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FOREWORD 

It is the pllrpose of this pllblication to acquaint 
the /acuity and student body of Wichita University 
with the work of the Freshman Rhetoric classes 
of the English department. 

The best themes from the standpoint of interest 
and composition were selected for this magaz,ine. 
lt is the hope of the editorial slaff that The Green 
Gazelle will prove to be at once entertaining and 
valuable to its readers, 

-The Editorial Staff. 
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It All Comes Out In The Hash 
WALLACE T ALBOTT 

My prowess as a hunter has never been wide-sung but I 
have always brought home the bacon, fair methods or foul. 
And a pr ivileged glimpse into one of my exploits should ac
quaint you with the secret of my great success. 

Now, that morning was a memorable one·. Brother Bill 
said I couldn't hit the bird in a cuckoo clock with a handful of 
bird-seed. Brother Bob said that with a little more hunting 
practice I could lead a Mexican revolution, since the only pre
requisite was that I could discharge and reload a gun. Dad 
said nothing. And mother said, "Are you sure you'll be warm 
enough? Have you plenty to eat ? And do be careful." 

I hurried out of the house and into my companion's vibrat
ing flivver. Full throttle, and she nosed out from the curb ; a 
clat ter of gears, and she wheezed into "high". 

My nimrodic companion, Ed, dared t o speak for the first 
t ime, "Well, we're off." 

"So's the fourth cylinder," I cautioned him. 
All vacationists are optimists, whether they be hunters 

for quail or deer, fishermen for sun-perch or swordfish, or mem
bers of a tent and blanket-laden crew who drive down sign
board alley to see the country. So we arrived. 

Bacon and eggs mixed with wood ashes-and no rabbits. 
Canned beans and potatoes fried in water-no rabbits. 
Twilight and not even a song sparrow. 
"Well, Ed ?" 
"Sure, le's go home." 
We took a different route home; one that would take us 

past Tony's place on Main Street. Tony was still open. A few 
minutes spent with Tony and we resumed our merry way. 

We marched through the front door, thirty minutes 
later, to confront two awe-stricken brothers and a peaceful 
household. 

Brother Bill said we must have been shooting into some
body's bunny farm in order to get six good rabbits. Brother 
Bob said he wasn't surprised a bit since rabbits were so used 
to us they probably ran up to look into the gun barrel. Dad 
said nothing. And mother said, "Now, don't you boys go 
tracking cockle burs through my house. Take those rabbits 
right outside and skin them." 

Next day Ed and I sat at the dinner table with my family. 
I asked for a hind leg of one I had killed at fifty yards. 
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Ed said he wished we had gotten those two down by the 
creek when his gun missed fire. Brother Bill gave a moan and 
said his left wisdom tooth was senseless but not to pain. 
Brother Bob said the rabbits were as tough as a grindstone 
steak and were probably so old they couldn't run so that we 
most likely hit 'em over the head with a gun barrel. 

Brother Bill was digging at his portion with a fork. 
"Hm-m-m ! a rifle bullet. I thought you two Daniel Boones 

went hunting with shotguns." 

On Lying 
GEORGE SQUIBB 

Why I am prejudiced against the truth, I never fully 
expect to know, though the inarticulate joy of lying-the 
merciless abandon of truth-has been, and always will be my 
most obstinate idiosyncrasy. On reckless occasions, I can, 
without a troubled conscience, sihoo away the truth and remain 
as calm and unruffled as the rock of Gibralter. Oftentimes 
have I made satanic untruths appear only slight digressions; 
even under less vivacious1 circumstances, I can look my mother
in-law in the eye and reason most injudiciously. However, it 
is conceded by men of experience as unwi1S1e to make mention 
of marriage affiliations. I face their wisdom without equivo
cation, and declare that one's predicament, assumed by mar
riage, can not possibly be imbittered in respect to my mother
in-law's temperament; but this, is a digression. 

The University of Wichita is indeed fortunate, I make 
this claim with all due, concession to the ability of the faculty 
thereof, in having a regularly enrolled student who can lie as 
I can lie. Therefore, it becomes me to assume a proper mien 
of reception and to proceed not wholly incautiously in the de
velopment and-God help me-application of this theme; 
which will 1have been an exemplification of my word and honor 
concerning the sentiment which I exhibit so unscrupulously. 

In substantiation of this theme I think it quite propitious 
at this point to quote some authorities on this subject. Oscar 
Wilde, noble ~ellow, on~e said, "The aim of the liar is simply 
to charm, delight, to give pleasure. He i,s, the very basis of 
civilized society." Anatole France, that rare French gentle
man, says in the preface to the Life and Letter "This is writ
ten in sincerity because falsehood requires a t~lent that I do 
not possess." Samuel Butler, that mystical minded scholar 
wrote in his Note Book, "I don't mind lying, but I hate inac~ 
curacy." Ingersoll is accredited with this statement, "A lie 
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can travel half way around the :world while the truth is get
ting its clothes on." Mark Twain, the Missouri genius,, pre
faced a chapter in one of his books with this, "The only differ
ence between a cat and a lie is that a cat only has nine lives." 
So you see a lie after all is a robust and healthy organism. 

For lack of sufficient funds, I have not compiled statis
tics on this subject, which, of course, is unnecessary as I know 
all there is to be known about it anyway. Roughly estimating, 
1 grant you that there are upwards of seventeen hundred mil
lion (that is the last census of world population) liars on this 
"green orb." Of this colossal number, more than one-half 
are utter failures; nearly one-fourth are unqualified; about one
tenth are mediocre; nine one-thousandths are average; while 
only one seventeen hundred millionth is superior! Now, as an 
underclassman in this great institution, I will say quite sin
cerely that I am only one degree above the Sophomore who told 
his father that he was overworked and in order to safeguard 
his health and honor (prestige of a loafer) he had better drop 
class work; and only two degrees above the Junior who said 
that she didn't pet. Psychologically, a Sophomore is ideally 

_ equipped for lying. 
Lies can be divided into two major divisions, "white lies" 

and "black lies." Their difference is not in color. "White lies" 
are of little sequence-irresponsible lies which are tossed from 
semi-deceptive lips; while "black lies" are the bulwark of the 
defense of a conscientious mind, and represent a high type of 
lying technique. 

Then there is the "historical lie." Here is the authentic 
version of the Washington lie: Pa Washington noticed, as he 
came from work on his plantation, one of his chen·y trees 
mutilated to the extent that it immediately aroused his parental 
curiosci.ty as well as his paternal ire. So without further cere
mony he summoned little George for cross-examination. During 
the questioning in regard to the cherry tree, little George no 
doubt denied it; but by inflexible paternal bamboozlement, little 
George was coerced into an acknowledgment that he was the 
culprit. Father Washington's colonial heart had somewhat 
placated by this time, and the merely "lectured" little George 
and let him go. Thereafter, when dealing in affairs of state 
with Sam Adams or Tom Jefferson, George could say, "Tom 
(or Sam), when I was a boy I was caught chopping my father's 
cherry tree. I acknowledged it and escaped punishment. I've 
since made it a policy to tell the truth. I wish you would do 
ilkewise." What could they do? Nothing! Absolutely noth
ing! They were licked and they knew it. That is the key to 
Washington's success as president. No one could pull the wool 
over the old boy's eyes. If the seventy-first Congress were so 
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handicapped by such a personality, it would have to roll up its 
portfolio and make for tall timber. 

Now for the "unpardonable lie" -but on second thought 
I realize that it would be very indiscreet to divulge any further 
information concerning this neglected but highly beneficial art, 
so allow me to apologize for any discrepancies and then sum
marize my essay in one crowning sentence-"This above is 
a lie!" 

Our Dear Alma Mater 
MARGUERITE TAYLOR 

For the benefit of some high school seniors planning to 
enter college next fall and for the fond, doting parents of 
future college students, let me tell you of our life at the Uni
versity of Wichita, that wonderful cultural center of the 
Southwest. 

I have attended this university for seven weeks, and I 
have, in that time, tried to absorb as much of college life as 
possible in order to give you, my good people, some idea of 
what it is like. 

This university offers many courses. Perhaps the most 
valuable for new students is campusology or the study of 
getting into the right social circle and grabbing the most popu
lar football man or the campus queen. There is no designated 
text book for this course, but it would be advisable to send 
for such books as "How to Lure the Opposite Sex," or "Person
ality and How to Get It." If you are not satisfied after reading, 
your money will be refunded within thirty days. 

Of course we have fraternities and sororities on the 
campus. According to the Dean of Women, they are not a 
necessary part of college' existence, but try to get somewhere 
by being a barbarian. To be brief, it is a case of being a Greek 
or-nothing. To get into a sorority or fraternity, a complete 
new wardrobe is required. A snappy "line" is also invaluable. 
Make a good impression on as many people from as many dif
ferent fraternities as possible as your standing in school will 
be recorded according to the number of date cards you receive 
during rush week. 

There are other courses, also. There really isn't much 
time for such things as English, sociology, science, social 
science, foreign languages, and mathematics; but after all, 
in this pseudo-university they are only minor things and to 
be taken lightly. The School of Journalism should be avoided 
as it is one of the few courses that teaches one something and 
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which has at its head a man who has a rare understanding of 
human beings in general and the students' difficulties in par
ticular. As I mentioned before, it is a harmful course to take 
as there is danger of really getting a new and better outlook 
on life. 

Most history courses. are lovely tempororary resting places 
as one may enter a state of coma and the door at the same 
time and save one's self from a boring lecture. 

The Freshman English department seems to feel it has 
done its duty if the students write a five hundred word theme 
each week and wrangle over a text book the remainder of the 
time. 

It will be of interest to parents of slightly wayward sons 
and daughters to know that no cuts are allowed. That necessi
tates lying to the dean in order to get an excuse. And do we 
do it? Certainly we do. There are so many other things more 
important than our studying that we don't have time for it. 

No doubt you have often heard of our university, as we 
are bent on advertising. One Saturday we gave our so-called 
university much publicity in the form of a parade on the 
main street of Wichita. This meant work and plenty of it on 
the part of the students, so much work in fact, that my weekly 
five hundred word Eng1ish theme was a day late. Occasionally 
we are fortunate enough to get one of our members pictures on 
the front page because he or she has skated to school, started 
a fraternity war, or perhaps has worn an unusual beret. We 
are not satisfied in advertising our school by the kind of prod
ucts that are graduated every year and go out into the world 
to represent us. We would much rather get into the tabloids 
or have our names smeared on the society sheet. 

Let me "tip you off" on noon conduct. If there are no 
classes at noon, race over to the "house," grab a · sister or 
brother or both, and tear down to the Wesley Pharmacy for a 
bowl of chili and a nut sundae. If there isn't time for that, 
jazz over to the grocery store and fill up on sandwiches, pop, 
and candy. Ne,ver, never patronize the "dump," as that is 
sponsored by the school. There is the danger, too, of getting 
something half-way nourishing and decent to eat. 

But don't be discouraged. There are a few good points 
in favor of the University of Wichita which I will not take 
time to tell about as I have a headache, the room is too hot, 
and I hate to write themes anyway. I just want to talk about 
the weak points today, but send your children and we'll try 
to make half-wits out of them any way. 
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The Old Home Town 
RICHARD WEBSTER 

Every young man, as he leaves his home town to seek his 
fortune in the city, dreams of some day returning to that town 
a success. He imagines himself, attired in a derby hat, black 
coat, grey striped trousers, wearing spats and twirling a cane, 
appearing on the platform of his specially chartered Pullman. 
His appearance will be a signal for the band to strike up "Hail 
the Conquering Hero Comes," or something like that, while 
the crowd cheers and tosses confetti. He will be met by the 
Mayor and the city commissioners and escorted to a platform 
erected for the occasion. Here he will thank the officials and 
the splendid people of this magnificent city for the tremendous 
ovation just accorded "one of the home boys". He will, of 
course, in closing assure them that this is the proudest moment 
of his life, no response to an address of welcome being complete 
without the addition of this last statement. 

My vision of success would be a little different. The "ga~g" 
would be sitting on the benches in front of the Bon Ton Cafe, 
or loitering at the cigar counter in the lobby of the Elite Hotel, 
or possibly shooting a game of pool in the back of the Blue Bird 
barber s.hop, when suddenly a cloud of dust would appear in 
the north. 

The cloud of dust would draw nearer, until the outline of a 
long, racy-looking roadster could be discerned. The car would 
round the corner north of Sullivan's and come to a halt, amid 
a cloud of dust and screeching of brakes, in front of the Bon 
Ton. I would leap out and immediately be surrounded by the 
laughing, . shouting bunch of boys and girls, now young men 
and women, with whorri I had filed down the aisle, and up on 
the stage of the High School auditorium, seemingly but a few 
short days ago. I would greet them all with handshakes and 
slaps on the back. Presently I would see one girl standing 
rather apart from the crowd. This would be Mary Lou Wil
liamson, the prep school "girl of my dreams" who had turned 
me down and was now engaged to Joe Schmultz, who worked 
in "Dutch" Ketterman's butcher shop. 

I had previously planned to ignore her completely, in order 
to show her that my affection was not to be taken lightly. But 
when I would see her standing apart, I would step up and 
greet her courteously and with no hint of feeling, just as 
though that night at the Junior Prom had never existed. The 
other girls in the crowd would nudge each other and marvel at 
my nonchalance. 
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I would of course be the guest of "Lilacs" Johnson who had 
achieved this cognomen the morning he had appeared in 
Geometry class with his hair plastered down with a prepara
tion containing that particularly pungent odor. We had been 
life-long friends· and companions since the day that "Lilacs" 
had stoutly declared that I had gone .to a neighboring town 
with him on the night that some one tied a calf in the princi
pal' s office. 

I would stay a week or so in the home town ; but of course 
I must eventually return to the city, because no one knows 
what boneheads a bunch of brokers will pull if one is not 
there to keep an eye on them. My stay would be a continuous 
round of pleasures, with a dance at the Country Club as a finale. 

After the banquet I would be called upon for a speech and I 
would mention, among other things, that a twenty thousand 
dollar indebtedness had been wiped out at the last meeting of 
the directors. Tremendous applause would greet this an
nouncement and tables would disappear and the music start 
(at my expense). 

I would graciously dance with each of the girls, even homely 
Nellie Schmidt, who would be enveloped in a cloud of romance 
!or weeks after my departure. I would depart as I had arrived, 
m a cloud of dust, while the cheers of the "gang'' would grow 
fainter and die. 

In my case, this return of the prodigal is as yet unrealized. 
However, I did return to the home town not long ago. The 
"gang" did see a cloud of dust in the north. Presently a Ford 
coupe clattered to a halt in front of the Bon Ton. I leaned, or 
fell out and was greeted just as affectionately as if I had ar
rived in the mythical sport roadster. 

It is characteristic of small towns to greet a wanderer this 
way, and no wanderer, no matter how far he has roamed, but 
always refers to his birthplace as "my home town". · 
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The Curies and the Discovery 
of Radium 

ROZELLA BLOOD 

Unlike a number of famous personages of science, Mme. 
Curie and her husband spent their childhood in the midst of 
environmental factors which gave full play to their natural 
tastes. Pierre Curie (1859-1906) was the son of a noted French 
doctor, under whose very excellent instruction and influence 
he grew up. At the age of nineteen he passed his licentiate 
in physics and became an assistant to Desaius in the science 
department of the Sarbonne. Five years later he became head 
of the laboratory, under Schulzenberger, at the School of 
Industrial Physics and Chemistry. He was only a few years 
older than his pupils and he was their friend before he was 
their master. Students had the attitude of working with him 
rather than under him. 

Marie Sklodowska was born in 1867 in Warsaw. Her father 
was the science master in the "gymnasium" there. Because 
Dr. Sklodowska was too poor to afford a laboratory assistant, 
Marie's scientific training began before she was old enough to 
enter school. At first, when Marie, armed with apron and 
towels, tidied up the wee workroom, her father imagined that 
this task was play, like "dusting for mother", or dolls. He 
soon realized that she had a genuine interest in laboratory 
procedure, and by the time she had finished school her training 
was very complete. 

In direct contrast to ever-peaceful laboratories, the politi
cal situation of this time was in a turmoil. A great number 
of secret organizations met and drew up plans for all kinds of 
ind~pendent. movements. Unfortu~atelY:, or fortunately, the 
pohce got wmd of one of the bands m which Marie Sklodowska 
was more than a mere onlooker. The sequel to this incident is 
that. sh~ left Warsaw in order that she might pursue her 
studies m a freer atmosphere, and made her wa.y to Paris. 

With nothing but brains and courage between herself and 
starvation, she established herself in the proverbial back attic 
and found work in the laboratory, where M. Curie met and fell 
in love with her. 

The Curies were poor, but both loved hard work, and their 
married life was one of cooperation. They lived just outside 
Paris and rode in each day on bicycles to save carfare. Three 
years after her marriage M. Curie passed a brilliant licentiate 
in mathematics and physics. She and her husband taught 
in the daytime for a while, experimenting during odd moments. 
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I~ 1898 the modest announcement was sent to the Academy 
of ~1ences, by the Curies, of the discovery of a new substance 
which showed marked radio-activity. It was radium. History 
awards this credit to Mme. Curie, and her husband was always 
~ager to give her the place of honor. She has no wish to regard 
it as other than a joint achievement, result of research founded 
upon a common stock of knowledge. 

Honors, fame, fortune and Nobel prizes followed their dis
covery. However, joint studies were continued until M. Curie 
was run. dow.n and killed in 1906. The Sarbonne, finding no 
one to give his lectures, swept aside ancient rules and installed 
Marie Curie as a professor. 

Mme. Curie is now in charge of the Radium Institute in 
Paris. This is an institution which was formed by combining 
the Curie laboratory for physical research, and the Pasteur 
laborator~ f?r th~ study of what is called radio-physiology. 
Mme. Curie 1s assisted by a staff of four, one of whom is Mme. 
Irene Curie-Jolliot, her elder daughter. Six or eight advanced 
students, holders of scholarships, always are at work here 
with about thirty students who follow the course of two 
weekly lectures, given by Mme. Curie, during the autumn 
semester of each year. 

A part of each day is spent in supervising the activities of 
the workers engaged in studies of radio-active substances in 
the preparation of radium mixtures,and in measuring radiur:i to 
!:>e sold for medical and industrial uses. A very small amount 
1s handled commercially, since the world supply is only about 
170 grams. One gram is worth $70,000. 

The Institute owns two grams of radium. One was pre
:pared by .the quries and is the one with which they determined 
its atomic weight. The other was given to Mme Curie by a 
committee of American women. 

Mme. Curie's life story is one of the most beautiful the 
world has known. The value and importance of her great 
contribution are only beginning to be recognized. 

Flattery 
0 tinsel words, you take 
Me unaware; 
By grace and charm you make 
Me do and dare 
Things most ridiculous. 

-George Squibb. 
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A Mid-Summer Courtship 
CLARA ROSENTHAL 

What a little jewel of a lake it was! Toward the center it 
was a deep sapphire, but along the golden sand its ripples 
broke in long lines of creamy pearl. Its shores were masses of 
jade carved into graceful weeping willows. And above shone 
the eternal sky, so blue that it could be only some rare and as 
yet undiscovered gem, flecked with filmy wisps of cloudy white. 
Long shafts of amber light shot through the delicate carvings 
of jade, and penetrated the utmost heart of the sapphire. 

Such a spot deserved a fitting hero and heroine. And so 
they were. She was grace personified, as she swam about, 
scarcely making a ripple on the surface of the lake. She was 
small and fairylike, but she held her head as though she were 
a queen. Her complexion was as white as snow on some far-off 
mountain peak. . 

He was of a different type. His powerful shoulders were 
bronzed by the sun, and as he bounded into the water, splash
ing it to either side, his brown eyes flashed, for she glided 
tantalizingly away from him. He was a good swimmer, but 
he was rather slow. When he attempted to overtake her, she 
danced along, just out of reach. He made an angry remon
strance, to which she paid no attention. 

At last, with a disdainful glance, she dived deep into the 
clear water. He, astonished, swam around and around until 
he became exhausted. When at length she rose to the sur
face, she carried in her mouth some dainty tidbit she had found. 
But our tired hero, giving up the chase, swam slowly back to 
the shore, shook his tawny coat and ambled homeward, a 
lonely, disheartened collie. The swan arched her stately neck 
and sailed majestically across the sapphire pool. 

Myself 
JOSEPHINE BRALEY 

It is written, "For what man knoweth the things of a man, 
save the spirit of man which is in him?" 

What can or should I know better than myself? I might 
pretend to others to be what I am not; but I, myself, would 
know the truth. I might deceive others but I can never deceive 
myself, for I know myself as no other one can know me. 

If I do not like others I can avoid them and being in their 
company, but I can never avoid myself. I must live with my
self all my life. In order to be happy and make my life a sue-
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cess, I must have a certain degree of respect for myself. In 
order to respect myself, I must be honest both with myself and 
others, for I must have the respect of others in order to respect 
myself. One depends upon the other. 

I of ten compare my life to the b.uilding of a structure. I 
can make it beautiful only by putting into it day by day the 
right material, such as right thoughts. Through right think
ing right principles are established which build a beautiful 
character. Beauty is not on the outside alone. Real beauty is 
within. 

I could never admire a lazy person. I could never respect 
myself if I were lazy. I must be, myself, what I most admire 
in others. Like the structure of the building, if I leave ambi
tion out it is incomplete. I must put into this structure, my
self, all it needs to make it strong and beautiful. 

A poem written by Dr. Charles Mayo expresses so com
pletely, to me, my ideas of myself that I wish to give it here: 

Myself 

I have to live with myself and so 
I want to be fit for myself to know. 
I want to be able as days go by 
Always to look myself in the eye. 
I don't want to stand with the setting sun 
And hate myself for the things I've done. 
I want to go out with my head erect, 
I want to preserve all man's respect; 
But here in the struggle for fame and. self, 
I want to be able to like myself. 
I don't want to look at myself and know 
That I'm bluster and bluff and empty show. 
I can never hide myself from me-
I see what others may never see; 
I know what others may never know. 
I can never fool myself, and so 
Whatever happens I want to be 
Self respecting and conscience free. 
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My Pet Aversions 
VIRLEA ROBINSON 

I have long yearned for a chance to air my pet theories 
about the worst things in the world, and now that the chance 
is sent to me I am going to unburden myself of a lot of my 
favorite dislikes (if dislikes can be truly called favorites). 
You perhaps are cognizant of the fact that if you keep on 
thinking about something for a certain length of time, it will 
grow to be an obsession with you and you will finally do some
thing rash or just explode and tell people some unkind things 
about themselves. This is my case now. I have been harbor
ing a great many dislikes for people and things for a long time, 
and the time for reckoning has come. If I seem to grow a bit 
dramatic or what-have-you, don't mind, because I am merely 
trying to get my ideas over to you with the most force. I am 
going to ,take my aversions in succession and present them to 
Y~>U in the order of their importance; and if I seem to scramble 
them up in an unintelligible way, you will know that I have 
become excited in trying to tell them to you all at once and 
haven't succeeded in making any of them impressive. 

My first and greatest dis.like is for the pest who breezes 
up to you on a sweltering day in summer and blandly inquires 
if it is hot enough for you. If any one thing can fill me with 
uncontrollable ire, that one simple question can. Now you 
may think this is a very childish dislike, but if you have been 
accosted by a person of this type, W:hen the mercury registers 
about 101 in the shade, then you can truly appreciate my atti
tude toward this matter. It seems to me that one who has , 
enough temerity to ask such a question should be either an 
Arctic explorer or else in a private ward, as it takes a certain 
amount of bravery to venture such a query. 

And, I ask you, fellow citizens, is there anything that makes 
you feel more like the frazzled end of a mis-spent life, than 
being around one who is eternally cheerful? Of course, I am 
a due admirer of one who possesses a sweet disposition and 
can "smile through tears" and all that hooey, but the worst 
offender of that type is the one who insists on being cheerful 
in the wee small hours, of the morning. I suppose I am un
usually grouchy, but doesn't it sort of make you mad for some 
ambitious individual to arise in the early morning and pretend 
to get a lot of enjoyment from hearing the birds singing their 
morning song? I think that he should have enough respect 
for people with bad dispositions to wait at least until after they 
have been stimulated by a cup of coffee before he starts his 
lilting song or cheerful talk. And right here let me state my 
opinion of one who sings in his bath. If anything can wreck 
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your faith in human nature this can. To hear some nasal 
tenor vainly trying to imitate Al Jolson, or some aspiring 
soprano being a potential Sophie Tucker, is almost beyond 
human endurance. 

Something else that rather tries my sweet disposition is 
going on picnics. To me, the great open spaces don't mean a 
thing when I am trying to snatch a few bites while warding 
off all makes and models of bugs, ants, and flies. If any one 
can derive any pleasure from eating food that has been previ
ously paraded on by the above mentioned types of varmints, 
then I truly think that that person should never be deprived 
of any such sport. Nature's varmints don't rate a thing with 
me. 

Then comes the disgrace to society, who reads the titles of 
picture shows aloud, although he has been partially eliminated 
by the advent of the talkies. Let me pause here to mention my 
utter hatred of any individual who takes it upon himself to 
put the world, especially his own family,rightabouteverything. 
How many times have you heard some unctuous being very 
decorously saying, "No, it wasn't that way; it was - -" '! 
Now I ask you, is there no justice? And this same person is 
very likely the one who insists on telling the "best joke" on 
some member of his family or friend, especially when he knows 
that the relating of the incident will be very embarrassing to 
the person w'ho happens to be the victim of his crude wit and 
humor. 

I am afraid that I am growing rather loquacious, so I will 
attempt to soothe my seething heart and mind. Some one of 
noble intelligence has said that to quiet one's nerves when in a 
highly excited state, one should read a few pages of Black
stone's Commentaries. I rather think, after such an outburst, 
I will be compelled to read a goodly part of this most worthy 
book in order to retain my self-control. 

.fl Courier of the Skies 
Across the sparkling serenity of the sky 
Made mystic by its candles 
A shooting-star, a mercury-winged rocket of glory, 
Cut an arc through the myriad lights 
That form the twinkling flotillas of the heavens. 
It wrote its message there 
In a shimmer of vivid fire, 
Then poised for a breathless moment
A dash of flaming crystal-
And the courier of the skies was gone. 

-Katrina Wallingford. 
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Dearest Mother: 

THE GREEN GAZETIE 

A Letter 
BETTY WEA VER 

Sycamore Beach, 
July 20, 1929. 

It's nice that you ru·e having a vacation. How on earth 
you have borne with us these many years without relief is 
more than I can understand. At the end of three days, I'm be
ginning to wonder how long I can remain in my present ra
tional state of mind. One never appreciates the head of the 
house until she is it. 

I think Jack sent you a list of our mishaps for yesterday, 
but each day they grow a little more serious. Imagine the chaos 
you'll find us in after a week of this. 

Today was Ruth's afternoon and evening off and at last 
I had my chance to show Dad how truly domestic I am. He 
knows now. 

The meal which I planned was very simple-boiled roast
ing-ears, boiled potatoes, banana salad, steak and gravy, and 
Ruth made some pudding this morning. 

It sounds easy to boil corn, but I couldn't put it on to cook 
until Dad got home to pull it. He didn't arrive until six, then 
came in with, "Now let's eat right away. I have some people 
coming to talk over school-board business at seven-thirty." 

You can imagine how highly delighted he was to find the 
corn wasn't even in from the patdh, not to mention being husk
ed and cooked. 

We finally got everything started but I did something to 
the stove-we don't know yet what it was-and things just 
simmered along. I'll spare you the harrowing details of how 
I got tickled and called down the wrath of the stern parent up
on my head. However, I think you would have enjoyed seeing 
the family gathering about the stove cheering me on-if that 
is the correct expression-to the finish. 

We sat down at seven-thirty, and at seven thirty-five the 
guests began to arrive. The meal was indeed pleasant. ' I'm 
sure everyone digested his food well. 

We couldn't expect everything to run smoothly, though. 
I don't know why, but all of the potatoes were not eaten. I 
stacked them all on a little plate and started out to put them 
in the ice-box. It had been raining, and as I stepped on the 
slippery porch I turned my ankle, fell with my ·neck over the 
gasoline can and my leg under the ice-box, while potatoes 
rained. 

. T~e heroic thing to have done would have been to keep 
silent m my agony and let the house rest in peace. Heroics 
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never were in my line, though. At some point between the 
times I left the floor and came in contact with it again, I let 
out a shriek which you heard, no doubt. 

Dad left his meeting, and came dashing out to find me get
ting to my feet and with tears flowing down my cheeks. Don't 
be alarmed. I wasn't hurt, merely laughing. He gave me one 
look, wlhich said everything he had already said in words with 
a little added, and stalked back to his guests, leaving me to 
suffer alone. 

I'm in disgrace and the family has decided that drastic 
measures must be taken. 

It must be beautiful there. I wish Amy Ruth and I could 
sit with you and watch the stars disappear over the mountain
top. By the way, she got home from Camp Wood yesterday. 

Stay as long as you will. We're getting along wonderfully 
well. Of course things aren't the same with you gone but as 
for the household being well-ordered, it couldn't be better. 

Love to you, Mother, and all the children send ki:S!ses. They 
all seem a little eager for you to be home. We older ones, of 
course, wouldn't stoop to such a silly thing as being homesick 
for mother. 

Betty. 

Christmas In Taos 
MARGUERITE TAYLOR 

Because of the unusualness of Taos and its people, one 
naturally expects to find a unique Christmas, and I assure you 
that you will not be disappointed, because Taos, which differs 
in every other way, is also famous for its unusual Christmases. 

The first holiday in December is St. Anthony's Day, and 
is rather a harbinger of Christmas. There is much feasting on 
this day, and towards evening bonfires are lighted around the 
plaza, and standard bearers march around carrying the images 
of saints, preceded by that of St. Anthony. 

On Christmas Eve the Indians begin their festivities. 
They first attend mass, for these Indians were converted to 
the Catholic faith when the Spanish first came to New Mexico. 
With them go the Spanish-Americans of the town. Each 
carries a candle in his hand on the way to the chapel. 

When mass has been said, the bells toll, the bonfires are 
lighted, and the procession starts. The little children dance 
at the head of the procession, followed by their elders, who 
precede the altar boys and the priest. As a climax to the 
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whole procession, the image of St. Mary is carried under a 
white canopy. 

~ince the Christmas of 1923, there has been a community 
tree m. th~ plaza. Carol Slingers go about in groups over the 
town smgmg songs of Christmas. Many attend midnight mass, 
for ~aos people do not forget the real reason for celebrating 
Christmas. 

. ~n. Christmas Day the children play a large part in the 
fes~ivities. They go about town giving an old morality play 
datmg back to the seventeenth century. It is known as "Las 
Pastores•," or "The Shepherds." The children are dressed as 
shepherds, who are accompanied by a little girl dressed as an 
archa:rigel, and two men, one the devil, the other the good 
hernut. Joseph, Mary, and the infant Jesus are represented 
also. The play is carried on indoors. . 

"L~s1 Pastores" goes on in town, while out a.t the pueblo 
the Indians hold a buffalo dance. Buffalo headgear is worn 
by the leaders, and in the midst of the "buffalo herd" is the 
deer, or "good spirit," who runs with the herd. The drums 
are be~ten lo~dly by older men, and when the dance is done 
the chiffonettI, or "clown clan," makes fun for the onlookers. 
The men then retire to their kivas. 

~l~ through the festivities and celebrations there runs 
a religious appeal which is not found in most celebrations in 
th~ 3:v~rage American city. Although these people are more 
primitive than we are, they have caught the spirit of Christmas 
and k~pt it, even when civilized peoples tend to forget the real 
meanmg. 

Our First Attempt At Golf 
RICHARD FORSTER 

This is to be the story of a game of golf-not the ordinary 
commonplace game, but one so different that it deserves tog~ 
down in the annals of history as a very unusual and exciting 
event. 

The players in ~his game were three very respectable men 
and mys·~lf. The time was near nine o'clock one morning in 
earl~ sprmg. The place happened to be a certain links known 
as Sim Park. Eq~1pment? Four clubs, a bag and three new 
?a:1J~, not to ment10n a self-confidence found only in the un
m1tiated. 

Fore! ~ e're about to begin. We put one of our brand 
n~v~, pure white golf balls on a quite good sized mound of sand 
which we have carefully shaped with our fingers. We selected 
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what was called a driver (we knew it to be a driver because 
the name was on the bottom) and S1tepped confidently up to 
the ball. Taking a good tight grip on the end of the handle, 
we proceeded to strike at that ball as it had never been struck 
at before; S-w-o-s-h- ! went as perfect a swing, as we thought 
we should ever be able to make, but for some reason unknown 
to us the ball hadn't even been moved. Slightly puzzled 
but nothing 'daunted we swung again, this time, however, tak
ing careful aim and swinging a little ,slower. We would have 
accomplished the desired result this time had it not been for 
one thing. The ball went all of fifty yards straight into the 
middle of a plum thicket of amazing density. Forthwith we 
proceeded to look for our ball, but, though we thought we had 
watched it carefully and know exactly where to pick it up, we 
couldn't find that "Fairway" ball anywhere. The only thing 
left to do (so we were told) was to "lay down another one." 
This we proceeded to do, not however, without considerable 
misgivings as to the outcome of our "lark," for if we fost very 
many fifty cent balls tlhis game would get to be expensive. We 
were informed that we were "laying" three, which failed to 
excite us in the least since we had plenty of numbers .left and 
hadn't even begun to get tired. 

We hadn't had such success with that driver, so this time 
we picked out a. real shiny, steel club-a mid-iron-and aiming 
carefully swung with great ardor. As soon as we had cleared 
the dust out of our eyes we looked for the ball. We knew one 
thing-we had hit it. There it lay, a shining white tlhing
fully twenty feet ahead of us, straight down the fairway, 
which showed that we were improving even if only slightly. 
Thus far we had been somewiha.t of a flop, but being optimists 
by nature we again took our· club in hand, determined to re
deem ourselves, at any cost. We, hit-and believe it or not, 
Bobby himself would have been jealous could he have seen 
that hit. It seemed that all our pent up emotions were loosed 
in that one stroke. The ball sailed across the green deep into 
the trees on the other side. This cost us another stroke since 
it was physically impossible to hit that ball out of its cozy 
resting place. By this time we were close enough to the elusive 
green to "get on" it without furth~r preliminaries. We 
weren't very close to the cup, but that was the least of our 
worries. Straight down a smooth path only two feet wide was 
a four-inch cup-our goal. All we had to do was to take our 
"putter" and putt the ball in the hole. This we did, or rather 
tried to do s·ince the ball went by that cup as if it weren't even 
there. N dt so good; but we wouldn't give up now. One thing 
sure we wouldn't hit too hard this time. We didn't. That 
ball ~topped two feet from the hole. We hit again, and praises 
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to the great god of golf, whoever he is, the goal was reached. 
We had played one hole of golf in exactly eleven strokes. With 
that big eleven still in our mind we picked up our bag and 
started for the second tee, a wiser, less'-conceited, would-be 
golfer. 

Mother Buys Father a Tie 
MARGUERITE MILLER 

Father's birthday wasn't far away and Mother was rack
ing her brain trying to think of some gift for ihjm. He is 
peculiar in that he doesn't like to receive presents. He says 
he would rather have good wishes than expensive gifts of 
which more often than not he already has a half dozen. But 
Mother wanted to get something for him that he needed and 
would appreciate. 

We were down town shopping one day and going by the 
men's department, we noticed the tie counter. There were 
all of the colors of the rainbow displayed, and long ties short 
ties, bow ties, narrow ties and wide ties. ' 

The idea immediately, without warning, popped into 
~other's head that she would get Father a tie, a good-looking 
be, one that he would wear even, possibly. 

We found one with a rather "subdued-look" and with blue, 
which is his favorite color, the predominating color, that we 
thoug?t pe~haps he would like. We had practically decided 
upon it when we both saw one that seemed to be outstanding 
and different from most ties in some way or other-we couldn't 
explain it-and to us it seemed to outshine all the others but 
we knew down in our hearts that it wasn't the sort of ~ tie 
that our husband and father would choose for himself. It had 
a peculiar little dash of salmon, and a little bit of green, with 
a tangerine shade, on black-a combination that sounds funny 
but was most beautiful. Mother bought the tie. 

In some strange way, when we got home with it, and 
looked at it, the tie had lost all its magnificence and lu.s,ter and 
beauty. We began to realize we should have bought the 
blue tie. 

The next day was his birthday. Mother fixed a dinner of 
everything he liked to eat and then brought out the horrible tie. 
We really never felt so unutterably cheap in all our lives as 
when Father unwrapped it. He picked it up slowly and turned 
it about, then looked up at us and actually beamed. We didn't 
understand for a moment and then it dawned upon us that he 
"liked" that tie. It seemed to hold the same fascination for 
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him that it did for us. Even yet ,he tells us that he never had 
anything he liked better than that tie; and the funny part 
of it is that a few days la.ter a neighbor appeared in the blue 
tie that we first picked, and Father commented on the wretched 
taste the poor fellow had in selecting 'his ties. Isn't that just 
like a man? 

Some Overnight Hikes 
POLLY AYRES 

My first overnight hike will always be a thrilling memory 
to me. I was one of seventeen girls to attend an advanced 
Scout Camp. We indulged in all sorts of hikes and campcraft 
that would have been too strenuous for inexperienced campers. 
As a sort of a grand finale to our glorious week of camping, 
we hiked to a hill, three miles from the cabin. Each girl was 
allowed to carry seven pounds of tonnage. This included her 
plate, cup, knife, fork and spoon, besides any blankets she 
wi1s1hed to take. Each girl was also required to bring her 
poncho or raincoat. We left camp at eight o'clock and pro
ceeded to our goal. After a fire had been built the rest of us 
were entertained by the patrol in charge of the evening's pro
gram. This proved to be a very cleverly planned drill, in that 
one of the campers was charged with excessive snoring, which 
had resulted in little or no sleep for the rest of the company. 
The offender was duly convicted, shot, and carried away for 
burial to the tune of "Did you ever think when the hearse 
goes by, that some day you must die," etc. With the con
clusion of this woeful funeral dirge, we all "turned in" and 
watched new constellations and planets come up in the east un
til almost four o'clock in the morning. We were called at five 
o'clock and soon the dying embers were blazing again and 
breakfast was being prepared. It consisted of all the pancakes, 
bacon, and cocoa we could eat and drink. When we had washed 
our dishes in the stream, put out the fire, and strapped on our 
blanket rolls, we returned to camp with memories of a never 
to be forgotten trip. 

Last year eleven of us spent the night on top of a straw 
stack and watched Venus come up in the east about four o'clock 
in the morning. 

The experience was so exciting that it was repeated again 
tJhis year. The straw stack wais twice as high as the one of a 
year ago. By the time we had made a safe ascent all of us 
were able to appreciate fully the agility that must be possessed 
by Swiss Mountain Climbers. 
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One girl slid off the stack and was completely covered by 
straw. If it had not been for the quick action of an older Scout, 
the consequences might have been worse. As it was, the acci
dent resulted in nothing more than a scared child. 

On another night at camp all of the girls1 spread their 
blankets in the middle of an alfalfa field and spent the night 
there. 

The last night of camp, our director allowed three coun
sellors and three girls whom we chose to hike down the river to 
a spot which we 1had selected as a suitable place to sleep. We 
left our tents late in the evening and, with flaiSlhlights to guide 
us, we found our way to the clearing. A search for wood re
vealed a plentiful supply and soon we had a crackling fire. The 
cook had given us the ingredients necessary for making some 
fudge and at twelve o'clock that night we feasted upon candy 
that none of us would have eaten if we ih:ad been at home. But 
four weeks of camping makeS1 a diff ere11ce, and the burned 
sugary mixture was eaten with a relish. No one slept until 
after the sun was seen coming up over the horizon. Two of us, 
loathe to sleep any longer, arose and went wading in the stream 
while the rest were still "snoring." Our breakfast consisted of 
coffee (made in the unwashed fudge pan), a very good omelet, 
and bacon. 

I enjoyed this last hike more than any of the other ones, 
but each trip brings back memories that I shall never forget. 

Elevator Boys 
BRIGGS CALDWELL 

One of the first differences the writer noticed, on chang
ing his abode from a city in the South to this fair city of the 
Middle West, was the fact that whereaS1 here, young white 
women are employed to run elevators, in the South negroes are 
delegated to the task. 

The colored elevator boy was always an interesting study. 
As a rule he was quite efficient, seeming to have just enougih 
intelligence to succesSlfully perform his duties, but not enough 
intelligence to grow too tired of doing the same thing all day 
long; and lastly, one never doubted the physical aptitude of 
elevator boy for elevator. 

Usually, the elevator boy is in his twenties, the old white 
haired patriarchs of seventy years or so sometimes assume the 
responsibility of an elevator, while on the other hand, boys yet 
in their 'teens sometimes fulfill the duties of elevator boy. 
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It is with much delight that the writer recalls the situa
tion existing in a very large, old building of his former city, 
in regard to the colored help of the building. Some one many 
years ago had managed during the construction of the building 
to have man sized crevices and cubbyholes scattered through
out its interior, said fact being taken advantage of to an 
amazing degree by the colored help. It was almost impossible 
to find a janitor or colored girl, or elevator boy (to relieve 
shifts), as they were always able to secret themselves in a hole 
or corner, sometimes under your very nose. The elevator boys 
and colored folk in general working in this particular building 
were very happy, contented people, for their cups truly over
flowed with joy. 

The elevator boy is probably more interesting at Christ
mas time than at any other period of the year. About two 
weeks. before Christmas day, all elevator boys make an invest
ment sometimes yielding quite a profit. They borrow, beg, or 
obtain in some mysterious manner a few dollars, and decorate 
their elevato~s· in the customary green and red crepe. Now, if 
ever, their diverse personalities, and artistic sensibilities be
come apparent. Some elevators are ornately decorated; some 
richly; some profusely; many of them are decorated wildly and 
strangely. As a rule, a large red bell will hang from the center 
with green and red streamers running from it to the four cor
ners; but there are many small bells, wreaths, every kind of 
decoration obtainable. 

What is the catch, you may ask, in all this Christmas 
spirit? Well, it hinges about a cigar box, done up in crepe, with 
all sorts of seals, and sometimes even a poem of the elevator 
boy's composition, hanging on the side of the elevator. As far 
as the elevator boy is concerned, the most important thing 
about his cigar box is the slot in the top, through which his 
passengers drop coins. 

JWhen you enter the elevator ,he will grin from ear to ear 
(what is more pleasing than a real honest-to-goodness colored 
boy's grin?) and say, "Hello, Cap'n !" in his most ingratiating 
manner. And how it does delight his soul to hear the "clink" of 
your coin on the bottom of his cigar box! 

But enough of this-if I continue I will shortly be home
sick to see again the sho' nuff Southern darky. 
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A Scare 
LESTER Nix 

One experience which I shall never forget happened in a 
haunted house. The fact that the house was haunted had 
nothing to do with the scare, however. This experience could 
have happened in almost any house either in the country or 
the city. 

About four winters ago, during the Christ~as holidays, I 
went to a winter camp. There were thirty-six men and boys 
at this camp and we all had a good time. We spent the time 
skating and hunting and hiking. 

One afternoon, three of us decided to walk to the nearest 
town and buy some candy and supplies. We walked toward 
Oxford along the railroad track which ran by the camp. We 
stopped several times to take pictures of the scenery along the 
way. One stop was made at the Oxford mill which is run 
entirely by electricity which is generated by a water wheel in 
a mill race. We went through the mill and learned a great 
deal. It was the first time any of us had been through a factory 
where power was furnished by a water wheel. 

When we got to town, we bought our supplies and started 
back to the camp along the highway. We were offered sev
eral rides, but we turned down the offers and walked on. The 
we3:ther was. warm for that time of year, and we enjoyed 
takmg our time. We traded packs every few miles so that 
we wouldn't get tired. We walked a mile and a half from camp 
when a big touring car with side curtains drove up to us and 
stopped. There were two men in the car and they had their 
o~ercoats pulled up around them and their faces were partiaUy 
hidden. They offered us a ride, which we refused. They in
sisted that we get in but we turned them down again. We 
didn't like their appearance a bit. 

We walked on about half a mile and Godfrey decided that 
he would go across the fields to the camp and meet us at the 
haunted house. We separated, Martin and I going up the road 
and Godfrey going across the fields. We turned the corner of 
the house and saw Godfrey ahead of us. He saw us and started 
to meet us at the house. Martin and I got within twenty feet 
of the house when we heard a shot. This shot was followed 
by a terrible scream. We all stopped for an instant and saw 
two men come running from the side door. One was carrying 
~ revolver which looked li~e a small cannon. They jumped 
mto the car and rode away ma rush. Martin managed to read 
the car number and I wrote it down on my coat sleeve. 

Godfrey was the first to break the gruesome silence and 
spoke as he ran to us. He shouted that Harry, who was one 
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of the campers, was the one who had screamed. He had seen 
him at a window a little before the shot, and the scream sound
ed like Harry's voice. We were positive that the victim was 
Harry. Godfrey went in a side door and Martin and I went in 
a large open window at the front. We went right to the stairs 
and up. That trip up the stairs was the longest I believe I 
have ever taken. When we reached the top we heard moans 
coming from the south room, where Godfrey had seen Harry. 
We tried the door and found that it was locked. We broke the 
~atch and fel~ into the room. We saw a very distressing sight 
m the opposite corner of the room. Harry was lying on the 
floor doubled up, moaning. We were much surprised when we 
turned him over. 

His groans turned out to be suppressed laughter. We 
were bewildered and started questioning him. When we were 
finally able to get a coherent answer out of him, we almost felt 
li~e doing some real damage to him. I found my knees begin
nmg to get weak, but I think it was from relief rather than 
fear. 

We went into the living room and found Francis another 
camper, laughing with these two strange men, who had come 
back. He introduced us to his brother and his brother's friend. 
We were embarrassed, but we were glad after all that it wasn't 
a real happening. 

The incident couldn't have taken more than five minutes 
at the longest, but it seemed as if every second were an hour. 
-Lester Nix. 

The Sweetest Puzzle 
WALTER JoHNSON 

If, kind readers, I were to be so audacious and so insolent 
as to ask you to solve the riddle: "What to you is the sweetest 
yet most puzzling thing in the world?" I know that no two 
answers would be the same. Nor would any answer be the 
same as mine, for to me the sweetest yet most puzzling thing 
in the world is my sister. You are surprised at my answer? 
Of course you are, because you have never enjoyed such de
lightful companionship with her as I have, or listened to her 
merry, amusing talk, or been the recipient of so many kind
nesses from her. All of these things make her sweet to me. 
Neither have you witnessed some of the heated arguments 
which she has started, or been the "goat" of some of her 
practical jokes, or escaped by the skin of your teeth some of 
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the frequent scrapes into which she gets me. All of these 
make her infinitely puzzling to me. 

My sister is very sweet to me when with a slight air of 
condescension she agrees to be my "date" for the evening, 
after I have vainly pleaded with every other eligible girl for 
miles around. She is sweeter still when by the shuffling of a 
few nouns, verbs, and adverbs she averts a very embarrassing 
and often times disastrous conference with the head of the 
house. 

Wbat a wonderful world this world would be if it could 
actually be town down and built up again as we tear it down 
and rebuild it in our minds. We hold these architectural con
ferences often. I appreciate my sister most on these occasions, 
because, being a man in the making, I am vain and I find great 
pleasure in having such an enthusiastic backer for my plans of 
reconstruction. 

Would it not then puzzle you, in the face of my sister's 
excessive magnanimity, her sweet benevolence, and sympa
thetic spirit, to have her take offense at a tender "love tap" 
which I in a burst of brotherly love have bestowed upon her? 
She does that very thing. She misinterprets those "love taps." 
She takes them, instead, as a signal for a vigorous scuffle in 
which I am always the loser. Do all girls have such uncontrol
lable finger nails, I wonder? 

I can not understand why she wishes to deprive me of my 
just deserts. But she does, for when I have succeeded in open
ing the creaky cake drawer without alarming the cook, and 
triumphantly display my spoils, she always tells. 

If it were not for the penalty, I think I would commit 
murder at times. These times occur when my sister has con
sented to be my "date" and then deliberately flaunts before 
the eyes of everyone the fact that she is only my sister. She 
conveys the impression that I am stingy by publicly insisting 
on paying her own way instead of reimbursing me in the 
privacy of our own home. 

My sister is, indeed, an unsolvable puzzle at the most 
inopportune times, but I have for the recompense of my em
barrassment the times when she is the sweetest one in the 
world to me. 
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Raising Goober Feathers 
ToM HoRTON 

Perhaps I should first give an explanation of the subject. 
Goober feathers, or, as they are called, goobers, are the fuzz 
on peaches, as defined by the founder of the industry, Mr. 
Charles Mack. Ex-President Jefferson once said, "For years 
I've used only goobers to lighten my dreams. I highly recom
mend them to everyone." 

Peaches for use in this industry are grown chiefly along 
the fertile banks of the river Styx; these are known as Stygian 
fruits. A much rarer fruit is obtained from trees raised in 
elevators, but the latter have their ups and downs, while the 
former never vary. The trees are planted early in May
from the twenty-ninth to the thirty-firsty, exclusive-and 
picked in the preceding February. Fruit is collected only on 
Saturdays, Sundays, and holidays. When the trees begin to 
bear fruit, anchors are fastened to their trunks, or limbs, to 
prevent the feathers flying away with the trees. 

Early some morning the farmer leaves his warm bed-about 
23.546° C.-to gather the peaches. He collects them in bushel 
baskets. The entire crop is then conveyed to the barnyard, 
where a striking scene meets the eye-either eye. Here it is 
that the poor, defenseless goober peaches encounter a subtle 
plan laid by the wily farmer designed to save labor. At first 
tweezers were used to break connections between the feather 
and its mama, but under the new regime things changed. 
Usually the feathers are stubborn about leaving the parent 
peach; you've felt the same way. To frustrate this delin
quency, or clinging to apron strings, the farmer makes several 
hundred imitation peaches, of old socks and mittens. Placing 
these in an advantageous position where they may be seen 
by the goobers, the farmer sneaks away to hide. On seeing 
the bare peaches, the feathers hasten from their parent peaches 
to conceal the apparent nudity of their brethren. As soon as all 
of the feathers have taken flight, the real peaches are spirited 
away to be preserved for posterity. Encountering the cloth 
skin of the trick peaches, the goobers, disappointed and cha
grinned at being duped, fall in a swoon to the floor. (A swoon 
is 2.64 seconds.) They are then collected and are sorted. 
Later the rascals are baled and sent to factories. 

Reaching the factory at approximately eight bells, the 
feathers are conveyed to a large bin, size 48'x67'x2'. After 
having allowed them time to rest from their long journey, the 
third man from the end on the second row, who, b:Y the way, 
is bald-headed, leaps to his feet and turns on a small West-
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inghouse fan to clean the feathers of dust. They are now 
ready for the various articles of commerce. Goober feathers 
are used largely in the manufacture of pillows, cartoons, and 
dollies. Pillows made of the feathers are very soft; very, very 
soft; exceedingly soft, as it were. There is no doubt in the 
mind of the writer as to whether there is a single person, mar
ried or happy and contented, who has never reclined on a 
goober pillow. There should be a law providing ten pounds 
of goober feathers per capita for citizens of the Americas. 
Europeans sleep on cured onion tops, thus doing away 
with pillows. Dollies made of these feathers lend a home
like atmosp;here to any dwelling. Four out of five exhausted 
business executives possess one. The fifth intends to pur
chase one but never finds time. Ask the man who owns one 
how he likes his dollie-medium or well-done. These dollies 
are usually serviced for six months free of charge. 

The profit accruing to the farmer from goober feather 
sales is practically nil. Nevertheless, the man who dabbles 
in Goobers, Preferred, has it soft. So I say to you, plant a 
tree and start plucking goober feathers. 

-------0,-------

Education---A Definition 
LLOYD WARREN 

Socrates said, "Without ideas, generalizations, regularities 
and ideals, the world would be to us as it must seem to the 
first opened eyes of the child, a mass of unclassified, unmeaning 
particular sof sensation; for meaning can be given to thingSi 
only by classifying and generalizing them, by finding the laws 
of their beings, and the purposes and goals of their activity . 
. . . . . . . Therefore, the essence of a higher education is the 
search for ideas, for generalizations, laws of sequence, and 
ideals of development; behind things we must discover their 
relation and meaning, their mode and law of operation, the 
function and ideal they serve or adumbrate; we must classify 
and coordinate our sense experiences in terms of law and 
purpose; only for lack of this does the mind of the imbecile 
differ from the mind of Caesar." 

E. Martin, in his book, "The Meaning of a Liberal Educa
tion," states: "It is sought to make adult education some,. 
thing which will broaden the interests and sympathies of 
people regardless of their daily occupation-or along with it
to lift men's thoughts out of monotony and drudgery which are 
the common lot, to free the mind from servitude and herd 
opinion, to train habits of judgment and of ~ppreciation of 
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value, to carry on the struggle for human excellence in our 
day and generation, to temper passion with wisdom, to dispel 
prejudice by better knowledge of self, to enlist all men in 
measures that they have the capacity for it, in the achievement 
of civilization." 

These two quotations from the writings of men of renown, 
serve to set forth the many substantial reasons for an educa
tion and have analyzed the elements combined in an education. 
But even they have not attempted a definition. To 
what avail would Socrates generalizations, laws of sequence, 
ideals of development, relations, meanings, and classifications 
be, if the mind were hampered and tied down by superstition, 
prejudices, and herd biased opinions? Logic would be value
less if the conclusion arrived at had been twisted and influ
enced by the opinions of others. Therefore, the author sin
cerely believes that the definition of education is, training of 
the mind so that it can draw from evidence presented, conclu
sions that are just and unwarped. 

-------0,-------

On Reading 
HUGH SAMSON 

About four years ago I was placed in a position where I 
had absolutely nothing to do for four hours every evening. 
At first I thought I could pass the time reading popular peri
odicals such as "Judge," "Life," and "College Humor." After 
about a week of such reading material as these magazines 
offer, I decided that humor was all very well in certain por
tions, but a steady diet of popular contemporary wit was as 
deadening as a steady diet of jazz music would be. 

A friend of mine was a "nut" about psychology. For hours 
he would rave about Freud, Adler, and Jung. He got me to 
reading these men, too. For variety, he would talk a.bout reli
gion as he saw it. Naturally I "read up" on the subject. We 
were both in the transition stage when the world and its ways 
were of vital interest to us. Fortunately for my friend, his 
parents helped him balance his interest, which was quite mor
bid, in atheism and abnormal psychology. Not so in my case. 
I was wholly engrossed and read everything on these subjects 
that I could find. All of this, of course, was much worse· than 
the joke magazines. While the joke magazines left my mind 
a total blank, religion and social psychic abnormalities left 
my mind in a suicidal state of chaos. At last I reached the 
saturation point. I was a walking composite of all the half
beliefs and inhibitions known to man and beast. 
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One day I chanced to talk with the lady: who owned the 
book shop I patronized. She felt that I needed a change of 
air so she recommended that I read novels and plays. Quite 
unadvised, I read all the best sellers I heard of. I read "The 
Green Hat," "Shanghai Gesture," "Plastic Age," "The Cap
tive," and a score of more or less similar books. The books 
themselves weren't especially harmful, but I was too immature 
for them. However, I continued to read all the highly so
phisticated fiction I could find. The lady soon discovered the 
results of her advice, so she suggested lighter and saner books. 
·within a short time she gave me some of Dreiser, Anderson, 
and Suchow to read. I even tried Cabell, but he was (and 
still is) unintelligible to me. 

About a year and a half ago I "discovered" philosophy. In 
my meager library (about twenty volumes) are some fifteen 
books on philosophy. It is indeed "that dear delight" as Plato 
called it. My tastes in the subject run the whole gamut-from 
Emerson to Voltaire and Schopenhauer. Of course I don't 
assimilate all the various philosophers' ideas. I don't read 
them for that. There is a stimulation in philosophy that I don't 
get out of sciences or most novels. 

Of all the novels I've read I like Sherwood Anderson's. 
"Winesburg, Ohio" best. In the two years I've owned the 
book I've read it six times. Dreiser's "Sentimental Journey" 
and "Tristram Shandy," Voltaire's "Candide," and a volume 
of Russian short stories complete the volumes of fiction I own. 

As for poetry, I lack discrimination of any kind. I enjoy 
a friend's feeble verse as much as I enjoy one of Milton's 
noble poems. 

No undergraduate's theme on books would be complete 
without reference to H. L. Mencken. I've read all of his 
"Prejudices," "Burlesques" and "Prefaces." Obviously a good
ly share of his works is written for the effect it has on the 
dogmatists. On the other hand, such books as his "Book of 
Prefaces" and "The Philosophy of Friedrich Nietzsche" will 
be his books of greatest value. 

I sincerely believe that with a house full of books-and 
a friend or tw<r-I could be happy. It took me years to dis
cover that, but now I get more pleasure out of reading books 
than I get in all the parties, football games and shows I've 
ever seen. 
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Who's Who? 
Hugh ~amson was graduated from W. H. S. E., Wichita, 

K~nsas, with the class of '29. He is enrolled in the College of 
i:-,1beral Arts and expects to major in Journalism. 

Betty ~ eaver was graduated from W. H. S. E., Wichita, 
Kansas, with the class of '29. She is now enrolled in the College 
of Liberal Arts. 

Katrina Wallingford was graduated from W. H. S. E., 
~ichita, Kansas, in '29. She is now enrolled in the College of 
Liberal Arts and expects to major in Languages or Journalism. 

Virlea Robinson was graduated from the Florence Kansas 
High School in '27. She is now enrolled in the Colleg~ of Fin~ 
Arts and plans to major in Music. 

. George S9-u~bb was ~raduated from the Carthage, Missouri, 
~1gh School m 28. He 1s now enrolled in the College of Educa
tion and plans to major in Journalism. 

Clara. R~senthal ~as graduated from W. H. S. E., Wichita, 
Kansas, m 29. She 1s now enrolled in the College of Liberal 
Arts and expects to major in Languages. 

Marguerite MiJle~ was gra~uated from the Wellington, Kan
sas, High School m 29. She 1s now enrolled in the College of 
Liberal Arts. 

J oseph~ne Braley was graduated from W. H. S. E., Wichita, 
Kansas? with the class of '29. She is enrolled in the College of 
Education and expects to major in Spanish. 

. B~iggs Caldwell was. g~aduated from Phillips High School, 
B!rmmgham, Alabama, m 29. He is enrolled in the College of 
Liberal Arts and expects to major in Chemistry. 

Polly 4yres was graduated fro~ the W. H. S. E., Wichita, 
Kansas, with the class of '29. She 1s now enrolled in the Col
lege of Liberal Arts and is taking a pre-medic course. 

Lloyd Warren was graduated from W. H. S. E. Wichita 
Kansas, in '281/2. He is now enrolled in the College ~f Liberai 
Arts and is taking a pre-medic course. 

. Marguerite Taylor was graduated from W. H. S. E., Wich-
1t~, Kansas, in '29. She is now enrolled in the College of 
Liberal Arts and expects to major in Journalism. 

Tom ~orton was gra?uated f!om W. H. S. E., Wichita, 
Kansas, with the class of 29. He 1s now enrolled in the School 
of Engineering. 
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Walter Johnson was graduated from W. H. S. E., Wichita, 
Kansas, with the class of '29. He is now enrolled in the College 
of Liberal Arts and plans to major in Journalism. 

Lester Nix was graduated from W. H. S. E., Wichita, Kan
sas, in '28. He is now enrolled in the College of Liberal Arts 
and is taking a pre-medic course. 

------0,------

April 
MARY LOUISE p ARKER 

April is a wee small child 
Playing peek-a-boo, 
Putting honey into flowers, 
Teaching birds how to coo. 

April grows, and is a lass 
Caring how she steps, 
Watching in pools mirrored depths 
The rounding of her lips. 

April's old with white cloud hair 
Framing tired blue eyes, 
Cooing, laughing, crying, 
April smiles and dies. 
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