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! FOREWORD I ! I 
J It is the purpose of this publication to acquaint the f 
I faculty and student l.,o<l) of Wichita University with tho I 
j work of the Freshman Rhetoric classes of the English i 
: department. • 

t The best themes from the standpoint of inlere.5t and com- t 
I position were selecLeJ for this magazine. It is the hope · 
• of the editorial staff that The Green Gazette will prove l 
! lo be at once entertaining and valuable to its readers. ! 
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TJIE GREE'\'" GAZETTE t 

SPEAKERS AFTER DINNER 
R USSELL MELLIES 

I have cherished, ever since I was old enough 
to know better, a deep and almost morbid an
tipathy toward after-dinner speakers. The 
mere sight of a black-and-white clad gentleman 
rising from his chair in response to a request 
from the master of ceremonies, gives me, if 
you will permit the use of a slang idiom, a pain 
at the top of the spinal column. There is noth
ing enthralling about it. Let me see a good 
dog-fight, yes, just one good dog fight, any day 
in the week except Sunday, and I shall be bet
ter satisfied. 

The after-dinner speaker, as a rule, can be 
readily picked out from among his fellow men. 
Kindly observe that under-sized man who is 
seated three places distant from the toast
master. No, no, not the fat gentleman with 
the look of smug self-esteem overspreading hii:; 
countenance. He is the Toothbrush King, re
puted owner of many million shekels, and noth
ing would please him so much as to be called 
upon to say a few words for the good of the 
toothbrush cause. 

Watch the little fellow who bears the har
assed look of one who has received bad news 
from home. See, he has dropped the vinegar
ette into his soup plate. One might ask: 
What was the man doing with the vinegarette 
during a soup course? No one knows, least of 
all the culplit. He is completely oblivious to 
everything except the speech which he will soon 
be called upon to make. And so it goes. I 
could recite a dozen like instances, but one will 
l>e enough to illustrate how after-dinner speak
ing shatters the morale of those who attempt 
it. 

Why is it that the men who would be good 
speakers are not approached on the subject, 
while weak-willed bunglers like myself are 
buried under a flood of requests to speak at the 
Steel Manufacturers' annual banquet, the 
Amalgamated Rubber Tire Trust's "blow-out," 
or similar functions? I do not know, you do not 
know, he does not know, no one knows. It is 
one of those mysteries which, like that of the 
Sphinx, have remained unsolved through the 
centuries, although scientists have pondered 
upon the question since the time when Socra
tes quaffed the poison hemlock at a little gath
ering of his mutual enemies. Whether or not 
there were after-dinner speakers on this occa
::;ion, we do not know, for History does not say. 
We can be reasonably certain, however, that if 
after-dinner speeches were the order of the 
day, Socrates did not make one of them. 

There are, of course, a few good after-dinner 
speakers. Samuel Samasi, the Hindu prophet, 

ii:; to my mind, one of the best. I once attended 
a dinner where he was called upon to speak. 
He arose, said, "Humph!" and sat down again. 
A remarkable, delightful speech was my verdict 
of it. I only wish that more of them were like it. 

I am myself what might be called a "finished" 
speaker. One attempt finished me for all time 
to come. The occasion was the Amalgamated 
Rubber Tire Trust's dinner which I mentioned 
in a previous chapter. Having been warned 
beforehand that I was going to called on for a 
speech, I had painstakingly commit ted to mem
ory an address entitled, "Why Prohibition 
Should Be Enforced." Since wine was served 
at the affair in large quantities, however, my 
speech was entirely out of the question. I wai:; 
uneasy all through the soup course. My dis
quietude grew as course after course sped by, 
with what seemed appalling speed. I over
turned two glasi:;es of wine and succeeded in 
spilling part of another glassful on my shirt
front. The climax was reached when, during the 
fruit course, a banana escaped my grasp, and 
after a lengthy search, I found that I was using 
it as a footstool. 

At last the toastmaster rose, and having 
gained the attention of those present by the 
simple ruse of beating on a plate with a spoon, 
he looked slowly around the room and said in a 
sepulchral tone of voice, "Mr. Brownlow will 
speak to us for a few moments." Upon being 
reminded by a watchful neighbor that my 
name, by a strange coincidence, was Brownlow, 
I rose, tipping over my chair in the act, and 
leaned against the table. 

"L-1-ladies and g-g-gentlemen," I began. The 
banquet was a strictly men's affair, and I can 
not imagine why I brought the ladies into the 
discussion. I could see the pitying looks on the 
faces of those near me, and the room reeled 
before my eyes. Was I, a Brownlow, to be 
pitied like this? Never! I must ered my cour
age and went at it again. 

"I-I am very h-happy to speak to you this 
evening," I lied, bravely. "I have hardly any
thing, in fact, nearly nothing to say at this 
time." [This conveyed the idea that I would 
have something more worthwhile at a later 
date.] "I think- I thought-I bad thought-," 
I gargled, foolishly. "I think," I repeated, 
more firmly, "that I will sit down." I accord
ingly did so, and from the thunderous cheers 
and evident sighs of relief which went up, I am 
not sure but what the last sentence comprised 
about the wisest thought of which I have ever 
been guilty. And now you know why I am 
against after-dinner speakers. It is because 
I see in their efforts the repetition of the pain
ful experience which time has only in part 
erased from my memory. 
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COLLEGE FRIENDSHIPS 

HENRY MALONE. 

Why is it that the friendships that we make 
in college usually last longer than those made 
elsewhere'! This is not true in all cases, but 
generally friendships contracted during the 
four years of college life prove more perman
ent than those made in later life. 

To me it seems that there are several reasons 
why this should be true. It has often been 
said that college life is a cross view of real life. 
The students who parade thru this view are a 
smaller, more compact, group than are often 
found in real life. Their purposes are a little 
more closely related, but otherwise they are the 
same as those who are in real life. So far one 
reason I would say that college life affords the 
best opportunity for the selection of friends. 

Then there is the life of the college-its tra
ditions, its activities, its organizations. Ac
quaintances become friends and friends become 
more friendly during college life. It is a 
known fact that a common danger makes peo
ple more closely united. Thus it is that friends, 
who face the upper-classmen and stand by each 
other when they, in turn, become upperclass
men, quite often find a friendship that lasts 
forever. So a second reason would be that of 
common adventures. 

In college life there are many ways of test
ing a person's character and finding his true 
value, not only as a man, but as a friend. His 
response to the traditions of the school, his 
life with his fellows, his holding of school of
fices, all show him at his true value. So a 
friend who is a friend during college life, rain 
and shine, would surely be a friend for life. 
Thus a third reason would be that college life 
gives the "acid test" for a friendship. 

In college the same interests draw friends 
closer together. The same teams in athletics, 
the same crowd socially, the same classes in 
school, tend to keep them together most of the 
twenty-four hours. In music, to people who 
sing together often find that their voices be
gin to blend, each supplanting and hiding what 
the other lacks. So it is with two friends: their 
natures blend, completing each other. Con
stant contact smooths rough edges. And so, 
for a final reason, I would say that college life 
furnishes the opportunity for the polishing of 
friendships. 

MY FIRST A TI'EMPT TO FLY 

WINIFRED CLINK. 

A year or so ago, just after Lindy made sky
riding an international sport, I became en
thralled with the idea of soaring thru blue 
skies, floating amidst fleecy clouds, and play
ing tag with the birds. I resolved that I, too, 
would spread my wings in flight. 

My parents, having rather old-fashioned 
opinions concerning their daughter, objected 
on the ground that I was their only child, and 
compared my desire with that of the little 
chick who wanted to swim; but, I, using all the 
wiles and wails I knew, managed to convince 
them that their little chick was an eaglet born 
to fly, and fly it must! 

From that point the fulfillment of my desire 
was a simple matter of driving to the landing 
field, and finding a plane. 

My pilot was not all I had expected; but, 
after all, perhaps the story aviators were a bit 
overdrawn. Moreover, that plane seemed very, 
very small, and not put together as solidly 
as one could wish. You know, propinquity is 
liable to change the aspect of a thing consider
bly. Nevertheless, I had said I would fly, and 
now was no time to back out. 

I climbed in, wondering unhappily what 
would happen if anything went wrong. 
Heavens, anyone knew that! I shivered down 
in my seat, hoping way down deep that the 
thing wouldn't go up. There was a short de
lay which gave me time to look about me; and 
the more I saw, the less sure I was about be
ing born to fly! 

My pilot shouted something unintelligible; 
there was a whir, a roar, a bump-and we were 
off! I clutched the edge of my seat and hoped 
the plane wouldn't shake itself to pieces. Sud
denly the bumping ceased, and, gathering up 
all my courge, I stuck my head out just in time 
to see the broad back of a cow directly below 
me! 

From that moment on, the passing minutes 
seemed like hours of pure horror. Every so 
often one wing would try to fly lower than the 
other, and I was kept in constant fear of be
ing tumbled out; and besides, that plane took 
a diabolical pleasure in dropping from beneath 
me, and then coming up and catching me again. 
I vaguely remembered reading of air-pockets 
causing this-but, what if you flew into a big 
pocket? 

I was staring with fascinated eyes at the 
tiny airport below, when the engine spluttered, 
and died! In the silence I could hear my heart 
giving its last few beats. It was all over! I 
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could see the earth rushing upwards, eager to 
catch up. I dully hoped my folks would give 
me a nice funeral. Then-oh, music worthy of 
the spheres-the engine throbbed and we 
glided down to a bumpy landing. 

Forcing my shaking legs to do their duty, I 
climbed dizzily out to stand once more on the 
good brown dirt. I wanted to kneel down and 
kiss it, it was so comfortingly safe and sure! 

Now don't let all this mislead you. I'm 
crazy about flying! Just ask my family. They 
will tell you how enthusiastic I was after my 
first flight. But you know how it is; I'm just 
so busy with classes and outside work that I 
just can't take the time to go up again! 

A DOMESTIC LUBRICANT 
J. L. MARSHALL. 

Any one who wanders in the wilderness of 
names and formulas which make up a list of 
chemical compounds will probably come upon 
"Laughing Gas," known to chemists as Nitrous 
Oxide, N 20. Now, it seems very curious that 
none of our enterprising manufacturers has 
seized upon this substance as a way to fame and 
fortune, for such it could undoubtedly become 
under proper promotion. It could become a 
second Smith's Cough Drops; it could be an
other Dopen's Kidney Pills. It could be her
alded as a saviour of the human race; it could 
be trumpeted abroad as the Twentieth Cen
tury Marvel. It would only be necessary to 
proclaim in every daily newspaper column and 
on every wayside bill-board that Bunk & Bunk's 
Domestic Lubricant ( well known to chemists as 
Laughing Gas) is the one hope and stay of all 
married couples and the balm for all matrimon
ial bumps and bruises. 

Alas, it seems that something like this is 
necessary to bring home to us the value of 
humor. We must have everything advertised 
and lauded and then be forced to pay two 
prices, before we can appreciate what ought to 
be our natural and most valued possession. 
The Dopen Corporation has become wealthy be
cause we would rather pay a fancy price for 
their sugar-coated pills than face the necessity 
of getting out and opening our pores with red
blooded exercise. We see many advertisements 
and hear much tub-thumping, and become de
liriously anxious to go and spend a lump of our 
hard earned gold to see "Breezy Knees" be
longing to a simpering movie actress, when 
we could have been entertained much better 
and cheaper from the shelves of the neglected 
and dusty book case. 

A sense of humor is without rival as a do
mestic lubricant. Girls, when choosing a hus
band, should treat as Gospel the line: 

"The man worth while is the man who can smile 
When everything goes dead wrong." 

And men should diligently seek a wife who can 
see the humorous side of such various domes
tic tragedies as a burnt steak, washday, and 
a husband who likes to go out on certain eve
nings to play poker with the boys. What a 
boon a sense of humor would be when John 
Jones demands of his faithful spouse where in 
thunder is his best white shirt, or crossly seeks 
the elusive collar button beneath the dresser. 
Yes, indeed, where there is no humor as a lub
ricant friction soon attacks the dpmestic 
wheels. 

If our mythical progenitors, Adam and Eve 
were perfectly happy in paradise, they must 
have possessed a rich and abundant sense of 
humor. And, though the ancient Pact of Crea
tion lays the blame on the serpent and the 
apple, we cannot but think that the Destroyer 
had only to steal part of his sense of humor to 
cause a man's first downfall with the loss of 
Eden. Quiller Couch, in one of his Cambridge 
Lectures says that if he were to be asked 
whether religion or a sense of humor had com
forted him most on his journey through life, 
he would be very hard pressed for an answer. 
We fear many a couple who smirk and smile 
as they go down the aisle have just come from 
a home atmosphere highly charged electrically 
in the hustle to get to church on time. A sense 
of humor is not only the best domestic lubri
cant; it is indispensable. 

------01------
ABOARD A BATTLESHIP 

HELEN PEARL TALBOTT 

It was a bright, sunny afternoon about the 
middle of August as I stood on a wharf far 
away in a tiny town in northwestern Wash
ington. A brisk, salt breeze from the South 
swept round me and drove the blue waves, 
gurgling, against the stony piles, sunk into the 
depths to support the wharf. I felt very much 
inspired and patriotic for did not, on that self
same breeze, wave in rippling undulation 
twenty-eight star-spangled banners? The fleet 
was in-and I, who had been born and raised 
on the rolling prairies of Kansas, was actually 
going aboard a battleship! 

"Which one would you like to visit'!" Thi::, 
from a smiling young officer. 

"Oh the biggest one," I replied, and a mo
ment iater found myself in a big white motor 
launch which bounded over the billows at a 
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great pace and was commanded by the im
maculate young officer. The big, white boat 
whisked us past several of the hulks of the 
huge ships which lay quietly at anchor in the 
harbor, and at last came to a standstill beside 
some very steep and narrow steps leading up 
to the main deck of the "New Mexico." 

A jolly looking, white-haired old captain 
with a great many gold chevrons on his sleeve, 
stood at the top of these steps to welcome the 
inquiring land-lubbers who had come to ex
plore the dreadnaught. A great number of 
jo]ly Jack-Tars who stood about the deck po
litely offered to pilot the newcomers about on a 
tour of inspection. My guide was very gay 
and talkative, as it seems most sailors are, 
and, being an Annapolis graduate with two 
years of actual experience on the sea, was ex
tremely well versed in the art of navigation, 
and knew an about the ship. 

First we walked about the main deck, which 
was floored with hardwood boards three inches 
wide, and these were cemented together with a 
black substance which gave a striped effect, 
since the boards themselves are kept an immac
ulate cream color by "gobs" in disgrace. Above 
this deck, the wireless towers-intricately in
ter-laced bands of steel-rise to a height o4' 
about twenty-five feet. To one of these is at
tached a signal bridge whereon a sentinel is 
continually on duty. The big guns, ranging 
from the three-inch to the fourteen-inch, fiery
tongued monsters, are placed at intervals about 
this deck. During a battle the largest guns are 
controlled and operated by gunners in bullet 
proof cabins built over the butt-end of the guns. 
These cabins are equipped with telephones 
over which the gunners get their orders, and 
they are connected to the lower decks so that 
more ammunition can be brought up into them. 
Even when the ship is going full speed, the 
shock caused by the firing of one of these big 
guns sets it back three feet. The only other 
things of importance on this deck are the radio 
operators' cabin and the pilot's cabin, which 
are both well concealed and protected from the 
enemy ships. The pilot's cabin is equipped 
with all sorts of nautical instruments for de
termining the position of the ship and of ene
my ships, for telling the speed, the steam pres
sure, the amount of smoke being given off, and 
the Jike. 

Going below this deck, I found great delight 
in peering through the portholes cut through 
the foot-thick, solid steel walls of the ship. 
On this first deck down are the officers' quar
ters, looking very comfortable with their sim
ple, but elegant furnishings, and equipped with 
all manner of modern conveniences, including 
hot and cold running water, electric lights, 

steam heat, and even telephones. On this deck 
are also a great many store rooms and the of
ficers' dining-room. 

The next deck down is given over to the sail
ors' quarters and the kitchen. The beds are 
wooden hammocks, neatly rolled up and sus
pended from the ceiling. The dining tables 
are also collapsible and are suspended from the 
ceiling along with the stools used for chairs. 
The sailors were lounging about everywhere, 
amusing themselves with cards, musical instru
ments, books and games. In one corner sev
eral of them were dancing together-I think 
this must be how they learn, for all sailors have 
a reputation for being good dancers. Nearer 
the kitchen, in the fore-end of the ship, a huge 
pile of onions, about three feet high and eight 
across, surrounded by sailors with streaming 
eyes and equipped with paring knives, told a 
sad tale of compulsory K. P. duty. 

The whole ship is just like a small city, 
equipped with a circulating library, barber 
shop, confectionery, water system, electric 
power plant, and a complete telephone system, 
not to mention a heating plant, a refrigerating 
system and a laundry. 

On the last deck down are the great engines 
-the motive power of the ship. These are 
huge-almost awe-inspiring in their size--all 
brightly polished, and oiled and tended with 
meticulous care. My greatest desire was to see 
them in action, but, of course, that would never 
be, for no girl is allowed on the ship when it 
is going anywhere. 

On coming up again to the main deck, m, 
guide returned me safely to mother and es
corted us down to the waiting launch. As we 
again skimmed over the blue waters, this time 
toward the shore, the big, gray battleships, re
ceding, seemed to grow smaller and smaller 
until they looked like toy ships of a toy fleet, 
which it would delight the heart of a small boy 
to sail on the park Jake. And so my visit 
aboard a battleship ended. 

------0,------
DOGS IN THE HOUSE 

LOUISE H. CHALFANT . 

From my past four months' experience I 
have learned and thought much about the prob
lem of dogs in the house. To be fair to the 
owner of the part!cular dogs I am judging, I 
suppose I must give reasons for, as well as 
against, keeping dogs in the house. 

For a person who is timid and who has ln 
stay alone a great deal of the time a well 
trained dog is very reliable company. ' A good 
dog uses discretion in the matter of human vis-
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itors and does not bite, unless ordered to, no 
matter how formidable he looks. ( Our dog 
sometimes bit as well as barked.) Then a dog 
is a really true friend. He sticks by in all sorts 
of times, good and bad. I really appreciate a 
dog myself and would have one if I lived in a 
rural community and didn't have to keep him 
in the house. 

Compare the length of the precedipg para
graph with this one, which tells why we should 
not keep dogs in a house. First, they have too 
many flea visitors. Have you ever gone 
through the agony of a good flea season, and 
heard, scratch ! scratch ! scratch, and lick, lick, 
lick? Such an atmosphere surely isn't con
ducive to study or pleasure. And, phew! the 
doggy smell ! No matter how clean a dog is, 
one can always identify him by the odor. 
Then, have you ever found hair on your coat or 
best suit just· when you were in an especially 
big hurry to get somewhere? Dog hair is ag
gravating at all times but especially then. Our 
dog, too, had a habit of welcoming the paper 
boy about four-thirty every morning with an 
insistent, shrill bark - "Good bye, sweet 
dreams!" 

There are many annoying things about a 
dog from the human standpoint, but let us con
sider the dog's side. A dog was made to run in 
the great open spaces and bark happily at birds. 
boys, rabbits and cows. He enjoys himself, 
and let's hope the cows and rabbits do, too. 
But in town too many people have to listen to 
him enjoying himself, and some people are 
selfish enough to be interested only in them
selves; they are bothered. As a result, either 
dogs or human beings are happy, but not both. 

There are many other points I could men
tion, but since a poem I once read comes to mv 
mind, I will pass it on to you, and hope I will 
be forgiven, since it expresses my feeling so 
weJJ. It is found, I believe, in "Enough Rope." 
and was written anonymously. 

''Such a glorious faith as fills your limpid eyes, 
Dear little friend of mine, I never knew. 

All innocent are you, and yet all wise. 
(For heaven's sake, stop worrying that shoe!) 

You look about, and all you see is fair : 
This mighty globe was made for you alone. 

Of all the thunderous ages, you're the heir. 
(Get off the pillow with that dirty bone!) 

"A skeptic world you face with steady gaze; 
High, in young pride, you hold your noble head; 

Gayly you meet the rush of roaring days. 
(Must you eat puppy biscuit on the bed?) 

Lancelike your courage, gleaming, swift and strong; 
Yours the white rapture of a winged soul; 

Yours is a spirit like a May-day song, 
(God help you, if you break that gold-fish bowl!) 

A PERSONAL EXPERIENCE 
HALLIE LAMPL 

Two years ago last summer I drove to Win
field to visit a friend. The trip down was un
eventful but coming home I had an exciting 
experience. A few miles this side of Mulvane 
I saw an old woman, standing beside the road 
holding a "nickel" basket on her arm. She 
was dressed in an old woolen skirt and a man's 
sweater. The day was hot and dusty and the 
general appearance of old age and helplessness 
of the creature caused me to ignore all the ad
monitions I had received about picking people 
up on the highway, and I stopped my car. 

"Are you waiting for some one in particu
lar?" 

"I am trying to get a ride to Wichita," she 
said. 

Altho I could not get a good look at her face 
from underneath the sun-bonnet which she had 
pulled down over her eyes, I invited her to ride 
with me. She climbed into the seat beside me 
and at my suggestion placed her basket in the 
back seat. We had driven several miles, when 
in leaning over to adjust the choke I happened 
to glance at my passenger's feet. Such a jolt, 
no woman ever had feet like those. Now that 
my suspicions were aroused, under cover of in
terested conversation I began studying my com
panion closely and became thoroughly con
vinced that this object of charity was no 
woman. 

A thousand things tlashed thru my mind as 
I sought for a solution of my present dilemma. 
It was easy to stop and ask someone to ride 
but to get them out of the car when you did not 
want them was quite another matter. Wouldn't 
Henry roar, if I lived to tell him about this
and wouldn't he say-"Haven't I told you a 
thousand times" and so forth. Well, that wasn't 
going to help get this he-woman out of my 
car and that had to be done. I tried very hard 
to think of some way to manage it. 

In my attempt to hide my excitement I had 
pushed my hat back off of my forehead and all 
of a sudden a puff of wind carried it out of 
the window. My senses snapped into line. I 
turned to my companion, and trying to look 
very innocent I asked, "Would you mind get
ting my hat for me?" I held my breath as he 
got out and remembering the old saying, "taint 
no disgrace to run when you are skeered," J 
drove a way as fast as I could, never looking 
back to see what happened. 

Two miles down the road I passed a car 
parked by the road. Two men were standing 
near it and they searched my car with their 
eyes as I approached; maybe they were look
ing for a familiar sun-bonnet. 
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When I reached home, the first thing I did 
was to examine the basket the "old lady" had 
put in the back seat. It was as heavy as lead. 
I pulled the paper off and there was a Colts 
forty-five and two extra clips loaded with 
cartridges. 

------0>------

A GROCER'S TACTICS 
GLENN PRIDDLE 

Seeking to combine a mild pastime with some 
pecuniary remuneration, I obtained, this sum
mer, a position in one of the city's too numer
ous chain grocery stores. Having been em
ployed thus for some time, I feel that I am at 
least fairly well qualified to draft a code of 
rules, which if observed by aspiring grocers 
will, I believe, render their dealings with the 
public more satisfactory. 

As a clerk, your first duty is to place your 
customer in a jovial and buying mood, an oper
ation which begins when he enters the door. 1 

cheerful word of welcome, whether genuine or 
not, will instill in the customer a belief that you 
are interested in him. Even in case some ardent 
supporter of the eight-hour day waddles in at 
seven P. M., nevertheless greet him as if your 
twelve-hour day had been one long ecstatic 
dream. If the customer is a woman accom
panied by a child, you can make no more strate
gic move than to comment on that child's at
tractiveness. Such a tactful seed of kindness 
sown in the fertile field of maternal love will 
almost invariably bear fruit in the form of in
creased sales. Later in the privacy of your 
own thoughts, you can express your true opin
ion, that the child was a dirty little brat. 

After the customer has proclaimed his de
sires, your duty is to satisfy them, a task which 
is sometimes very difficult. One day a gentle
man demanded of me a watermelon with black 
seeds. The fifth melon that fell a victim to my 
surgical skill had black seeds; the rest had no 
future commercial value. This same man al
ways insisted that he be allowed to shake every 
egg before each ear as a precaution against ob-

taining any elderly ones. "A can of corn grown 
in Minnesota" was the peculiar demand made 

· of me at one time. After probing the origin 
of every variety of corn on the shelves, I an
nounced that we had none of the desired vari
ety. The man departed. In short, the desire 
of the customer, whether for pink shoe polish, 
canned goose livers, or paper napkins is the 
supreme law of the groceryman's life. Often 
veracity must be sacrificed to this law. Cling 
peaches in the natural juice must become free
stones in syrup if the customer desires the 
latter and you have none. This is not hon
esty; the average boss calls it "good business." 

Finally in computing the total amount of the 
purchases and in making the proper change. 
you must instill in the customer a feeling that 
the transaction has been absolutely correct. 
The first named function can be performed to 
the satisfaction of the average person by the 
use of an adding machine. And yet, one of 
my fellow clerks had the misfortune of serving 
a lady who, having computed the total mental
ly, refused to accept the slightly different de
cision of the adding machine. After the ma
chine had revealed thirteen times that her ele
mentary arithmetic had failed her, she stalked 
from the store. Beginning with the amount of 
the purchase, change should be counted slowly 
and aloud, coin by coin, until the amount of 
the coin or bill presented has been reached. 
The money presented should be placed on top 
rather than in the till of the cash register. 
Should the customer suddenly expostulate that 
the coin or bill was of a higher denomination 
than it in fact was, the money is before him 
and its identity can not be doubted. 

After all financial troubles have been prop
erly disposed of, the articles purchased should 
be wrapped and packaged in such a manner as 
will enable the customer to carry them most 
easily. In case a lady has a very heavy load 
she should be assisted to her car. In everv 
case a cheerful "thank you" will render your 
last contact with the customer a pleasant one 
and will act as a strong bid for his future 
business. 

IMPRISONED 
SARAH MARGARET HOWELL 

I lay in my prison, 
Straining against the irons. 
Fighting to free myself from the chains, 
Crying out against my bondage! 
A stranger stood by, 
Held secure by shackles like mine. 
He shook his head and smiled. 
" 'Tis no use, my friend," he said. 

"You cannot get free. 
Life holds you! Life holds me!" 

., 
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POLLY 
MILDRED PIERSON 

I think a great deal of Polly, even though she 
is my sister and it is usually not customary to 
be fond of one's sister-or at least, to ·admit it. 
Perhaps it is because people call us Polly and 
Molly, and because they think the two names 
sound "cute" we have to stay friends. With 
and because of our names, we hope to be cute 
together to the end of our days, even though 
we may be old, wrinkled and have paper curls. 

Polly is a rather smallish person with large 
blue eyes. She could have a baby stare, but 
she prefers to appear sophisticated and have 
people look at her with wonderment and awe. 
If she feels blue and that it is she who is wrong, 
not the world, she unconsciously picks on some
one until he is angry enough to tell her in a 
very hard, cold way just what he is thinking 
of her. She proceeds to be greatly pleased at 
such a challenge and tries squelching him. If 
she succeeds she can begin life anew, happier 
because of her success. 

Polly likes to read biographies of notorious 
women in history, merely to find out, if she can, 
why people do things that they do. She adores 
Chinese novels. At present she is trying to 
find out whether the Jews are a people or a 
religion. She does not do it with an idea in 
mind of helping them establish their rightful 
place in this world; Polly isn't interested in up
lift movements. She believes, or says she be
lives, in everyone living his own life without in
terruption from some reformer who ignorant
ly leads a life of dull monotony. Maybe she 
doesn't believe it, but she likes to voice this 
opinion because it invariably brings up "But 
we have to pay for everything we do!" and 
furnishes food for hours of argument. 

So far, all I've said of my dear relative and 
friend would lead one to believe that she is a 
very selfish person, absolutely uninterested in 
people other than to amuse herself. I used to 
think she was the most selfish person I knew 
until I really got acquainted with her. 

Her never having any money, I believed was 
one of her very worst faults, for I have rather 
a leaning toward my ancestors across the At
lantic. Now I have found that it is because she 
loves to give things and do things for her 
friends to make them happy, to please them in 
one way or another. She never ha.s ciny money, 
no clothes-in fact, she is usually in debt. It 
doesn't weigh upon her mind at all; I think she 

is happiest when her financial conditions are 
the worst. 

One day I proceeded to give her a very strict 
lecture on the way in which she managed her 
money, if such could have been said of what 
she does with it. Never since have I ever men
tioned what, why, or where her money goes. 
The girl hurt my feelings so badly that I would 
not even ride on the same street car to the of
fice, in fact, would not speak to her all morning. 
I didn't intend to speak for a whole week but 
when she asked me bow the girls liked my 
dress-the dress which was hers, which she 
had told me to wear, the dress which she had 
never even worn-I had to break all sorts of 
resolutions and say, "He's a better man than 
I am, Gunga Din." 

MUSIC INTERPRETATION 
ADELI!\'E p AD DOCK 

That worn-out expression of today, "Don't 
believe everything you hear," would have saved 
me a lot of distress if I had known and used it 
when I was a child. Especially would it have 
been helpful if I had applied it to the songs I 
heard. One of these, "Drink to Me Only With 
Thine Eyes," was my constant bother. Every 
time it was sung I saw before me two people 
crying heartily and drinking freely each others 
tears. In kindergarten the same condition ex
isted, for each time we played "Pop Goes the 
Weasel" I virtually trembled as I saw the poor 
little animal's body become steadily inflated, 
during the first part of the song, and eventual
ly explode with a "bang." Even in church I 
visualized the songs word for word. As the 
congregation stood up to sing "Onward Chris
tian Soldiers" I saw vividly the business-like 
cross stalking boldly up the hill ahead of the 
army. The Scottish Lyric "Comin' Through 
the Rye" was my Waterloo. It was easy enough 
to understand how a body should happen to 
meet another body when they were both out 
walking in the rye, (Although I did wonder 
what the citizens were thinking to let two 
headless corpses run around in the fields in that 
condition.) But I was truly struck when it 
came to trying to dicover how these bodies 
were going to kiss each other when neither 
possessed a head, much less a pair of lips. It 
was at this point that I permanently gave up 
music interpretation and went back to my paper 
dolls. 
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THE BRITISH CONVICT SHW 
"SUCCESS" 
ALL'" Tow:-.ER 

Last year, while at Harbor Springs, Michi
gan, I had the opportunity of visiting a famous 
old convict ship called the "Success." While 
on board I saw, in their original state, all the 
airless dungeons and condemned cells, the whip
ping posts, the manacles, the branding irons, 
the punishment balls. the leaden-tipped cat-o
nine tails, the coffin bath, and other fiendish in
ventions of man's brutality to his fellow men. 

This wonderful vessel marks the beginning 
and end of England's monstrous penal system. 
She is the oldest ship in the world. Massively 
built throughout of solid Burmese teak, the 
"Success" was first launched as an armed East 
India merchantman. Her solid sides are about 
two and one-half feet in thickness and she has 
three great masts. She has a square cut stern 
and quarter galleries which show her age; the 
bluff bows show that she was not built for 
speed. But she did not remain a merchantman 
long, for the British Government chartered her 
to m,e as a convict ship. Strong and gloomy 
cells were constructed on the lower decks where 
the unfortunate prisoners were confined from 
one to seven years. 

The corner cells on either side of the lower 
deck are the dreaded "Black Holes," in which 
cases needing discipline were confined. The 
small, tapering, torture-chambers are only two 
feet eight inches across. The doors fit as tight
ly as valves, closing with a "swish," excluding 
practically all air. Prisoners were confined to 
these cells for months at a time, being fed most
ly on onions and water. 

Some of the instruments of torture were of 
especial interest. After a prisoner was flogged 
to insensibility, he would be thrown into the 
Coffin Bath and bathed in salt water. Several 
prisoners were drowned in this hatch, hence 
the name, "Coffin Bath." The Iron Maiden, 
an ancient method of the third degree, was 
shaped like a body with the front opening like 
a door. The interior was lined with sharp, 
pointed spikes. The prisoners were placed in 
here and with the closed door and the rocking 
of the ship, they suffered great torture for dayi:; 
at a time. 

The "Convict Ship" system was abandoned 
in about the middle of the seventeenth century 
and all convict ships were broken up except the 
"Success," which was scuttled and sunk in Sid
ney Harbor, Australia. She was later raised 
at enormous expense and is now being ex
hibited to the present generation as an educa
tional object lesson and a relic of Penal history. 

-

HYGIENE AT SUNRISE 
HELEN Fn \l\'KLI.N 

Of course we love the old Alma Mater. Didn't 
we plow up several fields getting to Emporia 
to see a first class necking party? Didn't we 
yell as loudly as any when our record-smash
ing, raging, ranting, line-wrecking men of iron 
romped on Washburn? We are just like the 
rest. When the team fails, we are apt to grow 
cynical, but when they win--oh, what heroes. 
Yes, we try to be a regular "collitch feller." 
Didn't we just trade a dollar with Mr. Wilner 
for some plays? Support dramatics, that is 
what we do. Aren't we always on deck for all 
the class meetings, games, plays, varsities? 
We are, we love our Alma !\later until-

"Now don't forget seven o'clock class in 
the morning." 

Now can you imagine what our honorable 
faculty holds against suffering humanity when 
it sees fit to organize, establish, develop, and 
carry out a hygiene class at the unseemly hour 
of seven a. m.? We can not. Now we know 
that when we learn how many people die each 
year from colds, we may think of the poor little 
germs and give them a hand. Then again, 
since we are usually so sleepy during this class 
we are never quite sure whether colds or scar
let fever caused more deaths according to the 
1907 census. 

Really, however, we get much value from 
this seven o'clock outrage. Perhaps you 
thought the moon was pretty when you saw it 
Monday night, but you should have seen it 
Tuesday morning as we did when we hopped 
out of a nice warm bed into a cold room. Were 
it not for this compulsory seven o'clock class, 
very few of our Freshman girls would ever get 
to witness that phenomenal change from dark
ness to dawn. It is a wonderful sight, but per
sonally, we like to sleep. Darkness has grown 
into daylight for a good many years without 
our help, but when Miss Tihen decides to edu
cate us in hygiene-oh, what's the use? 

After we have sat around feeling sorry for 
ourselves-and for Miss Tihen, if we could only 
say what we think, we realize that Skipper 
won't hold the Yellow Peril for us, so we dash 
madly around, omit breakfast from the usual 
morning ceremonies, and appear rather dis
heveled, but at least right side up at the corner 
about two seconds in advance of the Rollicking 
Rambler, or should we say Virginia Creeper? 

We sometimes awaken en route, but more 
often we find a more or less comfortable seat, 
and resume our interrupted morning sleep. Oc
casionally a very striking remark may merit 
our attention, but not for long. We usually 
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come to for the day while traveling from chapel 
to French, which is administered regularly at 
eight each morning. 

Since we are so loyal, we pronounce firmly 
that we get a lot out of our Sunrise Hygiene 
Conflab, but when we try to figure out just 
what we have learned, sometimes we approach 
the point of despair. Hygiene at any other 
hour would be at least bearable, but at seven
well, we just are not interested. 

However, what, we ask you, can a few poor 
Freshman girls do? And what will we do? If 
Miss Tihen decides to educate us hygienically, 
we will help the sun get up, wake up the night 
watchman so he can let us in University Hall, 
and listen to statistics-but oh, what we will 
think! 

FIVE THOUSAND YEARS OF 

PLAYING AT WAR 
:\1 \RJORIE ;\lURPHY 

The most intellectual and the most universal 
game in the world. a game that is played from 
China to Peru and from Iceland to the Falk
land Islands, that is played in all modes of 
travel, by land, by sea, by air, by post, by sub
marine cable, by wireless telephony, the sub
ject for the first book printed in the English 
language, a game that has charmed the royal 
families of many nations for 5000 years, such 
is the unparalleled record of chess. In spite 
of this extensive record of past and present 
achievements, chess is not a game for many 
people, as present figures state. Whether this 
fact is because the practice of it requires too 
much supplementary book study, or because it 
requires a more definite and rapid thinking 
than the average person is able or willing to 
give cannot be said, but its popularity was far 
greater in the Middle Ages than it is at the 
present time. In Surrey, England, the chess 
club membership totals 800. If twice that num
ber of chess players are estimated to be found 
outside clubs this would only bring the total in 
Surrey, whose population is 2,500,000, to about 
2,500. This being a fair estimate of general 
conditions, it may be said that one person in a 
thousand is interested in this time-tried game. 

Chess is a kind of table game played on a 
board divided into sixty-four squares colored 
alternately black and white, which serves as 
the battle field for the black and the white 
armies, each made up of sixteen men, a king, a 
queen, two bishops, two knights, two rooks, and 
eight pawns. The men are arrayed opposite 
each other as for a battle and attack, defend, 
and capture as hostile armies do, each kind of 

man moving according to his own individual 
rules. The object of play is to put the oppos
ing king in a position from which he cannot 
move without placing himself open to attack. 
This accomplishment is called "checkmate," de
rived from the Persian "Shah mat," "the king 
is dead." 

On the origin of chess, different recognized 
authorities submit widely diverse theories, each 
decisively stated often bluntly contradictory to 
another's conclusion. An interesting argument
ative discussion of "The Antiquity of Chess'' 
is found between correspondents to "The Na
tion" during the year 1900. The first inform
er states that in a study of Talmud, a report 
compiled about 485 A. D. of the discussions 
which took place in the Jewish schools near 
the site of Babylon from 227 A. D. to 485 A. D., 
he found a question raised concerning t he right 
of a wife whose dowry was four slave women to 
be free from household work and play "nadr
shir." Rasni, a great commentator on the Tal
mud, a rabbi living at Troyes, France, in 1090 
leaves no doubt that this game was chess. A 
correspondent from Florence, Italy, replies in a 
later issue, "Before the seventh century of our 
era the existence of chess in any land is not 
demonstrable by a single shred of contempor
ary or trustworthy documentary evidence." 
The latter theory has many supporters among 
students of chess history. H. J. R. Murray af
firms this theory in his book, "Oriental and 
Medieval Chess," and states that he believes it 
originated as a two handed war game played 
with dice. He disputes the theory that it might 
have been invented by a Buddhist, desirous of 
replacing real war with a game. 

As one great authority contradicting an
other, Howard Staunton, in "The Laws and 
Practice of Chess," states Dr. Duncan Forbes' 
theory that the Hindoos are the authors of the 
chess board. Records found in Hindoo litera
ture dating 3000 years before the Christian era 
described a game which was a primitive form 
of chess. Priror to this discovery, credit for 
the invention had been bestowed upon the Per
sians, Egyptians, Chinese, Arabians, Jews, and 
Babylonians, and even the Irish and Welsh re
ceived occasional mention. 

An interesting tradition has been handed 
down telling that the game was invented for 
the amusement of a Hindoo potentate by a 
member of his court. When asked to name his 
reward the simple request was one grain of 
wheat for the first square, two for the second, 
four for the third, eight for the fourth, and so 
on in geometric progression for the sixty-four 
squares. His desire was readily granted, but 
when figured out it came to sixteen billions of 
billions of billions of billions of grains of wheat, 
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which was more than the kingdom could supply 
in a whole season. Other fables of the origin of 
chess are numerous. One narration ascribes the 
invention to the wife of a king of Ceylon, who 
was striving to entertain him during a certain 
siege. One says that a Chinese mandarin in
vented it on a military expedition, and another 
relates the same for Palamedes in the siege of 
Troy. 

Most authorities agree that the true history 
of the game is divided into three epochs. It 
may be added that these epochs are parallel 
with the evolution of the power of women. 
The first era of this history is that of the 
Hindoo game, Chaturanga, extending back to 
the earliest Hindoo literature and down to the 
fifteenth century A. D. This game was played 
by four persons, each having a king, and dice 
throwing was used to determine the piece to 
be moved. The names of the pieces have in a 
measure survived from the ancient characters 
of the board. 

The second epoch comprised the Shatranj of 
the Arabians and Persians. In this develop
ment of the game two of the players were elim
inated, the pieces were ranked in two armies, 
and the two extra kings became queens. The 
Arabians were in doubt as to the origin of the 
game and only knew that it was brought to 
them from India during the middle of the 
sixth century. Mohammed forbade his follow
ers to play it because of the image form of the 
chess men, so some sets were made only rudely 
distinguishable. After the conquest of Spain by 
the Saracens, Mohammedans of northern Ara
bia, in 713 A. D., chess was introduced into 
Western Europe. The caliphs established a 
court at Cordova which fully equalled the one at 
Bagdad. Chess flourished at Bagdad and like
wise at Cordova. Its progress through the rest 
of Europe was a simple matter, as it was trans
ferred through Constantinople or Cordova to 
the courts of the sovereigns of England and 
France. Europe has only recently used pieces 
with animal or human form, this fact showing 
certainly that chess came to Spain, France, and 
Italy through Arabic or Mohammedan channels 
as the image form was prohibited. The ancient 
Greeks played the game and were indebted to 
the Persians for its advent into their country. 
During the first eight centuries following its 
introduction into Europe, chess was seemingly 
made only a plaything, as there were no trea
tises written on it and no famous players de
veloped. The same may be said of other 
branches of art before the Renaissance in the 
16th century. 

That Icelard obtained its knowledge of the 
game in the 12th century is stated in a book, 
"Chess in Iceland and in Icelandic Literature," 

by Willard Fiske. The author had no difficulty 
in tracing relationships between England and 
Iceland at that time and he gives a list of noted 
Icelanders who studied in England at that time. 
Anyone of these might have been the first to 
introduce the game to their native country. 
Later the great isolation of Iceland led to native 
modifications of the game and only in the last 
century have these people begun to adopt the 
ordinary European method of playing. 

The third epoch which was contemporary 
with the great Revival of Learning is of un
known origin. Nothing is known of the name, 
date, or nationality of the players who made 
the modifications forming the modern game, 
but at about 1500 A. D. both the ancient and 
modern forms of the game were played. Great 
changes were made in the powers of the bishop, 
the queen, and the king. The queen became 
the most powerful piece on the board, moving 
vertically or diagonally any number of open 
spaces. This happened long before woman suf
frage but possibly it was a prediction of what 
was to follow. 

Formerly there were no time limits for 
moves. A story is told of a game between two 
famous chess players, Morphy and Paulsen. 
The latter contemplated an hour and then 
asked, "Is it my turn?" When told that it was, 
he took another half hour to make it. Today 
rules provide for thirty moves in the first two 
hours and fifteen per hour thereafter. 

References to chess in literature are num
erous. Pope in his "Odyssey" says of the suit
ors of Penelope, 

"With rival art and ardour in their mien 
At chess they vie to captivate their queen." 

This must not be taken literally as it may mean 
any game played with a board and men. Ref
erences to chess are also found in Chaucer and 
in Shirley's "Dethe of King James" of the 15th 
century. 

The charm of chess lies in the indefinite va
riety of situations possible in the array of the 
two armies. At the beginning of the game each 
player has a choice of twenty moves. Four hun
dred different situations are possible after one 
move on each side; two moves results in 160,-
000, three moves in 64,000,000 different ar
rangements, and it has been mathematically 
computed that there are 169,518,829,100,544,-
000,000,000,000,000 ways to play the first ten 
moves. 

The infinite possibilities of chess combina
tions are comparable to the infinite possibili
ties of tonal combination in music. Robert Shu
mann, that great musician, felt the similarity 
when he said that the queen symbolyzes mel
ody because she has "supreme power," but with 
the king, representing 'harmony, rests "the 
final issue." 
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DREAMING 

MARTHA EARL 

If I could only spend my hours 
In dreaming, 
Dreaming by an old wood fire, 
By a crackling, sparkling, old wood fire, 
With a blue and dancing flame 
Intermingled with the glowing sparkR, 
Imprisoned in its depths, could 1 find 
My lost hopes and fancies 
Reflected back by their vision in the flame? 

If I could only spend my hours 
In dreaming, 
Dreaming of the imps and goblins 
Jumping through the flame, 
Of the witches hiding in their dim and shadowy caves, 
And of fairies, flitting by 
On airy, gaudy winirs, 
Visioned In the flame. 

If I could only spend my hours 
In dreaming, 
Dreaming of the Spanish castles 
Shining and sparkling in the flame, 
Of the high and perilous mountains, 
Of the blue and glassy lakes, 
Visioned in the flame. 

If I could only spend my hours 
In dreaming, 
Dreaming of my fond lo'!t hopes, 
Would I find them 
Burned to ashes by the flame, 
Burned past recognition, past recall, 
Lost forever in the tlame? 

WHY DIANAS SPOIL A HUNT 
How ARD LANDER 

Women are peculiar people ; every man will 
heartily agree to that. For example, why is it 
that women are such masters of domestic ex
istence, such masters of common sense in most 
things-and yet are such flops when it comes 
to outdoor sports in the way of hunting, fishing, 
and camping out? 

I have been on only two hunting trips when 
women were a part of the company and both 
were failures as far as I was concerned. On 
Ruch occasions, women seem entirely out of 
their element. They are good for one thing: 
they come in handy around any camp when one 
comes in from a hunt entirely exhausted and 
then finds supper ready. 

A few years ago I went on a hunting trip 
with some friends, and somehow or other they 
decided that women would certainly be an aid 
to any camp. "Just think,'' said one, "it'll be a 
grand and glorious feeling to come back to camp 
all tired out and find supper ready." This sound
ed pretty good, so we decided to try it. One 
of the boys had two older sisters who were 
coming home from college for Christmas vaca
tion and he said they were crazy to go in pur-

suit of the furred and feathered creatures. 
Therefore, it was because of this brief conver
sation that I looked with favor, some months 
later, on the proposition of including these two 
feminine members in our great duck hunt. 

Our headquarters consisted of a nice large 
cabin, and everything that goes with it, that 
was some half-mile from a large lake. We 
planned to hunt Saturday morning, so every
body was there Friday evening, including my 
boy friend and his two college sisters. After 
deciding what time to get up in the morning, 
everybody hit the hay. 

I never before had met the young ladies in 
question: I had accepted them on the strength 
that they were sisters of one of my friends. I, 
therefore, was surprised on the morning of 
what was to be our first day afield, to observe 
that after cleaning the dishes, they donned 
caps, boots. and hunting jackets. When they 
began loading their ~unR I began to realize that 
they must be going hunting. Then the inevita
blP. happened: I was assigned to go with the 
girls. I started to sneak, but choked. Of all 
things! I couldn't ciuite · see why I was the 
guilty one. Me! Why. I came to hunt. I- I 
must go with the girls! 

Before I regained consciousness the party be
gan to break up; some went one direction, some 
another. Mechanically I began to give orders 
and the two girls and I started for the blinds 
down near the lake. 

Duck hunting, as you know, is usually under
taken in quite cold weather. It had snowed two 
days before and this was no exception. It was 
also about an hour before sunrise, and plenty 
dark. We surely needed our flashlights. I 
smiled to myself as we walked along aR I 
thought of the certain outcome - the ladies 
would last about five minutes, get cold, and 
want to go back to camp. Of course, I would 
off er my services and back to camp we would 
go. It would ruin my day, but it would teach a 
certain lesson. 

Presently we found ourselves at the edge of 
quite a ravine. I offered to help the girls 
across, but they said they could make it. They 
did. I, however, slipped when taking off and 
made a forced landing on my middle region and 
came near falling ten feet downward. Of course, 
both girls immediately helped me up and told 
me how sorry they were and all that rot. That 
grieved me pretty badly, but I didn't let on be
cause in a few more minutes it would be legal 
time to start shooting "at" ducks. 

I soon had them placed in a double blind and 
I told them all I knew about shooting ducks 
(which didn't take long); then I started for 
another blind some fifty yards on down the 
shoreline. A13 everyone k~ws, hunting for 
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ducks means that one must remain as motion
less as possible for a considerable period be
cause ducks are blessed with a remarkable fa
cility for seeing things. 

Shooting was very poor that morning, and as 
I have said, there was a cold wind. It grew 
colder every minute. I began to shiver; I ceased 
to be able to move my toes; my hand began to 
tingle unpleasantly. But I stood immovable, 
watching for some orphan duck to come my 
way. The sun was now getting higher but the 
cold was beginning to tell. I looked at the girls; 
they hadn't budged an inch. I withdrew my fin
gers from the ends of the gloves and doubled up 
my fists. Soon I began a very slow and cautious 
up and down movement, but this didn't seem 
to help. Then out of a clear sky appeared a lone 
mallard; quietly and without moving a muscle, 
I waited; he came straight on toward me, sixty, 
fifty, forty-five yards. He was in range now and 
I quickly drew aim and fired twice. My first 
shot winged him, but the second killed him. 
Now I had a chance to warm up because I had 
to get my duck. As I walked after the duck I 
was doing a Charleston in my boots, but not 
enough that the ladies could detect it. It 
warmed me up some, however. 

At the end of another half-hour I looked at 
the girls; they still hadn't budged an inch. I 
couldn't stand the cold any longer, so I climbed 
from my blind and walked over to their blind 
to ask them if they would like to walk around 
and shoot some rabbits, and warm up. Both 
said they had killed rabbits before but no 
ducks, so they were going to stay there. Fur
thermore, they said they were not cold. I mum
bled several things to myself, said, "Very well," 
and walked off. This brand of stupidity on the 
part of the feminine element continued 
throughout the morning. Nice as they were 
personally, they were entirely out of their ele
ment. They were a constant embarrassment to 
me. They showed an utter lack of judgment on 
every turn. 

After walking around an hour or so, I started 
back toward their blind. When I came into 
view of them, their caps were still in rigid posi
tion. I told them it was near noon and we 
should eat. It was a wonder they wanted to eat. 

We made a merry fire, and ate our frozen 
sandwiches. I had brought a pail and some tea 
along in case we wanted to make some tea, but 
because no water was handy I had forgotten it. 
One of the girls spied the tea in my pocket and 
of course wanted to make some tea. I told them 
we had no water. "Gather snow," said one, who 
evidently knew a little about camping. Well, 
they finally got enough snow to make a half a 
pail of water. The girls got more wood and we 
had tea. 

Following the resumption of hostilities after 
lunch, I decided that we should hunt rabbits. 
Surprisingly, they agreed and we started out. 
We walked miles and occasionally I began to 
lag. I told them my boots were hurting my 
feet. Then one of the girls began setting the 
pace. She must have been in a hurry. That's 
a woman for you, always in a hurry. The 
women were also inclined to argue and were 
contrary, too, I said. Just like a woman! We 
finally reached camp and I began to think about 
supper. Here we had brought the girls to cook, 
and they had gone hunting. A fine way to act! 

But while I was raving about that I heard 
the clank of pans and the girls were getting 
supper. I heard a call for water. I managed to 
get them water. After supper we asked to help 
do the dishes but they waved us aside, saying 
that we looked tired and that we must keep 
ourselves in good shape for the hunt tomor
row. 

Late that night, as I crawled into my 
blankets I was put to sleep by the laughing and 
giggling of the Dianas. Most people agree that 
women excel in the more domestic branches 
of existence, but when it comes to hunting, the 
women belong at home. 

THE TARANTULA 
RICHARD Fox 

The strangeness of a mysterious evening at
mosphere had thrown me into the depths of 
some half pleasurable, half painful reverie, 
when to my annoyance I was wakened from my 
trance. However, the paleness of that man's 
horror stricken face smothered the anger in 
my mind with curiosity and pity. He stood 
before me quivering like the aspen in the wind, 
a man I knew to be fear less of the dangers of 
the practical, but a victim of a superstition. 

He had been in the habit of visiting me to 
unfold his tales and experiences of the ominous. 
For hours on a summer evening I would sit 
with him, listening to his tales of the super
natural powers of spiders, until the moonlight 
became weird, and eight legged creatures
thousands of them-were stalking me from out 
the shadows; then I would come from under 
the spell of his words with a laugh at my own 
weakness and try to change the subject to more 
pleasant things. But he would redouble his 
efforts, relating stories of people who had been 
bitten by huge spiders with spotted bellies and 
who had died, bloated to twice their norm.al 
size; or of great bird spiders, so large that a 
man can stand erect beneath them, which live 
in the tropics and spread a slimy poison along 
their trail and underneath their webs-acres in 
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extent-and there lie in wait for their prey to 
fall into their deadly field. 

I was amused at the man, for I knew the bird 
spiders to which he ref erred never exceeded 
the length of two and one-half inches, but he 
was an uneducated man, moulded by an en
vironment of superstitious people who have 
instinctively developed fears, and who attribute 
any petty strangeness to fate. 

Now as he stood before me, an uncanny feel
ing seemed infused into me by the man's 
ghastly appearance, which clung and grew until 
my very nerves turned on edge, and chills ran 
up and down my spine. 

Feebly J strove toward humor by asking that 
strange human object before me if a black cat 
had crossed his path, or if he had dreamed of 
jumping spiders. But there was little spon
taneity in my humor, and I was horrified by his 
strange silence like the silence of the tomb. 
I could see his eyes wore the glassy stare of 
death; and the shivers again shot down my 
back, for those eyes were like space looking at 
me-nothing in them, but looking at me. His 
face was drawn and pinched until it was blue 
as if under the last agonies of a poison, and 
there were drops on his brow-the cold per
spiration of death. 

That he would soon breathe his last was ap
parent to me; but I was utterly helpless, spell
bound in my chair with paralyzed body and 
brain. 

I did not start when he fell like a plummet 
before me, but only stiffened the more with 
fear and stared with wild, expanded eyes at 
the spectacle. 

Gradually, as the minutes wore away, my 
wits collected and I was more able to control my 
foolish emotions with reason. 

Reason gave me some courage, yet I arose 
unsteadily and, growing more bold, touched the 
agonized face of the corpse only to recoil in 
horror at the slimy contact. I turned back to 
my chair weak and trembling and on the verge 
of a swoon, so shattered were my nerves. 

The clock stood at a little past midnight, and 
out of the silence each tick jumped suddenly, 
lingered an instant, then vanished, closely fol
lowed by another. Moonlight was streaming 
through the open door, casting its silver in a 
shaft upon the floor and lighting the whole 
room in a pale white light which hideously 
enshrouded the corpse. The whole would have 
seemed a dream had it not been for the dead 
body lying in front of me. · 

Wearily I scanned it till my eye fell on the 
outflung hand on which was a small glowing 
spot. There was something familiar about this 
spot-I had it now-I remembered the words 
of one of my friend's tales related only a few 
nights before, and I remembered my outright 

laugh in his face at the utter nonsense of the 
story. 

"I went to the bed of the dead man and saw 
it. Once before I had seen that phosphorescent 
patch in the night upon the body of a dead 
man. Here again I saw it upon the cheeks of a 
corpse. I was frightened, too weak to flee, and 
I sank at the foot of the bed. I knew that if I 
even stirred an eyelid in the presence of the 
demon when he came, I would die on the mor
row under a phosphorescent spot. I thought 
perhaps the demon would not come, but he was 
never known to fail in his visits to his prey 
until the whole of the body was covered with 
phosphorescent spots. I saw him come-I saw 
the gleam of his jaws in the dark-if I moved 
he would spring upon me and I would die in 
ten hours, poisoned like the man that lay above 
me. Then I fainted away and when I came to, 
there was a second phosphorescent spot on the 
other cheek of the corpse. Now I have slept for 
the last month of hot summer nights without 
a chink open; for I know the monster, when 
satisfied with the body of that man, will take 
up my trail from the death hut and find me." 

At each recurrence the words seared deeper 
in my mind, overcoming reason and changing 
me into a victim of superstition; for the whole 
seemed so real that I was forced to believe that 
the corpse had been bitten by the beast of which 
he as a live man had told me only a few nights 
ago. The oppressive atmosphere of horror only 
strengthened the feeling. Still my new belief 
brought about something different from fear. 
There came instead a burning hatred for the 
insect murderer. I wanted to kill it-kill it
tear it to pieces-feel its hairy back crunch 
between my fingers-hear its legs pop, eight of 
them, as I pulled them from the body. I was 
insane again with the lust to murder this mur
derer. In my frenzy I grasped a bottle of 
poison lying upon the table and threw it with 
a howl at an imagined insect upon the face of 
the dead man; and its thin glass sides broke, 
spilling the contents on the dead face. 

Recovering from my frenzy I went outside 
and cut a long thick club, then re-entered, and 
placed myself directly in front of the body, so 
that the face was within the range of my stick. 
As I waited, I planned it all out. I would let 
the beast get its fill until it had become groggy 
from the blood; then I would squirt out its own 
body juices with a whack of my cudgel. 

It was abcut two o'clock in the morning when 
a slight movement in the shaft of moonlight at 
the door drew me tense. Ahl-how immovable 
I sat-how like a statue, my muscles stiff, my 
(:yes gleaming with glee, my teeth bared with 
a derisive, snarling smile. I was a human 
demon ready to spring upon the insect demon. 
I would be bitten but I would not die for ten 



14 THE GREEN GAZETTE 

hours and in ten hours I could pluck every hair 
from 'the body! How I would torture it! I 
would tear from the jaws its own poison sacks 
and bedeck its body with spots of glow. 

The body was as large as a mouse, and its 
eight shaggy legs, spreading five inches, moved 
in unison and slowly-ever so slowly-as it drew 
closer and closer as if stalking the body for the 
second time. I could hardly wait! But I re
strained myself, gripping my club so hard that 
the green bark loosened and slippecl under my 
grasp. 

The thing had now gained the face of the 
corpse and was ripping at the nose and un~er 
lip. It was hideous to see the monster standmg 
in relief upon that dead visage, which shone 
from underneath the legs like light through a 
grill . 

I could wait no longer, and springing from 
my position, I vented a hiss. The spider jerked 
from the face to the floor at my move, and its 
body drew back from its legs. 

How I wanted it to spring! How my fingers 
itched to crunch it! I raised my cudgel, for I 
would meet his leap in mid-air. He sprang. A 
blotch rose against the light of the outdoors in 
the open doorway. I saw it come and swung. 
I missed. Then terror seized me and I closed 
my eyes and swung my arms as if fighting an 
invisible foe in the room. 

I felt no spider on me-no jaws penetrating 
my body, and I ceased my wildness, opened my 
eyes and looked. There before me, fallen short 
in its leap, writhing in its death agonies, with 
its hairy legs doubled underneath its belly in 
pain, lay the deadly Phosphorescent Tarantula. 
It had been poisoned by the liquid absorbed in 
the face of the corpse. 

YOUTH 
SARAH MARGARET HOWELL 

An old man 
Stopped and watched our game. 
Leaning on his staff, 
He hobbled over to me, 
As I stood laughing, 
"Come with me," he urged. 
''I will teach you the mysteries of the Universe." 
"Some other time," I answered. "I'm busy now." 
"Busy with what?" he asked. 
"With play," I replied and laughed. 
"Youth," he murmured as he forgave and tottered awar. 

A FUTILE REVENGE 
SARAH MARGARET HOWELL 

Jimmy Reed and Ronold Blackton had known 
each other since their sophomore year in col
lege, but they had never been friends because 
of the mutual jealousy and the contempt which 
each cherished for the other. Jimmy envied 
Ronold's successes, both social and scholastic; 

Ronold sneered at Jimmy's failure to make a 
fraternity and at his mediocre grades. Always 
it was Blackton who received the appointments 
to the debating teams and to the oratorical con
tests· it was Blackton who received the invita
tion to join the leading fraternity; and Black
ton who graduated as a Phi Beta Kappa. Al
ways, it was Blackton ! 

When school was over, they both took equal 
jobs with the Shelding Mining. Company. 
Jimmy resolved that from then on 1t. would be 
he, and not Ronold, who would merit and re
ceive promotion. 

Jimmy stood at the throttle in the po~er 
house of the mines, operating the cage 'Yhich 
carried the men down the shaft. Mechanically 
his eye followed the dial and his hand m?ved 
the lever stopping the cage at levels of eight, 
fifteen, and thirty-six. The cage was at the 
bottom now. Jimmy reversed the lever and 
watched the dial register the cage's progress 
up the shaft of fifteen hundred ~eet. ~e was 
thinking about the recent promot10n which had 
been awarded Ronold. Two years ago Blackton 
had been moved from the engine house to the 
chart rooms. Since that time he had gone 
steadily forward; and now he had been ~ade 
the General Superintendent of the four mmes 
in the Shelding Valley. 

For two years Jimmy remained in the engine 
room. Somehow he couldn't get ahead. It 
wasn't because he hadn't tried; he knew he had. 
The foreman had commented often on his 
steady and dependable work as engineer; but 
the bosses had seemed satisfied that he should 
remain there in the engine rooms. He had 
asked to be transferred to another department 
several weeks ago, but the superintendent had 
assured him that he was far too valuable in the 
engine house to transfer him. They raised his 
salary and with that Jimmy had to be content. 

The' one great compensation in Jimmy's life 
was that he had won the love of Alice Dawson. 
She had refused the greater luxury of Ronold's 
home and motor car for the little house on Vine 
street with its two-by-four yard. Alice had 
made him very happy in their three month_s of 
married life. If she found any short commgs 
in her husband she did not complain. With her 
encouragement and whole-hearted adoration, he 
felt a sense of self-importance which would 
have been complete if he had been given a pro
motion. 

Jimmy watched the dial, absently wondering 
when Alice would come with his lunch. She 
brought it every day and they ate together on 
the little terrace beside the chart room. The 
noon whistle blew and Jimmy sent the cage 
down to level thirty-six. He waited for the 
three jerks of the signal cord, then raised the 
cage to the surface. During the next five min-
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utes he brought all of the miners up from the 
four levels which were being worked that day. 
He had just brought the last cageful to the 
top when Alice came in. 

"Hello, honey," he said. "You're just in 
time!" 

Alice smiled and nodded. She was pretty in 
her blue print dress. Blue was Jimmy's favor
ite color. He kissed her wonderingly. "Gee, 
honey, you look wonderful!" he exclaimed. 

"Thank you," she said archly. "I suppose it's 
because I'm wearing blue. I have a surprise 
for you this time." 

"Cake?" he asked. 
"No, you've had cake twice this week. That 

isn't much of a surprise any more. This is 
something different." 

"Cherry pie?" he guessed. 
"No, it isn't pie, either. If you're ready, 

come on and I'll show you." 
"Just a minute until I wash some of this 

grease off and open the valves," he said. Sud
denly he turned from the wash basin. "Ronold's 
1.:oming to inspect the mine today," he said. "I 
haven't seen him for a long time-not since he's 
had this job. If he tries to lord it over me, I'll 
tell you 1·ight here and now that I'm not going 
to stand for it. I can't see why he gets all the 
breaks. I worked just as hard as he did." 

Alice frowned, then smiled. "Honey, you 
mustn't let Ronold bother you like that. Just 
wait," she said gently, "you'll get a big raise 
some day. Come on now and we'll eat our 
lunch. I have fried a nice young chicken for 
you." 

"Gosh, that is a surprise!" cried Jimmy. 
"We haven't had chicken for a long time." 

While they were eating, Alice asked, "Jimmy, 
won't you take me to see the mines today? 
You have always put me off and told me that 
you'd take me some other time. Let's go 
now!" 

Jimmy shook his head. "'I will take you 
some time, Alice, but let's wait until some day 
when there has been no blasting. Really, it's 
dangerous down there now. Suppose there was 
a cave-in! No, I'll take you when I know it's 
safer." 

"Oh, you always put me off with something 
like that?" exclaimed his wife. "Why, you 
go down almost every day! And you don't seem 
to be afraid!" 

"I can't take you now, Alice," said her hus
band definitely and positively. "It's almost 
time for me to be back in the engine room. 
Ronold's coming at two, and everything's got 
to be ship-shape. I could swear every time I 
think that I have to be responsible to him. I 
tell you, it isn't fair that he should get all the 
raises and all the good breaks in this business!" 

Alice was gathering the luncheon things to-

gether. She did not answer, but when she had 
finished, she got up to go home. 

"Oh, forget him, honey!" she said. "Remem
ber, some time your luck will change. I'm go
ing now." She kissed him affectionately and 
left the room, her pretty basket swinging over 
her arm. 

Jimmy went back to the engine room. As the 
one o'clock whistle biew, he waited for the first 
signal to lower the workmen to the tunnels. It 
came soon and he again began the monotonous 
work of managing the lever and watching the 
dial. 

After a while Ronold came in with the mine 
foreman to inspect the engines and power plant. 

"Hello, old man, how are things going?" he 
asked of Jimmy. 

"Very well," Jimmy answered coldly. 
"How is Alice?" inquired Ronold. 
"She's well, thank you." 
"Is she still happy?" questioned Ronold, with

out looking at Jimmy. 
"How would you like to get into the chart 

room for a change?" he asked. 
Jimmy ignored the question and Ronold did 

not press the inquiry. 
Jimmy, mistaking Ronold's earnest question 

for sarcasm, answered curtly, "Fat chance!" 
When Ronold had finished his tour of the 

engine room, and had complimented Jimmy on 
his work in keeping everything in smooth run
ning order, he decided to go with the foreman 
to inspect the tunnels. All of the workmen 
having been lowered, the cage was standing 
vacant ready to carry Ronold down. Jimmy 
waited for the signal to lower the cage. He 
wondered at the delay, but finally the signal 
came; he moved the lever and watched the dial 
to learn the location of the two men. The sig
nal came to stop at level fifteen. Jimmy obeyed 
and waited until he again received orders to 
start. 

"God," he thought, as he wiped the perspira
tion from his face, "God, it's damned hot in 
here! Ronold's got a soft job. He doesn't 
have to stay in one place all day. While I roast 
in the heat from these infernal engines, he can 
hop into a snappy roadster and drive around in 
the fresh air! He's been lording it over me 
every chance he's had and I'm getting tired of 
it. Right now I should have the job he's got. I 
should be the one who's inspecting this mine to
day. And every time he sees me he makes some 
rotten remark about Alice's being happy! I'd 
like to get even, to pay him back for all he's 
done!" Then suddenly he thought: "Ronold's 
in that cage! Say a cable broke or a cog slip
ped! It might slip!" 

After he had received the signal to lower the 
cage to level twenty, he left the throttle and, 
taking a wrench, he loosened the great bolts 
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which held the great cogs tightly together. 
one by one they were robbed of their responsi
bility until now one one held the great cog from 
slipping and sending the cage with the two men 
crashing to the bottom. Jimmy adjusted the 
wrench over the last bolt and then he stopped 
and straightened up. "God, I can't do this,'' 
he muttered. "W.hy, it's-it's murder!" he 
cried. "But damn him, he's got the job I want! 
They'll think it was an accident! Lord, don't 
enough happen in the mines to make one more 
seem real? They won't know! How could they 
know? And then I can have his job. I'll be 
able to give Alice everything she wants. And 
no one will ever know!" 

Then the signal came for him to raise the cage 
from level twenty. He dropped the wrench and 
left the one bolt alone holding the cogs. He 
sprang to the lever and started the cage to the 
surface. "I could loosen that bolt now," he 
muttered, his face drawn with the strength of 
his hate. His lips were taut. And the Reckless 
and the Cautious in Jimmy continued to argue. 
"They'll never know," he thought. "But how 
about the cog slipping? Ronald and Forrest 
were in here just a while ago looking things 
over. But they are both in the cage. I could 
say that they had only taken a brief look 
around. And who can prove that they didn't? 
Oh, I can't do it! It's plain murder! And what 
about Alice? Alice needn't know. Who could 
know? Every mine official knows only too well 
the possibilities of accidents. It's my chance 
and I'm going to take it." He stopped the cage 
between levels five and six. The signal cord 
jerked repeatedly but he didn't obey. He picked 
up his wrench and moved over to loosen the 
last bolt. Then he thought, "I can't do it. 
Maybe some day I will." 

He again dropped his wrench and went back 
to the throttle. He brought the cage up to 
level three where they signaled him to stop. 
Jimmy wondered, "Now, what does he want to 
stop here for? That vein's been closed for 
over a year. What's he doing anyhow?" 

He waited until the signal came to send the 
cage to the top. Then he suddenly decided. 
Grabbing the wrench, he loosened the last bolt, 
then ran to the dial and watched its hand spin 
around. Every second the speed became 
greater. He watched in awe. Then suddenly he 
knew that the cage had stopped. It had crashed 
at the bottom of the shaft and Ronold had 
crashed with it! He was out of the way for
ever. 

He stopped long enough to tighten the bolts 
enough that they would slip only when there 
was a great weight on the cables. Then he ran 
out in search of help. He found the local super
intendent pulling excitedly on the emergency 
cable. 

When he saw Jimmy, he cried, "Good God, 
man, what's happened" 

"The cogs slipped. Who was in that cage?" 
cried Jimmy. 

"I don't know who went down, nor how 
many," answered the superintendent. "Here 
comes Forrest! Maybe he knows." 

Jimmy saw the foreman coming toward), 
them. 

"What's this you say? The cage crashed? 
But how could that happen?" cried the fore
man. "And it's Blackton down there! They 
called me at the last moment to the laboratories, 
and Blackton said he'd go on down and meet 
me later." 

He turned away. 
"I guess you know what to do now," he 

asked, looking at Jimmy. 
"I'll have the new cage put in immediately," 

Jimmy answered humbly. Forrest hesitated. 
"It's a damned shame, Reed, that this had 

to happen! Blackton had just recommended 
you for the Chart Room," he said, "but with 
an accident like this to your credit, I'm afraid 
we can't have you about the mine any more. 
How far did that cage fall?" 

"About five levels," Jimmy lied. 
"Then there's a very small chance that 

Blackton may be alive," said Forrest. "Put that 
new cage on damned quick! I'm going in to 
phone for an ambulance," Forrest called over his 
shoulder as he ran toward the office. 

Jimmy gave the necessary orders to the men 
and waited until they had attached the new 
cage to the cables. Then he saw Forrest re
turning from the office. 

"Porter says that Blackton was just in there 
a few moments ago," Forrest reported. "He 
says that Blackton mentioned going to the 
Chart Rooms before he went down into the 
mine. It must have been some of the miners 
late for work who were in that cage." 

Jimmy was about to answer that this was im
possible because whoever it had been had gone 
into almost every part of the mine, even into 
the parts which had been closed to the work
men. He was quite sure that Ronold was in the 
cage. 

But suddenly Ronold Blackton appeared, com
ing out of the Chart Room. When he saw the 
crowd collected around the cage shed, he ran to
wards them. "What's happened?" he cried. 
Then he saw and stopped. He turned very 
slowly, ever so slowly, to Jimmy. "Do you 
know who was in that cage, Jimmy?" he asked 
slowly in a soft voice. 

Jimmy turned very white. "No, sir, I don't 
know," he answered steadily. "I thought that 
it was you on your inspection of the mine." 

Ronold looked at him for a long time, then 
said: "I didn't go down. I thought I'd wait for 
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Forrest." Then he stepped closer to Jimmy 
and went on quietly. "While I was waiting, 
Winton came out of the laboratories with his 
wife and Alice. Winton said that Alice wanted 
to see the mine and that he was taking them 
for a short tour. Alice is down there, Jimmy." 
Then Ronold Blackton turned and walked slowly 
Jimmy walked away, as a stricken man walks, 
with unseeing eyes. 

GOLDEN BEAUTY 
BETTY COMPTON 

Jack o'Lanterns glowing yellow 
Other lovely things suggest; 
Things of simple golden beauty 
Which of all I love the best. 

Windows shining through the darkness; 
Tull moon rising o'er the hill; 
Candles glimmering in the chancel 
When the church is dim and still. 

Twilight dancing among the shadows 
Gleaming lamps on rain-wet streets; 
These I cherish as I find them 
To make my treasure-chest complete. 

-Betty Compton. 

BANKING AS A PROFESSION FOR 
YOUNG MEN 
HAROLD SCHOOLEY 

Immediately after graduating from high 
school, I started to work in the Exchange Na
tional Bank, where I spent very profitably the 
next two years. This I never regretted, for it 
is my honest opinion that the schooling thus 
received was far superior to any that I could 
possibly learn from any text-book. 

The officers and directors of any large bank 
are of necessity accomplished business men, 
who are well informed on local, national, and 
international conditions. This information they 
are quite ready to import to ambitious em
ployees, for this helps to forward the bank's 
interests. Every employee in the bank has 
access to all the various accounts shown on 
the ledgers, and these give more private inf or
mation as to the status of local firms and indi
viduals. Probably even more important than 
these, the employee is given the opportunity to 
meet men of all cla..sses, and to talk over their 
affairs with them. Meeting people and knowing 
how to talk to them and appear before them is 
of invaluable aid in the young man's future. All 
business is regulated by the clock, and certain 
things must be done correctly before a certain 
hour, or the bank is liable to fines in the Clear
ing House. Here every error costs the bank a 
dollar, and every minute their representative is 
late costs another. The value of efficiency then 

is stressed to extremes, and speed comes a close 
second_ Being employed in a bank of good 
reputation, in itself, gives the youth a stand
ing in the community; one of honesty and in
tegrity which is otherwise comparatively hard 
to attain. In applying for other positions, bank 
references carry a good deal of weight with the 
employer. The hours of the working day are 
from six to eight hours, depending on the ability 
of the employee to work speedily and yet with 
accuracy. All accounts must balance to the 
penny at the close of the day's business, and 
w.hen this requisition is met, the employee is 
free to leave the bank. Thus a man in this 
business, in a sense, makes or determines his 
own hours. The work is clean and pleasant, 
and time passes quickly if one is on the job. 

From the above, a reader would be apt to re
ceive the impression that banking is a bed of 
roses. However, there are several drawbacks 
which soon dispel that impression, if such there 
be. The pay for the beginner is small, scarcely 
enough to make a living without outside help. 
Promotions are slow after the position of teller 
has been reached, and the way after that is 
arduous, unless financial backing is secured. 

At this point I recommend that the young 
man break away from the bank and go into 
some other profession, or buy some country 
bank and run it himself with the knowledge 
gained in the larger institution. For from this 
breaking point, the opportunity to learn new 
departments come very slowly, and he could 
learn much faster in some other branch of 
business. 

Thus, banking as a school for two or three 
years is, to my mind, unexcelled. For it gives 
a young man a multitude of every-day experi
ences, which could not be attained at school, 
where the basis is logic, rather than actual con
tact. And further than that, instead of the 
student paying for his course of instruction, he 
is paid by the institution for his labors in their 
behalf. 

ALTERNATIVE 
V1v1AN ENGSTROM 

It the ghosts of all your loves 
Were dreaming in a garden, 
And yon went strolling down 
The paths of that lovely garden, 
Wakening the ghosts 
One by one, 
And peering closely in their faces 
For something 
Yon had not found since, 
And you cast them each 
Aside, sighing; 
Do you think, 
When you came to my ghost. 
You would stop, 
Or go on! 
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Who's Who 
Miss Sara Margaret Howell attended Marietta 

College in Ohio before coming to Wichita Uni
versity. She has had several stories published 
in popular magazines. 

Glenn Priddle is a Wichita man whose news
paper experience has been limited to the edi
torship of the Allison Arrow. 

John L. Marshall came to Wichita University 
from Belfast University in Ireland. He is very 
much interested in English poetry. 

Wallace Talbott wrote on the Allison Arrow 
and the Messenger Magazine. He was the 
feature editor and circulation manager of the 
Wichita High School "Wichitan". 

Vivian Engstrom attended Wichita High 
School. She won the poetry contest which was 
conductctl by the English classes early this 
year. 

Mildred Pierson is connected with the Wich
ita Eagle in the advertising department. Be
sides being a writer, she is very much interested 
in swimming and art. 

Winifred Clink is a graduate of Wichita High 
School. She is a musician and a swimmer. 

Martha Earl graduated from Wichita High 
School. She is both a pianist and a writer. 
Miss Earl won second place in the poetry con
test conducted early this year. 

Adeline Paddock graduated from Manhattan 
High School. She has had several articles pub
lished in school papers and magazines. She is 
a very good swimmer. 

Richard Fox graduated from Wichita High 
School. He is a member of the Green Gazette 
staff. 

Marjory Murphy graduated from Kingman 
High School. She has written for her school 
newspaper and year book, and she is a musi
cian. 

Russel Melleis graduated from Wellington 
High, where he was on the school paper. 

Louise Chalfant graduated from Wichita 
High School in 1924. After graduation she 
taught school for three years, and is now work
ing while she attends school in the morning. 

Harold Schooley graduated from Hutchinson 
High School and then worked in a bank for a 
year or so. He then decided to come back to 
school at Wichita University. In high school 
his football prowess was widely known. 

Howard Lander was a student at Wichita 
High before coming to the University of Wich
ita. In high school he made a very high schol
astic record and was a member of the National 
Honor Society. 

Virginia Stokes was also a student at Wich
ita High School. While going to school there 
she made a name for herself in dramatics and 
art. 

Harriet Treweeke graduated from Augusta 
High School in 1928. She was editor of "The 
Augusta" and "The Orange A", which was their 
annual. She has also had newspaper experi
ence. 
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