an
acquiescent echo from the November
wind.

Lois Taylor, 31.

WANDERLUST

“I ride by night,” the traveler said,
“And save much time that way.”
“But, oh, the loveliness,” I thought,
“For those who ride by day.”

The train winds up a gray-blue hill
And over trackless downs;

It runs beside a wayward brook,
And stops at little towns.

At last at night it comes to rest
Within the city’s gate,

Where you, my dear, will welcome me.
Speed, train, lest we be late!

"20.



THE C. C. QUARTERLY Page 23

Compliments

of

THE MOHICAN

THE UNION BANK & TRUST | (yuss Committees
COMPANY Invited
61 State St. New London

ACCOUNTS SOLICITED Neilan the Printer

Foreign Exchange, Travellers’ Let-
ters of Credit, Bankers and Ex-
press Checks—Safe Deposit

Boxes

Of Ne¢ilan Court, New Londcn

Samples and Styles For Your Inspection.

First in the State—Fifth in the Nation Courtesy, Promptness and Service
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D. A. Blakeslee, Pres.  Clarence Blakeslee, Treas. Geo. E. Hall, Sec’y

A. D. Blakeslee, 1st Vice Pres. W. Scott Eames, Gen. Mgr.

THE NEW HAVEN TRAP ROCK CO.
TRAP ROCK FOR CONCRETING CONSTRUCTION
AND ROAD BUILDING

General Office, 67 Church St., New Haven Tels., Liberty 8420-8421

PUTNAM FURNITURE

COMPANY

Established 1889

Ernest E. Rogers Wm. D. Harris

President Treasurer

300 BANK STREET Confectioners

and Caterers
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HISLOP’S

New London’s Largest Department Store

Where Shopping is a Profitable Pleasure

QUALITY £ g —the newest styles
VALUE —complete assortments
SERVICE —dependable merchandise
BELEARILIEK —guaranteed satisfaction
PAQUETTE'S
DOMESTIC
Yo s BAKERY
of
Connecticut PAQUE;’II:ﬁﬁftoI;:BLANC
College

Bookstore

The Best of Everything
In the Bakery Line
Fancy Ornamented Birthday
and Wedding Cakes
Made to Order

686 Bank Street
New London, Conn.

Tel. 5578
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Compliments of

NEW LONDON CITY NATIONAL BANK

Commercial and Savings Department
Service Safety Satisfaction

New London, Conn.

SELECT FOOTWEAR

For the Street

At Luncheon

Tea Compliments

f

$5.00 "
ONE PRICE ONLY THE DAY

JOHN IRVING SHOE CO.

88 State Street, New London, Conn.
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THE NATIONAL BANK OF COMMERCE

NEW LONDON, CONN.

Will be glad to be of service to you

Benjm. A. Armstrong, Pres.

Wm. H. Reeves, Vice Pres.

Geo. B. Prest, Vice Pres.

Earle W. Stamm, Vice Pres.-Cashier

‘‘The Hugenot’’ Yes the Tea Room to

the College

Gifts at All Prices—
ForAll Uses

Circulating Library

THE OLD HUGUENOT
BOOK SHELF AND
TEA ROOM

Telephone 8474

THE SAVINGS BANK
OF NEW LONDON

63 Main Street

A Big, Strong, Friendly
Bank

Open 10 A. M. to 3 P. M.
Saturdays, 10 A. M. to 12 M,, and

for deposits, 6:30 to 8:30 P. M.
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NEW LONDON'S LEADING THEATRES

CAPITOL
KEITH SUPREME VAUDEVILLE

CROWN
PHOTOPLAYS DE LUXE

LYCEUM
LEGITIMATE ATTRACTIONS

Walter T. Murphy, Manager

IN PRINTING
SHU-FIX If you want

What you want

1t Main Steect When you want it.
Shoe Repairs  Shoe Shin EE
pne it ULLIVAN
WAYUALITY. . MASONIC STREET

NEW LONDON
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