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FOREWORD 

It is the purpose of this publication to acquaint 
the faculty and student /Jody of Wichita University 
with the work of the Freshman Rhetoric classes 
of the English department. 

'The best themes from the standpoint of interest 
a11d compositio11 were selected for this magaz~ne. 
lt is the hope of the editorial staff that The Green 
Gazette will prove to be at once entertaining and 
valuable to its readers, 

-The Editorial Staff. 
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Karl Morrison hadn't meant to quit his job, really, but he 
never could stand "riding" from anyone, especially not now. 
He had been one of the best linotypists on the Evening Gazette 
and in the five years since his apprenticeship had worked up 
nearly to the top of the slipboard, drawing_ a bonus in addi
tion to the scale. He had always taken great pride in his work, 
but he seemed unable to set clean type any more. His proofs 
would come back full of wrong letters, leave-outs, wrong style, 
and innumerable other errors for which there was no excuse. 

The foreman had been considerate for a while, but he soon 
lost patience and told Karl, either to settle down "or else." 
And Karl did try, but to no avail. Something was always com
ing up to remind him of Evelyne and the baby, Alice. At times 
flames would seem to shoot up out of the keyboard and the 
whole terrible scene would be drawn in vivid outline on the 
machine. He could see again the cozy little cottage, burning, 
and could hear his wife's agonized screams as she fought to 
escape with her baby from the flaming pyre. Each time a 
matrix fell it sounded to him as if another board had broken 
loose and had fallen on the charred remains of the happy little 
home. Why-oh God, why hadn't they let him die along with 
"them" as he had wanted to? Then he would see again the open 
grave and as the bodies were being lowered, would hear the 
minister saying, "It is for us, the living, to carry on." Would 
he never forget? 

It was times like this that nearly drove him mad, and one 
day, after a hopelessly dirty proof had come back, he pulled 
his slip from its enviable place on the slip-board and left for 
the open spaces-to forget! There were about two hundred 
dollars left from the insurance money on the house and this he 
took, to start anew in life, resolved never again to enter a print
ing office in this or any other town. 

For the next three months Karl was carpenter, cow boy, 
farm hand, and tree pruner in rapid succession. Always before 
him was that burning, dancing flame, and his suffering. 

* * * 
He was in Chicago-broke. That afternoon he had helped 

a garbage hauler and had earned his supper. Now he was lean
ing against a wall dreaming-of the days before the fire when 
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he had been so happy-too happy, maybe! A big green Cadillac 
suddenly crossed his line of vision and stopped. The man in the 
back seat was beckoning to him. 

"S' matter, buddy, all in?" 
Karl said "no," that he had just been thinking and started 

away, but was stopped by, "How about riding around a while 
with me? It'll do you good." He hesitated-accepted. Why 
not? Probably just some philanthropid old gentleman doing 
his good deed. for the day. 

He was shown around the city till quite late, the stranger 
skilfully maneuvering the conversation so that Karl poured out 
his whole story on the sympathetic ears. He felt better, too, 
having some one to sympathize with him. The stranger, who 
had introduced himself as Jim Jameson, pulled a bottle from an 
inside pocket and offered him a drink. Karl was a teetotaler
had always prided himself on being one man around a printing 
office who didn't and wouldn't drink. But · that was before 
"they" had gone-he had done it for them-what was the use 
now? Maybe he'd feel better-yes, he'd have a drink. He 
couldn't be any worse off .... It was powerful stuff-ungodly 
raw, even for a habitual drinker to take "straight." He coughed 
and sputtered for ten minutes, then took another drink, and 
another. He had lost count. Really it didn't taste so bad after 
all. He and Jim were getting very chummy now, calling each 
other by their first names. 

* * * 
The next day about noon Karl came to and looked around. 

He had a beastly headache and his throat was parched and 
burning. He sat up and looked around. Must be Jim's home, 
he decided, and a swell one too. Probably he'd better get out 
in the fresh air; he'd feel better then. But before he could 
get out of bed Jim came in to see if he had awakened. On 
learning that he had a headache, Jim rang for some tablets 
and gave one to him. They were white and tasted like, no doubt 
were, aspirin. He talked to Jim awhile then started to get up, 
but he was so sleepy-maybe he'd feel better if he slept a 
while yet. 

It was dark the next time he awoke and the headache was 
gone, but he was weak and dizzy and ravenously hungry. H~ 
was surprised to find a new suit of clothes laid out for him, 
but put it on without question. He went out into the hall 
where a butler tapped him on the shoulder and told him that 
Mr. Jameson was waiting for him in the dining room. 
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Karl followed eagerly to a spacious dining hall where Jim 
sat reading the papers. It was a grand meal, one the like of 
which he hadn't tasted since Evelyne ..... -always something 
to bring that up. Could he never escape that horrible night
mare? 

After the meal they were smoking some choice cigars 
when Jim said: "Say, Karl~ I wonder if you'd drive my car 
for me tonight-my chauffeur is sick?" Why of course he 
would-glad to do it-maybe in a small way he could repay 
the hospitality he had been shown. All set then, and how about 
a little sip-to wash down the meal. Just wine, good stuff, not 
much kick in it. 

Karl didn't pay any particular attention to Jim or he would 
have seen him pour some white powder into the amber liquid. 
He was so unsuspecting and trusting-too trusting, especially 
when it came to detecting the wiles of a crook. 

He drove the car that night, but what happened was never 
very clear in his mind. He could vaguely remember having 
been, with a carload of men, of some one shouting for more 
speed, an object being forced out of a window, then, "Give 'er 
the gun, sap, she'll do a hundred!" That was all ... 

For two whole days he saw nothing of Jim, but was told 
to wait-to make himself perfectly at home. One thing, there 
was plenty of liquor and a bottle of the headache tablets on the 
dressing table. Consequently he was drunk the greater part of 
the time, using a tablet whenever his head ached. He could 
forget Evelyne and the baby for a while anyhow. 

Late the second night Jim appeared with another request, 
this time for him just to be along. And maybe he'd better take 
his gun-might come in handy-one never could tell. Karl 
tried to figure out the reason for this, but his liquor-befuddled 
brain refused to function and he went without protest-after 
a glass of wine and more of the undetected white powders. 

That night he killed a _man. Why he did he never knew. 
It seemed he must do something-anything. There was the 
fell ow shoving a gun in his face and he told himself there was 
nothing else to do. His wonderings could have been put at 
rest by Jim, however in a very, very few words-first the de
pressant, morphine to ease his headache, and give him the 
habit, then the powerful stimulant-heroin-to freeze his brain 
till he'd do anything without thinking-or caring. Besides, 
he argued, he had never been given an even break with the 
world. He owed neither it nor anyone in it anything. His hap-
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piness was even now but a memory. . . . and well the thing 
was over, why worry? 

More nights followed, with occasional "divies" of spoils, 
and Karl was finding at least a partial diversion from his grief 
in the liquor and crime. Then, too, he was taking more of the 
little white tablets now-they were no longer disguised as 
aspirin, but he was past the stage of caring. They were always 
on hand when he wanted one. He would feel so much better 
and could sleep like a child, with pleasant dreams, and there 
were no fires to spoil his pleasure. 

* * * 
It was after a particularly wild night when the gang had 

barely escaped with their lives, that he went home-Jim's place 
was home to him now-and took the customary "bedtime 
chaser." But somehow tonight it failed to satisfy him. They 
had passed a burning house on the way back and old memories 
had been brought back with startling vividness. He just 
couldn't stamp out the picture of that ruined home, wrecked 
by the same fate that had taken his happiness. It seemed to be 
burning him, too. He rushed from one room to another, but 
always right behind him: was that fire, that invincible, ever
present menace, assuming grotesque shapes and coming nearer. 
.... He spied the bottle of little white tablets. and pounced 
on them. He had taken half a dozen before Jim, happening to 
come into ' the room, had knocked the bottle from his hands 
with "Stop! You damned fool, that's morphine." But it was too 
late. Karl slumped to the floor like a dead man. Jim took the 
whole situation in at a glance and realizing above all else speedy 
action was necessary, called for his car and rang for the 
butler to help him dress Karl in the suit he had had that first 
night. Together they carried Karl to the car and told the chauf
feur to drive to a third-class hotel, run by one of Jim's hire
lings. Jim scribbled a "John Doe" on the register sheet for a 
week back, took John to the room, and left. 

The next day on page 579 of the police record book a line 
about half way down the page read: "John Doe. Dope fiend. 
Over-dose. No family or relatives found." 
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"-Tomorrow morning at nine fifteen, in front of the new 
General Motors Building. 

"Jake." 
Peggy had read that line at least a hundred times since 

she had received Jake Blum's note the evening before. Be
cause of her excitement, she had spent a sleepless night, and 
now that the time for the meeting was drawing close, she was 
bordering onto hysterics. 

Peggy had arisen at six. o'clock, given herself a facial, 
an eyebrow pluck, a henna rinse, and a manicure. Then she 
had mended a couple of runners in her hose and had clipped 
off the frayed satin around the heels of her pumps. She picked 
up a cigarette package on the dresser, but discovered that she 
had smoked all her cigarettes-over half a pack-since six 
o'clock. She flipped through the pages of last week's "Variety" 
but couldn't focus her attention on it, so she threw it aside. 

"Lord," she muttered, "if I don't get out of here quick, 
I'll go haywire." 

Her thoughts were interrupted by a loud knocking on the 
door. 

"Come in," Peggy called. 
The door swung open, disclosing the plump, soiled figure 

of Mrs. Mack, the landlady. 
"I just wanted to remind you, Miss De Vere," she said 

shortly, "that you're exactly six weeks behind with your room 
rent." She paused and cast a contemptuous glance over the . 
room. "And beings as you aint got no more trunks, or dance 
costumes, or another phonograph for me to take, I'll be asking 
you to get out if you get me some money by noon." 

"I'll sure have some money for you today," Peggy smiled. 
"Mr. Blum of the 'Frolicking Follies' is giving me a job this 
morning, so I'll get some money." 

"You'd better," Mrs. Mack snorted, and heaved herself out 
of the room. 

Usually she said "Oh, yeah?" when Peggy told her of 
jobs in the offing. For six months Peggy had been out of workt 
and her statement that she was going to get a job this morn
ing had a distinctly familiar sound to Mrs. Mack. 
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Peggy, ho-wever, was in high hopes. Blum had practically 
hired her without her even asking for a job. Ever since Sol 
Edwards had fired her six months ago, Peggy had been hunt-
ing every casting agency in town, except Blum's, looking for a 
chorus job. In spite of the fact that new shows were opening 
every week or so, she had been unable to get work. One day 
about two weeks ago, someone told Peggy that every producer / 
in town had blacklisted her because Sol Edwards said. she had 
cut five performances in succession and had then come back to ; 
work drunk. If Peggy hadn't been twenty-seven and a bif 
faded looking, the sto;i:-y wouldn't have mattered so much, bu'.t 
there were scores of young girls in New York who could ;nll 
her place, albeit they lacked her experience. Peggy had failed 
to prove that Edwards had lied about her. She didn't drink, 
because it hurt her looks, and besides, it cost too much. 

Peggy loathed the idea of working in Blum's cheap road 
show, but she was too down and out to care very much. She 
hoped that during the show's tour she'd meet some sap in the 
sticks who'd want to marry her. Not that she wanted a hus
band, but her days as a chorus girl were about over, and, being 
unfitted for any other: kind of work, she wanted someone to 
support her. All in all, she decided that Jake's offer held im
mense possibilities. 

It was fifteen till nine, but Peggy couldn't wait any longer. 
She borrowed a couple of cigarettes from the trapeze per
former in the next room, and left the house by the back way 
so she could smoke in the alley as she walked to town. On her 
way she began to plan what she would buy with her salary. 
First, there was a slinky black dress at Madame Florence's. 
Then there were some rhinestone slippers at Shuker's that she 
co\lld get at a discount because some of the stones were miss
ing. She knew, too, where she could get an imitation ermine 
wrap for about sixty dollars. Peggy was so engrossed in her 
dreams that she had reached the General Motors Building be
fore she realized it. She glanced up at the corner clock. 

"Hmmm, only ten after nine," she said to herself. "I'll 
walk around the block and then come back. If Jake finds me 
here when he comes he'll think I'm dying for a job in his lousy 
chorus. I can be back by twenty after." 

Peggy turned and sauntered up the street. She found it 
hard to suppress an impulse to walk rapidly. · Stopping at a 
florist's shop, she bought a bouquet of violets to add a touch of 
freshness to her costume. Buying the flowers meant going 

l 
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without her breakfast, but maybe she could make Jake for 
that, she thought. 

It was exactly twenty minutes after nine when Peggy 
returned to the building. 

"This five minute wait for me will be good for Jake," she 
mused. "I may be broke and out of a job, but I know that men 
like for their women to be a little bit late because,-oho, won
der what the crowd is for in front of the building?" 

Peggy quickened her pace. A small knot of people was 
gathered around the corner where she had been standing just 
ten minutes before. 

"What's happened?" she asked a man who was standing 
on the edge of the crowd. 

"Some bricks fell off the scaffolding from about ten stories 
up and crushed a guy's skull," he answered. 

"My Lord," Peggy exclaimed, "I was standing there only 
ten minutes ago. Who was he?" she added. 

"His name was Blum, Jake Blum," he replied. "I was just 
getting off the street car when the bricks fell. Killed him in
stantly. 

"What-what time did it happen?" she asked hoarsely. 
"Well," the man grinned, oblivious to Peggy's grasp and 

her strained voice, "I can tell you that, too. My street car gets 
at this corner every morning at exactly nine eighteen. Yep. 
That's when it happened ... nine eighteen." 

------0------

Candor 
GEORGE SQUIBB 

Out of the cubicular halls, 
Out of the boudoir of the mind 
This chaste and comely maid 
Steps most entrancingly. 
She charms, she disarms 
The prurient; while the wise 
Apotheosize this goddess 
Of thought in negligee. 
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My Ideal University 
WILLARD TOWNE 

The University of today has grown to such proportions 
that an analysis of its problems is difficult. A generation ago 
President Garfield is credited with the saying that his ideal 
university was Mark Hopkins on one end of a log and a student 
on the other. The complexities of modern life and the scarcity 
of teachers of Mark Hopkins' ability would seem to make this 
ideal impractical, compared with our present needs. 

Let us express some of the ideas held by various classes 
of people concerning Universities. There are large numbers of 
families within the personal knowledge of each of us, who have 
had a hard struggle to make ends meet, and who strive unself
ishly to fortify their children against the hardships they have 
endured, by giving them a college education. They seem to feel 
that a higher education is an insurance against the necessity 
for hard work. This sense of parental obligation seems to 
justify them in making almost any sacrifice in sendingi their 
boys and girls through college. It is now the stylish thing to 
do; for example, "Mr. Brown can send his James away to 
school; I guess. our Charles is just as good as anyone and simply 
must have the same advantages!" Faith is a wonderful thing 
to have. Some parents, however, believe that if their children 
are ~posed regularly to periodic doses of a standardized cur
riculum, the result will be an educated person. 

Another prevalent belief seems to be that everyone is 
potentially capable, both spiritually and mentally, of doing 
college work. We quite overlook the very unpleasant truths 
brought out by our participation in the recent world war. 
The army "I. Q." examinations. showed that the average adult 
had a mind very little, if any, more capable than that ofl a 
bright fourteen year old. Many persons simply stop growing 
mentally. The results of tests made by the Personnel Bureau 
on Freshmen disclose vast differences in mental capacity. 
There is likewise a great difference in the willingness of vari
ous persons to, forego immediate pleasure for future benefit. 
The average person can not plan far enough ahead to see the 
usefulness of really thorough preparation. He would like to 
have his cake and eat it, too! 

Let us touch briefly upon some of the policies of admin
istration of the universities and colleges which seem to be in 
effect. First there is the idea that numerical strength is the 
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goal to attain. This appears to be the typically American 
"Mass Production" idea applied to education. We should not 
blame the authorities for this desire for growth in enrollment· 
a similar impulse seems to animate most churches and othe; 
public institutions today! The policies adopted seem, therefore, 
to be based; on the idea, "Not how good can we be but how 
big?" ' 

Due to the desire for growth, the pace of study seems to 
be set now for the convenience of the mediocre student. At the 
same time the number of courses offered are continually being 
increased, and the variety of work a student must cover is 
constantly greater. Yet virtually no provision is made for the 
"manually minded" chap nor for the exceptionally bright 
student. The old saying that one can be a "jack of all trades, 
and master of none" seems to be borne out more and more by 
the college student of today. 

No mention of college activities would be complete with
out refer~nce to SI?orts. College foot-ball has grown upon 
the ~mer1can consc10usness until it rivals in importance pro .. 
fess10nal baseball. vVe see as much money being spent in the 
erection of huge stadia as would double the facilities for teach
ing science. We see football paying the cost of other sports ; 
more money being taken in at a game between rival universities 
than could be attracted by the appearance of the Chicago Sym
phony Orchestra! Is it any wonder that with sports attain
ing the proportions of "Big Business" the taint of professional
ism is becoming more evident? 

vVe have thus !ar discussed the universities as they are, 
and the popular beliefs concerning them. Let us now visualize 
some of the proper functions of such schools. It would seem 
to be their place to provide every facility for study plus a 
proper environment for study, and to strive to have these 
facilities do the greatest good for the greatest number. A 
staff of thoroughly competent teachers must be provided, 
teachers whose knowledge is practical as well as theoretical 
and who delight in their work. There must be an ideal to liv~ 
up to; a more useful life for every student be the goal! A 
school can develop character as well as an individual; this can 
be _attained, as in the case of the individual, only through 
strict adherence to definite policies. 

High standards of scholarship are essential, even if a 
goodly number of students are unable to attain them. Good 
students are drawn to the school of high standards; the growth 
of such a school is sound and the results are sure. The faculty 
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can feel a sense of pride in their connection with such a school, 
which helps to attract the picked men of the profession. 

The school can help mightily in the special problems of the 
communities it serves. Wichita, for example, is specializing in 
its Aeronautical work. Oklahoma University has a special 
course in Petroleum. Tuskegee Institute has helped the peanut 
grower of the -south, and Dr. Carver suggests a development 
of new markets for wheat by research in our schools in Kan
sas. A close hookup between our industrial institutions and 
our schools will serve to broaden the vision both of our educa
tors and business men, and open to students a better chance for 
a career. 

"\Ve can encourage especially apt students to proceed as 
rapidly as possible along their chosen lines, and avoid trying 
to mould them into a set pattern. We can modify our ideas of 
pre-requisite courses, and let a student qualify for an advanced 
course as soon· as his work has shown him capable of handling 
the subject. 

One of the tragedies of our modern educational system is 
that so many go through college with no definite aim in life, 
no chosen work, and no special fitness to earn a living. It is 
quite as much a service to the community to turn out students 
who are an asset to a business as to persist in the cultural ideal. 
Culture rests more appropriately upon the person who can earn 
enough to live up to his standards than upon the one with the 
proverbia l "Champagne taste and a beer income". It might be 
possible to save the immature student years of wasted energy 
by having competent advisors, who have ample time and funds 
to look into the selection of a life work worthy of his best 
efforts and plan all studies to fit him for that work. 

Half-hearted effort might be changed to genuine interest 
if the student had an idea of the bearing each course has upon 
the major work he is undertaking. Many students only find 
the usefulness of a course after they go on to the advanced 
work. Closer adherence to the idea of practical usefulness and 
less to theory would help the student to maintain his interest 
in his work-a trait essential to success. 

Insistence by the faculty upon the development of proper 
work-habits, proper conduct in classes, and a sober, industri
ous attitude should be the rule if the school is to ever accom
plish much in its upward march. We are all anxious for Wichita 
University to set a standard which will cause it to make a 
place for itself in the world; and we must live up to our stand
ards, if they would be of benefit. 
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April Lightning After Dark 
KATRINA WALLINGFORD 

Placid witches of the night 
Sit and stir 
Secrets in giant caldrons. 
Their secrets boil and sputtering flames 
Play about the gloomy cavern of the sky. 

-------0-------

Dutch T reals 
A (more or less) Socratic Dialogue, as recorded by a Freshman 

13 

We were sitting around a table in the Dump. The dreari
ness of the weather had in some way made us all rather quiet. 
Conversation had been desultory and now it had stopped alto
gether. A certain well-known couple entered the cafeteria. As 
usual, they sauntered over to the Victrola. The boy dropped a 
nickel in the slot and a moment later was skillfully leading the 
girl through some fast but graceful dance steps .. Because there 
was nothing else to do, we at the table watched them. 

"Good dancers, . those," I ventured. 
"Good, if you can stand that music," answered John 

Cowley. "I'm tempted to leave." 
"Don't," I said. · "If you stick around, you'll see something 

interesting. That couple dancing will dance to every record 
on the 'Vic'. That's twelve; and the girl will pay for six of 
them. It's an enteresting business." 

"Rather cheap, I'd say," said Sloan Wilson. 
The dance having ended, the couple walked back to the 

machine. After much craning of necks to see the title of the 
next record they decided to dance again. rrhe girl reached 
into her purse, found a nickel and handed it to the boy. He 

, accepted the coin with utter nonchalance, dropped it into 
the slot, and again they drifted off, this time in a slow waltz. 

"That makes me sick," Betty Oliver spoke up. "I know for 
a fact that boy spends a. lot for cigarettes and cokes. Why 
should that girl have to pay for half of the dances?" 

"Just the dances?" I asked. "I know that couple fairly 
well and they do everything on that fifty-fifty basis-shows, 
cokes, lunches-everything except the cigarettes. The fellow 
always buys those." 

"Sweet of him, isn't it?" someon.e said. 
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"Why not?" asked Edwarda Misener. "They're good 
friends, and they get equal enjoyment out of things. He's no 
entertainment committee. Why should he pay for ever~ 
thing?" 

."~ell, for one thing," put in Doctor Folley, "it is against 
trad1t10n. Women have taken so many of man's rights that 
he at least ought to pay for dates. Anyway, it takes all the 
kick out of dating for a girl to have to 'dig in' every time a 
boy asks her to go some place." 

"But suppose the boy and girl are good friends and the 
girl wants to pay for her share of the entertainment?" I asked 

"I still disapprove," answered Doctor Folley. "It is human 
nature for the man to want to entertain and spend money on 
the girl. It gives him a chesty feeling, and is supposed to make 
the girl admire him. Unless the couple is engaged, I would not 
approve their Dutch dating." 

"I'm not quite as strongly against it as that," Cowley 
said, "but I am against it except in rare cases." 

I turned to Betty Stewart who was engrossed in frown
ing at a coffee stain on the table. 

"What do you think of it, Betty?" I asked. 
"It's all right in theory but all wrong in practice," she re

plied. "For one thing, there are a lot of boys on this campus 
who would take advantage of. fifty-fifty dating. They would 
want to go with the girls who had cars and plenty of money. 
I know several boys here who are like that." 

"And then, too, I think it's cheap," said Betty Oliver. "I 
don't believe any girl would continue to respect a boy who went 
with girls on that basis. I wouldn't go with any boy-no mat
ter who he is-on that basis." 

"I don't agree with you," said Thora Nuckolls. "While 
boys and girls are in college it is all right to date fifty-fifty. 
It creates a feeling of good-fellowship. If the system were 
carried far enough, it would even improve the general school 
spirit." 

"I doubt it," said Doctor Folley, leaving. "School spirit 
and Dutch treat dates aren't even remotely connected." 

"I know most fellows on this campus wouldn't date that 
way," said Betty Oliver. "I've talked to some of them about it 
and they wouldn't date that way under any circumstances." 

"But if a fellow hasn't any money, how is he going to 
date?" asked Edwarda Misener. 

"He can get a job, can't he?" Betty asked. 
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"Suppose he has a job but it doesn't pay enough to per
mit dating. What then?" Edwarda asked again, smiling 
slightly. 

"He should either get a job that pays more or quit dating 
altogether," was Betty's emphatic answer. 

It was time for the next class to begin, so the group at the 
table started leaving. I couldn't resist comparing their various 
convictions. Each had beeu honest and fair, yet each had a dif
ferent motive for his particular stand on the question. I con
cluded that the only thing that had been settled was that no
body else would agree with you probably, so you might as well 
do as you pleased about Dutch treat dates. 

-------0-------

A Message From· Garcia 
ToM HoRTON 

The camp was quiet; as quiet as an army camp in mid
summer. As the sentry on duty dozed at his post, the flies 
droning about his auditory protuberances, an air of rest set
tled a: few feet above the ground. Suddenly the stillness was 
broken; not merely jarred, but irretrievably broken. Someone · 
was coming! The startled sentry leaped to his feet, alert and 
ready as are always his counterparts of the metropolitan cities, 
the minions of the law. His fears were needless, for stumbling 
through the trees came a miserable wretch, in the last stages. 
Apprehending him, the guard took him to the captain. 

A homelike atmosphere pervaded the hut; besides the 
aroma of fried onions, there lurked in the corners bottle-ends, 
stubs, and an old Maltese. In one corner, a washstand. To one 
side, two soap boxes which, judging from the appearances of 
the inhabitant of the room, contained contraband. The captajn 
was not addicted to cleansing the pores daily. The layer of 
alluvium through which a two days' growth protruded re
minded one of a, burnt corn field. In the center of the room 
was a rough-hewn table, at which sat the leader. At his right 
was a well-worn hole, which seemed to be for purposes of main
taining a good shooting eye, for every once in a while he would 
let fly the juice from his quid and hit hard center with a re
sounding splash. 

"What are them holes?" queried the prisoner. 
"Them are knot-holes," thundered the chief. 
"Them are too holes!" :finished the guest. 
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"Se:fior Garcia, here's a palooka wot I nabbed in yon 
thicket," offered the sentry. 

"Well, who are you, senor?" was Garshy's next. The 
stranger eyed him. 

"I'm a man without a country," he replied. 
"Without a country?" parried Garshy. 
"Without the United States," triumphed our hero, for it 

was none other than Rowan. President Garfield had given 
Rowan a message to the Cuban insurgents. Rowan left, and 
made his way to Cuba, then to the camp. 

"I'm all in," gasped Rowan, peering out the portal to confirm 
his assertion. Garcia silently shoved over a swig of apple-jack 
which our hero gulped down. 

"You," urged Garcia, "will tell me how everything goes." 
"Very well, thank you. The United States and Spain are 

quibbling over the term "high seas", Spain contending that 
they are high, and Congress stubbornly saying they are deep." 

At the finish of Rowan's explanation, Garcia awoke; 
stretched, pulled on his brogans, and arose. Taking a hitch at 
his belt, he spat again, scoring three at five o'clock. 

"I," roared he, "am going to clean up Cuba. I'm going to 
drive out every Spaniard of Spanish · extraction. First, how
ever, I have an important message to send back to Congress. 
Will you endeavor to deliver it?" 

"Well-1-1," hesitated Rowy. 
"The regular service charge for delivery is 20c, but! I'll 

throw in a stalk of bananas and a box of Mexican jumping 
beans!" 

"Jumping Jehosophat !" gloated our young scout delight
edly. 

"Jumping beans, I said," insisted Garshy. "Jehosophat is 
out jumping for Bingling Sisters or I'd let you have him." 

Rowan was sullen for a while, but the thought of the 
animated vegetable seedlings overcame his anger. 

(Due to a lack of paper, an intermission of two days is 
hereby inserted. Scratch them off your calendar and con
tinue the story.) 

After a long rest, Rowan felt fit as a fiddle, and sounded 
like one as he hummed over the morning shave. Slipping on a 
banana peel, he slid over to Garshy's cabin for final instructions 
and the message. 

"You look like you'd just had a close shave," joked Garshy 
as he scanned the entrant's phiz, and pulled out a wallet. As 

' 
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he opened it a folded paper was visible. He then carefully 
closed and fastened the wallet. 

Weeping salty tears, Garcia handed the package to Rowan. 
"Guard this with your life!" admonished he. 
"I will if I don't get killed," sternly promised the messen

ger. Rowan swung on his heel. 
Mere trivia are the details of how Rowan brought that 

message to Congress. The world knows only too well how he 
boarded a vessel and, after a slight upheaval of those organs 
directly connected with the acquisition, digestion, and assimi
lation of food, landed on friendly soil. How he battled his way 
out of Chicago. How he arrived exhausted at the Capitol, 
only to find the members of Congress at checkers. 

The point is this: Rowan delivered the message from 
Garcia. Did he ask where Congress was? No. His not to 
reason why, his but to stew or fry, or words obviously not to 
that effect. He didn't, hyperbolically speaking, ask a thousand 
questions about where to go, to whom to give the wallet. No. 
Only about three hundred and sixty-seven, disregarding the 
customary casual queries concerning health, the liver, and the 
children. 

On his arrival in Washington, Rowan was feted and fated 
-feted by the multitudes for days, and fated by Congress for 
nights of explanation. A special session was called; the pages 
were all present as usual, and an unusually large number of 
Congressmen. As Rowan was called upon to deliver his mes
sage from Garcia a strained silence filled the room and ran out 
into the corridors. Garfield himself op~ned the wallet. His 
hand! shaking like a leaf, he dug dawn in his jeans for his 
pince-nez. Placing them upon his nose, he cleared his throat 
and read from the paper which had come so far, on a journey 
fraught with constant peril. The audience scarcely breathed. 
Tucking his mitt in his coat, Garfield read: 

"Dear Garfy,"-as he read these lines his eyes watered 
his proboscis. 

"Dear Garfy, 
"Thanks a lot for your letter of January the two. Am 

getting along okay. In reply wish to state that war is prog
ressing favorably. Have only one request to make. Send me 
a spittoon for my cabin. The floor is getting stained." 

"Yours in a struggle, 
"Alexander Gumpop Garcia." 
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"Young America In The Making" 
MARY ELIZABETH HESTER 

It was the morning of the Fourth of July, and the crowd 
of small boys gathered around the table containing the supply 
of the fireworks were keeping the clerk both busy and amused. 

"Gee, lookit those giant crackers,-oh ! didja see these!" 
"Aw, I got some almost as big as them, but lookit these 

swell nigger chasers." 
"Jimmy, have yuh got any torpedoes?" 
"Jimmy, why don't yuh get some caps for your gun?" 
"Oh, Jimmy! did you see these!" 
Jimmy, the center of this conversation, was the proud 

possessor of fifty cents to spend on fireworks, and was proceed
ing to do so (with the able help of his companions). Taking in 
the contents of the table with his eager eyes he saw some flags. 

"How much for a flag, mister?" 
"Ten, fifteen, twenty-five, and fifty." 

"Aw, Jim, who wants a flag! Get some cannon crackers, 
Jimmy. Get some bullets, get somethin' 'sides a flag. They're 
no fun; what can yuh do with them?" 

Wisely and carefully Jimmy invested thirty-five cents 
of his money to the satisfaction of the boys, then he hesitated. 

"Oh !-Oh, Jimmy, lookit this skyrocket! Boy, what a 
peach! How much is it, mister? Fifteen? Oh, boy, Jim!" 

"Come on Jimmy. Please get it, we'll help you set it off. 
Please, Jimmy! Aw come on, Jimmy!" 

Jimmy sized up the sky rocket, then his eyes returned to 
the flags. A moment's thought, then-

"That's all, mister, 'en I'll take one of those fifteen cent 
flags." 

The numerous "Aw Jimmys" and "Hecks" expressed the 
disappointment and complete disgust of the boys. Heedless of 
all this, Jimmy proudly took his flag and fireworks and issued 
forth for the great day. 

Evening came, and with it the big parade. The same 
group of boys, slightly the worse for burns, scratches, and dirt, 
sat on the curb wearily throwing their last few firecrackers 
at the feet of the passing soldiers. At their side stood Jimmy, 
burned, blackened, and bruised like the rest of them but with 
his toy gun and his flag in hand 

As the color guard neared the group, Jimmy's eyes 
searched the faces of the company. Suddenly they found their 
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object, and he quickly straightened up, stood at attention, with 
gun on his shoulder and flag proudly waving as his dad's !3om
pany passed by. His dad glimpsed his son, felt a tingle of pride 
and gave him a smile and a wink. But Jimmy never moved. 
With eyes on the flag, gun in hand, he stood at attention. He 
was a soldier, his dad's soldier,-"Young America in the mak
ing." 

Guiding wayward ones; 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 

Perfume-laden air; 
Sun-lit, peopled streams; 
Blue, tinting all; 
Kwan, Hearer of cries, 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 

Totem Poles 
VERA FAYE HAVEN 

Indians! That is a word which has thrilled me since I can 
remember. By the time I was twelve, I had read Cooper's 

Smiling 
NANCY Run-1 GAMBLE 

We human beings have an accumulation of queer delu
sions. Fortunately for us the majority of these are harmless, 
but there are a few so untrue and so foolish that we would be 
much better off without them. And the worst of these is the 
delusion about smiling. 

Is there anything more deceitful or more contrary to in
telligent human conduct than the theory that one who goes 
about smiling continually is most laudable and praiseworthy? 
It is absolute nonsense. A stridently cheerful person is a 
justifiable cause for homicide, and a sweetly smiling face can 
mask a soul marred by selfishness and deceit. How can wearing 
an inane smile when enduring some trying hardship show 
strength of character? Does it not, rather, indicate a weak
ness of intellect? These poor people who prate about smiling 
all the while might be the first to cringe and whine contempt
ibly if some adversity confronted them. They surely have 
never undergone any real sorrow or suffering or they would 
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ha.ve better judgment than to offer so freely of their false 
philosophy to others more wise than they. 

A meaningless contortion of the face is a most inadequate 
way of expressing the deep feeling that an exquisite work of 
art, beautiful music, or the grandeur of nature should arouse. 
Some moments in life are too glorious or too sacred for smil-

~~!~ _ Som,~ ~~~~na~~v!Je6 ~gn~~l~i1.}esg:;~r~~}h~_t_ life _ be~ 
"Aw, I got some almost as big as them, but look.it these 

swell nigger chasers." 
"Jimmy, have yuh got any torpedoes?" 
"Jimmy, why don't yuh get some caps for your gun?" 
"Oh, Jimmy! did you see these!" 
Jimmy, the center of this conversation, was the proud 

possessor of fifty cents to spend on fireworks, and was proceed
ing to do so (with the able help of his companions). Taking in 
the contents of the table with his eager eyes he saw some flags. 

"How much for a flag, mister?" 
"Ten, fifteen, twenty-five, and fifty." 

"Aw, Jim, who wants a flag! Get some cannon crackers, 
Jimmy. Get some bullets, get somethin' 'sides a flag. They're 
no fun; what can yuh do with them?" 

Wisely and carefully Jimmy invested thirty-five cents 
of___hiamonev to th~ SUllldn otian of ±hQ_h nn-he.-1i..es:ibi.ted. 

Talee heart with the day and begin again. 

(Author unknown.) 

China 
POLLY AYERS 

Dew-laden blossoms 
Dripping their perfume; 
Mild Wisteria 
Purpling with old age; 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 

Willow-hung canals 
Crawling serpent-like; 
Coolie-peopled junks 
Drowsing in the sun; 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 
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Blue-clad coolie boys 
Padding constantly; 
Gentian-hung by-ways 
Soothing angered brows ; 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 

A lane-side temple 
Shelt'ring Kwan Yin-ko; 
Kwan, Mother-of-all, 
Guiding wayward ones; 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 

Perfume-laden air; 
Sun-lit, peopled streams; 
Blue, tinting all; 
Kwan, Hearer of cries, 
Kwan Yin-ko is good! 

Totem Poles 
VERA FAYE HAVEN 

21 

Indians! That is a word which has thrilled me since I can 
remember. By the time I was twelve, I had read Cooper's 
"Last of the Mahicans" five times, as well as a large number 
of well known Indian books. Consequently, I resolved early 
in life that some day I would visit Alaska. This desire material
ized in a journey to the far north recently, where I had the 
opportunity of studying Indian. life. 

I am indebted for the information on my subject to an old 
Indian of Sitka, Alaska, and to Mr. H. P. Corser. 

There is so much that can be said on the totem, for every 
Indian clan has an interesting and different version of it; so I 
shall not burden my reader with the whole of totem lore but 
rather give him something of the history, description and 
kinds of totems. · ' 

The old time Indians were animistic. Everything had 
spirits: the wind, the birds, the mountain, the rocks; all had 
their spirits, and a family was made famous in proportion to 
the extent that some member of the family; came in contact 
with a spirit. When a person died, there was always a contest 
to see who would get the help of the spirit that had been help
ing the deceased. This was done by fasting, and the person 
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who fasted the most successfully was the one that the spirit 
favored. Naturally he was the honored man. 

Now the word "Totem" is derived from the Chippewa 
"Oboteman," and it was a symbol of the Totem spirit or the 
guardian spirit which each family had. The spirit was only 
concerned with the blood relations of the family on its 
mother's side. This idea was common among nearlyi all the 
American Indians. It was, strange to say, also found among the 
Egyptians, who also had their totems. 

Among the Alaska Indians the spirit was usually the spirit 
of some kind of bird, beast, or even an inanimate object like 
a grind-stone, a rock, or a mountain. The family that in 
some way got in touch with one of these spirits was consid
ered fortunate, and very of ten the totem pole of that family 
would contain a picture of some incident of the story which 
grew: up to explain how the Indian doctor attained the help 
of the spirit power. 

The poles are grotesque looking things with horrid images 
of animals, fish, frogs, and human beings. I always had an un
canny feeling when I came upon one suddenly in the forest. 
Although the figures are unreal, often combinations of man and 
fish or man and animal, yet occasionally there were grinning 
faces so cunningly human that they struck terror to my heart, 
adventurous as I am. 

It took from one to three years to carve a pole, and the 
ordinary pole cost from four hundred to twelve hundred dol
lars. They were carved from red cedar and always painted. 
Where there is no paint, that is an evidence of age. 

There are three principal uses of the totem pole: It may 
be placed before a house to show who lives in the house, in 
which case it stands as a coat of arms for the family; it may 
contain the bones of the departed, and thus serve as a tomb
stone; or it may be erected as a memorial of some incident. 

Certain tribes of Indians believe the Creator was a raven; 
others believe Him to have been in the for.m of a bear. All of 
those who believe in the raven legend use the Raven Totem for 
their coat of arms; others use the bear, frog, or other animals. 

The grave totems, which take the place of a white man's 
tombstone, appear to say, "I carry the remains of such and 
such a family." Ordinarily all totems were hollow in the 
back, the purpose of which was to make a place where the 
ashes of the cremated could be put. The ashes of the leader 
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were put high up and those of his followers lower down, each 
box of ashes being placed according to rank. When clans moved 
so as to be near some other clan; they kept their title to the 
land around their old home so that they could carry the ashes . 
of the departed and place them in totems erected for that 
purpose. 

The third kind of totems, those erected in memory of 
some happening, have many interesting stories attached to 
them. One of the outstanding of these, and in fact one of the 
largest totems in Alaska, is the Memorial Totem which stands 
in a clearing in the midst o~ a large forest at Sitka, Alaska. 
In the beginning of the nineteenth century a company of trad
ers were sent eastward along the coast of, Alaska to Sitka, 
where they found a large Indian village. Here, they thought, 
was the opportunity they sought, so they established a trading 
post on the north side of the village. This was soon attacked 
and destroyed. The Russians came backj with a larger force. 
The Indians fortified themselves at a place on the opposite 
side of the town and withstood the Russians for some time. 
Finally they called a council of war and decided to move. So 
that their retreat should( be perfectly concealed, they killed 
off their dogs and even some of the young children that the 
Indians might not betray by their noise and crying the re
treat. In memory of this, the Memorial Totem was erected. 

Another totem which has an interesting history is the 
one which stands by a little bridge over the Indian River at 
Sitka. It is called the Gambler Totem. The figure at the top 
represents a Russian trader. The checker board at the bottom 
shows the board on which he gambled. He gambled with the 
chief until he had won all his valuables, then he ran away with 
the chief's daughter and married her. The totem was erected 
to say to the world that if anyone should see the man whose 
image was at the top of the pole, he had a perfect right to kill 
him. 

But to appreciate fully the totem pole, one must go to 
Southeastern Alaska. If he is at all interested in Indian life, 
he will find the journey to the Land of the Totem most inter
esting. 
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The New Radio 
MAUDE HOUGH 

A squeak and a squawk, 
Like the sound of a hawk. 
A clatter and bang 
As though telephones rang. 
A cry and a howl 
Like the call of an ow 1. 
The sound of a scream 
As of death it would seem. 
A blur and a blast 
Some music played fast. 
And listen ! What, ho! 
Our new radio! ! ! 

Fighting An Oregon Forest Fire 
YALE MITCHELL 

Things had been very quiet on the Lookout for over ten 
days. It was late in the fall and there was not much danger 
of anv bad forest fire getting started. Besides we had just re
ceived a most welcome rain which had dampened the forest 
considerably, and consequently we lookouts were not very 
busv For that matter we were never very busy. Being a 
look~ut is the softest job imaginable, most of the time. I be
lieve that the following experience will prove that it is not a 
snap all of the time. 

I was Lookout and Fire Warden on Sparta Butte in Baker 
County, eastern Oregon, in the summer of 1928. When a man 
goes on a lookout, he has a feeling that this is th~ last outpost 
of civilization. The only visitors he has are an occasional sheep
herder, a forest ranger, or possibly a deer hunter. 

The evening after the rainstorm, which I have already 
mentioned, was an excellent opportunity to go visiting. I 
didn't get back to the lookout until about nine o'clock the next 
morning. About a mile northwest of the station I was very 
much surprised to see a medium-sized column of black smoke. 
I telephoned in the usual report, and it 'was found that no 
smoke-chaser was available to send to the fire. I was the only 
man to go. I hastily gathered my tools and fire kit and de
scended the mountain to where the fire was. I began work 
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with it at nine a. m. First I started around the fire to deter
mine its size more accurately and to try to find evidence of 
how it started. I discovered that it had been started by an 
acquaintance of mine, Hub Lambert, an Indian. He had been 
burning brush after the rain but had left the fire, thinking that 
it was out. It had spread over approximately two acres when I 
got there. The ground was dried out after the rain sufficiently 
that with the help of the low humidity the fire was spreading 
rapidly. 

There are two kinds of forest fires-duff, or ground fires, 
and crown fires, those which burn in the tops of trees and are 
carried along by high winds. This fire was just beginning to 
crown when I arrived. I began work to corral it by means of 
trenches dug around it in the direction it was traveling. After 
having stopped it fairly well on one side, I was startled to hear 
a roar as of thunder. I looked back and saw an immense cloud 
of black smoke arising in the air. The wind had suddenly 
blown the flames into a pile of pitch logs and from there into 
a small thicket of pine and fir trees. From then on I had a 
battle. I knew that if I left the fire to get help it would spread 
to almost unconquerable proportions. Yet if I stayed and 
fought it alone I might not be able to stop it. I decided to stick 
it out "if it took all summer". I ran in front of the flames 
through that black, blinding, choking mass of pitch smoke and 
began to fell the smaller trees toward the fire and to trench the 
outside edges of the clearing which I had made so that the 
flames could not spread along the ground. The fire was gain
ing on me. For one man to stop a crown fire is almost impos
sible. Before I had my trench finished, the fire had jumped it 
and was getting started again. I ran back to where I had 
started and began to trench again. Several times I was almost 
surrounded by fire. Once I was barely missed by a falling tree 
which was burned off at the roots and. fell blazing to earth, 
scattering fire in all directions. After about eight hours of such 
heart-breaking and strenuous labor the wind died1 down, and 
I had the fire corralled. However my work was not yet fin
ished. Even now if I left the fire it could easily break away. 
Besides it would be a serious offense against the ethics of good 
fire-fighting as prescribed by the United States Forest Service. 
You should never leave a fire until the last spark is out. 

At about eight P. M. · I was working inside the fire-line 
when I heard a shout. Eagerly I looked around and seeing no 
one, I answered. I expected it to be some help from the Mar-



26 THE GREEN GAZETTE 

tin's Bridge Ranger Station; instead, it was Mr. Lambert who 
was responsible for the fire. He angrily demanded what I was 
doing on his land and I replied by informing him that he was 
under arrest and that he had better prepare himself for a trip 
to the county seat. 

About nine o'clock Ranger Lloyd Judy came with two men 
and gave me some much needed relief. He congratulated me 
on having stopped the worst small fire of the year and also 
catching the one who was responsible for starting the fire. 

I returned to the lookout the next morning wondering if 
Mr. Lambert would plead "not guilty" so I could go to town as 
a witness. Unluckily for me he plead guilty and I didn't get 
to go. He was given his choice of spending twenty-five days 
in the jail or paying a fine of twenty-five dollars. After spend
ing one night in jail he decided to pay the fine. 

-------o~------

The Test 
MERLIN WILSON 

In olden days, the masters 
Tried their steel, 
In test of fire, to find 
If it were worthy to be held 
In mortal hand 
With life the forfeit. 

So zealous they, to find a blade 
Which would not fail 
In time of need, they made 
The test too hard, and failed 
To find one so. 

Even so it is in life 
For love, like steel 
Will not survive 
If too severe the test. 
It breaks-is cast aside 
With hearts the forfeit. 
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Sacrifice 
WILLA McLEAN 

There was the boom of tom-toms on an African night with 
wild, black bodies swaying and the bright white lace of African 
moonlight filtered through strange leaf shadows-then the 
lights came on and the magic was gone--it was only another 
night club. 

A black and tan with its society quota on the trail of vi
carious thrills, with its blase writers and bored, bold artists 
and a few who came with their friends and would have liked to 
go but felt that they couldn't, and prayed that the time pass 
quickly. 

Then Merryvale Aldrich came drifing in and even the 
bored ones sat up. For Merryvale Aldrich was wondrously 
beautiful in a city of beautiful women. Her hair was as black 
as the black swans of Dee and her eyes were the souls of dead 
gentians. 

"There's Merryvale Aldrich," a pretty girl whispered, "and 
Maitland's not even with her." 

"Maitland sailed for the far south seas," her Irish escort 
replied. "Sailed this morning with the wind at dawn-said he 
was goin' for good." 

"But, Paddy-why?" the pretty girl cried, and his other 
friends chimed in with her. 

"We'll get out of here-an' to my apartment an' I'll be 
tellin' you why." 

So after a taxi and rain on their faces and a drink, the 
yellow of tart tinctured quinces, the Irishman told them why. 

"You see, my Mavourneen," he said to the pretty girl, 
"Maitland's a lover of beauty, and so 'e explores the world's 
strangest places an'-" 

"But Merryvale's beautiful," the girl interrupted, and the 
Irishman shook his gold head. 

"Another exceeded her beauty," he smiled, "as the sun
rise would exceed the, gray dawn. At any rate 'tis so our 
Terry's been tellin', and Terry was with 'im, you know. Was 
with 'im' in Africa an' out to those islands that pass la.titude 
and longitude too. An' Tim Baun was with 'im an' a geologist 
chap an' that girl who worked in 'is office. 'Twas she whose 
bright beauty-" 

... 
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"Paddy, you're coo-coo," his Mavourneen was crying, "she 
was homely as an Irishman's fence. Why, I've seen her down 
there typing day after day-" 

"An' adorin' the ground that the young scamp was walk
in'," the Irishman finished it for her. "But last time she 
went along on the trip with 'im, you see. He and the geologist 
wanted someone for record~ an' to write out their magazine 
articles, an' she was. so homely they took her along, with no
body thinkin' anything of it. 

"But that doesn't make sense," his Mavourneen inter
rupted. "You say 'her bright beauty,' then admit she was 
homely, and-" 

The Irishman sighed and lifted his glass. with a shatter of 
dull golden stars. 

"Listen, my children," he said, in the voice he kept for his 
leprechaun tales: 

"This girl in his office whose name was Sulala (anf they 
all called 'er Sue for short) was a girl used to readin' an' 
dreamin' the things. that could never be happenin' to her. 
She'd got fact and fiction all mixed in 'er mind, readin' of 
places he'd been, an' 'er heart was a harp that aches for the 
playin' of fingers. that caress other harps. She ma.y've been 
homely, but she was just as smart, too, and so bit by bit she 
sowed in his mind the idea of takin' 'er with 'im. I was down 
to 'is office when they'd gone on their way to get a few books 
that I'd loaned 'em, and run across something this girl'd been 
readin' that stopped the stout pulse of me stark. It wasn't 
supposed to be true just exactly, but was more in the way of 
a legend a.bout the brown people who inhabit those islands 
past the reckonin' of geographers' rules. They were' gone all 
of four years an' when they came back, the girl wasn't with 
'em, you see, an' the way that Terry, my young brother told 
me, is the way I'm tellin' you now." 

"With Africa a story that'd been retold·. too often, they 
struck out for those islands of Maitland's. I gather the girl'd 
kept wantin' to go and Terry was curious, too. He says. 'e saw 
colors 'e never imagined and that they pulsed like live things 
out there. Flowers like shadows and water that fell, playin' 
overtures and exquisite symphonies. He didn't say much about 
the animals there, knowin' I wouldn't believe 'im, but 'e said 
that the people were fearfully queer• and worshiped the God
dess of Beauty. Then one day 'e said 'e knew something was 
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up, but he couldn't find out what it was savin' the fact that 
a ceremony was goin' to be heldl and sacrifices offered alive. 
But Sue found out more with that keen way of 'ers and went 
around like a girl in a dream. I'd never noticed the girl's looks 
myself--havin' an eye for but pretty faces, but Terry says 
now she was too tall an' skinny an' 'er hair was off color an' 
dead. Along with a skin that was muddy and dark and lashes 
but sparse and light, she couldn't boast much of 'er looks, 'e 
said; then the next day a strange thing happened. They'd come 
in early that afternoon, tired out and Terry with fever. He'd 
lain down it seems and dozed off a bit when 'e awoke and saw 
Sue walkin' toward 'im. He thought for a minute 'e had a real 
fever when 'e saw the girl comin', 'e says, for 'e swears by the 
sweet ripplin' harp o' the Taras 'e'd never seen a girl half so 
lovely." 

"From the grace of 'er walk to 'er heart takin' smile, she 
was all a man ever could dream of. Her hair was the silver of 
far flashin' bugles an' carved to 'er head like a helmet an' 'er 
great wide eyes were as black as chaos, an' 'er lips had been 
shaped into beauty. Terry says Maitland near went crazy that 
night for she died with the sun goin' down. But 'e'll never for
get 'er an' there'll not be another with a beauty unearthly as 
her's." 

The Irishman's gold head bent to his glass, and the clock 
struck twice in the silence. 

"Paddy, Paddy," the pretty girl cried, "what price en
chantment was that?" 

"The sacrifice, Mavourneen, that those islanders use when 
they worship their Goddess of Beauty. She'd marked in that 
book I chanced to pick up the folklore that told of their sacri
fices. Each year two young virgins are put to death by the 
sting of an unknown insect, but before they pass, they are 
given beauty that lasts for an hour or two. Somehow Sulala 
learned where the strange ones were kept and put one close 
in by 'er heart." 

"Paddy, Paddy," the girl's cheeks were wet and a man 
coughed weakly and sighed. 

"Why, Mavourneen," the young Irishman smiled his heart
charming smile and ruffled the gold of his hair, "don't be 
cryin' about it. Sulala died happy and Hugh Maitland looked 
once on real beauty." 
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Philosophy 
WINIFRED LEETE 

Beautiful flowers, 
Growing along my pathway, 
I pluck you, 
While as to your lesser companions, 
I pass them by, 
And strive not to envy 
Others' choice paths, 
But feel content with 
Your perfume 
And your inspiring presence. 

· Beautiful flowers, 
Growing along my pathway! 

------0------

Editorial Noles 
The Green Gazette is a semi-annual publication of the 

Freshman class of the University of Wichita. It became a 
reality in 1928 under the faculty sponsorship of Miss M.ary 
Haymaker, assistant professor of English. Much of the credit 
for the production of this issue of the Gazette is due her for 
the personal interest she has taken in it. 

---0•---

The staff of this issue has made certain innovations 
which, it is hoped, will become a permanent part of future 
issues. The staff has been pleased with the appreciative atti
tude and generous response of the class, and regrets. that it 
was unable to use many meritorious themes because of dupli
cation of material and lack of space. 

---o,---

The staff believes that the class of '33 is one of the most 
worthy of incoming classes in the history of the school. Below 
is a resume of representative freshmen whose contribution to 
an activity has been noteworthy. 

In forensics, Raezella Klepper has become recognized as 
one of the outstanding women collegiate extemporaneous 
speakers in the United States, when she tied for third place 
in the National Pi Kappa Delta women's extemporaneous 

), 
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speaking contest on April 4. She has also been prominent ' in 
other activities. She is a member of Delta Omega sorority. 

In journalism, Hugh Samson served the larger part of the 
school year as. Feature Editor of the Sunflower, student news
paper of W. U. He is a member of Press Club and a charter 
member of Gamma Chi, men's honorary journalistic fraternity. 

In dramatics, Charles Milham has proved his mettle in 
the histrionic arts by playing heavy roles in three important 
dramatic productions of the year. He played the role of 
Antonio in "The Merchant of Venice". He is a member of 
Webster fraternity. 

In athletics, Walter Henrion made the varsity basket
ball team and was rated as one of the best centers in the 
collegiate basketball in this section. He is a member of Pi 
Alpha Pi fraternity. 

In student government, Betty Oliver was elected class 
representative to student council. She is a popular member of 
our class and promises to be one of the school's future beauty 
queens. She is a member of Sorosis sorority. 

In R. 0. T. C., Perry Griffity became notable when he be
came a candidate for the Naval Academy at Annapolis, Mary
land, and the Military Academy at West Point, New York, 
simultaneously. He will go to West Point in June. He is a 
member of Webster fraternity. 

In class offices, Robert Wyn was elected president of 
Freshman class. He is a popular student and is a member of 
Pi Alpha Pi fraternity. 

In campus life, Russel Anderson was elected Kodak Boy 
for the 1930 Parnassus, University year book. He, too, is a 
popular student, and a member of Pi Alpha Pi fraternity. 

A Star 
ORVILLE E. Cox 

There's a star that shines every morning. 
Up in the eastern sky, 
And it's brightest just at the dawning, 
It is kissing the night goodbye. 
That star is my prayer of love, Dear, 
And each drop of sparkling dew 
Is a tear that it sheds from heaven, 
As it silently watches you. 
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Who's Who? 
Katrina Wallingford graduated from Wichita High 

School, East, in 1929. She is enrolled in the College of Liberal 
Arts and Sciences. · 

Merlin Wilson graduated from the Clearwater High 
School, Clearwater, Kansas iri 1929. He is enrolled in the Col
lege of Liberal Arts and Sciences. 

Mary Elizabeth Hester graduated from Cathedral High 
School, Wichita, Kansas in 1929. She is enrolled in the CoUege 
of Education. 

Hugh Samson graduated from Wichita High School East 
in 1929. He is enrolled in the College of Liberal Arts and 
Sciences. 

Richard Forster graduated from Beloit High School, 
Beloit, Kansas in 1928. He is enrolled in the College of Lib
eral Arts and Sciences. 

Winifred Leete graduated from Oak Park Academy, Ne
vada, Iowa in 1929. She is enrolled in the College of Education. 

Maude Hough graduated from Mulvane High School, 
Mulvane, Kansas in 1929. She is enrolled in the College of 
Fine Arts and Sciences. 

Willa McLean graduated from Eureka High School, Eu
reka, Kansas in 1920. She is enrolled in the College of Edu
cation. 

Nancy Ruth Gamble graduated from Scott County High 
School, Scott City, Kansas in 1919. She is enrolled in the Col
lege of Liberal Arts and Sciences. 

Vera Faye Haven graduated from Milton High School, 
Milton, Kansas in 1920. She is enrolled in the College of Fine 
Arts. 

Willard Towne graduated from Eau Claire High Scbool, 
Eau Claire, Wisconsin in 1910. He is enrolled in the College of 
Business Administration. 

Yale Mitchell graduated from Eugene High School, Eu
gene, Oregon in 1926. He is enrolled in the College of Business 
Administration. 

Polly Ayers graduated from Wichita High School East 
in 1929. She is enrolled in the College of Li:beral Arts and 
Sciences. 

Tom Horton graduated from Wichita High School East 
in 1929. He is enrolled in the College of Liberal Arts and 
Sciences. 

George Squibb graduated from Carthage High School, 
Carthage, Missouri in 1928. He is enrolled in the College of 
Education. 
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