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The GREEN GAZETTE 

The Hanging of Hardboiled Hunter 
By MARGARET WILKINSON 

It was late in the after
noon when Bettina and Ann 
realized that they were lost. 
The trail that they had been 
following ended with extreme 
suddenness. 

"It was here a moment 
ago," wailed Ann. 

"We should have picked 
it up and put it in our pock
ets," said Bettina. 

"How can you jest at such 
a time? It will be dark and cold 
and they will not know where 
to look for us. We should not 
have gone beyond the row of 
marked trees. We were espec
ially warned, you know. Our 
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camp mother will be angry and write to our mothers, 
perhaps." 

uNo such luck, Ann. I'm weary of the camp, anyway. 
They have no souls here for poetry or romance." 

"If you had not lost your compass, Betty, we would 
know which way to go. Let's see on which side of the trees 
the moss grows." 

"These must be revolving trees," observed Bettina, "for 
the moss seems to grow on all sides. But there's one sure 
thing; we shall be found before we starve or perish. Compose 
your mind, fair maiden. Who knows what thrills are ahead 
of us? 'And now came still evening on, and nature in her 
sober garments, all things clad'_." 

"But it will soon be dark," insisted Ann. 
u 'There is no darkness but ignorance.' The thing to do 

is to find a suitable place for the night. See that big mound 
of earth over there? It may be a cave. We can crawl inside." 
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uAnd probably have bears for companions. Betty, I will 
not go in a cave at night." · 

Walking rapidly as they talked, they soon found them
selves beside the long mound of earth which really proved to 
be a cave. Its small entrance looked dark and not at all 
inviting. 

uw e shall sleep in a tree," announced Bettina .. uThis is 
a dandy one right here, with thick branches that mterlo~k. 
We'll gather quantities of brush and leaves and make a mce 
little perch for the night." 

It is quite dark and very cool by the time th~ir l~ttle r~
trea t was finished. They had found a few berries m their 
search for suitable brush, and as . they settled them.selves 
cautiously on their uncertain perch, ate them hungrily. 

Ann's voice was not quite steady as she whispered, uw e 
may never be found, but die here in this tree." 

u 'To live in hearts we leave behind, is not to die'," 
quoted Bettina. . 

"Oh, Betty! if your mind were normal instead of poeti
cal, what a dear pal you might be!" 

"'I was ever thus from childhood's hour.' Fill your 
mind with the sublime thoughts of others and you will fear 
nothing." 

uBut did you ever dream the world could get so dark?" 
quivered Ann. 

u 'There's husbandry in heaven; 
Their stars are all out; 
'Tis now the very witching time of night, 
When graveyards yawn.' 

Were you ever, in all your life, so thrilled?" 
"I was never, in all my life, so cold!" 
"'I heard the trailing garments of the Night 

Sweep through her marble halls'," continued Bettina. 
"What you hear is my teeth chattering," moaned ~nn. 

"Do sit still! This perch is none too safe and I should die of 
terror if we fell to the ground. There may be bears in that 
cave!" 

"Wouldn't it be a feather in our caps to capture a bear, 
Ann?". 
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. ';)" It. 
"It would be a whole plume. How would you go about 

"Well, when Bruno starts to climb our tree, I will get 
my lasso rope ready. One swift throw and I'd have his hands, 
I mean paws, pinned to his side. Then we'd climb down, find 
a stout club, and render him insensible. Then we could take 
turns dragging him to camp!" 

"How will you find the camp, Betty?" 
"That is a minor matter. We shall be rescued. And 

that reminds me; do you suppose the searching party will 
look for us with lanterns?" 

"Well, of course, an extension cord and Mazda lamp 
would be better." 

"But, Ann, a lantern at night gives me the creeps. I 
can walk under ladders, smash mirrors, defy Friday, the thir
teenth, but lanterns, I loathe. Now candles are different. 

'How far that little candle throws its beam! 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world.'" 

"It must be almost morning," Ann said presently. 
"Compose yourself on this gentle couch and let nature 

soothe you to sleep," advised her poetical companion. "And 
fear not while I keep watch. We have no trusty Excalibur, 
but this coil of rope could make a hangman's noose." 

"Your speech flows on like a river, Betty dear, and I do 
feel sleepy and not so cold." 

But before the night was over, the rope was to play its 
own part. 

It was much later when Bettina spied the lantern. Its 
light bobbed up and down; now shining in a tree top, now 
lighting up a heap of brush, but always coming nearer and 
nearer. 

"Ann, it must be a lantern!" 
"Betty, you are shaking. I can hear your heart beat. 

Surely, you are not afraid. Fill your mind with sublime 
thoughts." 

"It is the lantern, Ann. I loathe lanterns on dark nights. 
They stand for unholy deeds." 

"It is probably some one from the camp. I'll shout to 
them." 
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"No, no! be still! That is our only chance. It is a man in 
a black cape with a mask on, and he is carrying a long box. 
Don't even whisper." 

The lantern came nearer and nearer and finally was 
deposited by the mouth of the cave. The long black box, 
also, was set carefully down. The bandit then stepped back 
several feet and fired three shots into the air. He was now 
standing directly under the tree where the girl scouts huddled 
in real terror. 

But somewhere in Bettina's brain rang the words, 
"hangman's noose," and unconsciously her fingers obeyed 
and made ready the rope. As the black figure stood for a 
moment, uncertainly, something fell lightly about his neck 
and tightened in an alarming manner. A gurgle escaped him 
as he began clutching wildly at the rope with both hands. 
Bettina had intended to bind his hands to his side and had 
not expected this frenzied jerking of her rope. 

Frantically she breathed, "Pull, Ann, pull for your life,' 
but a moment more and their weak perch gave way. From 
out the falling mass of brush, leaves, hands, and feet, came 
the feeble cry, .. tI am dying, Egypt, dying.' Turn out the 
candles. (Curfew shall not ring to-night!'" 

But in the silence that followed, the lantern flickered, 
and then burned brightly on. 

In the meantime, at Camp Lookout, a searching party 
was ready to start out. Alice Evans, the camp mother, was 
consulting Joe Hunter, who lived on a farm nearby and had 
grown gray in the service of the camp. 

"Y es'm, I trailed 'em all afternoon just like you said. 
They're parked in a tree near Shute Cave and havin' the time 
of their lives. But it may not be so funny before they're 
through." 

.. What do you mean, Joe? There is nothing in the woods 
to harm them and I feel sure this experience will teach them 
to be more obedient. Bettina is a dear, romantic girl, but 
rules and regulations hamper her poetic soul." 

"It's goin' to be a lesson to 'em all right," said Joe darkly. 
.. But don't worry, Mis' Evans, I'll bring 'em home 0. K. 
I'm startin' right now and you folks bring the car and wait 
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half way down the new trail. They'll be ready for a ride 
by the time they've walked that far. And I hope this'll scare 
some of them rhymes out of that Betty kid." 

Bettina Gray, with her ever ready quotations, was very 
irritating to practical Joe, and he had a plan all his own for 
subduing her and it included a mask, a pistol, and a long 
black box which was quite empty but which looked mys
terious. 

Bettina would have said, u 'The best laid schemes of mice 
and men, Gang aft, a-glee'." 

And near Shute Cave, in the heart of the woods, the 
lantern still burned brightly on. Its beams shone on the 
purple face of poor Joe Hunter! His mask had been torn off 
and he still gasped for breath. 

The girls had managed to free themselves from the twigs 
and brush and were sitting dizzily on the ground too dazed 
to be surprised at the familiar face of Joe. 

..What does it all mean?" queried Bettina. 
tTll tell you what it means," Joe gasped. ..It means 

that I'm through. Year after year, I've helped along the 
cause of scoutin'. I've been a guide and searchin' party and 
put up with lots of foolishness, but I'm through." Here he 
felt carefully of his neck. tT es, I guess it's broke, but even 
if it ain't can I ever hold up my head again? Lassoed by the 
cradle! Me, that's hunted tigers and bears. Now, sister 
scouts, git your traps together and follow me and remember 
this to put in your poetry album, (Never more, quoth the 
raven'." 

Meekly the girls picked up their utraps" while Bettina 
murmured as they started for the trail, u 'Lead on McDuff,' 
and never mind the 'ravin' ! ' " 

Water 
Flowers 

You little fragile things 
That live but an instant 
In the whole of Eternity, 
Your fragile petals, your fading tints 
Are but beautiful thoughts 
Of a soul that lived like you. 

-Marguerite Munsell. 
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Bobo 
( A Sequel to rr]ust Imagine") 

By VIRGINIA HORTON 

Bobo was bewildered. Such threats as "We'll wipe 'em 
out!", ''How they'll get slaughtered!" and ((They'll never 
know what hit them!" which arose from the crowd about 
the bonfire, fascinated the young man from Mars but made 
him feel a bit uncomfortable as well. He doubted the sagacity 
of making his presence known right then and decided to look 
on a while unnoticed. What was that funny head gear that 
rested on almost everyone's ears? Could it be possible that 
these people did not have such sensitive ears as his own 
people? One young man in the crowd even raised his hand 
to strike his companion-why , he did strike him, right on 
the ear! Bobo awaited the result of this horrible action 
breathlessly. The young man who had been struck merely 
laughed and seemed none the worse for his treatment. What 
queer people! Perhaps they were some modern Indian tribe 
holding a war dance. This seemed likely since most of them 
had the painted faces characteristic of Indians. After a snake 
dance had been engaged in, more shrieks had been issued, 
and the mob had begun to disperse, Bobo ventured to address 
one of the most harmless-appearing participants in the eve
ning's activities. He explained that he was from Mars, come 
to spend twenty-four hours on Earth, but without knowl
edge of his exact whereabouts. It was then he learned that he 
had come to the University of Wichita, that he had just wit
nessed a pep meeting-and that people on this planet do not 
have sensitive ears. 

The next morning he visited a so-called eight o'clock 
class. Why it was so called he could not understand, for at 
eight o'clock not more than ten students were present. The 
others dropped in ten or fifteen minutes later, or at their 
convenience. Bobo was sure that he had read that the class 
was one in ancient history, but no one else except the pro
fessor seemed aware of the fact. The students who were 
awake gazed blankly about the room as if they were trying 
to get their bearings. It seemed almost impossible to the 
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young man from Mars that these were the same people who 
had been so energetic and sure of themselves the night before. 

After an experience in a chemistry laboratory, Bobo 
emerged none the worse for his encounter with various and 
sundry scientific assets except for several holes in his coat 
and his nostrils filled with terrible odors. Outdoors again, 
he felt revived. As a bell rang, he noticed young men and 
women pour from the buildings and direct their steps to
ward a place he discovered to be the gymnasium. He could 
not at first decide why everyone gathered here. Then, seeing 
the students buying all kinds of food, he decided it must 
be a sort of lunch room. He soon changed his mind, how
ever, when the eating was discontinued and many of the 
students started studying. It must simply be a get-together 
room. Venturing to inquire of a student what it really was 
all about he learned that this was convocation and that the 
main part of the program was the speaker who was then 
talking. The visitor realized then that someone was talking. 
He had not noticed him before. Neither, apparently, had 
anyone else. It all seemed very informal, speech making to 
a group who ate and studied as they listened. 

. At th~ conclusion of this get-together, Bobo spent some 
time· strollmg about the campus. He entertained himself 
w~th trying to guess what the students meant by what they 
said. Much of the talk puzzled him. "Say, how zis?" ((That's 
a darb!" ttWhat a honey!" ttHe rates plenty!" And no one 
was offended if addressed in such a manner as ttHullo 
Dizzy!", «where ya going, Sap?", «Hel-lo, Beautiful!". H; 
heard numbers of people talk of going over to the "Dump". 
What attraction, he wondered, could a dump have for col
lege students? Then it occurred to him that this was proba
bly a place where so many of the men's riding contraptions 
were picked up. Another thing which puzzled him was the 
cool, careless way in which the girls spoke to handsome 
dashin~ young men and the way they gushed rapturous!; 
over big, broad shouldered, ungainly fellows in queer uni
forms. 

That evening as Bobo prepared to return to his own 
planet, he thanked his lucky stars that he was not compelled 
to spend more time among these people. They were amus-
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ing to visit-but to live with! He felt sure no stranger 
could ever become one of them; their language was too 
foreign, their customs too singular. It would be a relief, he 
thought, to get back to people who said what they meant and 
meant what they said. And so the young gentleman of 
Mars concluded his visit to the University of Wichita-con
tent with the feeling that he had been witnessing a strange 
play and was going back to a comprehensible land. 

If 
( Awarded first place in The Green 

Gazette Poetry Contest.) 

If I could paint and paint 
things as they are-

An evening glow, a sunset, 
or a star-

If I could take a palette and 
a brush, 

And paint a night embody
ing the hush 

That comes when twilight comes 
and all is still, 

And paint the darkness nor 
the brightness kill; 

If I could paint a baby's smile 
serene, 

Or paint the feys a-dancing 
on the green; 

If I could paint and paint things 
just the same 

As they appear, 'twould be my 
only aim 

To paint the beauty, let the sor
did be, 

And through my painting bless 
humanity. 

-Fern Worden. 
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Rain-in-the-Face 
By MARGARET JENNINGS 

"Rain - in - the - face" ( that 
age-old cognomen of some 
North American Indian, ficti
tious or otherwise) has always 
seemed like a kindred soul to 
me. I expect if I had started 
my career as a papoose instead 
of a mere "youngun" I might 
have been dubbed that rather 
dampish name. The fact that I 
wasn't has in no way prevented 
me from enjoying what his 
name signifies. 

Walking in the rain is a 
great delight to me. Here (for •---ta"Jllla the sake of keeping the family 

..., ____ ..- name clear of any lack of san-
L ityd) I pause bto mention

1 
-~ot 

--~ a ownpour ut a gent e ram. 
A rain that is soft and seems to 
caress one's face with smooth, 

B wrinkle-erasing :fingers. When-
ever I insist on walking in the 

rain instead of riding, my friends think that I have fallen on 
my head once too often in trying to stand on my hands. To 
walk in the rain is to chase all trouble away. The cool breeze 
blowing the rain in my face is only suggestive of pleasant 
thoughts. At other times, when I feel that the world and the 
hectic life it leads us is dreadfully hard, if I can go out and 
walk in my special rain, my spirits leap up by bounds to make 
all worldly cares seem trivial. Rain drops are such care-free 
things, any way one considers them. When they come into 
contact with one's face, they seem very playful and merry. 
This is especially true if they are wafted about on the tips 
of a mild breeze. 

Some people prefer to sink in the deepest chair by a 
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warm fire and read, but give me the outside where the rain, 
a high-spirited drizzle, is holding sway. Walking in this I can 
be happy, exuberantly so. The rain soothes my soul, literally 
causing my troubles to fade away and my spirits to soar on 
ethereal wings. The contentment it brings is that that only 
rain-in-the-face can bring. 

Me and Webster 
(Excerpts From Opinionated Essays) 

CHARLES SCHMIDT-Come, drink with me in the de
fense of the olden days; to the days when a man's word was 
his bond, which to question was to insult; to the days when a 
man's manhood could be asserted in deeds of valor, and was 
not confined within him to shrink, to dwindle, and finally 
to die. 

VIRGINIA HoRTON-Gum chewing is an occupation 
worthy of the most elite and intelligent. No basket ball game 
can be enjoyed without it. Every student should have it and 
chew it to facilitate him in exams, lectures, classrooms, 
nerves and the art of being a gentleman. 

CAROL BRYAN-Poetry is .. the bunk". I can see but 
one use for poetry-it makes excellent kindling on cold 
mornings. With this exception poetry is of absolutely no 
use to the world; is a sign of a degree of insanity on the part 
of the poet and is the cause of a degree of insanity on my 
part. With these truths boldly staring her in the face, why 
will a teacher say sweetly, .. And who is your favorite poet?" 

J. H. MESSICK-I believe that this is a pretty good world, 
and that success or failure is only incidental, considering the 
extreme shortness of its span. Happiness may be sought, 
and even found and held, but only for a short while. I be
lieve in living for the present, and enjoying it. I'll promise 
myself to smile now and then, and above all, be ready to 
laugh. 

ESTHER MYERs-There are several kinds of dates, .. blind 
dates," .. double-dates," and common dates. If a girl doesn't 
have dates she worries, and if she has them she also has 
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worries. For each date there is a certain required ordeal to 
go through, but what a lot of worry one would miss if it 
weren't for dates. 

MA!GAR~T WILKINSON-'Take off your shoe and enjoy 
t~e fun, whispered my brother. Shoes are my greatest dif
ficulty. I long for slender, dainty pumps with French heels, 
and a number of tragic experiences have failed to cure me. 
Hope vanishes all my former troubles and bids me look for
ward with renewed eagerness to my next visit to the booterie. 

RACHEL MADDUX-Theodore Dreiser is human. You 
do not only see a scene this author describes; you taste it 
smell it. The writings of other authors in the same :field 
often cry out, .. I am unusual; I am strange!" Dreiser's works 
only say to you, .. I am human; I am real!" 

GARNER SHRIVER-For years I had the opinion that golf 
was an old man's game. It is now distinctively a young man's 
game. Today everybody plays-the butcher the baker and 
the candlestick maker. ' ' 

LOIS GREEN-When I was a child, I thought that college 
was a heaven of wealthy students who either went to classes 
or to shows as they liked; where no attendance was checked· 
where no attention had to be paid to teachers and where les~ 
sons could be prepared if one could conveniently do so. 

EARLINE MILLER-I think women are shallow fickle 
inconsistent, lacking moral courage and strength of 'charac~ 
ter, selfish, deceitful, and good only to look upon. Most 
women are wanting the moral courage to rise above these 
natural tendencies of her sex, in general. How fortunate it 
is for mankind that there are exceptions to all such generali
zations! 

HENRY HELGERSON-It is not with biased preference 
~h~t I have chosen Robert E. Lee as the subject of my eulogy; 
1~ 1s because I have a personal feeling of profound admira
t10n for Robert E. Lee. A leader with unlimited strategy 
and courage, Lee was fighting faithful to his convictions. 

EVERETT Roy-If college does not teach us to live bet
ter, to co-operate with our fellowmen, and last, to teach us 
ho~ to help ourselves, we do not have the right conception 
of 1t. In my estimation, if a student does not get at least 
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some of the spirit of the things about him, he has failed to 
get the true meaning of college. 

Susrn WYCKOFF-Some time in early January we open 
the masterpiece of some exaggerator-the seed catalogue. 
Immediately we are enticed by its lure; winter has turned 
into spring; and we are in the rosy dawn of sure success. This 
allurement seems to be an inborn instinct, some racial one, 
perhaps, developed when all people were agriculturists. And 
now the men who plan seed catalogues are psychologists! 

CuvE WHITTAKER-You see (meaning, comprehend), 
parentheses have three golden uses. The first is to make a 
thing ( theme, story, history, etc.) more easily understood. 
Secondly, it is a use employed by lawyers to make anything 
more complicated. The third is used for humor, (or pathos) 
which is accomplished by sticking ( to place, put or insert) 
into the main body of the composition anything wished. 

EUGENE MYERs-«What this country needs is ..... " It 
is surprising what all this country does need. The necessities 
range all the way from a good five cent cigar to the subdi
vision of Texas into city lots. If any one of these things 
were to happen, all the problems of the country would be 
solved, according to the complainers. 

ROBERT SHIPLEY-"Why is an earthworm?" has been 
a much discussed question. Several sources failing to give 
adequate relief to a harried brain, a book of Hebrew proverbs 
furnished the clue to this long considered never to be solved 
question, "A wise man may be unable to answer a fool's 
questions." 

Eo BLoss-1 think that student self-government is a 
huge success and should be used in all large schools. Because 
it puts ·a student on his honor, teaches him a sense of respon
sibility, and develops leadership, it accomplishes great things 
for students. 

HARVEY PICKENS-Sleep plays an important part in our 
lives, but we little realize that we spend approximately one
third of our lives in sleeping. Many factors contribute to 
the enjoyment of sleep but if these are lacking it may be 
enjoyed under diverse conditions. A good educational sleep 
may be snatched between applauses during convocation. 

The GREEN GAZETTE I5 

- What! No Ovaltine? 
By MARJORIE MORRISON 

I walked dejectedly down the long, dark hall. It was 
strange and unreal, yet vaguely familiar. Mmmm, where 
had I seen this before? It was such a beautiful cathedral, and 
so large. Everywhere there were people, listening to music. 
Oh, yes, music. I looked up at the massive, round dome over 
me. Crack, crash, crash. 

«Help, help!" I screamed. How silly, I wasn't even 
scratched. All the people had disappeared, but hundreds and 
thousands of tiny men, no, they were sort of brownie-like 
creatures, were clambering out of and over and about the 
ruins. That cocky one over there on the edge of the counter 
ought to be slapped. Why didn't they hurry away? Ugh, 
they give me the creeps. And all of them are trying on hats, 
hats, hats, ..... . 

What a beautiful millinery store, I thought. And here 
was Mrs. John Harland-Tucker coming in the door. Imme
diately, three very urgent tasks appeared and three very duti
ful sales girls disappeared to perform them. I was· left alone 
to wait on the customer. Puzzled, I stepped forward. 

«May I show you some of our hats, madam?" 
''Certainly not, I came in here to look at red flannels!" 

snapped Mrs. John Harland-Tucker. 
I gasped, but soon recovered my poise and asked, "What 

type of hat would you like to see?" 
"A spring hat to wear with my new fur coat." 
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"And what color, madam?" 
"What color? How do I know? · That's your business. 

What do you think you are here for? I want a hat that will 
make me look young and slender, and if you won't sell it to 
me, I'll go where they will. My son's coming home to-day, 
and I want to look nice for him." 

I looked doubtfully at Mrs. John Harland-Tucker's 
"perfect 46" and, inwardly revolting but outwardly solici
tous, started to look for the magic hat that was to make the 
lady look young and slender. She tried on blue, green, black, 
purple, brown, red, gray, and gold hats. She tried on hats 
with large brims, small brims, no brims. She tried on fancy 
hats, plain hats, lovely hats, and just hats. Finally, Mrs. John 
Harland-Tucker picked out the most impossible of them all 
and set it rakishly on her head. 

((There now, don't you think that's cute?" 
(These grandmothers who try to talk like their sixteen

year-old granddaughters!" I thought disgustedly. Then I 
took a quick breath and announced in a booming voice, "No, 
Mrs. Tucker, I don't. It is the wrong style for you, and the 
color is most unbecoming. This little blue and gray model 
or this black one would be the only hats I would really care 
to sell you." My nerve deserted me, and I stood horrified at 
what I had said. 

Mrs. John Harland-Tucker looked first amazed, then 
angry, then grudgingly admiringly, then .... 

Out of a huge hole in the ground I had risen and was 
looking about me. For millions of miles there was nothing 
but bare, flat surface. Not a tree or a shrub or a person to 
be seen. Why was I so insignificant? This brightly-colored 
marble was so hard for us little folks to bury, and I just know 
we'll never,. never, never, never get a hole big enough to 
put it in. Dig, dig, dig. Work, work, work. 

What was this alarm clock doing in the middle of a 
place like this? Nothing to be seen so far as one could look 
in the whole vast area except some sort of soft, billowing 
ground. Thousands of tiny people like myself were strug
gling with the minute hand. Who said time goes fast? Oh, 
it's so hard, and we've got to do it. That minute hand must 
be moved from that gigantic straight figure to the "2". 
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Tra-la, tra-la. Fairies dancing about over the smooth table 
tops. No, it was a counter. "2." Two what? Well, it 
doesn't matter. Why, Mrs. What-was-her-name's hats. Two 
of them. I was going to her house for dinner, wasn't I, but 
now I'm so tired. 

What happened to those three ·salesgirls? I've got to 
find them, but I won't so long as I sit here on this little green, 
three-legged stool at the top of the stairway. Funny! How 
did mother's little stool get here? Must go on, but I'm so 
tired. Suddenly one of the legs broke off the stool, and I fell 
down, 

down, 
down, 

down. My throat grew tight. I tried 
to call but couldn't. I clutched frantically at the space 
through which I was falling. I heard the little green stool 
hit each step, bump, bump, bump, bump. Terrified, I 
strained and tried to lift myself up so that I would not hit. 

Suddenly, I seemed to stop falling. Why, I wasn't fall
mg. I was clinging frantically to the good old bed post. 

The 
Sound 
of the 
Sea 

(Awarded 
Second 
Honorable 
Mention) 

~ 

He was down by the ocean blue; 
The tide was in, and he felt quite free 
Of sorrow and care, and the only sound 
Was the echoing roar of the rising sea. 

He saw her, high on the bare, white cliff
.Alone. He thought, "Would she were with me." 
So he mounted the cliff; they met and talked 
And listened together to the sound of the sea. 

Another day when the tide was out, 
They came there again and he made his plea. 
She answered him low, "Yes, here let us live 
Forever, near to the sound of the sea." 

Then they were wed, and built a house 
Of air, light, mist, in the highest glee. 
The gull and her lover the soft south wind 
On their cliff hear .ever the sound of the sea. 

·~arolBryan. 
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Dog Days 
By CHARLES ELLIS 

Teddy was a Spitz, and for some reason the neighbors 
didn't show the proper appreciation for a beast of his lineage. 
As was the case with all his brethren who succeeded him, my 
brother and I were especially fond of him. Winnie, the fair 
youngster who was one of our best friends, became our bit
terest enemy for almost a whole week after she caused Teddy · 
to be taken away. You see, Winnie passed our house twice 
each day on her way to get the milk, and the dog, who would 
hardly consent to harm even his own fleas, barked at Miss 
Winifred in a most frightful manner. He only wanted to 
play, but because "Win" wasn't well versed in the charac
teristics of dogdom, she would make a wide detour in order 
to avoid encountering poor, innocent Teddy. Eventually, 
my doting male parent, in order to keep peace in the neigh
borhood, caused our pet to be taken away to a new home. 

Next came fat little Jack. Jack would have become a 
dandy bulldog, quite :fierce looking and sort-of-dumpy-like, 
you know. I say "would have become" because Jack had 
been with us only two weeks when he decided to take an 
extended stroll in various and sundry directions away from 
his new surroundings. 

Then there was Beans, so-named because of her perfectly 
astounding color scheme which was made up of hues vary
ing from that of a navy bean to that of a baked bean. I'll 
never forget how elegant Beansy looked on the day that we 
presented our biggest show. We gave a parade, and Beansy, 
arrayed in a luscious-looking red ribbon, headed the proces
sion; that is, she headed it when she could. Oftentimes her 
dainty forepaws became entangled in the folds of silk, and 
the parade would be halted. When necessary repairs such as 
hoisting the ribbons once more over Beans' head to a well
protected region between her two ears, had been made, the 
line moved gaily forward. 

Came the day when seven more dogs entered our lives. 
Beans' puppies were named Lady Lou, Billy, Bobby, Negri, 
Queen Nix, Mamie, and Beans II. Joe, my brother, and I 
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thought that the uttermost in things wonderful was having 
eight dogs of our very own. Parents, though, don't usually 
think as their offsprings do. Surmounting such obstinate 
obstacles as Joe and me, the two heads of the house eventually 
got rid of Beans and all the pups but one. And therein lies 
another tale. 

Billy was very handsome. His background was brown, 
set off by four paws and an eye as white as an Albino's hair. 
All during the day Billy would rest, and when the time would 
come for Joe and me to be returning from school, Billy would 
be watching. On espying us down the street, he came in great 
haste and with much unnecessary noise. And then the fun 
began. 

During the two years that Billy was with us he was 
always willing to take active part in any game, show, feast, 
or adventure that we might be indulging in. On the night 
before we moved to Coffeyville, however, Billy got in a battle. 
royal with numerous other canines residing in the neighbor
hood. The next day he died. With due impressiveness, we 
buried him under the plum tree in the back yard. 

We had no "steady" dog in the two years after we 
moved to Java Town. Of course there were hounds of sorts 
that came and went unhindered, but when Boy came, he 
was our dog. He still is. 

Half a foot long-that's how big Master Boy was when 
Aunt Flora and Uncle Charlie brought him to us. He is 
white with occasional brown spots; he delights in the fact 
that one's nose can push the back door screen in easily and 
that it is equally as simple to push out the front door screen; 
and he does tricks. My mother is responsible for Boy's edu
cation, such as it is. With little more encouragement than 
ten minutes coaxing and an extravagant-looking bone, our 
dog will speak ( sot to voce or forte) or roll over (left side 
only). He barks at newsboys until they won't even come 
near enough to leave the daily tabloid, which is very enlight
ening for us, you know; and he en joys nothing better than a 
snooze in a freshly-cleaned car seat. Taken once in a while, 
Boy is all right to have around, and even though he is a 
frightful nuisance at times, we hope to have to put up with 
him for several years more. 
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Word Portraits 
(The following are sketches about the people whose names accompany 

them, compiled by Marjorie Jones from classroom material) 

FIFTEEN RAHS FOR THE VIKINGS. 

At the last sound of the last bell, a perfect male specimen 
of the Nordic race slips quietly into the classroom. This 
individual is making his weekly visit to class. His faultless 
hair dress and immaculate being show no signs of a muddy 
football field, but his sound physique does. He is a man of 
few. words. He seems as calm and serene in the face of any 
classroom catastrophe as his Viking ancestors might have 
been in a storm at sea. A slow, easy, southern drawl sets him 
apart from the rush and hurry of flat Yankee speech. His 
silver hair makes no halo around his head, but he is not a bad 
sort for all that. 

-Ray Beeman. 

ANOTHER JOHN ALDEN. 

He has been my best friend since the tender age of seven 
although he has grown a little since then. Now he stands 
just over six feet in his socks, and he is constructed propor
tionately-from his wide shoulders through his hips, just 
narrow enough, down his long legs to his big, almost flat feet. 
He is one of those long, gangling fellows who looks as though 
he would be more at ease in homespun than in a correctly 
fitted suit. I have no doubt Bob would feel more at home in 
that time-honored material, for he would not have to worry 
about whether or not it were pressed, although he seems to 
do but little worrying along those lines anyway. His mental 
and physical powers follow the homespun lines, too. He is 
much better at driving a hard right to the jaw than he is in 
taking part in polite drawing-room conversation. 

According to some of the ladies of our mutual acquaint
ance, he has plenty of .. it". Perhaps so. If a carefully con
cealed wit and a casual brass-bound nerve constitute "it", I 
agree. But for all his attraction for the ladies, for which I 
suppose I envy him, he is my truest friend. 

-Bob Soller. 
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HERSELF BY HERSELF 
People look twice at her when they pass her, but it is not 

because she is pretty, or has a graceful, elfin-like walk, nor is 
it because of a radiating personality. The fact is that she is a 
tall gawky girl with a walk like an elephant. That alone is 
enough to cause people to look twice, but when you add to 
it the fact that she is usually telling would-be funny stories 
and emitting loud guffaws at frequent intervals, one has not 
the slightest doubt but what she is gaped at in wonder. 

She is a rather shady character. I mean that she has dark 
circles under her eyes (not painted there). She has a dark 
complexion and has green eyes. But the eyes do not matter 
so much now for people have got out of the habit of gazing 
wistfully into soulful eyes. 

When she is not talking, she is gazing off into space with 
unseeing eyes. To watch her one would think that she was 
concentrating on some problem of great importance to the 
world, but when 1-1 mean she-finally comes down to earth 
with some such remark as .. Why are all the windows up, I'm 
cold," you get an idea of what a queer person she really is. 

-Gretchen King. 

PAGE LADY ASTOR 
If she is tall for a girl, her carriage will make one look 

twice. If her nose does turn up at the end, it only emphasizes 
the golden glint in her eyes. Her hair is never ruffled, her 
poise never shattered. 

She fights with her sisters, studies for her tests, and grum
bles about her lessons just like anyone else, but it all seems 
different, more interesting, when she does it. She loves to 
laugh and have a good time, but she can be serious or even 
very dignified if the occasion demands. Her manners are 
perfect, but never forced. Physically, she probably is not beau
tiful, but any of her friends would say she is. If a smooth olive 
skin, expressive dark eyes, an easy smile, and dark level eye
brows in a round face make beauty, she has it. 

-Esther Myers. 

PETER PAN VS. HART SHAFFNER AND MARX 

I do not want to write a eulogy of my Frosh . . Conceited? 
Maybe. Snobbish? Perhaps. Being only an onlooker, I do not 
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know. But I like the merry twinkle in his eyes and the way 
his ears get red. He looks as if he could enjoy a sunset and be 
a good dancer, too, as if he could make a speech or talk to a 
frail old lady, a bit of the world and a bit out of it. A slender, 
sophisticated pipe would fit him and a cane, but never a fat 
cigar. He would make a wonderful gentleman crook. If he 
had lived in the middle ages he would have been a Knight, 
because it was the thing to do. He probably would have lost 
the jousts, but he would have been terribly handsome sitting 
straight and unafraid on his horse with some lady's sleeve 
waving from his helmet. I would like to see him write a book 
or go :fishing, but being only an ordinary boy he probably plays 
football in the street and has to hunt for his collar button. 

-Herbert Lindsley. 

JUST LIKE IN ASTOR Y-BOOK 

I do not know whether she is a heroine or a villainess. 
She might be either, but she would never be uothers in the 
cast were . . " She looks distinguished; her hair might belong 
to the enchanted princess of a fairy tale. She wears clothes 
that accentuate her type, classical, yet sophisticated; maybe 
she is a little vain. She writes short stories and novels because 
she gets unusual impressions and expresses them well. The 
same thing comes out in her speech. 

She likes white candles, realistic literature, and fires, and 
her dresser drawers are messy. 

-Rachel Maddux. 

FRIEND 

The boy I am endeavoring to describe is my best friend. He 
is about :five feet eleven inches tall and has brown wavy hair. 
Of course these factors are not very distinctive, but they are 
exceedingly important items in his description. He talks in 
a deep voice, and has a tendency to be rather formal. 

My friend has that most essential ingredient of a likeable 
character-a charming personality. He is well-bred, well
mannered, and well informed. He will go far out of his way 
to help a friend, and treats the person whom he dislikes with 
the same courtesy he would show his mother. He not only 
works down town until late in the evening, but studies until 
the wee hours of the morning to keep up his school work. He 
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is starting back to school at the age when most fellows his age 
have graduated. He has made his home my home since the 
death of my mother and has proved himself one of those scarci
ties of life-a real friend. 

-Charles Bowland. 

THE IRISH WIN AGAIN 

Medium height, blue eyes, the curliest of dark brown 
hair, and a pleasing smile make up the physical characteristics 
of this charming girl. She usually has a sweet disposition but 
has been known at times to boil over in a most naughty way. 
Undoubtedly she is spoiled, but her friends do not seem to 
mind it. They usually laugh and let it pass. 

She is generosity personified; very considerate, and can 
always be counted upon as a friend. She forms her opinions 
and stays by them. 

-Margaret Myers. 

M. NEFF 

A valiant little figure, somehow alone, walking straight 
and sure over the campus. A pair of interested, deep-set gray 
eyes, understanding even the most intricate problems of the 
classroom. A brilliant, rather satirical wit cropping out in 
unexpected places. A friendship including the most studious 
professor, the most social sorority girl, and the yellowest pup 
on the campus. A gentle, almost humble, manner covering 
what will probably be genius. 

-Mary Neff. 

CHARM 

She will wear well, this cub reporter. A character as firm 
as old Mother Earth sets her apart from the flippant flappers 
you meet every day. No quick-sand traps where you lose your 
balance and wonder what you had better do next. A little 
hard to know. A bit . too contained to mix easily. She walks 
as tall and dignified as a stately pine tree, with a self-possession 
and poise that is part of her. She is a serious thinker, but does 
not think always. Loves to laugh, but does not laugh just for 
laughing. She is a good sport, a fine athlete, a ustraight
shooter." 

-Margaret Jennings. 
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BUBBLES 

He was put on the earth to laugh, I believe. When he 
smiles, you grin, when he grins, you laugh, but if he laughs 
and his shoulders start shaking like jelly or Santa Claus, it is 
time to leave because you can never hope to keep up with him. 
He always is in a hurry. He bounces across the campus with 
a typewriter swinging along somewhere, a rapt look on his 
face, and something in mind. He dances beautifully, sings 
tenor, and plays "Go Home and Tell Your Mother" without 
help on the piano. -Charles Ellis. ,.........__.., 

A Love Poet's Lament 
What is a poet of life and love 

Really supposed to do? 
For "love" there are but :five rhyme words. 

Shouldn't that make him blue? 

Of these fair words, the :first, "above", 
Has very few uses, you see. 

To connect above with his dear love 
Is trite and can not be. 

And then comes "dove" to rhyme with love. 
Can she a dove be, too? 

To make your love look like a dove 
Would make a pigeon of you. 

And so to "of", a preposition, 
With which to end his line. 

What good be this for indication 
Of sentiment divine? 

And then to ((shove"! What good is it? 
It is too odd for use. 

And ((glove", the :fifth and last to rhyme, 
Is just one more abuse. 

And so I say to lovers all, 
Rhyme-words for love are few, 

So get a word that ends in t(-ing" 
Or t(-tion" or "-ly" or t(-oo". 

-Charles Whittaker. 
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The Private from Company A 
By MARY NEFF 

Pete Surprise is my room-mate, and he graduated from 
Anthony High School in 1930-without honors, except that 
he took the cousin of the football captain to the senior ban
quet. He came to Wichita U. because his brother played on 
the basketball team here in 1919, and he enrolled in the college 
of business at the same time I did. 

That was how I met him. The :first glimpse I got of him 
he was bending over one of those huge enrollment blanks in 
the gym annex-just an ordinary looking fellow, rather short 
with a dark blue suit on and straight red hair. The next min~ 
ute he turned around and grinned, and then I saw Pete with 
his good-natured freckles and his big clumsy hands a~d his 
friendly blue eyes, that had a little private smile all to them
selves. And all the time his grin just grew and grew. 

We shined up to each other in a minute, and it wasn't long 
before we decided to room together in the place I had been 
looking over down on South Grove. 

He took me into his confidence unreservedly for the :first 
time that night, telling me how he had always had just one 
wish: to get into the limelight-honorably, of course-so that 
reople,. if even for a moment, would look at him and say, 
Who 1s that fellow? I'd like to know him." 

But don't get me wrong. Pete wasn't conceited. How 
could he be? He wasn't an athlete; he couldn't sing or play; 
he wasn't much of a dancer; he couldn't speak in public; and 
he never had had the luck to be elected to any office. He was 
bright enough, of course, but he never would set any rivers 
on :fire. And he was short. He knew all this as well as anyone, 
and because of it he had an inferiority complex as long as 
your arm. 

~e half-comprehended that something must happen 
soon 1f he were to escape complete ruin, for from the middle 
of October he began to have but one desire. 

In the early fall Pete had enlisted in the R.O.T.C., mostly, 
I guess, for the sake of wearing the uniform. I'm not an army 
man myself-couldn't afford the $40 for the suit-and there-
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fore, I suppose, can't quite understand just what the drilling 
did to Pete. Anyway, he soon grew to look forward to that 
hour on Tuesdays and Thursdays, even though his ardor was 
a little cooled by being placed in the rear rank of C Company. 
And when Jayne Schrader was chosen honorary colonel, the 
flowing tide of Pete's love for the army had reached such a 
high mark that when Colonel Jayne (as he called her) made 
her first appearance in the Homecoming Parade, Pete resolved 
then and there that what he wanted most in the world was a 
smile and a word of commendation from her as his highest 
officer and symbol of what the army stood for. 

To Pete's bitter disappointment he hadn't been asked to 
join a frat. Personally, I don't feel it makes much difference. 
I'm not a member myself, and haven't any desire to be. If 
you want to belong, that's all right. They're a fine thing in 
their way. But as for the idea that all barbs are barbs because 
they had to be, that's the bunk. I know a fellow-and so do 
you, I think; he's a crack piano player-who has a standing 
invitation to j_oin three fraternities, and he's still a barb. 

Anyway, Pete hadn't been rushed. For this reason the soror
ities fought shy of him too for a while, but along about the 
end of Indian Summer he began to rate a little better. The 
Delta O's and the Alpha Taus both asked him to stag it at 
their informals. Prof. Harbison asked him to try out for 
debate. And above all, he was transferred to A Company of 
the unit. 

Then at the Military Ball, the 21st of November, some
thing happened that seemed to precipitate a whole string of 
bad luck. During the review that took place in the intermis
sion, just as Pete passed Colonel Jayne in the midst of the 
brethren of Scabbard and Blade, she sent a smile in his direc
tion. He spent the rest of the evening in a rozy haze. To think 
that the highest officer of the army he so loved would smile at 
him! But just as the ball was over he happened to hear two 
cadets talking, the first of them joshing the other on his drag 
with the colonel. The second was the sergeant who had 
marched next to him in the review, and he was a special 
friend of one of Colonel Jayne's sorority sisters, Pete realized 
miserably. So the smile hadn't been for him after all. 

This episode kept Pete glum or nearly three weeks. And, 
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as if that weren't enough, when the barbs held their election 
for Kodak Man, after the convocation when the debate awards 
were presented and Tom Croft and Lois McIntire made 
speeches, Pete was nominated. (By me.) And Amy Ruth 
Mahin, the chairman, forgot to call for his votes! Of course, 
Merrill Bosworth had the election cinched-it was just about 
unanimous-but I could see that it hurt Pete. 

Even from that he might have recovered, if it hadn't been 
for an awful break the next day, Thursday, the 10th or 11th of 
December. That was the first parade of the corps in which 
Captain Anita Brown and her girls' army had drilled with 
the unit, and everybody wanted, of course, to make a good 
impression. But the same thing happened again that had 
fooled Pete before. The colonel grinned at the sergeant, and 
Pete, thinking it was for him, went along beautifully with his 
company. But when it came time to execute column left 
toward the west, Pete never heard the order and went right 
along toward the scoreboard until Sergeant Joe Klepper 
brought him to himself in seasoned army style. 

That nearly finished Pete. But what was worse, that 
noon he and I went down to the Bucket for a sandwich only 
to find Bill Townsend, who had been standing beside the 
colonel and seen the whole thing, telling all about it to Alberta 
Bainbridge and Margaret Jennings and Charlie Ellis and some 
more. The way he was telling it was chokingly funny, and I'd 
have given anything to stay and hear, but I had to get Pete 
out of there. 

And just as we shut the door we heard Bill give as a part
ing shot, "Pete Surprise! Oh, wotta Surprise!" 

Well, Pete went into the blackest mood I ever saw a 
mortal have. For days he only spoke when he was spoken to, 
and then in the shortest possible words. And the episode at 
the French Club banquet the next week didn't help matters 
any either. Pete was sitting next to Miss Downing and she 
asked him for the salt: "Passez-moi le sel." 

He didn't hear her, and some second year student said to 
him, "Qu'est ce que vous etes sourd, ou etes-vous seulement 
muet?" (Which means, as near as I can find out, ttAre you 
deaf, mister, or are you only dumb?") 

Of course, that brought a laugh, for banter like that is 
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what French Club banquets encourage. But Pete turned red, 
and then white, for right across the table was Colonel Jayne 
(she is Miss Downing's grader, you know) and she was chuck
ling with the rest. 

After that night Pete seemed to lose interest in every
thing-even in his army. There were days when he never 
spoke a word to me, and I finally began to take care of him 
silently, as you would a'sick animal. 

Even the announcement in the chapel before the Christ
mas holidays of the National Defense Day ceremonies, which 
were to be held January 28, failed to arouse him. This cele
bration, begun originally in 1922, had been discontinued now 
for seven years, but it was this year to be started again as a 
bigger and better affair. The R.O.T.C., the girls' army, and 
the drum corps were to take part in the big parade, of course, 
and the feature of Wichita University's showing was to be 
Colonel Jayne in her army blues. Both papers began printing 
her picture and feature stories about her in almost every issue, 
and it was estimated that 80,000 people would crowd the line 
of march to see the parade, a good share of them to be there 
solely for the purpose of catching a glimpse of Colonel Jayne. 

All the military units of Wichita U. spent extra hours 
practicing formations. Captain Anita Brown and her army 
heard, "Form whingding! Form double inverted triangles; 
to the rear march, to the rear march, halt, forward!" 
in their sleep every night. And more than one of the army 
boys woke up in the small hours trying to port arms with the 
bed-post. 

The morning of Defense Day, the 28th, was clear and 
quite warm for January. I stayed in bed later than usual to 
enjoy the weather, but it seemed to inspire Pete, for he got up 
earlier than ever before and announced his intention of walk
ing to school. And, turning at the door to say he would meet 
me at 10 in the Y.M. room, off he went. 

Well, at 10 I was in the Y.M. room. No Pete. After a 
minute I went out and leaned over the railing around Lover's 
Leap to see if he might be down below. He wasn't, but Frank 
Salisbury and Glenn Carmichael were out there in full regi
mentals talking a blue streak, and every once in a while I'd 
catch the word "Jayne." I've never seen Salisbury so worried, 
and Carmichael was just frantic. 
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I ran downstairs. Right in front of the Y.W. room was 
a little knot of Alpha Taus-Mary Elizabeth De La Mater, 
Glorine Gosch, Elizabeth Hunt, Osythe Dearsmith, and Doris 
Bainbridge-with all their heads together; and a few of the 
more favored and ambitious pledges were hanging around on 
the fringes listening to the adult counsels. Nearby, Thora 
Nuckolls, Claudine Downing, Raezella Klepper, and Eleanor 
Essex were talking as fast as they could go all at once. And 
between the trophy cases were Ruth Burney, Dru Reichard, 
Dorothea Scott, Charlotte Lee, Gerry Hammond, and Betty 
Weaver, all listening raptly to an opinion from Harold Foght. 
Clayton Walton, Oliver Witterman, George Squibb, and 
Stuart Buck were standing at the foot of the stairs, all look
ing savage and gesticulating wildly; while Helen Hill, Bob 
Israel, and Ernest Black a little distance away were managing 
to make fun of them and look worried at the same time. Other 
little groups were scattered around the hall. I noticed that 
everyone seemed under great excitement, and there was not 
a single smile in that whole crowd. 

Just then I bumped into Wayne Templeton and asked 
him what on earth was wrong. I was beginning to get worried 
about Pete. He never had missed an appointment before. 

"The colonel is gone!" Wayne said. "Nobody knows 
where she is. The parade is in an hour, and it'll give the school 
an awful black eye if she doesn't drill after all this publicity. 
Major Price and Captain Rutledge are both worried sick." 

Well, of course that was too bad. I was very sorry about 
it, but I was worried about Pete. I met Will Price, who is in 
both of his first classes, and found that Pete hadn't been to 
either of them. 

We went over to convocation together. All the way we 
met little serious groups of people who were discussing all 
possible theories of what could have happened to the colonel. 
When we got there, Ruth Granner, in the center of a whole 
mob in the doorway, was recounting what she knew about 
Colonel Jayne's disappearance. 

"The last I saw of her," Ruth was saying, "she was in 
front of the Alpha Tau house about ten minutes before eight. 
She told me that she had lost one of the diamonds off her epau
let the day before, and was now going down on Hillside to see 
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if she had dropped it there while she was waiting for the bus 
yesterday to go downtown. When I saw her last she was down 
at the end of the long walk, and a car . . . . . I believe . . . . 
was slowing down in front of her." 

The group broke up buzzing excitedly. Here was a new 
lead! Will and I went on in and·sat down. I was more than 
ever worried. Where on earth was Pete? By this time the audi
torium was nearly full, with a little crowd filling the north 
door. Just as the chairman got up to call the meeting to order 
there came a little flurry in that crowd, and with one accord 
everybody in the auditorium jumped to his feet and cheered, 
for in the center of the flurry were Pete and Colonel Jayne. 

As the school subsequently found out, the car Ruth 
Granner had seen had been filled with boys from downtown
pacifists they were-who were ori fire with indignation that 
such a sinful demonstration should go on, and who also had a 
grudge against the University and wanted to harm it any time 
they could. They had stopped by the colonel just as she found 
her diamond, seized her, and put her into the auto. Frightened 
as she was, she noticed automatically a cadet walking a little 
ahead of the car. When they passed him, she noticed again 
that he didn't appear in the driver's mirror but thought noth
ing more of it. Her captors drove her to the slum district on 
North Mosley, where they furtively broke into a vacant shed, 
bound her, and locked her up inside it. 

As Pete told me that night, he was the cadet Colonel 
Jayne had seen and when he had glimpsed her in the car he 
had caught on to the spare tire and gone along. He dropped 
off and hid when they reached the shack, and when they left 
he had broken a window to let the colonel out. As soon as she 
was at liberty they had walked down to 13th and taken a bus 
back to college (with the colonel paying her own fare, to 
Pete's great mortification, like a true soldier.) 

Well, the colonel having returned, the whole school 
formed into a parade of its own and went downtown to cele
brate. Half an hour later, in the Defense Day parade, as the 
R.O.T.C. swung by the reviewing stand before their officers, 
Colonel Jayne snapped to salute. And the private from Com
pany A straightened up under his rifle, for the honorary 
:olonel smiled on him. 
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Barbed Wire 
By FRANK KRusKE 

"Pile out, youse kiwis!" shouted the driver of the motor 
lorry at the two dust-covered mechanics in the rear of the 
truck. 

"O. K.!" piped up a lean American called Jasper by his 
pals but many others things by the officers at the front be
cause of his exceeding stupidity. 

His buddy was one Ernie Boggs, short and amiable. Both 
had been ordered to serve, during the war, at Vandercourt in 
France as mechanics, not pilots. Both had failed in training 
school. 

An officer met them and his face lit up in recognition of 
the pair. 

"Well, well, if it ain't the Wright brothers!" he ob
served with heavy sarcasm. "Now our ships will get some 
service. Get in that shed and go to work. You were flops 
around the training· school, but in this man's army you'll 
work." 

The next day, Jasper and Ernie were awakened by the 
drone of motors as five Fokkers came darting over the field. 
The whole squadron was out on a dawn patrol, and these 
planes of Germany were starting to "lay eggs" or throw 
bombs. 

Jasper ran to the hangars like one possessed and spun 
the ''prop" of a left-over Spad. With a Comanche yell, 
Ernie galloped after him, screaming at the top of his voice, 
"Hey, you knot-head, get outa there before the Heinies blow 
your ears off!" 

"Gimme a hand," Jasper howled back. 
With a hurried sigh, Ernie spun the "prop" and Jasper 

took off. To Ernie's horror, the landing gear of the plane 
hooked a tankled mass of barbed wire and up it went, its 
numerous strands dangling about in the air below the speed
ing plane. 

"Oh," moaned Ernie, "he hasn't a Chinaman's chance!" 
Jasper sent his plane darting up and over one of the 

Fokkers, and to his delight he saw one of the strands of wire 
entangle in its propellor. One down. Whipping into a wing-
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over, he next found himself ripping the tail of another plane 
and on dropping nearer the heinie, he heard the wire tear 
through the tail assembly, totally disabling it. 

((Whoops!" Jasper shouted, but alas, too soon. A spatter 
of Boche slugs came through the fuselage of the Spad, and 
a numbness crept over his leg. Try as he would he could not 
work the tail rudder. Down he hurtled in a terrific spin, 
while the Fokkers took themselves home. 

The major, watching from the ground below, groaned. 
"Oh, Lord," he exclaimed, "let that kid live so I can adopt 
him. He's the nerviest thing alive." 

Miraculously, Jasper's plane leveled off and smashed 
into a stone wall. The force of the impact sent the pilot 
sprawling on the ground on the other side of the wall. Some
how, he managed to pull off his goggles, and then he lay still, 
muttering, "I don't crave to fly for quite a while yet." 

It was there that the major and Ernie found him, and 
the gruff officer, as he picked him up and carried him back 
to the :field, assured him, "You're the only wide-awake man 
in this outfit. We'll be able to use you." 

Compassion 
(First 
Honorable 
Mention) 

There trembled a rose in winter. 
A little, half frozen rose, 
Lured by the transient sunshine, 
Strick en by sudden snows. 
It lifted its head in the garden 
Fainting and sick and fair, 
Wafting its dying fragrance 
Into the bitter air. 

Nobody paused to praise it, 
Pity they would not waste. 
It died in the quiet morning, 
Lonely, pure, and chaste. 
Only a rose in winter, 
A little, neglected rose, 
Lured by the mocking sunshine, 
Killed by the early snows. 

-Lena Wolley 
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