A MID-NIGHT

FIRE DRILL

Br-r-bz-z-! !-!! shrieked the old fire bell.
It jarred me out of a sound. warm slumber.
Indeed I would not get up. Why under the sun did that old bell ring at this hour? It was
positively disgusting.
Hastily I threw off the ted clothes and scraped my feet over the cold
floor in a hurried effort to fmd my slippers. Would I never reach the light? And the windews, what made them stick? The fire aide's quick, "Hurry up there. get a move on" sent
me banging into the sharp corner of my desk as I rushed for a coat.
My room-mate was
just coming to. Ugh!
How I'd like to shake her for making me do all the work.
I
shuffled out of the door and down the hall in the train of other sleepy eyed. be-horned and
be-smeared maidens.
A gust of cold air smote my face and told me I was at last out or
doors.
The return gong sounded.
Hushed voices were all about me, but I said not a word.
I could not. My whole nervous system as well as my disposition had been wrecked.
I
stumbled my way back to bed and let my room-mate
open the windows and put out the
lights. It was right that she should, I told myself.
But sleep would not come.
I lay in
bed thinking of what had happened.
Suddenly I laughed aloud.
What a grotesque picture we must present during a fire-drill.
It would make a good movie, and yes, a good
theme. I laughed again for I had just really waked up.

E. M. '22.
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OVER THE TOP

11.33 A. M.
Characters: Senior Gym

Time:

Scene:

The Gym

class and the instructor

Various sinister instruments scattered about.
The center of the floor is occupied by a
species of apparatus known as the jumping standard. calculated to strike with terror the most
stout-hearted.
Over the projections thereof is thrown a rope, over which the victims are supposed to jump.
A spring board drawn up to the above-mentioned rope indicates the course to be taken
to achieve this feat. In like manner, for the convenience of the performer, the floor is padded
with three mattresses, which a fertile imagination can too readily visualize as strewn with the
bones of the unfortunate.
A triangle of white. fastened to the middle of the rope, is ready
to wave over your bier.
Twelve heroic spirits have offered themselves, and by means of a flying leap and spasmodic contortions while in the upper regions, have achieved a moderate degree of success.
By the' irony of Fate, you are the thirteenth. Of course they could get over-these
airy
sisters of yours-they
all have twenty pounds less to carry up with them.
Meanwhile, a crowd is assembling in the rear of the room, waiting for the mail. Ever
and anon it is swelled by more students and an instructor or two-all
interested spectators.
They are waiting to witness your fall. The mattresses await you. The instructor is waiting.
You see the tiniest glint of impatience dawning in her hazel eyes.
"Next," she calls. Your hour is at hand.
"Don't worry so," comes the next command. "Take short steps until you get to the
spring-board, get your left foot about in the middle, leap on to the right foot at the end, wait
a second, and let the spring-hoard carry you over."
You repeat these directions twice to see that you have at least the technique. But why
should you not worry?
You know it is physically impossible to get over that rope, but the
instructor's touching confidence in you inspires you with'a desire to die, if need be, on the
spot. You have never yet been over, and you probably never will go over.
"Next," she calls again.
You start.
A series of short rabbit-like hops brings you with right foot where left
foot should be. That fact is disconcerting.
You are however, profoundly thankful that
you have not a third appendage, for however could you keep that in place?
You return to your former starting-point
with still less enthusiasm.
You turn upon
your task-mistress a look of infinite appeal. but it encounters a wall of impentrable resolution.
So might Mary, Queen of Scots, have gazed at her cousin, the cruel Elizabeth.
So might
the innocent Thanksgiving fowl turn its eye from the chopping block toward its execut.ioner.
This time you get your feet placed in their respective positions, and wait. Alack, you
wait too long. You find yourself still standing on the top of the board.
A third attempt! You rush to your fate, grinding your molars grimly as you run. Your
pedal extremities seem to be in separate segments, each of which assumes different curves in
the most distressing manner.
The three upper segments respond to the feeble vestige of willpower left; they soar with you; but the combined efforts of the spring-board and Christian
Science do not suffice to carry you over. The very foundations shake. The mattresses receive unto themselves a tangled mass of rope, jumping-standards,
and a worn-out frame.

E. W. '20.
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Athletic
~~$ociation

OFFICERS OF ATHLETIC

ASSOCIATION

PRESIDENT

Mildred Howard

VICE-PRESIDENT

Harriet Allen

SECRETARY

Marjorie Doyle

TREASURER

Dorothy W ull
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1920

1916
ATHLETIC
It has

ASSOCIATION

been the attempt of the Association

will be inspired to work-an

this year, to establish an ideal for which girls

ideal of all-round

efficiency,

which emphasizes

not only ath-

letics, but academic standing, good health. spirit, and attitude in games towards team work,

and success and defeat.

An old-English "C" on a blue back-ground is the symbol which

has been awarded to those few deserving at the end of their J unior year. A committee.
composed of the instructors of the Physical Education department, and of the officers of the
association. decided upon the qualifications
of the girls.
Leather and felt pennants arc
awarded annually to those winning the highest, and the next to highest points, in their class.
The first Seniors to win the "C" were:
Allen, Doyle, Howard,

McGowan,

and Warner.

Here are the girls of '20 who won their letters by securing 14 points or over:
Allen, Costigan, Davies, Doyle, Gammons, Gage, Hotchkiss, Hester, Horrax,
ard. Hulbert,

McGowan,

1919

Munro,

Smith, Warner, .Williams,

and Wholey.

FACULTY
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How-

aLLEGE CHOIR

Lesley Alderman
Barbara Ashenden

Dorothy Hubbard
Lavinia Hull

Anna Buell

Marion

Catherine

Bursley

Johneon

Olive Perry
Dorothy Pryde
Maude Purdue
Dorothy. Randle
Elizabeth Sanford

Maud Carpenter

Mary Langenbacker
J eanette Lettney

Elizabeth Colladay

Lydia Marvin

Katharine

Catherine Cone
Helen Coops

Melvina

Ruth Stanton

Margaret Davies
Dorothy Doane

Charlotte Hall
Helen Heminway

Abby Hollister

Mason

Minneola Miller
Charline Mitchell
Elizabeth Moyle
Margaret North
Marguerite
Paul
Helen Perry
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Schaefer

Antoinette
Evelene

Taylor

Taylor

Julia Warner
Mary White
Eleanor Whitten
Harriet Wood ford

RAMATIC CLUB
The Dramatic Club came to our rescue at the last hour-it
took sides against the string bean and set up a definite platform
based upon the fact that "a good woman" has "suppressed desires"
for "lima beans," that is, if "her husband's wife" doesn't interfere.
Going ahead on that
theory the club has done splendid work and has brought forth actresses (and actors, too)
whom Broadway can scarcely hope to equal. We wonder if it's the actresses, the fine
choice of plays, or the settings they play in. or a combination

of them all that draws such

large audiences.

~

OFFICERS

OF THE DRAMATIC

CLUB

Marion Hendrie
Dorothy Henkle
Katharine Troland

PRESIDENT
VICE-PRESIDENT

SECRETARY

Marguerite

TREASURER
CHAIRMAN

TRy~OUT

COMMITTEE

CHAIRMAN

PROGRAM

COMMITTEE

Lowenstein

Mary Hester
Caroline Francke

,

,II

!
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/~~'"RENCH CLUB

,~r

French Club or Secret Society? The initiation would have
served well at either. Each candidate decided to love, honor, and
speak French always-so Mademoiselle Ernst and the club members
took in a goodly number. French Club immediately brings to one's mind thoughts of the
French Play, which is indeed a big feature each year. Moliere himself must have chuckled
in spirit over the admirable presentation of "Le Malade Imaginaire."

OFFICERS

OF FRENCH

PRESIDENTE

CLUB
Marjorie Carlsson
Mildred Fagan
Anna Flaherty
Blanche Finesilver

VICE-PRESlo'£NTE
SECRETAIRE
TRESORIERE
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"Oh yes, I know those History Clubs--they're
all alike,"
declares the sweet young feminine thing, "absolutely dead, no
'pep.'
The sharks arrive at meetings smacking their lips as if
they had just devoured the second volume of Hayes and wish
they had a third. They know the exact hour that Napoleon met Water-Lou, and they talk
you down if you even mention the date 1492-just
as if it weren't important."
Perhaps that is the general type of History Club-if
so, then ours must be a particular
one. for no one person ever holds forth. You can find at the meetings persons who, like
yourself. want to talk over the topics of the day in order to be prepared to take a place in
the world as "wide-awake" citizens. So if you. happen to meet that frivolous young thing
just invite her to a meeting-will

you?

OFFICERS

OF THE HISTORY

Alberta Lynch
Elizabeth Nagy
Ethel Mason
Arvilla Hotchkiss

PRESIDENT
VICE~PRESIDENT
SECRETARY
TREASURER
CHAIRMAN
CHAIRMAN

PROGRAM

CLUB

Anna Mae Brazos

COMMITTEE

MEMBERSHIP

COMMITTEE
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..

Dorothy Doane

�~~~,:\
ITER~~~ead:::~r~
~.:=_~::-~:-k,2. /'

~ #~t~
~_. ----

Bedecked

with bays and rosemary."

Fragrance of fir ~)Oug.hs .burnin~ in .~hames Hall hearth;
glow of many candles flickering In the dim dining-room. as a solemn
and most gorgeous procession

of lords and ladies.

page and jester

I

King and Queen, comes winding in from the faculty-door. to make
the celebration of Twelfth Night an annual Literary Club tradition in onnecticut College.
You haven't forgotten the Queen's little poem?"Twelfth Night r
Star light

"Fair

On the snowCrescent moon,

and still,
hill
Gleams clear.
Lights aquiver,

Setting 500n,
Hangs low---

Running near.

"Chrism as green
Still seen

OUf

On

In the lire.
Christmas peace
Never cease-

our river,

"As we see our bounty here.
We pray the world may know
In court and hut;
Outside. snow and ice,
Inside-our
almost Paradise-Connecticut! "

OUf desire.
good cheer.

. The serious pursuits of happiness. enjoyed by the Club this year. have included the
reading of many letters of Famous Literary Men. and a brief study of the modern ess y.

OFFICERS

OF THE

PRESIDENT
VICE-PRESIDENT
SECRETARY
TREASURER
CHAIRMAN

PROGRAM

CHAIRMAN

MEMBERSHIP

COMMITTEE
COMMIlTEE
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LITERARY

CLUB
Kathryn Hulbert
Alice Gardner
Jessie Bigelow
Katherine Francke
l'vlarjorie Viets
Evelene Taylor

ANDOLIN CLUB

Leader,

Dorothy Gregson

Virginia Neimeyer '23
La F etra Perley '20
Isabelle Rumney '20
Anne Slade '22
Edith Smith '20

'21

Alice Boehringer '23
Clair Calnen '23
Maud Carpenter '20

Helen Collins '20
Katherine Culver '23
Florence Edwards '20
Alice Gardner '20
Mary Hester '20
Olive Holcomb '23
Marion Keene '21
Jean Mnrray '23

Katherine Stone '23

Jeanette Sunderland '23
Miriam Taylor '22

Gertrude T raurig '22
Wrey Warner '22
Irene Wholey '20
Harriet Woodford '23
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ATHEMA TICS CLUB
The

purpose

of the Club

tion of formal papers,
questions

proposed

in a college

course.

PRESIDENT

TREASURER
PROGRAM

COMMITTEE
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aims by the presentadiscussion of

to gain familiarity

with a great

not to be secured in the classroom;
in and regard for the importance of

MATHEMATICS

SECRETARY

it

free and informal

The social side of the meetings

OFFICERS OF THE

CHAIRMAN

by

by the members.

amount of useful and curious mathematical
information
it aims also to promote on the campus a proper interest
mathematics
feature.

is twofold:

as well as

is an especially

CLUB

Florence Edwards
Dorothy Pryde
Elizabeth Hall
Doctor Leib

attractive

PANISH· CLUB
Aqui

estamos, amigas!

We are the little circle of friends interested in Spanish.

It is with

keen enjoyment that we have met together one evening each month to
further friendships through our common interest.
The club has been conducted on an informal basis. and tiresome business meetings cut to the minimum.
Some evenings have been
given entirely to discussion, and on other occasions, games and musical selections have been
added to make the evening even more pleasant. Through the generous support of our friends,
we were able this year to present a Spanish Entertainment.
One of the best features of the
entertainment

was "EI Noche de Mayo,"

ably directed

and arranged

a delightful

by him and Mademoiselle

OFFICERS

comedy written by Senor Barja.
Ernst.

OF THE SPANISH

CLUB
Anna Buller
Helen Collins
Irene Wholey

PRESIDENT
VICErPRESIDENT
SECRETARY

Rose Doherty

TREASURER
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and

"The object of the Service League shall be to unite its members by bonds of friendship
and loyalty, and to inspire them to give their sympathy and to dedicate their services to the
advancement of college interests, community welfare, and national and international causes
destined to benefit humanity."

74

OFFICERS
HONORARY
ACTING

OF SERVICE. LEAGUE
Leah Nora Pick '20
Dorothy Gregson '21
Evelene Taylor '21
Constance Hill '22

PRESIDENT

PRESIDENT

VICE-PRESIDENT
SECRETARY

. Anna Mae Brazos '21
M arion Gammons '20

TREASURER
CHAIRMAN

OFF -CAMPUS

CHAIRMAN

ON-CAMPUS

CHAIRMAN

ENTERTAINMENT

SOCIAL

SERVICE

FACULTY

ADVISOR

FACULTY

ADVISOR

SERVICE

Dorothy Hover '20

SERVICE
COMMITTEE

Roberta Newton

'21

Marion Kolsky , 19
Miss Mary E. Holmes

SECRETARY

Mrs.

-

Morris

J. Wessel

The Off-Campus Service covers an intensive program of constructive community social
service work in New London.
Branches of it are: Mothers' Clubs, Family Visiting, Men-

tal Clinic Fallow-Up Work. Story Telling, Hours for Children, Information Bureau for
Foreigners, Moving Picture Shows for Children.
The public school buildings are used as centres, and all the work is under the direct
supervision of the Social Service Secretary of the League and the Professor of Sociology.
The Social Service Secretaryship is a fellowship awarded annually
the Service League
to a member of the graduating class.

by
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MEMBERS

OF STUDENT

PRESIDENT

COUNCIL
Helen Perry

VICE~PRESIDENT

Frances

SECRETARY

Olive Tuthill
Agnes Leahy
Edith Lindholm

TREASURER
CHAIRMAN

PRESIDENT

EXECUTIVE
SERVICE

COMMITTEE

LEAGUE

SENIOR

CLASS

JUNIOR

CLASS PRESIDENT

SOPHOMORE
FRESHMAN

Dorothy

PRESIDENT

Barlow

Gregson

Alice Horrax

Rachel E. Smith
Mildred Duncan

CLASS PRESIDENT
CLASS PRESIDENT

] ulia V/ arner
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KELELE CLUB

Leader, Ruth Wilson
Ruth MacDonald sp.
Margaret Milligan '20
Jean Murray '23

Lesley Alderman ' 23
Carmela

Anastasia

'23

Muriel Ashcroft '23

Margaret Pease '2 I
Marguerite Paul '21

Margaret Baxter '22

Marian Bedell '21
Diana Bretzfelder '23
Margaret Chase '20
Catherine Cone '21
Mildred Duncan '22

Blanche

Finesilver

Clarissa Ragsdale '20
Calfemia Smith '20
Rachel Smith '21
Edna Taylor '23
Miriam Taylor '22
Julia Warner '23

'22

Dorothy Gregson ' 2 1
Arvilla Hotchkiss '20

Marian Warner '20
Warner '22

Agnes Jennings '20

Wrey

Nellie LeWitt '23

Dorothy Wulf '21
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Connecticut

Co

". tcut
.

College Fund for

Maintenance Starts
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WE'RE TO BLAME!
KOINE

Editor-in-Chief,

STAFF
MARJORIE

VIETS

Associate Editors,
FANCHON

HARTMAN

KATHRYN

HULBERT

'20
'20

'21

ABBY GALLUP

Art Editors,
ELIZABETH
ROBERTA

WILLIAMS

'21

NEWTON

Photographers,
FRANCES BARLOW

'20

'20

JOAN MUNRO

Business Managers,
DOROTHY

DOANE

ACNES LEAHY
EVELENE

'20

'21

TAYLOR

'21

EX-OFFICIO,

ALICE

HORRAX
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'20

'20

'20

INTELLIGENCE TEST REPORT ON PEP SR.

t.

Personal HistorJ).

2.

Appearance.
A brown well-formed animal about the size of a regular dog; shrewd yet kindly eyes;

The case revealed at the outset certain strange features. which alone stamp Pep Sr. as
a very remarkable dog.
Pep Sr.. investigation .discloses, comes after
Pep jr.. not before,
surely a strange inversion of ordinar~ natural history.
Then .a~~m both Peps have elected
themselves mascots of 1920. which, 10 the words of the poet IS Duff sed.

a sensitive, somewhat nervous nose of a temperature
cool enough to provoke the witticism.
"Healthy Man"; ears with muscles extraordinarily
developed, giving a wig-wagging ability
any school boy might envy; a small but efficient six-cylinder tail that develops tremendous
speed and power.

3.

Qualities, characteristics, traits, abilities, virtues, and other differenl things, as shown
by the tests.

Due to a slight language difficulty, Pep was given the Performance
Scale. On Test
a Scent" test, Pep proved himself a veritable miser.
On Test 5, the
"Counting Test," Pep counted 5 with remarkable
accuracy, twice coming within three of
the right number.
On Test 8, the "Rolling Over" test, Pep performed so strenously that
we suspect he has been a war-dog and lived in the trenches with rats and-and-things;
anyhow he entered into the spirit of the test and seemed much relieved at its conclusion, On
Test 1,0, the "Meat Swallowing Test," Pep made one of the highest scores ever recorded;
the ammal has wonderful depth and assimilating power, inexhaustible capacity, as one might
say.

J, the "Following

4.

Conclusion.

Pep is a supercanine,
remarkable horse-sense.

a full year ahead

{JVOGffi'
~

-

1J".lTl::lhG!fI\lC~

-"lh'l\u'l

of his nearest competitor.

I

.
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As a dog, he has

BEING

THE

PHYSICAL

DIAGNOSIS

(Doggerelly speaking)
"Of these mongrels you've placed on parade,

Rest your optics on Lot Twenty-one.

And for whom I must needs give a grade

\Vhy that dog can't even run!
SARTORIOUS is tight,

The physiques are so bad
It makes one quite sad

a sight,

GASTRONEMIUS
LATISSIMUS

To think of the journey one's made.

is much underdone!

DORSi

Taking notice of this Senior Pep,

In considering Lot Twenty-three,
_I beg of each one: Look and see!

I have measured

the length of his step,

His f.eet that are Hat-.~
He's entirely too fat!
F or a mark we would give him an E!

Note RHOMBOIDEUS

Just glancing at Lot' Twenty-two

Anatomically
speaking, I'd say,
Pep Senior has all things his way,

I

am sure you

will

see as

Lung Capacity

I do

and TORTICOLLIS

fine, as he slept.

His GRIN'S contagious,
His HUNGER outrageous,
He is placed without doubt. in CLASS "A".

A bad case of KYPHOSIS
And also LORDOSIS
SCOLIOSIS

MINOR

None could be finer,

too!

From the Artistic viewpoint

there can be no question.

SENIOR PEP WINS!
He scores

THRE~

POINTS

in the realm of

ART.

First the C olorEven Denmon

Ross, himself, would not believe it possible

ample of the values in the orange scale.
neutral

Bits of neutralized

to find so perfect
orange, blended

with

an expure

and black.

And Second, the Line and F ormPep expresses HARMONY.
repetition

of any thoroughbred

Hind legs; and in addition,

The harmony of an Echo;
Airdale.

He

expresses

that is, Pep expresses a direct
Balance;

he is a splendid example of Rhythm,

note the position of the
observe the curling scroll

of hair.

ThirdIn the possession of a DOMINANT

Pep is more DOG than anything else!
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CLASS PROPHECY
. th e spnng
. 0 f 1930 and in connection with the robbery
that R·
earnedI aDplace
I t was III
.
in the police annals of New York that I ",:,as summo~ed.~o th?;t city by, the
. Vii a etective Agency.
The million-dollar
blue nbbon
terner
Pep
ha.d disappeared
from the
Barlow kennels in a manner that baffled everyone-that
seemed, In fact.' actually supernatural, according to the message of Mr. Villa.
Consequently,
as my services were requested
to make a psychological analysis of the case, I hastened to New York, ready for mystery,
but entirely unprepared
for the series of revelations
that were to be mine before I left that
city.
.
.
Almost immediately R. Villa, the mildly curious Miss Hotchkiss of C. C. days, told
me about the dog mystery which proved to be a matter of great personal interest. inasmuch
a-sthe canine whose disappearance puzzled everyone was "Pep,"
1920's own mascot. He
had been for some years in the Barlow kennels, under the personal care of Frankie who had
been sitting, reading to him, when the robbery
actually
occurred.
When she suddenly
looked down, he was gone, Frankie told me, when I went with R. Villa out to her model
farm.
She had twenty-five such places and raised everything from chickens and pigs to
dogs. Dogs, however, were her specialty, as she had great faith in their intelligence, and
therefore gave them special education to offset the old-time formal training.
At once, we
had a consultation over "Pep's" absence and as a result we called in K. Hulbert, the scientist, to examine the spot where "Pep" had been.
Kay, practical and matter-of-Fact. appeared with her scientific paraphernalia, and tested the air for humidity, weight, and density
and made a chemical analysis of the floor and rug where "Pep' 'had lain. Her search disclosed no information-only
that the room was "Pepless."
J n her usual business-like manner, Kay did say that we might hunt up Anna Buller.
She had heard that Anna at one
time was in an insane asylum and it was barely possible that a "pep" complex might have
made her lure "Pep" away.
Such a statement of course horrified the rest of us but when
we protested against such action Kay bluntly remarked that sentiment and poetry belonged
to the dreamer-not
to anxious classmates hunting for their mascot.
R. Villa suggested
that we. first get Hester, the snake charmer to come along in case that poor Anna should
prove difficult to handle.
The Hippodrome
was then our destination-but
we were told
that Hester was performing and that if she had her usual large crowd about her we could
ll:0t get near her until after the entertainment.
While we waited we were attracted by a
tight-rope walker-La regular wizard at keeping to the straight and narrow path-you
must
guess who It was-yes,
our C. C. pal, Alice Gardner.
My surprise at seeing her making good here was equalled only by the shock a few
mom~n~s lat.er ,when.1 reali~ed ~he identity of four cabaret dancers:
Helen Sturges and
~arJo.ne V.I~ts :we~e m the hmeh~ht. while Edith Smith and Alberta Lynch attracted atten-

hOd 'h'h

'hll' 8mgm~.

They haIled us with delight, and we all had lunch together. They

the t at se -expr~sslOn was what they had searched for and finally found it in the work
t ey werE now domg.
One glance at four radiant faces showed the truth of their statements.
agerly they told me about Dora Schwartz:; how she had made a fortune buying
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old shoestrings and selling them over again for macaroni,
and how she had donated the
whole amount to Connecticut College to establish a lightning service system whereby automobiles were at the command of any student at any time desired.
The Norwich trolley line
had in consequence given up the ghost.
Dora's philanthropy had just been related when
Mlle. Hester glided in, and greeted us all most effusively. As she was willing to go with
me to find Anna Buller, we bid adieu to R. Villa and to our cabaret friends and started on
our search.
The first thing we did was to secure a "Tumble In" jitney, the driver of which amazed
me. Madeline Hinchey in her gayest maimer shouted out "Tumble In, ladies-SOc,
please!" before she realized who her "ladies" were.
She then told us about her experience
since coll~ge days, saying that at first she wrote for "Sappy
Tales" and other celebrated
magazines but finally gave up writing in order to develop the "Tumble In Jitney Line."
I
couldn't blame her after she confided to me the difference in remuneration.
She frankly
admitted that with he~ 200 jitneys she often made as much as $2.98 a day.
But at this
point we were stopped abruptly by another auto running into us. A chauffeur was alone in
it, but little damage was done to either car. A traffic cop, however, a husky, robust woman
insisted upon taking, first the chauffeur's number, and then ours. "Helen Collins! A traffic
cop!" was all I could gasp, before we were hustled on. Madeline
told us that Helen
longed for out of door life and for e-ccitement. Consequently, she had managed affairs at
this particular corner for years.
Before we reached the Grand Central we were stopped
once more by a crowd from the midst of which came forth singing. \Vhen I beheld the
cause of the crowd I resigned my nerves to any shock-the
cause being no one other than
Betty Williams-demure
and saintly looking in Salvation Army garb. When she stopped
singing I motioned to her from the automobile and she came over to talk to me. She told me
that no other life appealed to her and moreover that Agnes Mae, who had obtained her
M. R. S. the same year she had fallen heir to her B. A., was a Salvation Army captain,
with Henrietta Costigan as her aide-de-camp.
Almost overcome, I gave Betty a nickel toward her work, and passed on. As we
boarded the train to Luna City, the door blew open and "Peppermints,
peanuts, popcorn,
paper, n'everythingl"
echoed forth in a rather boisterous voice. "It's Tede !' Hester
gasped, but I could not believe her until "Howdy'do!
Girls!" greeted us and Teele passed
on to a customer purchasing
"Peppermints,
peanuts,
popcorn or papers."
Later she returned long enough to greet us more cordially and to explain that the Wanderlust
had possessed her and had carried her around the world in an exciting manner.
While reading
during the journey, Hester came upon an article praising the poems of one D. Hover.
The
write-up explained that her work was mostly free verse-e-very free-in
fact, and that the
writer had the usual artistic temperament.
She might be seen almost any day in Glenbrook
dreaming dreams in the fields and wandering
about with "all her bright hair streaming
down."
Hester asked me if I had heard about the class author.
She said that Fern Smith
had taken to prose writing and could wield the mighty pen in a fashion that put Harold
Bell Wright and John Greenleaf Longfellow to shame. Fern, she said, was surely making
a name for herself in literary circles but worried everyone because she never exercised and
in consequence had grown thin and weak.
.
"Luna City." The conductor's yell made us hustle to alight in an unfamiliar town. We
went into a neighboring store to inquire about the sanitorium where we expected to find
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Anna Buller and were indeed surprised to see Harry Allen enjoying life in ,the occupation
of shoemaker.
She explained that humanity was being benefitted by her existence ~c;cau~e
she made coverings to go over souls' (soles) for p:ople equally as gre~~ as Emerson.
Jessie
Menzies"-she
started and then stopped and smiled mysteriously.
I make all her shoes
special size, and special shape-some
feet, too.
Come with me tonight, will you?"
Of
course we both agreed to go with her. Then she directed us to the CarIssa." Hospital. the
only place she could think of where Anna might be. She told us that Marjorie was at the
head of the sanitorium bearing her name.
Irene Wholey, as head nurse, opened the door
for us. Marjorie came out soon afterward,
however, hale and hearty, to say "hello." She
and Irene both exclaimed in horror when we told them of "Pep"
and our suspicions as to
the theft.
Suddenly Marge laughed and asked Irene to call Anna.
Hester and I had decided to be very cautious at first and not to mention "Pep"
at all in her presence.
When
Anna came in we greeted her quietly and asked her how she was.
At some length she explained her work-how
she had specialized in the solving of mental problems and had
therefore spent much of her time in insane asylums.
"At present I have a peculiar patient.
Come with me."
We followed her into the room, the walls of which were covered with
maps. In the corner we saw a familiar figure but could not identify the person until "You
No-well (No-el) why I'm here!" was repeated three times in a monotonous voice. Mary
Coughlin was certainly in a sorry state.
Later Anna told us that Mary had a history complex which had developed while she had taught that subject at C. C. Anna had hopes.
however, of her complete recovery.
In a rather sad mood, we left our friends at Carlsson's Sanitorium.
We were glad,
theref?re .. of the ~iverti~g influence of a crowd on a corner in the city's center.
Some one
was smgl~g gay}}tt.le ditties ~o which ?ther people were dancing.
\Vhen we came nearer
we saw signs of Singer Sewmg Machine;"
"Please Listen to Our Singer" advertisements,
and of course we wa?t~d to hear th.eir "singer."
The voice sounded familiar-surprisingly
;?, and by much stram.mg ~nd cranmg of necks we were able to see the center of attraction.
Helen Br?wn,. as I live!
We could only stand and gaze in wonder.
At this pomt Hester recollected that she was to figure in an evening's performance and
coul? not keep the date we had. made. for the evening with Harry Allen.
I expressed my
ghratItude to her for her trouble In commg out with me to tame the already t.ame Anna and
sewentbacktoNewYork
Ld eCI'ddte a entertam. myse II as b est r could until.. evening.
A
.
.
.'
CIrCrUS
was In town, I dIscovered, and, discouraged and disgruntled with the "Pep" mystery,
went out '. to the grounds
t 0 f orge t my perp Iexitres.
..
Th ere as soon as I entered
I
h ear d a Iusty crier
In a Dud
t voi
d
I
.
'.
'
Onl 10
eli
• r~sonan VOice, raw out agam and agam "I ap-Pihl to you!
CornYe c'ponhe ,rnde or, t:-v0 nhlckels.to see the long and the short of it. I ap-Pihl to you!
Marvm camp
see I lan
n
tl
.
I h
.
.
the world's annual btl"
'I
I~ wres ers-r-r-wmners 0 t e first and second pnzes In
was as noisy an individua] as anv going to remark to some one nearby that the circus cri~r
individual to find out th thY
one person co~ld be, when I took a second glance at said
told me afterward
h d al
w~s acthally ClarIssa Ragsdale. Her artistic temperament, she
for all her moods.'
a
e
er Into t e present pursuit.
She could find audible expression
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I went into the tent to see Dott
and E h
I
ever witnessed.
"Piblv"
t ld
. y h
st er per arm some of the neatest stunts I've
performer she was, whfle Dott me I~wat er gly;n. at C. C. that had made her the proficient
y rna est y exp ained that she had knocked out Willard three
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times herself. Then we all went to the movies which were held in another tent. Clarissa
said she was eager for us to see "Emmie M"-the
country's female Charlie Chaplin.
She
was appearing in a comic reel called a "Spring-board Dash." "Yes, Emma is wonderful,"
Esther remarked and we all asked, "Emma who? Do you know her?"
But by this time
we found our answer in the smiling face of Emma Wippert. as in a most amusing style she
did some acrobatic stunts upon the screen. - Esther was right. "Emma is wonderful,"
I
agreed.
After the movies. I had a few moments to spare before meeting Harry. and therefore we hunted in vain, to be sure, for a lunch room. \Ve heard a shouting which did attract us, however. "A loaf of bread. a head of cabbage, and a pound of meat-all
for
5c."
"Let's invest," Clarissa suggested and we followed the "call of the wild" until we
reached Dorothy Muzzy, the owner of the surprising voice. She calmly smiled and acted
unconcerned at seeing us, but devoted her efforts to selling us her wares,-her
loaf of bread
was a roll, her pound of meat a "hot dog." and her head of cabbage a little sauerkraut.
We succeeded in diminishing her stock and tried to talk to her of C. C. but she was interested only in the money we paid for our lunch. Truly, I almost suspected that "Pep" had
been one of those "hot dogs" that constituted a pound of meat. Poor Dot. She had become commercialized through and through.
Solemnly we shook hands and I departed to
meet Harry.
The latter carried me off to an auditorium saying that she had a surprise in store for
me. I did not even gasp, when. once we were seated, Speaker Hood was announced as
the chief speaker of the evening. Then followed the most fluent and eloquent speech I
have ever heard from a soap-box orator. Gladys was rooting for Laura Warren, who had
entered politics and was nominee on a socialist ticket for governor of the State. Harry told
me. though, that there was still a surprise and consequently I listened with eagerness to the
announcement of the main features on the program.
With "much ado" the main feature
appeared.
She was Jessie Menzies. the most famous prima donna in Luna City-a
star
singer and performer.
Afterwards Jessie joined us and spoke of her operatic career.
By
sheer perseverance she had risen from vaudeville shows. she proudly explained.
Her thin.
pale face showed the struggle through which she had been.
Early next morning I hastened back to New York to report to R. Villa and consult
her as to the next step in the search for "Pep."
Publicity was the next tool to use in
locating him. we decided, and accordingly that day I interviewed several persons in his
behalf.
Margaret Milligan. who had become a dare-devil avairrix was the object of my
first interview.
Between us we hit upon a plan whereby we might gain notoriety for
"Pep."
If I would have posters published, she agreed to perform the astounding stunt of
flying over the streets of the city and showering down papers upon the multitude.
She suggested that if a reward were offered for his return, we might see him ",~iggle his tail the
sooner.
"Try Ellen Carroll." Margaret said, "She's a capitalist, you know."
I actually
doubted my senses but she assured me that Ellen was a millionaire onion queen. Amazed,
I went in search of Ellen's brown-stone residence on Fifth Avenue. but was told at the
door that Miss Carroll was "not in." Trying to find some article about my person which
might suggest. my identity to Ellen. I came upon John Dewey's "Education" tucked away
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in my locket, and sent it up to h er.
her rooms.
"What's
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to the democratic

Ellen
10 a supenor
manner,
causemany to weep over its grave."
Soon I told her of how our c ass a
ost Its
ep
and of how we hoped to advertise his loss, whereupon
she generously off~red a rewa~d of
$5.00 for his recovery. Thanking her in behalf of the class for her liberal donatlO~ 1
departed at once and telephoned to Milligan for her to be ready to carry out her project
as soon as posters were printed.
.
I next went to see a printer, the leading one of the CIty, and found Joan M~nro. who
was making great progress along an inky way.
She had always wanted to wnte books,
she said, and now she published thousands every year.
At. once she agreed to put all.her
efforts into posters for "Pep" and sent for her artist to wrrte doggere.ls and draw designs
for the posters. The latter was not to be found, but Joan told me t~lat her artist was Sarah
Lewis who had first been a painter, but had painted houses so effectively that now she drew
pictures and cartoons.
I was sorry not to see Sarah but glad to hear of her success. My
classmates on the whole. I reflected, were making a pretty good showing.
From the Munro Publishing Company I went to interview the editor of the yellow
journal "Toma-to."
Here again I was met with a "not in" welcome but told that I might
see the society reporter.
"Yes, indeed, I'll come at once.
Yes, indeed!"
the super-polite
tone reached me before the dainty, ethereal person made her appearance.
Even then I saw
only a hasty sprinkling of powder upon her nose before my fairy-like creature was ready for
observation.
She shook herself as an ostrich might his feathers, then came forward with
"So pleased to meet you! Won't J,lOU have a seat? Please malre yourself at home. Do take"
-here
she stopped and stared even as I stared at her.
All I could say was "Marion Warner!
And a society reporter!"
At this point the
editor decided to be "in."
At least, she made her appearance
in a much besmattered
printer's apron. With inky hands and pen behind her ear, Al Horrax made me forget the
yellow journal and "Pep" in my delight at seeing her.
The three of us talked of "Pep"
and Al placed at my disposal as much space of her "T am a-to" as I desired for publicity
work.
Two more people I interviewed that day, one beins Congressman Taber who was an
in~alu~?le ass:! for politics because of her knowledge of Greek and Roman law,-the
other
being Du.~ch ;~t1cGowan.
Esther promised me her support and vowed that the person
who stole Pep
would be duly prosecuted.
"Dutch,"
I had learned, was a travelling
saleswoman-a
wonder, many. people called her, because within five minutes, with her ready
flow .of speech she ,co,~ld.convince mos!, any housewife of the necessity of owning a copy of
Euc~ld or a Crowe s HIgher Algebra
in order to keep house efficiently.
I wanted to find
out If she had heard anything of "Pep"
in her travels
Sh k
thi
f I"
b
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.
e new no mg 0 11m ut to
me to mqurre a
elen Perry who had established a school or so
thi
. G
. h V I
lage. She gave me the latter's address.
me mg III
reenwic
1~ t?e dar tad bee~ long and weary I stopped in at "Jordan's Beauty Shop" to have
IgnS
rem.ove sr
°h t elw eek s.care. The name had no significance for me until I saw the head
engineer, rene erse f,commg forward to meet me
Pro p
ind d h
d
k
me j
t
t
".
'"
erous, In ee ,s e was an too
e In a once 0 meet our SOCIetyladies," frivolous, I fear, but truly nice under the social
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veneer. With much ceremony and adjustment of lorgnettes, the Mrs. Florence Edwards
Harrison Vandergould and her companion, Countess Marie Mungir Idonlcaroni arose to
greet me. -1hey admitted that they had spent some little time in a "retreat" "inNew London,
Connecticut,or was it Newport, Rhode Island? Anyhow, they could not recall me, though
the name did sound familiar. But that was because Countess Idontcaroni had once em. ployed a maid by the same name. As soon as possible they both withdrew from my somewhat doubtful company. I immediately asked Irene if 1 had actually met "Eds" and
Maria. She contirmed my belief and said that in seeking for knowledge they both had become embittered and "this is the result," she finished sadly.
She had no news of "Pep" but told me of a classmate of whom I had heard nothing
since college days. Zevelv Green had at one time frequently come into her parlors in spite
of the serious business in which she was engaged. She spoke of Zevely's elopement the
year after she had obtained her degree and how Zevely and her husband had settled down
in New York as missionaries and were civilizing humanity.
When I reached my rooms that night I found a summons to court, as witness of the
accident in which Hester and I had become entangled when we were in Madeline Hinchey's
"Tumble In Jitney."
The next morning I reported at court at the proper time. Here I was told that the
parties concerned were trying to settle the affair out or court and I was asked to go immediately to the office of the ked Tape Manufacturing Company. My entrance. into the
officeof that concern was at first unnoticed by the gum-chewing stenographer of whom I
caught only a sicleview. She was talking-yes, I fear, flirting with the ofhce boy and had
just burst forth with "Awl Go on! Yer can't kid me, boy. Yer can string beans, but yer
never can kid gloves. No siree! Yer can't kid gloves." This ovation had just been deliveredwhen the young lady who couldn't be "kidded" heard me cough and turned around.
I looked at her, not once, but twice, before I shook Betty Nagy by the hand. She led me
into the private officeof "Red Tape," whoever "Red" might be. But here on a small
scale I found a class reunion.
Hester and Madeline with Helen Collins were talking
things over with "Red Tape," the business-like, commercialized, over-efficient person,
Eleanor Seaver. E.leanor had made good in the business world and had become truly
aggressivein her management of people and of millions. Her lawyer also was present, I'm
sorry to say, an unscrupulous arguer in court but nevertheless a person I was more than
glad to see, namely, Attorney Grace Waller, who seemed to have no conscience at all-at
least so her opponents thought.
I learned that the chauffeur who had bumped into our car was employed by Eleanor
but that when she and Madeline had found out each other's identity the case had been
dropped.
I had to hurry away, much as I hated to do it, in order to locate Helen Perry's
school in Greenwich Village. After some hunting I found Perry but not her school. What
she had actually founded was a nunnery. When I went to her she was sitting demurely in
a corner knitting and was intent upon the incessant clicking of her needles. She could give
. me no information and spoke little of herself. In the humblest manner possible, she asked
if I would like to see some nuns whom I knew. Delighted, I then met "Miff" Howard,
Mary Brader and "Runty" Doane. "Miff" had wearied of the world's follies and had
joined Helen; "Runty"-well,
"Runty" didn't say why she was with Perry but I just

87

IIII

'11111I III
1, 1ill111'

•

l,"h IIIIJ '11'1111111"111
1111'
"111", '1I11.lIll1nl1I11lllU1UJ,l
", ""'~
I 1Ii' II III 1111,111'
I 1I1111
IllJlllIl,l~l'rdll
TIII';_,,~.

{l"

'~f

~

.....

•

I

III

l' " .' ::,:I!II:IIII,III,III'IIIIIII'

"m',

II/Ill,

"1,111111 1',1 I I

"il"II"'lhlll",~II,""III'IJIIf/lII"""I11.1lilll~'

IIJillijl.1

. d
d Mar told me that she had become so stirred up trying to. decide bena,uralthly gutlesse 'faFn
h YH tman and Rose Doherty that she had finally rejected both
tween e 0 ers 0
anc on
ar
h
b .. II ..
.
Of course I was interested to know what 5 e meant y 0 ers,
an d come to t h e nunnery.
h h b h
B d
but she told me to go and see Fanchon and Rose myself. t at t ey at were on ro.a way.
Immediately I left the nunnery to hunt them up ~nd found Ros~, who had a big office.
and a bigger trade. in her matrimonial bureau and mSlsted. that I .~eglst~~,
"
"Marriage is the only thing," she repeated several limes...
But,
she added,
t.hese
new fangled-notions like Fanchon's."
"What
do you mean?
I ~sked, .b.ut .was entirely
ly that Fanchon was actually radical and believed in trial marnages
unprepare d for her rep
"Sh ,.
f b .
to the extent that she ran a Trial Marriage Agency.
. e s .~unnmg n;e out O. USI~~SS,
too," Rose objected bitterly.
Then I asked her about Olive.
Oh! she s a lady-in-waiting
in a Belgian Court," Rose informed me.
.".
"Waiting for whom?" I asked and she seemed surprised.
.Are you III Ern{e}st?
Don't you know?"
Of course I knew then and told her so, as I eaid good-bye.
I hurried next to R. Villa to see if any new developments had taken place. She told
me that someone in an orphan asylum had telephoned, saying that she had fifteen stray dogs
and that I might come down to see if "Pep"
was in the assortment.
Consequently I went
into the slums to the asylum but got the wrong department.
When the door was opened,
not dogs, but children, big ones, little ones, thin ones, fat ones, appeared and in their midst
was a matronly-looking individual who proved to be Marion Hendrie.
With sleeves rolled
up and hair disheveled Marion apologized for not shaking hands. She needn't have done
so, because in each arm she had a crying babe while at her skirts three youngsters were tuggmg. "Margaret!
Do help me!" the voice of M. Frances rang out and Margaret appeared from nowhere.
Indeed I marvelled that one could look so much like and at the
same time so different from, the Margaret Chase whom I had known.
Yet here she was,
sober and solemn, renouncing, with Marion Hendrie, the pleasures of this world in order
to be of aid to orphaned infants.
Bewildered,
I hunted up the dogs, but found no "Pep"
in the orphan asylum.
Discouraged and disappointed with my constant lack of fortune I wound my way
back through the East Side's dirty streets. Absent-mindedly
I was walking along when some
~:)fieacross the street hailed me with a shout.
Upon glancing up, of all unexpected people
In unexpected places, I encountered
Loretta Higgins.
She came across to tell me all about
herself.
As a social worker she was too conscientious to make any statements that might
not be exactly true but from the way she spoke of her work I inferred that she had become
"Altruism" personified.

"If you want to se~ some people you know come with me," she invited, leading the
wey t~ the Kebac Boardmg House run by Betty Runney and her husband.
Along cul~nary lines Betty had a.ccomplished great things and was using her talent in keeping a beardmg house for factory girls. "Wait. until di~ner and you'll see Leah Nora and Helen Gage,"
~etty urle~.
At n.oon, the ~wo girls mentioned hurried in from the soft soap shop in which
or
f the.u greasy hands and grimy faces, we all shook hands and talked
~ ey
srte
or
t
e
~
0 e 0
t
e.
sort
time they had for lunch.
Pick, it seemed, had given away her
f
a more
nearly
"back-to-natur e .. lif
I: tl h
d H eIen h avmg
'
t'ortune
d f mh order. to live
f
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1 e- 0 1 sean

h h i If
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:as tmeo~alty ~h a socI~1 eils~ence'll Running soap machines, they enthusiastically told
e un
an marupu atmg a the Ford machines in the world.
They asked if I
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had heard about Feta Perley. She was interested in prison reform and, wanting to study
conditionsfirst hand, had stolen a pound of sugar from a grocery store, for which she was
imprisoned for one year. Marion Gammons, not understanding the situation had tried to
bail her out. 1 inquired about Marion and was told that she was a minister's wife and was
doing a great work in her Sunday Schoo! classes. "A more ardent Christian you'll never
find," Betty remarked as 1 took my departure.
By this time 1 was absolutely "Pepless." Not even a trace of our mascot had been
found and 1 had been on the job for several days. As 1 had a little time to spare I decided
to go out to the Barlow kennels to see if news had come of "Pep."
"Frankie" said that
Dorothy Stelle had driven in the day before, having read about our loss in the "T orna-te"
and had told us to go to "Dave" the city dog-catcher. If anyone can find him she'can,
Dot had said.
"Once the Juniors made away with him and she went out on his trail." "Marion
Gammonscan give you her address," she had added and then she hurried back to her eight
children, each of whom she was bringing up a different way as an experiment in education.
"Frankie" directed me to the parsonage where Marion lived. The latter, on my arrival,
greeted me most cordially. She was quiet and seemed to have no opinions of her own but
told me all about her husband's work. She did show me, however, some writing she was
doing for the Doyle Corresponding Gymnastic School.
"I give courses in Latin," she explained. "Marjorie, the principal of the school instructs in gym. work and Trine Schaefer in chemistry, while Agnes Jennings teaches drama
(long a) as such. Both Trine and Agnes have their Ph. D's," she remarked. Marjorie
was really most successful, teaching men and women to become gym. teachers in ten parts.
"By the way," Marion asked. "did you know that Mildred Fagan teaches Spanish
at C. C. and that Maud Carpenter is acting president during the actual officer's absence?"
This, of course, was all news to me but 1 was used to surprises; Marion then gave me
Dave's address and 1 went at once to her apartments. She smiled mysteriously when 1 told
her about "Pep" and said if 1 would wait an hour she was almost sure she could bring our
mascot back with her.
Suddenly a familiar bark greeted me and as the door opened "Pep" himself burst in,
yelping with joy at his release. Margaret told me my memory was poor.
"Don't you remember who 1921's mascot was?" she asked. Then she told me the
solution of the "Pep" mystery and why no clue had been found. "Pep" was simply
spirited away with a "pat" on the head by 1921's fairy. Dave had immediately remembered the time a "pat" had spirited our mascot away once before. "But after all, '21 had
a good fairy," she remarked. "She gave up 'Pep' when she knew we had located him."
After giving "Dave," Ellen Carroll's reward of $5.00, I brought the dog back to
the Barlow kennels and then reported to the R. Villa Detective Agency. My case was
finished and I prepared to go home, hut not before thanking R. Villa for the job which had
enabled me both to meet and to hear about practically all my classmates. My week of
work had been profitable in more ways than one and 1 had much for which to thank '21 's
good fairy, 1 reflected, inasmuch as "Pep" had sustained no injury and 1 had gained infermation which 1 desired to know. Thus my adventures ended when our class "regained its
"Pep."
D. M. '20.
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COLLEGE PRAYER
(B]) Dr. Fredericlr Henr]) 5])110')
Spirit of all things, grant us still

To know Thy way. to work Thy will!
N or great nor small to Thee whose eyes
Forever scan the eternal skies:
All service welcome to whose sway
Controls the stars, awakes the day.

Within this maze of mortal life
Beset with error, wrought with strife.
Perplexed we wander; we would fain
Win to Thy calm: in Thee remain:
In Thy vast -working find our peace.
And in Thy service our release.
Thou whose eternal thoughts renew
The spring's return. the heaven's blue.
Teach us the incomparable dower
Of beauty in the sky and flower,
Grant us the boon of boons-a
heart
Open to nature, life and art.

Teach us the worth of hardship, dearth,
As
To
To
To
The

travail of the spirit's birth:greet the chance in toil and shock.
win ourselves from out the block;wrest from failure, loss and sin,
miracle of grace within.

Grant us to love our human kind,
Grant us to love the life of mind;To honor work of hand and brain,
Keep faith intact,-a
purpose plain
That speaks in deeds ;--the torch we bear
With those in greater darkness share.
Stablish our souls in passions pureTo think, to love, to dare, endure, '
To spend ourselves that others see
To find life's guerdon, sure confessedThe best is his who seeks the best.

To seek. to strive-till
on our ears
Breaks Thy far music of the spheres
Our darkness flush with rose afar :
Beyond our waves, the Pilot Stars'
Then lift the soul above the clod
And frame a vision of the God"

90

i-c-,

.------SERENADE

TO '19

Japanese lanterns on long, wobbly poles, bobbing

along in a weird procession across

campus, at the midnight hour!
Do you remember how, with the paint still fresh on the heroine's face, and "Green
Stockings" not yet safely tucked away into Seventy-six Mern. books, Nineteen sleepily
opened their windows at our call and listened till the last note had died away and the last
lantern had disappeared over the path to \Vinthrop?
Just a memory-but
maybe we 'II think on't when

"The Moon in the skY nlill be setting by and bY"-for
Tune, "Domn

by the Old Mill Stream"

Down by the grey stone-wall,
Where the Seniors sing;

And the moon shines bright,
In the star-lit night.
We will sing to you,
Other classes true.
Come heed the call!
It goes to all,
Down by the grey stone-wall.

M. St.e. H. 'ZO.

OLD PALS NINETEEN
Tune, "Dear Old PalO'

Mine"

Nineteen, our thoughts will ever turn to thee;
Nineteen, the first class in our dear C. C.
All the years will never
Memory of you sever.
Oh how we've missed you,
Dear old pals, Nineteen.
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FOG
As I opened the door to my room, I felt a wave of heat which clearly indicated t~at
the radiators were doing more than their share.
I tur~ed the valves and opened the W1ndow, watching with amazement
the: filmy fog floating through
the openmg.
. A ~ew
moments before the air had been clear and warm and now this fog.
It hung In WISpS
outside of my window.
Further away I could see stretches of water, but the opposite
bank of the Thames was cut off from my view by rolling, ragged banks' of fog which
crept closer and closer to the water until in a moment I could see nothing of the beautiful
bits of shore. river and sea that usually met my eyes.
The dormitory
that usually seemed so startlingly
huge and cold seemed far away
now.
It was softened, vague and wet.
Bits of. dry mortar cementing the stones together
stood out in bold relief against the wet brown granite.
In the court, two slim black trees,
bent over by the buffeting winds of past winters stood cold and naked, drops of condensed
fog on the ends of the' innumerable twigs.
As I watched the fog hung thicker, heavier.
It was getting darker too and soon
everything but the two black skeletons in the courtyard
was blotted from my sight. I felt
a sense of complete isolation from the rest of the world.
Wherever
I looked, I saw nothing but a soft gray wall.
I strained my eyes in an attempt to distinguish something that
should serve as a landmark to me, when suddenly out of the greyness before me appeared a
soft, yellow glow, then another and in the next few moments the invisible dormitory became
a mass o~ diffused light and I felt with a strange sense of relief, that I was at last, back
among fnends.

H. P. '20.
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COMMENCEMENT

PROGRAM

Friday, June II, 7-9 P. M.-Class Supper.
Saturday, June 12,4-6 P. M.-D. A. R. Tea, Shaw Mansion.
Saturday, June 12, 8 P. M.-Senior Play, "The Title" in Gymnasium.
Sunday, June 13,4

P. M.-Baccaulaureate

Monday, June 14, 2 P. M.-Class
4 P. M.-Presiderit's

Sermon. President MarshalL

Day, Quadrangle.

Reception.

8-2.30 A. M.-Senior

Prom in the Gymnasium.

Tuesday, June 15, lOA.
M.-Commencement
Exercises in Gymnasium.
12.00 Noon-Trustees
Luncheon to Alumnae.

CAST FOR "THE TITLE"
B~ Arnold Bennett
Helen Pea»

MR. CULVER
MRS. CULVER
HILDEGARDE CULVER
JOHN CULVER
TRANTO
MISS STARKEY
SAMPSON STRAIGHT
PARLOR MAID

1\.1arion Hendrie
Helen Collins
Helen Gage
Mar~ Hester
Fanchon

Hartman

j\farion

Gammons

Eleanor Seaver
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ON

BEING

PHOTOGRAPHED

You are a Senior, and much to your disgust. Fate has ordained
that you sit for your
photograph.
..
With a fervent prayer that it will take kindly to bemg tucked under your coat. you
don your one linen shirt waist of many summers and winters.
On the way over to Plant,
you make the acquaintance of several underground
springs of w~m.derfuJ coolness .. As one
may know. wet feet are not conductive to a sweet temper, and It IS a decidedly acid countenance that looks at you from out the dressing-room
mirror.
Crimps removed at the eleventh hour have effected a marvelous
transformation;
your
ordinary meek wisps have swelled to enormous proportions;
they rear themselves at every
breath of air; a Medusa-like underbrush is the result.
From this frame, your face peers out
upon the world with a bewildered expression, as of one hopelessly lost.
You adjust three spears of this material (formerly hair), farther over your left eyebrow, and with the instinct of the true artist, attempt to drape over your ears those two objects of your hourly solicitude, without which the present generation is rarely seen, You
mold these in order that an exquisite bilateral symmetry maybe obtained.
In vain! Your
outraged locks rebel; before your horrified eyes, they spread out--the
left farther than the
right by several centimeters, for all the world like huge, misshapen ears.
You are late. You must go. With a final hopeless pat, a final prayer, you enter the
chamber of horr?rs.
You find the presiding genius ready and waiting.
It is very warm in
the room. Furtively you remove a bead-like perspiration from the square inch of forehead
exposed.

"I didn't like my last prods,
of them, I showed two teeth."
heart.

The green-dad

so I came again,"

genius laughs jovially.

you apologize

incoherently.

"In each

You decide you like him, because he has a

;What di.d you do-leave
the r~st of them o~ the piano?" he chuckles.
hen begins t~e usual fire of dlrect~ons.
Mmdful of your former experience, you
c os~ your mouth WIth such firmness that It resembles a steel trap.
You twist the various
sections of your cranial regions as h bid
'
h d
d
k
'
b'
e I s you, your ea an nee assume every conceiv/e h~glh lIldevery conceivable' direction.
When the last rays of human intelligence have
het their ea hquarters temporarily: so that you turn knees when you should turn your head,
t e p otograp er comes to your add
h
f
.
d
'
head to meet requrreY au wonder wearily.
ments.
h I h and' screws tea '.orementrono
I
h
he wi h
'T
w y e oesn t remove It entire y, so that he can clap it on
w erever e WIS es.
would be so much simpler.
Ever and anon from the fun
I f Id
f h '
"And sh e on Iy sh owe d two teeth." erea
0
Sot
e instrument a muffled voice chuckles ,
Meanwhile the camera and y
h
I
R' h'
tempt a dreamy 10 k
.
.ou exc ange ong un mc mg looks.
At times you atand lock with a cI~k' aOPethns,vesmile, thhen again, mi~dful of the two teeth, your jaws close
IC . Iit er IItimes w en you co.nsld er th estate
f your ('.01'If ure, W hiICh
weighs upon your mind
0

I

i

v

your features.

' I era y as well as hguratlveIy,

you feel a look of agony distorting

"All over," comes the voice aga i
..
that the ordeal is actually
v
T
You a:Ise SWIftly. You are glad.
You rejoice
of fashion, a long featheryo:r.
t' 00 fat he ?,OU dBlscover, waving like the aigrettes of ladies
.
. so desires
ut you d 0 no t care.
L'et It sh ow m
in th
picture
Iif It
You hrea Ion
b a h'au
t e
.
ave een p otographed and you are happy.
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E. W. '20.

FACULTY

FUNNIES

By these signs shall ye know them.

Dr. Wells: "Watch this now!"

Dr. Jenson:

"0.

heavens!

I'm sure I don't know, do yo~?"

Miss Blue: "Oh, no re-a-l-l-y?"
Miss Sawyer, (blushing) .. "It isn't funny, girls."
Mr. Doyle: "Say, for example, John Doe and Richard Row
Dr. Thomas: "Now

Dr. Morris:
Mrs. Noel:

"Next

let us take a sympathetic

outlook

time we'll have a short ten-minute

"Now,

for outside

on this question."
paper."

readings

Senor: "Es clara."

Mademoiselle: "Quais! "

Mrs. Wessel:

"Who

is your authority?"

THERE'S A COLLEGE ON THE
HILL BY THE SEA"
There' 5 a college on the hill by the sea,
There's a college on the hill by the sea,
I t is known far and near,
I t stands stately and clear.

On the banks of the Thames by the sea.
There's a college on the hill by the sea,
There's
a college on the hill by the sea,
Where the faculty's the best,
That a college could possess,
In our college on the hill by the sea.
So we'll sing to our dear old "C. C."
To our dear Alma Mater, "C. C."
For the friends that we make here,

We will hold forever dear,
When

we're far from the college

Words, L. P. H. '20
Tune, "Under the Elms"
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by

the sea.

(Yale)
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