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I Shall Rememher
r may forget the gladness of small moments
When I am gone from this blue, reaching hill.
I may forget the strange, cold things they taught
And laughing faces, scattered, laughing still.
But passing through a door into a silence

me,

Or in a sudden pause that shifts and clings,

J shall remember, with a soft, blurred clearness,
Beauty-and sounds--and quiet-and homely things.
1 shall remember

gold lights in the river,

The breathless sweep out to the silver sound,
Sweet, stirring dusk, round globes of yellow softness,
Long rays from casement windows on quiet ground.
The panting rush to class on frosty mornings,
Gray stone and ivy reaching from the mist,
Old, battered boats rocking at rusty anchor,
With paintless keels that rippling seas have kissed.
Swift, earnest hours in little rooms, dim-lighted,
Half-whispers searching love, and truth, and friends,
At games, the high, wild shrieks of people cheering,
The black bridge where the widening river ends.
The crisp wood smell of outdoor suppers cooking,
Burnt ashes, and warm rocks, and creeping night,
The "props" and tenseness of that backstage heaven,
The stage all set, the blaze of amber light.
Still, black-gowned shapes with glimmering white candles,
Passing with quick tears by the rambling wall;
I shall remember these in sudden hushes,
Hold to them tenderly, but more than all,
I shall remember the blue, running river,
The throbbing deepness of this sky in spring,
Remember brieBy-sweetly--sadly,
knowing
Such blueness was a young and transient

thing.

ELEANOR

TYLER,

'30.
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Taschin
In the middle of a wood lived Torres and Mir, the only ones ever to have known the
pool. They never u~derstood in the least how they happened to be there.
Just as far
back as they coul~ think, they had lived in the tall grass that swept up from the water's
edge to the dark line of trees; and as long as they could remember, they had played upon
the great smooth rocks that showed here and there through the grasstops.
This pool was a queer thing;, Torres and ,Mir called it "Taschin" meaning "Strange
pool, we do not understand you.
And sometimes as they played around it, and would
suddenly stop and look IOta the colorless, endless depths there would come to them the
impression that it was saying something to thern,-son1~thi ng that they could not cornprehend.
And always they ran back [rom it in fear, clutching one another's hands.
After one of these occasions, Torres suddenly threw himself on his face in the grass
and wept bitterly.
"What ails you, dear Torres?" asked Mir
"0, I do not know," be replied, between great sobs, "except that something
that means no good for us."
"And what can we do?" Mir asked, touching

the shoulder

is there

of the other gently with

his closed fist.
Torres sat up and said, seriously.
"We must make an agreement.
Before we go in to swim each night, Mir, you and I,
we must say to one another: 'Mir,' or 'Torres,' there has been nothing all the day that I
have concealed from you.' And if there have been any untruths, we will speak of them
then.

Shall we agree upon that?"
"It will be quite fine to have that an agreement,"

replied Mir, slowly, "but I cannot

see that it will make any difference."
"0, I shall feel much better," Torres answered, suddenly cheerful again.
But a cloud had surely settled over Torres. He no longer seemed happy in the games
that he and Mir had had among the rocks. Sometimes for hours of an afternoon
he
would lie on his back, looking with a queer, sad expression through the tops of the trees,
or would stare strangely into the pool.
And Mir, in these days, wandered the old paths alone, feeling quite forsaken in his
spirit. The only nice part of the day for him was the hour or so just after moon-rise,
when he and Torres descended the bank hand in hand to swim. Then Torres would
say, looking at Mir for perhaps the first time that day,
"Is there anything, Mir, that you hav~ kept tram me?"
A~d Mir would answer
"Nothing,"
happily, and then, with an anxIety that was new to hun,
"Have you anything hidden from me, Torres?"
And Torres would cry,
"No, not anything!"-laughing
his round, strong laugh, and pulling Mir after him
into Then
the water.
they would float, and swim, and chase one another in the wonderful shattered
water, watching the grass-shadows and cloud-s~1adow~ sh~k~ the surface a.s the moon
came higher.
And after a time they would raise their ShH1lOg brown bod~es from the
edge, and lie in the grass, panting, and sparkhng WIth white hght, and feeling perfectly
glorious.
Once,

when the moon showed thin and pale
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the pale sky

at

evening,

Mir called

Torres and had no answer.
ran to the edge of the pool.

He called and whistled in the paths for an hour,
He was terrified at what he saw.

and then

There in the colorless surface, the naked body of Torres lay motionless and beautiful.
"0, Torres," Mir cried, "What has happened
to you!".
After a moment
he
answered in a slow, far voice,
"I have been to the bottom of the pool and learned everything there is to know.
I
have learned that you and I love each other dearly, but that because you cannot understand the truths I have discovered, I must leave you and live here in this pool forever.
This is the end that must come to all such things
"
And slowly a great blinding light filled Mit's heart, and all he could see anywhere
was the dark body of Torres, floating toward the middle of the pool, turning, turning,
sinking, sinking, until finally there no longer showed the faintest glint of his body in the
water. Then, queerly,
"0, Taschin, Taschin," he cried, "so this is what you have done to us!"
was no answer from the pale depths, and Mir turned away, weeplllg.

But there

MARY SCOTT, ':32

T rmeo Danaos
You gave no gifts to be remembered by
Nor left on any page YOLlrwritten name;
No cherished relics prove yOll ever came
Or ever loved me-l
can safely pry
Among old drawers, disturb old dust, for I
Harbor no little ghosts of you and claim
No blackened remnants of that ancient flame
No nail lest it again should crucify.
I close my fingers thus that none may see
Where nails have been and know that I have lied.
You gave no trinkets-but
thi s memory
Of one lost midnight cannot be denied.
[ could avoid a drawer or turn its keyBut this within my mind I cannot hide.
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A Laugh
The

suo streaked

palely across a faded carpet, stretched

a dust-laden

shaft over the

closed eyes of a sleeping woman,
The woman grunted and rolled over. A trolley car
rumbled past and a siren screamed.
Voices came up from the street, the thick voices of
men and the shrill voices of hard women. The woman sat up slowly in her bed and
yawned loudly.
She rubbed the back of her hand across her mouth, stretched and mut-

tered to herself, "Sunday, my big day, I guess." She got up heavily and walked over to
the dirty

mirror.

A gross, sagging

figure of a woman.

Hair

streaked

with

gray was

pushed back roughly by thick, coarse hands. She peered into the glass. Pale blue eyes,
heavy lips sagging at the corners.
Lines cutting down deeply. "You're one swell lookin'
dame.
Say, you may be one of the best workers at the Mission, but you're nothin' but
Chinatown

Lil to me 1"

•

•

•

•

•

•

"And now, Folks, you're going to hear the story of the life of someone we all know
well down here-Chinatown
Lil. She's going to tell you herself, and may God bless her.
A hymn
a strident

sung by the converts at the Bowery Mission House

voice, compelling

rang out.

Then

came

one to listen and to believe.

"I was born out in San Francisco.

1 never knew my last name.

1 ran wild on the

streets, and then they began to call me "Chinatown
Lil," and I've been that ever since.
Well, folks, I never thought much about this religion stuff. I didn't care, see? And then
I had a kid, and a girl at that. I decided she wasn't going to be like me. I didn't think
I'd care but I did.
she was two I sent
know about me. I
and I looked like a

Well, I made as much money as 1 could in my own way and when
her to live with some people up in the Rockies-people
who didn't
had to keep sending her money so I kept on being Chinatown Lil
million others. r was hard and nothing mattered except the kid.

I got to New York finally so she wouldn't

ever find me.

I got her letters General

Delivery."
The voice grew harder, shriller. "Well, I got run into by a truck, see? 1
was unconscious.
They found a letter on me and sent for my kid. I'd busted something
and one of your Charity doctors gave me dope. He made me take it, see, and 1 couldn't
stop. Then, when I was worse than ever before-sick
and J couldn't leave the stuff alone
-my daughter walks in, sent by the HospitaL I said T didn't know her but she wouldn't
believe me. She got me up off the floor and into bed. 1 didn't have any money and
neither

did she, so,-well,

Preacher

she earned it in my way too.

I cursed that Doctor!

Joe used to come from the Mission and tell me things would

be all right

if I'd accept Jesus. But I was sore, I hated him. He came again and again and he understood about us. He lifted us up out of the gutter and we received the Lord.
Then one
day Mary met this young chap, a minister from up-state New York and married him.
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He loves her for the woman she is and he's forgotten

about what she had to do.

I don't

take dope any more, folks, and my daughter's got a baby-she's
living in the country,
bringing her boy up in the fear of the Lord who saved us. Let's sing now, altogether,
"Jesus Calls Us."
She lurched down the aisle between rows of toughs, with tears in their eyes. That
was good, she thought, maybe it will help-s-Bur she was still too blinded by the glare of
remembering to care much what happened.
She climbed long, creaking Rights of stairs, past the stench of sweatching humans, of
stale garlic, of filthy babies, up to her room. She sat leaning her elbows on the dirt
stained window sill and saw her life
A woman lying limply on a filthy floor. A young girl, fair and clean, looking
-staring
at her with clear blue eyes. A strong girl with broad, erect shoulders.

at her

"Are you my mother?
You can't answer, out r can answer for you-You
are. My
mouth's like yours, weak and thick. I knew r couldn't feel the way I did about things
without a mother like you. Here, get into bed."
A woman leaning
got to, kid!"
And the girl.

across a table whimpering,

crying, "But

I've got to have it, I've

"All right then, all right."

She had watched fascinatedly.
An eyebrow pencil-a
lip stick-a
garter with a bow.
She had known, too, but she had to have it-in spite of anything.
Later she had known
still more when a figure had stumbled into a bleak, gray room and had said thickly,
"Here's your damn stuff," and fallen to the Boor
A girl, then, laughing

at a boy, "But you couldn't

marry

me."

And his avowal that he could, that she "believed,"
didn't she. The woman
had
doubted then, if any man could forget, but she guessed they were happy.
She'd never
been to see them, but then she'd done enough. and somehow you couldn't get rid of deep
purple rings under steel-hard eyes. You couldn't erase lines that were cut into a coarsened
skin. Chinatown Lil, a grandmother,
was pretty funny, but maybe Chinatown
Lil,
preaching to people to accept the church, was funnier.
She didn't know.
Anyway, it
had saved her kid and helped her to break off. Funny, life was-funny
as hell.
She looked down at the street and watched a trolley sway around the corner, rumble
off into the distance; watched children playing together, fighting, swearing.
She must
talk to them.
Children should be started right.
Women leaned out of tenement windows like hers and looked at nothing-Fat,
sordid women.
She looked down at the
street again.
Bold-eyed girls walked in groups or alone-girls
with that line of heavy
black around their eyes, those thick, bright crimson lips. Girls with shaft Rapping skirts,
with bold eyes that stared at men too long. She leaned out farther.
A girl in black
swaggering, a wisp of fair hair blowing.
A strong looking girl with broad shoulders.
She looked again.

A man

stepped forward,

put his hand on her.

Bright

red mouth

One hundred twenty-six

-sagging at the corners.

They went on together.

The woman tried to call out but couldn't.

She stared fixedly at the corner which had reached out and taken them.
She closed the window
Returned.
some water.
"What's

Emptied
Emptied

another

Chinatown

But still it rang out.

silently.

Went downstairs

past crowded,

the contents of a small paper envelope

stinking

into her mouth,

and another and another.

Lit laughing

A strangled,

at?" somebody

grumbled,

banging

on the door.

crazy laugh that tore at the throat of life.
DORIS RYDER,

MARY, MARY, DID YOU HAVE DREAMS?
Mary, Mary. did you have dreams,
When you were foolish too, and youngDreams never told by your shy tongue,
Of wee, warm hands that sought and clung,
Of soft songs you had not yet sung,
Mary, Mary, did you have dreams?
LOIS
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rooms.

swallowed
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More Than Woman

Wind of the north cuts like a two-edged knife,
And it has chiseled you, carved to the bone
Your incomparable face, laid bare the strife
That rends you, strange, fierce warfare fought alone.
And you have leaned against a mighty wind,
Straining to north, disdainful of the south,
Seeking waste places, body taut and thinned,
Strong in the storm, rain bitter on your mouth.
And you have stood ineffably forsaken,
Magnificently lost in some far place
In outer dark, by what vast anguish shaken
Is written in the hollows of your face.
Warrior with winds, tall, tortured Amazon,
What desolate peace was this yOll came upon?

II
At best it was a meagre, transient peace;
Something there is that will not let you rest,
Forget, or be forgotten, grant release
To you fast bound, irrevocably possessed.
A mortal hunger stalks you like a beast,
Carnivorous and not to be denied,
Eating your flesh in endless frenzied feast,
Sated long since and yet unsatisfied.
Not all the rivers running underground
Can quench your thirst; there is no rain but sears
Your lifted face; and, weeping, you have found
Your mouth is none the cooler for your tears.
You can outrun the winds, but not this thirst.
Your eyes say you have known it from the first.
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III
I see all women in your timeless face:
They that have .Ioved and they that knew but lust
Have left on you irradicable trace;
You seek what they have sought because you must.
Ah, you are primitive, child of the flesh,
Needing touch only to be overtaken
By something less than love, snared in a mesh
Of strange delights that leave you white and shaken.
Yet are you civilized beyond belief,
Inheritor of sophistries; age-old restraint
Has stilled your hands; and memory of grief
Has made you less the woman than the saint.
Slave of the body, of the spirit queen,
You are Madonna, you are Magdalen.

IV
What is there left to know or to discoverA lovely thing denied and still desired,
A fruit withheld, a star hidden, a lover
Unpossessed i-r-But you are tired, tired.
You who have bitten life and sucked it dry,
Why press your mouth against the bitter rind?
You know the similar stars by heart-Ah,
why
Seek new strange stars when there are none to find?
And if you love it must be as beforeA thorn-strewn
path, monotonous to retrace,
Leading to nothing.
The gods descend no more
To grant the ultimate, rapturous embrace.
You who were made for gods, this is your doom-To hunt the empty winds-for
what, for whom?

v
I would wish death for you if you could perish
Utterly, wish you were scattered dust driven
Along the wind, give up what I most cherish
To give you rest for which you have long striven.
I would relinquish for your sake the sight
Of your inscrutable eyes so strangely set,
Your tiger-tawny hair, your body white,
If what Yl;:lU cannot have you could forget.
But death is not for you; you must go on
Pushing the night apart, searching the rain,
The storm full on your breast, and on your wan
And tired face the knowledge it is vain.
Oh lovely woman, of all women part,
Yours is a lost cause, futile from the start.
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Framed In Silver
For three years his portrait was the first thing we saw when we entered Angela's
room, and the last thing we saw when we left it. It stood in a narrow si.lver frame on
the window seat facing the door, with a bowl of straw flowers and a slim volume of
Rupert Brooke beside it-a large ~quare portrait of a man with an arresting face. Angela's
Jeff. The eyes that smiled at us, wherever we stood, were gay and bold, under level
brows. They held one's glance strangely. His hair was dark and roughly waving. Even
in the picture we could sense its crispness. Tn a white shirt open at the throat, he leaned
forward a little, laughing, Rashing white teeth, and we all felt strong winds around us
and saw riders all a prairie, or polo players in white racing across green turf. Angela's

Jeff.
The rest we knew from Angela-that
he was tall and broad and brown, with a deep
rough voice that caressed with its roughness, and strong hands, and muscles that rippled
smoothly under a soft shirt. That he rode and swam and played fast tennis.
That he
liked poetry-Brooke,
Masefield, Browning, Millay--and
quoted it in his letters.
That
he drove a long, glittering Cord, and danced smoothly, quietly, thrillingly,
so that you
could dance forever. That when he talked to you, looking at you with his smiling eyes,
you felt suddenly tall and golden and princess-like, and laughing words came from you
that you had never dreamed you could say. Angela's Jeff.
When Angela first came to college, there was no Jeff. Only Angela, rather tall and
pale and listless, with pale gray eyes and reddish hair, a thin mouth that needed lipstick,
and a thin figure that needed clever clothes to give it distinction.
She talked a great deal
about her home town which was on a high hill in Colorado, and about her lessons and
her teachers. We did not like her very well that first year, and she seemed to feel it.
There was a little veil over her eyes as though she were hiding hurt, and she laughed
nervously and stridently when we tried to be amusing.
She never talked about the boys
she knew and she never had letters from them.
She never went to dances, and when
Proms ~ame ar.ound, ~he spent long hours pressing the limp tulle on our dresses, with
her straight hair hanglllg damply around her Rushed face, and shortening our slips and
p~tting comb~ in our hair. She never put combs in her own hair. She used to listen
with a pathetic eagerness and enthusiasm to the long, very boring stories of our small
conquests, and to the long, equally boring excerpts from our letters-listen
with an interest that was unfeigned and gratifying.
"Angela n~eds a man," Sally used to say to me, "but she can never get one unless
she nxes"up a little. I wish she'd do something to her hair, and use rouge.
She has nice
features.
And then it .was June, and we went to New York, and Vermont
and Ohio, and
Ang.ela left, \~~eplOg, on th:, train ~or Colorado, in a skirt a little too long, and an unbecomlllg hat.
Poor Angela, we said, and Kitty made a long face. None of us liked her
very w:ell. None of us knew that next September Jeff would look out at us from the
large silver frame on her window seat, with eyes that made us feel slender and different,
and strangely happy.
'
Angela blushed long and deeply when she took the picture out of her suitcase that
SePltembe~ day. It wa~ wrapped thickly with tissue paper and she laughed a little nervous y as s e unwound It and held the picture up.

"I't s J e f!"
, she salid, watching us. "Do you like him?"
OIU:hundred tllirty

-Sally leaned with a thud against the wall. She forgot that her father was a
odist minister.
"My God!" she said, simply. "Where did you get him Angela?

MethWho

is he?"
,
.
It. was then, when. she began to tell us about him, that I realized suddenly that Angela
was different.
Her h.al! was waved smoothly back from her face, and
~efore how very white her forehead was. Her dress fitted, where
limply ~efore. And her ~1outh ~as red ,and curved and promising.
of Jeff ,10 her hand, looking at it steadily, there was something of
something

I had never noticed

it had always hung
Holding
grandeur

the picture
about her,

of beauty.

"It's Jeff," she said. "1 met him this summer."
It had been at the lake that we had heard her talk about last year, with a shade of
impatience to have her story over so that we could talk. She had met Jeff after he won
the tennis tournament,
and that night he danced with her, and suddenly, loved her.
"What

did you have on, Angela?"

Kitty asked her.

I could see in her

face the

puzzled incredulity that 1 felt myself.
Angela flushed a little.
"I wore my pink," she said, and turned away to put the.
picture on the window seat. 1 could not figure it out. Angela had worn her pink and
this-this
Jeff had fallen in love with her. 1 thought of Dan, a little too chubby, a little
too short, and of late, a little uninterested, and 1 wondered.
"I think she's lying," Kitty said frankly after we had gone out.

"I don't think

there

is any such person.
I think it's a big story."
But then the letter came, marked 'Denver'.
Letters continued to come, three times
a week and a special on Sundays for three years. We saw them, addressed in fine, straight
writing.
We saw paragraphs
from them-"Angela
darling-Sometimes
J think I can't
wait for three years-I
love you so much."
Once I saw an ending, by peeking swiftly
around the corner of a page,-"Always
yours, with more love than you have ever dreamed
of." I could picture Jeff's lips suddenly serious, his eyes dark and deep, saying those
things to Angela.
To all of us, in those three years, he became an ideal.
We compared every man we met with the Jeff we saw in that picture, the Jeff that Angela talked
of, when we urged her,-a
Jeff of laughter and silences, of boldness and a sweet shyness)
of life and color. Tall and dark. Romance.
We longed to see him, but three years went by, and we knew

him only from that

picture.
"Ask him to Prom, Angela!" we would beg. "Please ask him!"
"But he couldn't come," she would explain patiently.
"He couldn't

leave the office.

And it's too far. We've tried to fix it so many times."
So at Prom time, Angela would still stay at home, pressing our dresses, shortening
our slips, but with the air of one who knew something deeper, more glorious than Proms.
Maternally,
a little amusedly, she would send us off with a flutter of tulle and a trail
of lace. "Ob, I wrote to Jeff," she would say, when we asked her what she had done all
evening.
The glamour of writing to [efl l To us Angela herself became invested with
the aura of romance.
The chosen lady of a dark knight!
I wrote poetry about them.
and Angela read it with a strange pale gleam on her face, and fingers that trembled.
One time in our Junior year, [eff came East. He wanted to come to college, but
before we knew it, Angela had arranged to meet him in New York.
"I knew he'd rather 1 would," she explained hurriedly-she
must have known that
we felt cheated"And he doesn't like mobs of girls. Not that he wouldn't love you all 1"
So we waited.
It was the spring of Senior year when the telegram came.
I shall
One hundred thirty-one

.

never forget Angela's face when she opened it. "She was so s,urprised s~e nearly ,fainted," Sally told everyone afterward.
"~he just"p]opped down In the chair, as white as
anything.
Think of being that badly 1I1 love!
The telegram
morning.
Jeff."

had said, "On train to New York.

Will arrive at school tomorrow

That night Angela began to feel ill. She had chills and her head ached horribly.
"Little sharp pains right through my temples," she said. "Do you s'pose I'm getting
something?"
We were terrified.
Suppose she did get something!
The moment we had dreamed
of for three years was nearly here, and we stood on the verge of being disappointed.
I
laid my hand on her forehead.
It was hardly warm.
"You can't have a fever," r said. "It's excitement.
Why, you can't be sick when
Jeff's coming. Say, do you suppose he'd go out with me, if you were sick?"
"Go out with you?" I was surprised at the stark horror that looked out of Angela's
eyes for a second before she laughed, an d turne d away.
"D'on t worry, "h's e sal,d "I
won't be sick. I guess it is excitement."
She can't bear the thought of his being with anyone else, I thought,
dark, slender head, I felt lonely.

and seeing his

We seemed bound to be disappointed.
When Angela began to make swift plans,
with a bright, feverish anxiety, she decided to borrow a car and drive to the station to
meet Jeff. "Then," she planned, "We can drive off somewhere into the country without
bothering to come up here at all."
.
She was entirely unprepared
She was surrounded, muffled. '

for the shrieks of protest

that greeted

that

statement.

"Angela," Kitty said, in a firm, meaningful voice. "Unless you bring Jeff here to this
house, I, for one, will never speak to vou again. For three years we've seen Jeff's picture,
and heard about Jeff's lau,gh and Jeff's hair, and Jeff's tallness.
And now he comes to
town and you try to smuggle him away. It's mean."
Angela turned a little white.
"All right, Kitty,"

she said, in a small voice.

"I see how you feel."

I was worried.
She did look rather sick. At two o'clock that night I got up to get
another blanket from the closet-it
had turned suddenly cold-and
saw her light still
burning.
She was sitting in bed with pillows piled behind her, and Jeff's picture before
her, reading a pile of his letters. "I couldn't sleep," she explained apologetically.
"Excited," T commented wisely.
"Yes, that must be it."

She laughed

a little nei vousl c

Lucky

Angela!

His train arrived at ten thirty the next morning.
Angela was more nervous than I
had ever seen her before. Her eyes shone in a White face. When I touched her hand,
it was icy, an? she snatched it. away and went in her room, closing the door behind her.
Sally peeked m, and came quickly out again.
"She's on her bed crying," she whispered.
"If this is what love does I'm satisfied
I'm practic~lly out of it." (Sally was never wholly in or out.)
When the door bel! rang
and th.e maid brouphr the message that Mr. Henderson was waiting downstairs, my own
heart Jumped pal~fully.
I had that empty, breathless feeling that I always have just
?efore a date. Kitty confessed that she felt the same. We peered over the bannisters
Into th~ dark hall below, but no one was visible. Still Angela's door was closed. After
long minutes s~e came out. I ha~e never s~en her look prettier---or stranger.
She came
slowly up to Kitty and me, standing watchmg her. Her voice was a little husky from
Om: tacndred thirt y-tu/o

crying and the rings around her eyes made her look sad and romantic.
she stood and looked at us as though she were going to say something.
Then

she turned away.
"Goodbye," she said, and ran downstairs.

"Hello,

For a iong time
Her lips moved.

Jeff," we heard her say, and then

a door closed.
. We tore to the window.
Jeff's taxi was waiting there, with the meter ticking away
rmnutes.
Leaning out over the sill into the sunny spring Jay we heard footsteps on the
walk, coming around the corner of the house-Angela
and a man. With eyes that stared
and saw everything we watched them. climb into the taxi and drive off. Angela did not
glance up. But Jeff glanced up and around him. And even if he had not glanced up,
we would have seen,
We sank down on the bed, and looked at each other silently, while seconds passed,
feeling in those seconds something sad, and something terrible, something that might be
made into a tragedy that would bring tears.
For the Jeff beside Angela was not the Jeff we had seen for three years, laughing at
us from the silver frame.
The Jeff who helped Angela into the taxi was not the one we
had built fragile, romantic dreams abollt-dreams
of a dark knight.
That Jeff was tall,
and gay, with caressing eyes. That Jeff wore loose tweeds and walked gallantly.
We

had loved that Jeff.
This Jeff was short, shorter than Angela. He "vas broad, with a flabby broadness.
And his hair could never have been dark, because his eyes were pale and shallow and his
skin was white.
Even from that distance it was a mottled whiteness.
This Jeff walked
-and
1 have a feeling of clinging sadness when I remember-this
Jeff walked with a
little limp. It was all very terrible.
Somehow we could not think of anything to say for several minutes.
Then Sally
got up and walked over to the window.
I have never seen Sally so serious. "Poor Angela,"
she said. It echoed back from {our years ago, and wiped out the glittering romance we
had made.
"Poor Angela."
I remembered her haunted eyes, as she stood at the top of
the stairs and looked at us, trying to speak. vVe forgot the mountain of pathetic lies in
our great pity.
We were sitting in my room that night when Angela came upstairs, slowly, as though
she hoped she would never reach the top. Tensely we listened to her footsteps go down
the hall to her room, listened while she turned on the light, heard her come down the
hall a little hesitantly, and stand in the doorway.
I hated to loo~ up. J hated to speak
-I was afraid my voice would stick in my throat. I coughed a little, and b:fore I could
say anything, she spoke.
Her voice sounded gray, lost, and she leaned against the door
and looked at us with a smile that was an awful pretense.
"Well?" she said. That was all, but from where I sat, I could feel that

she was

trembling.
"Well?"
"Well, what?" I asked laughing.
"Are you all tired out? For a girl that's been out
with Jeff all day, you don't look very happy." 1 was proud of my voice.
Angela looked at us, then, curiously-pulled
off her hat and drew her hand across
her forehead.
Her voice was toneless.
"You saw Jeff, 1 suppose."
It was a statement,

not a question.

"l didn't

look up,

but of course you saw him."
"Oh, Angela!" It was Sally, who answered, with a real wail in her voice. "We are
simply sick! We didn't see him! We ",-aited too long and when we finally ran to the
window the taxi was just out of sight. Honestly, Angela, we almost wept. We real1y did."
Angela sat very quickly down in a chair. Suddenly her cheeks were flushed, In an
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instant, her voice lost its grayness.
she was happy, gracious.

Again, she was the Angela,

whom Jeff loved.

"Oh, I'm sorry!" she said. The last three years passed swiftly before
bright clearness. "And he had to go tonight, on business! I am sorry!"
"What did you do all day?"
be peacefully silent with Angela.

I asked her, to ward off silence.

I could

Again

me in sad,
never again

She stood up and stretched wearily, yawning.
"Come down to my room and I'll tell
you while I'm undressing," she said. "You know, really, he is wonderful!"
From her window

seat Jeff laughed

out at us from the silver frame-s-Angela's

Jeff.

THE DOVER ROAD
The Dover road goes winding down
From London to the sea;
And pages from the royal crown
Must pass by those like me.
The merchants with their golden load
Have walked with beggary,
Along the dirt-brown Dover road
From London to the sea.
ALMA

BENNETT,
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All About Pouff and Gubel
Pouff and Gubel were very close friends! Of an evening they liked to sit side by
side in front of an open fire, Pouf with his pipe, and Gubel-it
is most amazing, I admit,
but is is true-with
his glass of ginger ale. They had so much in common, these two.
Perhaps no more than many another two, and yet, because they had found common ground
when they first met, and because they had cultivated that ground, they were very doseyes, very close friends.
As they sat before the little grate fire on grey December

evenings they would talk of

many things.
Pouff always had interesting thoughts and stories to
with an absorbed air while he sipped his ginger ale and nodded, and
story was finished, "Oh, Pouff, Pouffl" and nobody knew but Pouff
much those words expressed.
And sometimes, Gubel would tell a

which Gubel listened
always said when the
and Gubel how very
story, a little story of

his childhood, and always, Pouff would listen and nod, and puff on his pipe, and say at
the end, "Oh, Gubel, Gubel!" and nobody knew but Gubel and Pouff how very much
those words expressed.
Sometimes, Pouff and Gubel would go a_walking-walking
in the country on a bleak
December day. And Gubel would love the little sparkling brook that chirped and hopped
along, running as fast as it could, hoping, maybe, that it would arrive finally at a warm
spot. And Pouff would love the tall, bare trees, outlined against the winter sky like
beautiful black and white etchings.
Then Gubel would tell Pouf of the brook, and
Pouff would tell Gube! of the trees, and on they would go saying, "Oh Pouff" to this,
and "Oh Gubel" to that, until finally, they came back to their ilttle house with its glowing, Bickering fire in the grate.
Sometimes, as they sat once more before their fire, Pouff would look at Gubel's
and they seemed to him small and brown like a little boy's.
watch Poufl's

hands, and love them because they were strong and kind.

And when night came, and it was late enough
deeply, because

hands,

And then again, Gubel would

so much

remained

to go to bed, Pouff would

for him to tell Gubel, and Gubel would

sigh very

sigh because

another day had passed and he hadn't said half that he wished to dear Pouff. Thus, days
came and days went, and people said of Pouff and Gubel-"Yes,
they are very close
friends," but all that they ever said to each other of their friendship was, "Oh Pouff,
Pouff,"

and "Oh Gubel,

Gubel."
DOROTHY
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RUPERT

BROOKE--HOMING

It may be true that in a grave at Scyros
Lies the body that he gave so joyously.
The blue Aegean waters 'round the island
Hold him prisoner, and the small white cross
Is a silent testimonial that he is dead.
But the breath of him, too much a part of life,
To life returns again, has long since fled
Back to England, scene of all he loved,
The end of all adventure.
There he stands
On a high hill, and gazes with content
Over neat hedge-rows and rain-swept daisies,
Crisp white clouds, and homes of Chester folk.
He throws himself upon the grass, and smiling,
Breathing English air, he falls asleep.
BrANCA

RYLEY,

'30.

SONNET
I would have asked for romance and the prince,
And builded me a tower with a view
Of half the world to wait in if long since
T had not mocked at story-books with you.
T would have asked for shadows and a moon,
Innocent and young and not distressed
By any darkness, had you come less soon
To say the moon was old and could not rest.
I might have had a dream and held it dear
As winter-frightened
robin holds the south
But for your warm, deceptive noon, the near
And lingering summer on your autumn mouth.
Winter comes on. I am as cold and worn
As you who would not let my dream be born.
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Verum Est
A girl very exci~ed, v~ry steady, all smiles, waved good-bye to her family. The train
pulled .out of the statron with a great roar, well-kept, wide, rambling houses sped by, fields,
mt:rnuttent. tow~s, s.natches of life. The girl kept glancing at her watch. She couldn't
wal,r to begin this big adventure, this adventure that meant seeing life as it really was,
which meant und~rstanding
people. She would dig deep into this experience, take all
that she could. Time passed so slowly. She tucked a stray wisp of hair under her smart
black hat, flicked a bit of soot off her coat and \vaited.
.'
"But first before you start you must look up the history of your case in our records.
They are all on file, you know. Understanding
of the background is so very important."
The voice went on--encouraging,
inspiring.
The girl listened.
How much she
wanted to begin. She wanted to get away from the coldness of facts and into the midst

of life

...

The elevated's the best way to go, I guess
Yes, here it is
The address
on the card. East zfith street
.
. Crowded street in the glaring sun. The blackness
of a tenement hallway.
A dark stairway winding up the center.
Crowds of curious
children staring, following.
Questioning heads stuck out of open doors
The horrible filth of the place.
.
Could people really live here . ..
A knock.
A room,
clean, rather.
A woman, staring. Two children peering around from behind her. Rather
young.
Polish probably.
Miss Davis of the C. O. S."
"Yes if we could go to
the settlement camp again it would be fine. It gets so hot here. We don't need many
clothes."
"And your husband, how is he now?"
She listened while the woman
talked to her
Crowded subway.
Thoughts of what the woman had told her in her sad submissive way. Poland-the
passage money tram her brother-America,
a glorious adventure
-a long visit in Rochester and the American boy Tim-Marriage-a
dead child-the
man's dissatisfaction-two
more babies-a
move to New York for more money.
She
hadn't wanted to go. Lonesomeness.
T wel ve times her husband had left her. She had
gotten work finally. Her employer had seen bruises on her and had reported her to the
C. O. S.-Tim
didn't like her Polish friends-He
shouldn't beat her in front of the children-fear
lest they lose respect for her-Tim,
a longshoreman-an
accident-hospital
for six months-couJdn't
lift things-chronic
illness-what
should she do-he
loved the
children-what
should she do
Home for the feeble minded
Vacant stares
Six year old minds rattling
in middle aaed bodies
Cretans
Babies in baby clothes, old faces lined and
wrinkled
l:>
Life passing too slowly before eyes that failed to understand
The Juvenile Court.
. Little boys tried for stealing
. Little boys in the
Prisoner's stand.
.
Grown men conducting formal trials for children
It was
silly. Why, you couldn't make a criminal of. a little boy.
. '. Mothers weeping
Circumstance
driving people too young to cnme . ..
Supposing that were my brother!
A week-end at last. Rest
It got one rather-so
much misery.
That Polish
woman's husband, though, must be talked to
..
A Long Island estate. Soft purring
of motors.
Cool fresh linen. Sleep ..
Tennis
Riding
A yachting
party in the moonlight-soft
lapping of silver water
Rest
Once more East 26th Street
"Are you Mr. Smith?"
"Very well, I'll
stay here."
How strange-sitting
on the steps of a tenement house talking this way
aile hundred tlJirty
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He's got to talk to me. Surly, taciturn man. Pnde
Hates the idea of char"I got fed up on that famd~ life stuff. I had to .lig~,t out sometimes.
I love the kids but they're American and she tnes to make them Polish.
He talked on.

tty, I guess

Finally, he said, "But I can't see why you people take such an interes~ in ~s."
..
The ring of sincerity-haunting.
Like a dog..
. Somebody's got to give him courage,
he's given lip. He thinks nobody gives a damn."
Tired nerves
A theatre party
This is certainly seeing all sides of life
Like a bolt of ribbon; one end all frayed and smirched, the other clean and shiny
and new
Flowers and dancing and a man
Coolness of evening on a roof
garden
. How hot those other other people are
A second case
Avenue A
Stench of the slaughter houses
Filth
of the East River
humanity crowded into tenement houses
A mother
and two children in one tiny room. A rickety bed. One crib. A rusted old stove. A
bare table. No rugs. Straight wooden chairs. Plaster chipped from the walls
A young Italian woman
A dirty twelve year old child as interpreter
Tragedy
Italian girl in a convent school. Marriage with a man of sixty
America
children
death of the husband one year ago
a baby and
a boy two years old, dying-twenty
pounds-frail
little body-transparent
white skin nearly pierced through by bones-great
pathetic eyes
"You must take him to a clinic."
Down the street carrying a child-walking
with a family of Italian immigrants
the stench
the horrible filth
Hospital for the child
"He
must go to the country for a while, we shall have to take him by force if you don't assent"
tears
"He's all I have."
Never any sunshine
Couldn't
play
in the streets
two undernourished
children on a tiny iron-railed bakony-smelling the smells of a slaughter house
playing in a dark, foul room
nothing
but an allowance from the C.O.S.
The pity of the thing
Why doesn't
somebody do something!
And again a week-end on the sound
interest in conditions
long low cars
Dancing
playtime
Luxury
waves
Interviews
tion of life

with a woman who understands
A picnic up the Hudson

Charming hosts
breakfast, English
Clean winds blowing
Self-analysis
Good-bye

A cross-sec-

A girl sat in a deep chair smoking, telling about her experiences.
stantly and her eyes were very tired and their gaze far away.

She smoked

"Yes, I had a wonderful time. I met so many interesting people."
sweating people crammed together '.
. A slaughter house.
Junior Month, that greatest of all experiences-over.

con-

Smell of

DORIS RYDER, '30.
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REFLECTIONS
I
I always have a good reply
To questioning in class
I have a really brilliant mind,
Quite high above the mass.
In spite of this my marks aren't goodThis bothers me the worst,
My brilliant nnswers go for naughtAnother says them first!

II
Love bothers me-I

hate to think

Of all its fickleness.
Its joys to me are not much fun
They fill me with distress.
Men really bore me, though

I must

Recall with strange delight
The kick I get from coming

home

Awfully late at night!
ELIZABETH
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Long Live Mascot!
It was our first Mascot and we were hot on the scent. Somehow we had evolved the
idea that they had chosen' silverware.
"They" were Chili, Sonni~, M~cy, a~d the rest.
A silver service set. We fondly pictured a long table decked with sliver pltc~ers and
teapots in Knowlton.
It was the day before their Junior Banquet, and a~out time, we
thought, to find out definitely.
We telephoned BIgelow and Kennard, til .Bo~ton-to
find out, you understand.
Why we picked them out of a number of very ruce Jewelers
and silvermakers is one of the things we just can't explain.
We called them at five
o'clock in the afternoon, huddled whispering around the telephone.
No, ~fter fifteen
minutes of holding the wire, they told us, they had neved heard of Connecticut
College
(or words to that effect) and they had certainly ne,vcr sent a s.ilver service set there.
It
was most definite-and
disappointing-and
expensive.
We tried other means.
Four of us decided to hide the strange looking wooden standard waiting in Plant
Basement.
We waited until dinner hour--erafty
souls!-and
started smuggling
it out,
hiding it behind us. It resembled a giraffe in height and did not, hide easily. It ~as
much easier to break. When we finally heard footsteps-we
believe they were MIss
Ernst's-and
turned and ran, it lay in a weakly collapsing state outside the typing room.
We felt rather embarrassed, like the Huns invading Belgium.
Later we got a bill for it.
Oh, well, things always even up in the e'ld!,
.
That was the night Pete was caught under Speedy s bed, and Burhans and Kentie
stood suffocating in Chili's closet for seemingly hours on end. It was that night that
someone chased Liz Lanctot out the back door of the refectory and, disappointingly
enough, in the from one again, with everyone cheering madly.
That was the night that Kentie and Dot Feltner were locked in the underground
tunnel.
When the Juniors in Plant closed the big front door, at ten o'clock, prepared for
secret meetings, they found them waiting there, signed in for the night.
Some of the
Juniors lost their temper.
It was aggravating.
And Dot and Kentie refused to stay put.
They wandered curious] y around from room to roam. No one was very hospitable.
Finally they decided to explore the underground
tunnel.
(In case you don't know, it
runs between Plant and Blackstone, and is very black with pipes that hit your head, and
doors locking on the outside.)
As soon as Kentie and Dot got well inside, someone
turned a key. It was two o'clock in the morning.
Dot Bayley, comfortably sleeping in
Blackstone, must have had a sudden shock when two shaking Sophomores knocked at
her door and asked for aid and assistance in getting back eo Plant.
That tunnel had been
all very well, but it savored of Civil War days. A little creepy, under the ground, when
everyone else is asleep.
That was a thrilling Saturday at the Mohican.
Maggie Anderson guarding a locked
door. Skeets Ewing in evening dress at three in the afternoon, hurrying down the hall
once every five minutes on strange errands.
Fifty Sophomores, more or less, banked
around the door, waiting.
Babe, in the waiter's clothes with a smudge on her upper lip,
finally discovered.
Eily being supported by hefty shoulders while she peered through the
transom into a perfectly blank vestibule.
A shout from down the hall. Removal of the
hefty shoulders-Elly
still hanging from the transom.
Hope until the last minute.
The telegrams ready to send-It
is this-It
is that--.
The triumphant
bearing of the
sheet covered standard down the stairs, unseen. Connie and Gwen making last minute
decisions-"It's
a ship!" The hurried note that was a minute too late. It was a ship,
but the note never reached them. The B. C. K. crowded.
Weary, dirty fares on the
trolley. Pause far a week, until Mascot Day itself.
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They had hidden the littl.e tin box in.a hollow log behind Winthrop. It was a grand
log. They had even soaked It to make It look natural, and it looked so natural that the
Sophomores sat down on it and began to play bridge.
Bridge was cold. They decided to
look as though they had discovered something, and the Juniors saw, anguished, that their
ruse had failed!
They staged a rush, while the innocent Sophomores watched them,
coldly-It

was probably a fake.

The Juniors hid the little box again, this time behind a loose stone in the wall in back
of the gym, and Ernie Vincent found it there. Picture of Ernie, tearing breathlessly into
Sophomore Headquarters,
clutching it under her chamois jacket.
Sirens blowing fiercely,
from the reservoir, from the front of Plant. People running.
The steps of Plant crowded.
Blankets appearing.
Juniors tense, on the alert. The rush! Sophomores scattering to
the ends of the earth, Juniors following-Upstairs
in Plant, Kay Halsey quietly borrowed
someone's hat and coat, put the tin box in a convenient laundry .case, picked up a pocketbook and walked out the door. Well, well! Kay Halsey bound for town, laundry case
and all! Kay Halsey, walking nonchalantly down to Valentine Street (the lane beside
the new infirmary).
There they hid the Mascot.
Juniors digging frantically all afternoon.
Fake rushes to add excitement.
Ten
minutes of five--Chili and Bart three feet underground
at the foot of the hill below the
reservoir, still going strong.
Five o'clock. Whistles.
Sophomores leading a victorious
march to Valentine Street, pulling out the box. Arguments--discussions-was
that outside the boundary?
There were those who said yes. There were those who said no.
Personally we say, "Who cares?"
It was a windy, wild, wonderful Mascot Day.

A year later. Our mascot was stored carefully at Mrs. Austin's in Norwich, our
bronze shield with the ship scudding firmly across it, 1930 in curving letters below. It
was Friday night in the gym, between Competitive plays, Junior whistles began blowing.
Juniors rushed out into the night, hid whispering under the gym .steps, waiting to see
what would happen.
Sophomores came tearing from everywh.ere, runni~g
in ci~cles
around Blackstone, hunting for something to do. Laughter.
[uniors srragaling back into
the gym.
That was all. Why, we all thought. don't they do something?
We did things!
We made a little excitement.
They're awfully dead. Why don't they do something?
Then we went home to bed. All but Sunny and Pinky.
They spent the night in the room we hired at the Mohican for the next day. The
standard for the shield was in the bathroom.
They sat on the bed and sewed a little
while on the curtains to hang in front of the mascot.
Suddenly, about twelve o'clock. the
door knob rattled-the
key fell out of the lock-people
outside moved the transom.
They
were trying to open the door. Ten minutes of pushing and straining and banging, Sunny
and Pinky holdina the door with their hearts in their mouths.
VoicesSilenceRelief.
They went to bed, and dreamed horribly.
About seven o'clock in the morning they woke up suddenly.
There was a ladder at
the window.
The door was open. The room was full of Sophomores,they were
crowding in at the door.
And in the bathroom stood the standard with the curtain over
it. For over an hour Sunny and Pinky, in their pyjamas grappled at the door, pushed
and pulled, tiredly.
"This isn't fair now. No personal contact!
This is our room! 1£
you come in here, it's against the rules!" At nine o'clock the telephone in Winthrop rang,
and a weak voice said "Send as many Juniors down here as you can."
Juniors crowding
to the rescue-Juniors
in tunics and rolled gym stockings fresh from clogging, invading
the Mohican.
Notes of encouragement
passed through the barricaded door.
Sunny surrounded by ten Sophomores-Pinky
guarding the standard.
One hundred forty-otic

Whispers-Plots-The
hiring of the room upstairs by a convenient Junior's guest.
The rush of the standard up the stairs, blanketed and disguised. The crowd aroun~ the
door of the new room-The
next room luckily unlocked. Whew! Safety. Circles
under Pinky's and Sunny's eyes.
It was a long day. People wandering aimlessly on the roof of the hotel, riding up and
down in the service elevator on errands that ended in empty rooms with nothing to be seen
from the windows. Kay Bradley and Johnny laying down rules for next year outside
the Junior room. The fake mascot rushed melodramatically from Hislop's. The real
mascot rushed quietly up to the top Boor, while a few stray Sophomores looked on wearily.
Banquet. Sunny pulling the cord. Bronze curves
gallant ship. Flowers
and chiffon. "Mascot, we love thee-"

A rainy Mascot Day. The box hidden far under the hugest rock in one of the fields
behind Winthrop. Dry moments, then spurts of rain again. A long uneventful morning.
Then a downpour. Drizzling, steady rain. Huddling drenched figures, with leather
jackets under slickers and numb fingers, poking dismally under wet blades of grass, staring in despair at gray stones, jiggling them half-heartedly. "Follow the Leader," with
both Sophomores and Juniors, in the Quadrangle. At three o'clock a welcome siren.
"It's too wet. Mascot's over." "Well, thank goodness." "Yes, thank goodness." Mascot's over.
Hot baths. Warm radiators. Mascot's over.

Another year. Other Sophomores and Juniors blowing whistles, climbing ladders,
blocking doors. Other peoples' mascot songs in the dining room. "Remember Sunny
and Pinky in the door of that room " "Remember when I trailed Chili all over town?"
"Remember the tunnel
the transom
the service elevator
Rememb~r?" In all our voice~, unspoken, "I wish-"
Wishes are no use. Glad, gay,
pounding hearts, stealthy whispers, gallant rushes,- Mascot is over. Long live Mascot!
ELEANOR

'930 SYNTHETIC
Hair-Jeannette Booth
Eyes-Bianca Ryley
Skin-Jane Bertschy
Smile-Fanny Young
Figure-Helen Burhans
Clothes-Jean Burroughs
Personality-Sunny Barry
Popularity-Adelaide Finch
Singing-Gwendolyn Thomen
Acting-Doris Ryder

TYLER,

'30.

GIRL
Drawing-Betty Bahney
Writing-Elly Tyler
Piano Playing-Loretta Murnane
Dancing-Eleanor Thayer
Poise-Helen Boyd
Charm-Connie Green
Good disposition-Jane Murphy
,Brains-Lelia Benedict
Wit-Elizabeth
Edwards
Spontaneity-Louisa Kent
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LINES IN MEMORIAM
to the
'PANTRY'

I.
Gone is the Pantry, the Pantry's

gone.

Flitted is hunger's halcyon.
The crumbs are swept from the Pantry floor,
A key has muted the Pantry door.
The hunger problem, carnal riddle,
Besets me now about the middle.
I speak my sorrow, make my moan-The Pantry's gone .... unnesred ....
flown.

II.
Oh where is the note I loved so well,
The tune of the Pantry, clean as a bell,
Calling us in from friend and field,
From bath and book, to be helped and healed?
Oh, is there no one who can tell
Where is the song I loved so well?

For now, of an evening, from my book
I lift my head with an anxious look;
And past the lines of my prim pedantry
I seem to hear the Pipes of Pantry!
MARY SCOTT,

'32•

RESIGNATION
Spring has come, and with it loveliness,
My heart cries out with gladness at its grace.
The first thin edges of the grass break through
The earth, and budding trees fill deep blue space.
Promise is in the air of things to come,
A lazy peace descends on me with springBut what's the use-my Shakespeare isn't doneIt might as well be spring as anything.
ELIZABETH
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The Over Girls Graduate
or,

Kno-wledge Reigns Supreme
Our dear friends, Ella, Della, and Stella Over were ~eturning to college, fo,~ their last
year. What they did as Freshmen, Sophomores, and Juniors may be foun~ III The Over
Girls Go To College: Or, Freshmen First," a stirring tale of the hardships these brave
girls encountered in their fierce battles against the dreadful dragon called by an old
Spanish name, History 1-2, who was guarded by ~hat"grim w~r.rior No-cuts Lawrence;
"Superior Sophomores: Or, G?y Frolics ~f <?'uy ~lr1SJ an entl~lI1g account of naught)
fudge parties after "lights-out'
and the P1ClllCS gIVen
that. friend to. the n~edy, .Papa
Toyle; and "Just Juniors: Or, Prom-tr?tters (tck, tck)
In which these Jolly girls disport
themselves at such gay portals of learning as Yale and N. Y. U.
..
.
Now we see our heroines, saddened a bit by the thought that this IS the, last tune
thev will return to their dear Alma Mater, but glad to see the sweet young friends tl~ey
had made in previous years at dear old Connicut.
As they stepped from t,he tram,
symphonies in pea-green and purple, Ella, the musical Over said, "Let us give three
cheers and an huzzah for Connicut" and led .the always happy girls in the stirring song
of the campus:

,?~

FOREvER-(TuNE: try anJ find one)
Here's to our college, sweet Connicut
Dearest of places we know.
Down by the shipyards is Connicut
Thither we always will go.
Amid ringing cheers and a hidden tear or two on the beaming faces of the taxi-cab
drivers, the girls drove off in a cloud of dust to their hill-tap-a
beautiful spot where
men are minus and it's always ten below zero.
CONNICUT

When they had unpacked their new school outnts--each
girl had a smart blue serge
skirt and a chic sweater with a huge roll collar, blazoned with gorgeous letters which the
clever girls had won in darning and croquet, a set of red flannels, and plenty of lovely
new white middiesthe girls went to Thames free lunch for a jolly dinner of wholesome
meat (kind unknown),
watery spinach, and ice-cream with caramel sauce. When they
had finished (in ten Rat) they sat around the table and sang with tears in their eyes and
gay good-will in their hearts of happy days at Connicut.
Days filled with various little affairs and duties which occupied the wholesome girls.
They practised their scouting eac~ evening and hardly a day passed that they couldn't
report a good deed-such
as keeping people from walking on the grass, and reminding
the professor to give an assignment for the next time, and keeping the Director of Residence happy by keeping stray cats and dogs from the dorms.
The faculty and the stu~ents rej?icecl that such wonderful girls as Ella, Della, and Stella had come to grace their
lives. Little reeked they when the exhuberant spirits of the girls made them spend the
~ight in ~he library, armed with hatpins and flashlights, so that they might spend the
time readl,ng the Brooke t~;H they were assigned in Tennyson.
As the girls said when,
covered With pretty confusion, they apologized for their daring deed, this was their only
chance to get the book. They were excused with slight reprimands
by the secretly
an~~sed faculty, who thought they had never seen such a jolly display of delightful girlish
spmt.
fray.

When the basketball se,ason a~ri~ed it found the Overs in prime condition
They had been keeping tratmng for weeks in advance and could make

for the
baskets
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(w~en unguarded) from any spot on the floor. They were the idols of the Physical Edufor they never cut their classes and always had the ruffles on their
bl?uses freshly pressed ". On the nights of the big games the gym fairly rocked with the
cries of the excited Seniors who cheered the cirl s on with "Fight fiercely Ella Della and
Stella."
b
'
'
Many and hotly disputed were the bull sessions that took place in the Over girls'
rooms. They were prime favorites among their friends and held all the offices in college.
?tella, the brilliant one always led the conversation and impressed all with her capital
ld~as. A favorite subject among the modest girls was, of course, boys. They blushed to
think how fre~ly they talked of them, but as Stella said, "What can a poor girl do when
she wants advice? I want to know if you've ever er--<r let a boy er--er---er touch you?"
"Touch you-why Stella Over," shrieked one of their little friends.
"Well, Tom wanted to hold my hand the other night for a whole minute, but after
thinking it over pretty seriously I decided not to allow it. Poor Tom was all cut up
about it, too," said Stella.
"I'm so relieved, dear sister," said Della, the quiet Over. Because after all, there's
nothing so precious to a girl as her lily white reputation and while Tom, no doubt, has the
most honorable intentions, I wouldn't tempt him too far. He might lose his head and,
after all, you couldn't blame him with such a pretty piece as you!"
"Oh Dell," said Stella blushing prettily, "how you do carryon."
The crowning achievement in the year came when the Over girls received their Mi
Whata Sappa honors. Again the old gym rocked with applause for these girls as they
went forward in their clean middies-size 42-and well-pleated skirts. There were tears
in the eyes of the faculty who had helped-in more ways than one-the darlings to achieve
this great distinction, and when Ella said quietly, "Let us sing in honor of our noble
Alma Mater and the pursuit of learning," all joined in with a right good will and strong

cation Department

men broke down and wept.
Senior Promenade was looked forward to with great excitement. Many weeks in
advance the Overs had received the thrilled acceptances of the Rover boys, such nice young
gentlemen, and many were the plans made for the event. The girls each had new party
dresses of organdie with cherry-colored ribbons, and pretty indeed they looked when they
tripped down the stairs (almost breaking their necks) to meet the Rovers. "Isn't this
fun?" cried Tom as he daringly offered his ann to Stella.
"Now, Tom," said Stella) always ready with a witty remark.
"Come on boys, I have a yen to waltz," cried Ella gaily as she put on her c~rriage
boots."Sly vixen," cried Dick, but with an appreciative glance, none the less, at the inch
of black stocking that showed above the white slipper.
Many were the waltzes and polkas that were danced that evening and all present
said that the Over girls and Rover boys were by far the most handsome and dashing
couples
present. came at last, and garbed in their caps and gowns the Over girts, very
Graduation
impressed by the solemnity of the occasion, marched down the aisle. "To think we will
be educated in a few minutes," said Ella.
When the college rose at last to sing "Connicut Forever," the Over girls sang with
bursting throats (also hooks and snaps), and with tears in their eyes thought of the
happy days on their hill. "When we go out into the cold worl? to fa;e the hardships and
sin that confront young women, (my mother told me about It), well always remember
this peaceful spot to which we can return to quiet meditation and wash our souls dean of
the impurities that will besmirch us," said Stella.
"We'll never forget it," said someone.
"Never a truer word spoken," seconded the Over girls, Ella, Della, and Stella.
ELIZABETH
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for Four Years
Our choicest bit of gossip is that for three
years Dot Feltner and Elly Ty~er h~ve witnessed Senior banquet.
Imagine It!
For
three years they have sprawled in very unladylike positions on the porch at Lighthouse
Inn. Freshman year they stayed a little too
long and almost boarded the same trolley
with the Seniors.
Last year they had it
down to a system and everything
went
smoothly.
Think of all the rest of us have
missed.
Remember the vacation we went home and
heard everyone talking about some young
man named Lindbergh?
In our nunnery on
the hill his name had not been mentioned.
Connie Green was going to New York on
a week-end and having great faith in human
nature she asked two of her friends to pack
her bag. They packed it, but not with
clothes and Connie walked the streets of
New York in a sleeveless pique dress and a
beret. Moral: Never trust two girls like
Honey Lou and Kemy.
Some of our friends have vivid memories
of hectic nights in Reed house. According
to them the rats had quite a party every
night with regular shoot the chutes in the
walls. One visitor not knowing the situation
a ...voke in the small hours and nearly collapsed under the strain.
Then there were the "College BIues,"
Sophomore
year.
We'll never forget the
grand climax when Mr. Barry walked on the
stage in a brand new suit, grinning as cheerfully as ever.
Adelaide was going on at a great rate one
morning
demonstrating
her ability
for
speaking negro dialect. In the middle of her
conversation Dr. Jensen came along. "Good
mahn'n, Doc' Jensen," says Adelaide in her
best Southern drawl.

Everyone remembers Freshman
initiation.
One of the bright spots was when Elizabeth
Glass was asked her name. Elizabeth stood
up there the picture of scorn and shouted,
"Glass!
You know.
Glass window!"
Many a romance is nipped in the bud and
one girl blames a C. C. custom for the loss
of a fond opportunity.
Of course you all
know that every winter we are forced to get
out our flannel pajamas for the long, cold
nights. Well, this girl had a pair of brilliant
pink flannel pajamas and when she went
home for a Christmas vacation she packed
them last in her bag. Of course another interesting thing is that Yale usually gets out
the same day we do. This time a very nice
young man got on at New Haven and sat
with the girl. By the time her station was
reached they were quite friendly.
The man
reached down for the girl's bag and much
to her horror it had become unfastened.
There were the bright pink pajamas already

to fall out.

What should she do?

Post had never thought
ran.

of this,

Emily

so the girl

One of our fondest memories is when Dot
Bayley and Woodie sang "My Sweetheart."

J n the course of our four years several of
us have had experiences, sad and happy ones,
with gold-fish.
We marvel at the strong
constitutions these pets of ours had. Left for
weeks without clean water or food they still
stayed with us. Forgotten and left under
beds through vacations they were still there
when we returned.
Occasionally there was
a funeral with many rites and a few tears.
At one of the riding meets Allison being
the essence of Southern hospitality passed a
package of chewing gum to her neighbors.
In her enthusiasm
she passed it to Mrs.
Kempton, and here endeth the story.
(Continued on Page 147)
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