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| appointed because we cannot absorb all the information 
CONTENTS | extant in our freshman year. More of us feel discon- 

Page tented because the university cannot give us brains but 
Old fa ee Ba 3 can merely develop what we already have. We must 
A Sonnet ............Rachel Commons.... 4 constantly try not to blame our own short-comings on 
Undereraduate’ Bathiasiasne Ne Tener. a something larger than ourselves which can, therefore, 

When Y road a Marked Poem..ss.sssc,2.., ” |) Sfford better to bear them than we. Leceeceseessssee. Rufus Head.) g Nevertheless changes are bound to come in the edu- 
Rupert Brooke-—A Confession Weis Jn g cational world. It may be in our power to help them 
White Lilacs .........Norma Pelunek.... 10 to be changes for the better. At best we can conscien- Forest Worship ......Rachel Commons.... 12 : “tos . 
Across the Lake weer eee aced. W. Gilman. eae 14 tiously try to make them SO; criticism with any other 

whe doe f Prohibition Hi. Steeholm.... 1 8 point in view must be mere carping on our part and an 
Your Song ...............H. Steeholm.... 20 admission that we are unworthy to be a part of the 
Moowe un a Maids an ore Steen vo 32 intellectual world. If there is to be a real growth in 
The Mood of the Languid ............... the changes that seem about to occur in education, the 
The Book Shop vrrstrs Joseph Poster. ue 3 undergraduate must be ready to show what he needs 

and wants, and not only that but also he must be ready 
== — to show that what he needs and wants is what he should 

HERE is much discussion these days about edu- have. Only by serious thought can he arrive at any 

T cational reconstruction, and much criticism has such state of preparedness. We are called students; 
been levelled at our American universities and colleges hence we study. Study requires thought; Fence we 
in this connection. Much has been said and written on 27° thinkers, and as such we should inevitably think 
the subject. The professors like to blame the student about our educational needs. The great problems of 
for what is wrong; the student blames the professor. the world will be waiting for us when we are ready to 
The universities and colleges frankly lay the burden of tackle them. intimately now one of them confronts us. 
all evil at the feet of the secondary schools who in re- What are we going to do? 
turn say that the institutions of higher leaming must be 
at fault or such preparation as they afford would be N INTERESTING criticism of these United 
adequate. A\Siate came to our attention a short time ago. It 

We are primarily interested in the universities, and was this, that there are too many educated people in 
as students we ought to be considering this question, the country—that is, too many people who have been 
what do we expect the university to do for us? When through our colleges and universities who are looking 
we have reached a decision there, before we enter the for the soft swivel-chair jobs, and not enough men and 

game of criticism we must determine further just how women who are willing to do the drudge work which is 
far the university can succeed in giving us what we ex- necessary in any community. This smacks consider- 
pect. Such a task faces every conscientious student at ably of Mr. Ruskin and brings to mind “The Nature 
Wisconsin, for unless he knows exactly what he expects of Gothic”, an essay, by the way which is worthy of 
to get, how can he know that he has not achieved what hard study by every undergraduate. Aside from that, 

he came after? Too many of us are willing to be dis- the criticism is worth our attention as it stands, for we
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are a part of that class which is preparing to hold down literary paper here. At that time no such existed. 

the swivel-chairs of the country for the next generation. These students took it upon themselves to start a maga- 
It is perfectly obvious that somebody must do the zine which should represent the highest literary achieve- 

“dirty work.”’ It is obvious as well that if all are given ments of our undergraduates. How well they suc- 
the advantages of a college training that some must be ceeded is demonstrated by the fact that they established 
willing to humble themselves to do what must be done what has been in the past the leading undergraduate 
in the field of manual labor. We cannot all plan per- literary magazine in the country. Whether the present 
fect sewerage systems; somebody must dig the sewers. staff of editors can keep up the traditions of the past 
We cannot all wear jewelry, unless somebody mines remains to be seen. Needless to say they will do their 
the metal, purifies it, molds it, and sets the jewels. We best and with the hearty cooperation of the student 
cannot all be captains of industry; somebody must be body they cannot well fail. In the past it has been the 
industrious for us to captain. It may be that with our aim of the editors to make the ‘Lit’ an exchange of 

ever increasing educational systems that the time will ideas, and to encourage the embodiment of these ideas 
come when the college man will not feel it beneath him in sincere and workmanlike literary forms. This, too, 
to excavate the cellar of his own house. That may shall be our aim, for its origin was in the student body 
become a necessity. At any rate we must not forget and its growth was due to the vacancy which it has 
that there is much menial labor to be performed in the filled. 
world. We may hope that we shall not have to do it, 

but we should not consider it degrading even though | 
we do “rate” a college degree. EDITORS 

JANET DuRRIE HarbDY STEEHOLM 
J UST a word concerning the policy of the Wisconsin JAMEs W. GILMAN ~—- RACHEL ComMons 

Literary Magazine may be in order in this first issue. FRANCES DUMMER —_LEON WILLIAMS 
Some years ago, it was felt by some of the students in ELSIE, GLUCK 
the university that there was a place for a distinctly 

| 

Old Em 
Tc. characters, instantly . recognized by every him with the goods. At every inspection he beamed his A one in Lost Hope as disguised officers of the all- round face upon them jovially from behind his oil- ney Be cropped off the noon jecal as it panted cloth counter, and seemed anxious and ready to serve. , pped gingerly He never fretted or concerned himself about the law, off up the tracks in the spongy sand. Weary, travel- or anything else in particular, and never served any- worn tourists was their réle. But since no tourists ever thing stronger than coffee——to all appearances. Yet et re ie ues there was a wreck or : rumors persisted. And through it all, Old Em, the, 

place. Yet they looked weary, ' igh by the ti £00k was a big hearted fellow, well liked and re- 
they had forced themselves through the thick i and ee d icani who Knew him. smells of the desolate Towa gh the thick air an He stood leaning carelessly against the soiled of the desolate, locust-eaten dump of Lost Hope counter, joking with three cowboys when the t to Old Em’s Restaurant and Short Order House. “tourists” stooped “comforted ped through the door. They comforted - Three drowsy, stubby cowponies stood outside, bridle themselves at one of the two plain tabl ye 

reins down, stamping ries under the bare sky. The on either side. Removing theit hats and dusting tes | 
white dust they provoked clouded lazily about them, city-seasoned features they exchanged ; : glances (not and’ some of it followed the two officers into the eating let to ord Em), and quietly requested vehechmans 

Old Em's joint was reputed far and wide over the as ‘anything, The ham and i Bes served as well and Sand ne as “Place where a man in dire need of a. and observed The aimless ‘talk of Old he on racing could scorch his insides with the strongest brew uninterestin as th k Ly ever brewed——if he had the wherewithal Old Em © stoy The “Fenech heed the sticky. oi was rapidly wax; . e. Then they discovered that he also wiped his 

ey never caught gray apron. Appetiteless they looked at each other.
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A beating of hoofs, a swirl of chalky dust uncoiling to perform their duty. He dropped it to the plate, 
at the door, a sharp halting command; in swaggered _ livid repulsion spelled by every motion of the act. A 
a true son of the cactus. loud, unrestrained roar burst from everyone except the 

“Fry me a rattlesnake in lizard lard,” he bawled. two officers of the law———and the sickly victum. 
“And gimme a quart of coffee that'd poison a yearling They were cowed, and kept a wide apprehensive mar- 
bull!” gin of silence between them and these “singular’’ be- 

He squared on to one of the stools at the counter. ings of a new world. Mirth was a thing apart. 

A large pearl-handled six shooter glared conspicuously Old Em jerked the coil of imitation snake (good 

from a huge holster at his right. His corduroys were steak) from the plate and whirled it around his more 
rather too new to have seen much usage, and the red than satisfied patron’s neck. An enthusiastic thrust 
silk on his neck hung unnaturally. of his sturdy left helped the man half way across the 

“Eastern visitor at the Y-Bar,’”’ whispered one of room. 

the cowboys to Old Em. “Some Bird!” “Clear out, you poor fool,” he admonished, a coarse 
A gleam of understanding and deviltry flecked the grin of derision on his round face. “Bring your mother 

cook’s eyes. He glanced carelessly at the two inter- with y’u the next time.” The three doubled-up cow 
ested and timorous men at the table. Then nodded men at the stools hardly heard the sudden thump of his 
courteously at the blustering stranger. horse’s feet. But it was sudden and decisive. For 

“Jest a moment,” he said, as if it was the most ordin- Old Em, the cook, was a man of emphatic character, 

ary of orders. “I'll go butcher.” He took the fry- well treated and respected by everyone who knew him. 
ing pan and disappeared out the back door. Sure The two “tourists” exchanged glances——raised 
enough as he stepped back a moment later a long, questioning eyebrows. One kicked the other’s slim 
beautiful, muscular coil of meat lay in the pan. Grease shins. 
glistened over it. A sprinkle of flour and he placed ‘We are here for a purpose,” he whispered. Two 

it over the flame. | pairs of eye brows raised in mutual acknowledgement 
“Any special flavor,” he asked, looking up care- of the miserable fact. 

lessly. The rails close by sang under the swift approach of 
The “‘wild’”” man’s bluster was fast cooling. He a heavy cattle train. It pounded and rasped to a stop. 

scarcely repressed a smirk of disgust. But he managed’ The engine unhooked and scooted a couple of empties 

to growl out: “Regular flavor.” The coil of meat up the side track. A hurried looking man, square bag 
in the pan sizzeled and popped, and the grease began in hand, ran into the eating house. 
to emit large choking clouds of blue smoke. It de- ‘A cup of coffee and a sandwich, please,” he 
livered a peculiar smell: sweetish, velvety, a hint of gasped. ‘‘Just two minutes to eat.” He pushed his 

nausea, a snaky tickle. sticky locks back from his perspiring brow and breathed 
The three cowboys could scarcely contain them- strongly while Old Em poured out his order. The 

selves. Ill-repressed snickers broke from time to time. black coffee was served in the usual huge porcelain, 

The spirit of bravado entirely gone, the new man _handleless cup. The little travelling man gulped the 
twisted and looked through the open door over the hot drink from one hand and put large assessments of 

withering plain across the tracks. A frightened look the sandwich out of sight from the other. His eye 
flashed across his face. was ever on the red strings of cars out side. 

“No y’u don’t!” Old Em gripped his collar. The jerk of the engine sounded faintly up the line on 

“Set still! Yer dinner’s ready. Eat it.” He the first car. It crashed louder at each car in quick 
dumped the well browned coil of meat out on a_ succession, and popped the little caboose like the lash 

greasy plate and poured the smoking oil over it. of a long whip. The rails creaked dismally and a 

Jammed a fork in, and jerked his patron round to it. lonesome bawl from some steer sounded above the 
“Stuff yerself,”” he ordered shortly. grating of the wheels. The man dropped his coffee 

The man’s eyes widened. He tried to rise. His and bread, and leaped for the door. He plunged 
dry lips quavered, strangely colorless. A struggling prostrate to the ground, half in, half out, his heels 
smile died on them, for the leering muzzle of Old Em’s drumming on the board floor. The heavy coffee cup 

revolver stared him out of countenance. He heeded lay neatly at the base of his brain. 
with little enthusiasm Old Em’s advice to “eat hearty “Yu we me fifteen cents, I believe,” said Old Elm 
and down the hull quart” of the black rolly stuff he to him as he painfully raised to a sitting posture, the 

was served as coffee. But his imagination treated him white dust filling his hair and eyes. 

cruelly. He hacked off a tiny bit, but his lips refused “Jest to remind y’u, Hurry or you'll miss your
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train.” Old Em was a man of decisive character, well tingly Pushed back. Two peaked little men stood be- 

respected by everyone who knew him. ore the cook. . . 
tegned/ and Tes gentlemen “ouriste” dried their fore ents we have a word with you?” the boldest 

eads with white handkerchiefs. Each raised slowly ventured. ' 
, ace of questioning eyebrows. One kicked the “You might,” Old Em stood waiting, his brown 
other’s sore shins. arms crossed upon his chest. His gun was conspicious 

“We are here for a purpose,” he guardedly re- from its very invisibility. a 

minded. ‘We must act.” ““We came here for a purpose,” said the wary sleuth 

“Assuredly,—most decisively,” the other com- timidly. ; | 
pressed his white lips, coughed nervously and made a “And that purpose—— >?’ Em raised his eye- 
feignt at rising. He hesitated to look again at Old brows. . 
Em, but felt keenly he weight of his stare on the back “That purpose——,”’ hesitated the other. 
of his neck. He looked out down the shimmering “Has been accomplished,” finished Old Em. 
rails to the toy train crawling in the gray distance. ‘‘You’ve had your feed. Help yourself to God’s free 
Both lost forever a year of happy home life at Old air.” He indicated the open door. 
Em’s sudden words. Free offers are at times greedily accepted. 

‘Nothin’ else >” Old Em, the cook, was a man of emphatic character, 
‘Two ties were rearranged. Two chairs were hesita- well treated and respected by everyone who knew him. 

RoE BLack. 

FOREST WORSHIP 

There the Ontanogon glides 
Past dim trails where darkness hides— 
Dawn gone by, we may not stay, 
Here to wait the fuller day; 
Our path leads through the copper gleam 
Of sunrise on the winding stream, 
Where, soft, beyond a shadowed turn, 
Fresh-kindled altar fires burn; 
While slender birches sway and nod 
Obeisance to the River God, 
His altar rises rich and green 
Up from the quiet river’s sheen; 
His virgins are pale lilies—cold 
And pure, with hearts of glowing gold; 
Tall purple spikes reach toward the sky, 
Like sacred candles flaming high— 
Man never built so fair a shrine, 
Nor temple held peace more divine, 
Than we may feel, who daily dare 
Let paddles rest, to worship there. 

—RacHEL Commons. 

CLOUDS 
Flying bits of cloud 
And drifting masses with tattered edges, . 
The wrecks of a universe, shadows. 
Shadows of lost birds, 
Of great lovers 

| Lost in a kiss. 
: Shadows of the sky— 

You may see them 
oo . | Always, 

Even in New York. 

—V. TENER,
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Rupert Brooke—A Confession 
S HAKESPEARE is the common rock on which I would like to mention one favorite of mine, Menelaus 

all literary appreciation is built. After Shakespeare and Helen, an almost entire Iliad complete in two son- 
there is no single poet who can serve as majority's nets. Here in twenty-eight pentameters Brooke paints 
second best. It is a case of everyone choosing for what would have cost Homer a book. The emotions 
himself—and what a variety of choices! For my part of Atrides from the time he plunged into the rim of 
I have shunned the conventional Milton, the moody Troy until he “crashed through the dim luxurious 
Byron, the contemplative Wordsworth; my choice is bower, flaming like a god,” are here pictured, each by 
a no less modern nor eccentric one than Rupert Brooke. a single brush stroke. Then comes the beautiful sestet 

But I am young, you say; I shall soon get over describing the meeting: 

this childish enthusiasm, and when my acquaintance ery: , 
with the wealth of England’s letters is more thoroughly Tigh sat white rien ronely and serene. fai 
rounded, then shall I foresake my unorthodox Rupert A ith a her Lh “m d d at she i. 5 S0 a“ 
to settle down in a wiser judgment. Perhaps there is "A t ik f Tht i Gone + suc “love 

some truth in this, although I cannot see it now. For A ik © The e , i Me ‘. ” he, hee 
Brooke is essentially the poet of superlatives, the poet of Th Sse f TK. “hi 5 for tbe an er there, ~ 
youth. Sometimes his verse is intellectually cold, if e perfect Knight before the perfect Queen. 

you will; nevertheless, it was written for youth, and Here is pure beauty of expression; here the sheer joy 
youth it will always charm. of writing breaks through the wonderful lines and 

You, my dear teachers, who are wont to regard charges them with an irresistible potency. 
youth as a sentimental pasture ground, a non-thinking “The perfect Knight before the perfect Queen.” 

adolescence during which all must be Heartcriers; you 
give out that this successor to Keats undoubtedly Here is a subject for the brush of Abbey. But this 
showed great promise of sometime attaining distinction 1s not all. What follows, only Rupert Brooke is cap- 

as a poet; you even go so far as to admit that “Forever able of. The armor and the ermine are torn away; 

England” ranks with the best of our sonnets; but as Menelaus, the knight, becomes Menelaus, the deaf 

for those early poems into which Brooke poured the husband of Helen, the scold. 

“red sweet wine of youth’ —upon those you vent your “So Menelaus nagged: and Helen cried: 

spleen by branding them as affectations. And Paris slept on by Scamander side.” 

Women grow old, beauty fades: What has a 
youth to meddle in this. Enough it is for him to woo But, my dear teachers, you say that my poet has 
his Phyllis in a woodland bower. Yes, but a nimble made a mess of the whole business. What promised 
brain can woo as well as a beating heart; and, what to bea delightful group of sonnets has turned out to be 

is better, the nimble brain does not require any wood- gruesome innovation. To those who can see only grue- 
land bower or any Phyllis either. The whole world someness in the innovation, as you delight to call it, it 

is its courting place; girlhood is its mistress. ‘Lhe must seem gruesome indeed. However, you are old, 

soul that worships beauty cannot but sigh if that beauty and Brooke was young, and I am young; but more of 

be transient; the beauty of womankind, like the snow this anon. 
upon the desert’s dusty face, lights a little hour or two, You, my dear teachers, who pride yourself upon 

and then is gone. If the contemplation of a beauty your culture, who value so highly in your daily life the 

lover seeks to answer the what then instead of the myriads of sensations which are the contradictions 
what now, you shout your derision: of vulgarity, who have “the God-given passion of 

humanity which alone can recognize what God has 
“ (What) peevish boy ,. Made good;” with this master poet of mine you surely 
Would break the bowl from which he drank in Joy?” ye loved: 

But in another place—‘‘It is the intensity of per- “White plates and cups, clean-gleaming, 

ception that creates poetry.” Because in your what Ringed with blue lines; and feather, feary dust; 

now you wish “no lamp relumed in heaven,” you will Wet roofs, beneath the lamplight; the strong crust 

not hob and nob with this English boy, though he has Of friendly bread; and many tasting food; 

written some of the finest sonnets in the language. I Rainbows; and the blue bitter smoke of wood; 

shall not extrol The Hill with all its dramatic reversal And radiant raindrops couching in cool flowers; 

or Waubiki or the five gems which make up 1914. But And flowers themselves, that sway through sunny hours
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Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon;” So it hurts you to think of Helen as a scold ; you 

and all the rest. might be scolds yourselves. But I am still in my 

prime. I can run with the swiftest; I can clear the 
How much these small “sensations” mean to me! },. 0. 4 good five feet; I can go on a tramp all day 

How much more they mean to you! But how much 34 then paddle a canoe all night; my skin is as smooth 

less must they also mean to you; for as marble; there are no wrinkles in my face, my thick 

“the best that you have known blonde hair is the envy of my friends: I can read 

Has changed, and withered, and been less, Rupert Brooke. 

At last, than comfort, or its own , But yom my car teachers, you must fall back on— 
: ” the good Lord alone knows whom. 

Remembrance. ° CuHares L. WEIs, JR. 

White Lilacs 
O YOU know, Emeline, something must be done “Well, how are Viola and John Vincent getting 

D: help Viola Orth,” remarked Miss Melissa ener- along?” began Miss Melissa cheerfully. “Has any- 
getically as she dampened clothes on the kitchen table. thing new turned up?” 

Miss Emeline, thus addressed, laid down the towel she “Heavens, no,” came the despondent answer. “He's 

was hemming, removed her glasses, and looked up at been at the house on Tuesday nights and Thursday 

| her sister expectantly. nights and Sunday nights for weeks and weeks, and 
“How so?” she queried gently. never yet has he asked her the question.” By her in- 

“Why, you know I mean in regard to John Vincent. flection it was evident that there was but one question 

Here that man’s been keeping company with her for of any importance which Mr. Vincent could ask. 
nearly a year, and I| declare, he’s too absent-minded to “Maybe, if he had some encouragement—” ven- 
ever propose.” tured Emeline tentatively. 

“It does seem too bad,” assented her sister, ““he’s . “Land, he’s had plenty of that,” sighed Mrs. Orth. 

still quite a young man. Queer that he should be so N othing helps. 

absent-minded. And bashful too—such a combina- Miss Emeline pondered a moment; then her deli- 
tion. Mrs. Vale told me that when he starts out for cate old face brightened. 

the store in the morning, he always tucks a slip of paper I know,” she cried. “We'll ask him and Viola 
in his hat with a list of things written on it that he has ©V¢r to supper sometime. Let’s see—to-day is Tues- 
to do. She said that once last week he forgot his slip day; we'll have them over on Sunday, and perhaps 
and made a regular muddle of his business that day. then we could encourage him a little—just in a nice 
He had the carpenter’s keg of nails delivered to Mrs. way, of course.” 

Orth, and Mrs. Orth’s aluminum pie-tins to the carpen- Well, you might try if you want to,” assented Mrs. 
ter, and he took the lawn-mower that the minister—”’ Orth. “Although I know it won’t help,” she added 

“Here comes Mrs. Orth,” interrupted Melissa from gloomily : 
the window. “I see her coming up the garden walk. Let S see, we still have some of that home cured 
Step right in,” she called heartily, as a knock was heard ham, volunteered Miss Melissa, “and I could bake 
at the door. those little tea~cakes, and we could have muffins, tea, 

Mrs. Orth entered, took off her little shawl, and Oe Oe peach preserves. 
settled her weight experimentally in the protesting old was recalle d to nun ie A, ve aeain E rather sadly , 
rocker beside Miss E:meline’s chair. of food. he allairs again yt e mention 

“ vou wate Mats are Tate bs pean eee . oariness." she exclaimed hastily looking up at the 

barely budding, and this is the first week in June.” the . - ae Ticaling herself from the embrace of Emeline looked out affectionatel , cl e rocker, “it's nearly five. Viola will be home from ~me ine looked out a chona ely at the two graceful the library in a few minutes: I'll h toh h 
lilac bushes, one on each side of the gate. and put the kettle on.” aye 10 Murry home 
hhey'l be ee ee fondo een kel Sane The sisters looked at each other thoughtfully for a 

how, “she sighed a trifle, “they always make me feel eee hat ne ee a 
just a little bit sad; Father loved them so and was so Mr. Vincent?” i en «party fore neourage proud of them.” Vir. cent?” as ed Emeline. I know,” she con- 

tinued, answering her own question. “Do you remem-
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ber that old song that you used to sing years ago called “there won't be enough left to go around; I don’t 
“The Language of the Flowers’-— count on his eating more than four at the most”. 

‘The rose so red for constancy, Seeing the perturbed look on her sister’s face, Me- 
The daisy fair for luck;’ lissa also began to watch the ravages wrought by Mr. 

and then the last part of the verse tells how the white Vincent. 
lilac is the symbol of encouragement for the diffident “Eight, nine, ten”, poor Emeline continued counting 
lover.” to herself, “there, the plate’s empty”. The sight of the 

“You don’t mean that I should sing it for them to depleted plate brought Mr. Vincent to himself with a 
encourage him, do you>”’ gasped poor Melissa. ‘Are start. 
you sure that it would be proper?” “Good Lord!” he exclaimed penitently, “just see 

“Of course it would,” replied Emeline; and as she what I’ve done”. Miss Melissa gallantly came to his 
was the older, and her decisions always final, Melissa rescue and declared that there were plenty of cakes in 
acquiesced, although very reluctantly. the kitchen—although she did not verify her statement 

* * * * by refilling the plate. 
Five o'clock Sunday evening found the two old Supper over they went into the little parlor where 

ladies in a panicky flurry of excitement. Miss Melissa Mr. Vincent told them of some of the amusing trials 
made a dozen hurried trips to the parlor to see if every- of his business caused by his absentmindedness. After 
thing was right; and at each trip she changed the big an hour or more Miss Emeline, as it had been previ- 
bouquet of lilacs from the right side of the piano to the ously aranged, asked her sister if she would not sing. 
left, and back again, or brushed invisible specks of dust “Just one song’, she begged, “that one you used to 
from the furniture; while from her vantage place be- sing; “The Language of the Flowers’ was the name of 

hind the curtains of the sitting room windows, Miss it, I believe’. Miss Melissa blushed deprecatorily; 
Emeline kept watch to see if the guests were arriving. but after Mr. Vincent and Viola had courteously urged 

‘Here they come’, she reported at length, and the her, she summoned all of her courage and dignity, rose 
sisters both went out to greet them with their charming, and went to the piano, while her sister began to play 

old-fashioned hospitality. The guests were shown into the accompaniment. In a high trembling voice Melissa 
the parlor, and by dint of delicate maneuvering on Me- began— 
lissa’s part were induced to sit on the old settee to- “The rose so red for constancy, 

gether. After giving them the old album with the fam- The daisy fair for luck: 
ily likenesses in it, the hostesses fluttered out to the € Calsy Tair lor 1UCK; 4s 

; But the lilacs sweet, so pure and white— 
kitchen to prepare the supper. 

‘There’s a fine chance for John Vincent, if he only She faltered! The enormity of her conduct over- 

makes use of it”, whispered Miss Melissa, “but I’m whelmed her. It was unmaidenly, she thought, why 

afraid he won't”. almost vulgar. She stopped, blushed crimson, and fled 

In a few minutes the dainty little supper was ready, from the room. Her sister, after murmuring that Me- 

and the guests were seated. Miss Emeline, as hostess, lissa had a headache and probably felt faint, followed 

sat at the head of the table, her sister at the foot, while her. She found her in the kitchen in tears; and it was 

Mr. Vincent sat directly opposite Viola. Viola was only by dint of much urging and the application of cold 

twenty—a pink gingham sort of a girl—and good to water to her tear-stained eyes, that she managed to 

look at; and Mr. Vincent looked at her quite constantly _ bring her back into the parlor again. 

with devotion in his honest brown eyes. It was a long “Tt’s been a failure’, began Melissa with discourage- 

time since the Pendley girls had given a party of any ment apparent in her voice after the guests had left and 

kind, and the unwonted excitement flushed the cheeks the two sisters were alone in the parlor. “I couldn't 

of both, and gave them a fragile kind of beauty. Then, finish the song, and he'll never know that I meant it 

too, the purpose they had in view gave an added touch for encouragement”. . 

of exhilaration to the affair. ‘‘Never mind”, consoled her sister, ““we did our best, 

The little plate of tea-cakes stood in front of Mr. if anyone ever did; so it isn’t our fault”. 

Vincent, and without thinking what he was doing, he The next evening as the two sat on their front porch, 

ate one after another. While carrying on a conversa- they saw Mr. Vincent walking up the street. 

tion with Miss Melissa and Viola concerning the rela- “‘He’s coming to call on Viola”, whispered Melissa 

tive merits of knit lace and crocheted, Emeline glanced excitedly, “‘and it isn’t his regular evening either, be- 

at him surreptitiously. cause this is Monday. Perhaps he’s really going to— 

“That’s his seventh”, she thought, as she watched She left her sentence unfinished, but the look on her 

one cake after another disappear in rapid succession, sister's face showed that she understood.
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“T wouldn’t be surprised”, she assented. The per- the porch where Viola and Mr. Vincent sat. Then 
son under discussion came up to the house, all unaware her courage began to fail, and she said timidly wit 

that he was the subject of such an interesting conversa- just the suspicion of a quaver in her voice, Excuse me, 
tion, stopped at the gate for a few minutes, praised the but here is your slip. And my sister sent you these 

lilacs now in full bloom, and went on to Orths. lilacs, and said to tell you that in the song she started 
““What’s that out on the sidewalk’? cried Emeline to sing last night it says that the lilacs bring anyone 

a moment later, “I do believe I'll go and see’. She courage and good fortune in the affairs of the—” here 
came back at once, all breathless from excitement, with she coughed delicately— “heart.” She handed the 
a scrap of paper in her hand. “It’s Mr. Vincent’s slip”, astonished man the flowers and the slip. Don't for- 
she exclaimed, “‘he must have lost it when he took off get any of these items,” she adjured him, and before 
his hat. Let’s see what it says. he could even think to thank her, she had fled down 

‘June Eighth—she read— the walk to her own home. 
See J. Cartwright ¥ ¥ ¥ % 

panel ores i wire “Morning, folks,” called a cheery young voice. b 
caaereaee ; ; iss Emeline exchanged a significant glance wit 

ance shin gle nails—and with a gasp she continued her ion ncross the breakfast table. “Tt’s Viola. Do 
es , ou suppose it’s possible—’” ‘There was no need for 

h My goodness, De s lost the slip, and he'll forget why her to nich her suestion; Miss Melissa, who had al- 
came to rtns . 

“Tt was indeed a portentous moment! What should ready left the table, nodded and called back to her 
; Jed her from the doorway, “Maybe; let’s go and see. 

they fo? Never before rm d Mes Emeline faile The two old ladies fluttered out on the porch, hur- 
er seems to me”, che pondered “the ike only thing ried down the walk in the June sunshine, and stepped 

we can do is to return the slip”. at the gate beneath the arch of the lilacs where Viola 
Miss Melissa looked at her in astonishment. with hands hidden behind her was waiting for them. 
“How could we?” she faltered. “I'd never have __1 wanted you to be the first ones to see it,” she said 

the courage”. shyly. They bent over her extended hand eagerly, 
“Nonsense, I'll do it. I’m the older, and I suppose and she showed them a slender little circlet. . 

I ought to. And do you know”, she added, “We'll And he says,” she confided blushingly, that I 
underline the last item on the paper, so he'll surely see should tell you that from now on white lilacs are his 
it.” Melissa hurried into the house and returned with favorite flower.” 
a pencil. And the white lilacs overhead nodded and smiled “You take it, Emeline,” she said, “my hand shakes at each other proudly; and a few of the little blossoms 
so that I couldn’t write”. So Emeline took the pencil, dropped softly down on Viola’s sunny hair. 
nervously moistened it twice; then boldly underscored —Norma A. PELUNEK. 
the last item. 

It was decided after much debate to wait until it 
grew dark, and then Miss Emeline was to go over to A SONNET 
Orths to return the paper. Miss Melissa even had a 
further suggestion to make. The passing seasons bring their memories 

“Pick a nice spray of lilacs for him”, she said, “‘and Of other changing years, more sweet to keep, 
when you give him the paper, explain what they mean. Since now within their tender harmonies 
You know I couldn’t do it yesterday”. A deeper beauty lies, with you asleep. 

This sounded feasible enough to Emeline, and she For always we love most what we have lost, 
readily agreed to it. At nine-thirty when it was quite Nor know the fullness of our happiness, 
dark, she set out on her mission. Down at the gate the Until, a flower seared by withering frost, lilac bushes stood calm and fragrant in the moonlight, It dies, and memory knows its loveliness. motionless save when a vagrant breeze stirred they The springtime fills each silent wooded place branches, and they tapped gently against the gate. As With dreams of other joyous springs we knew; Emeline approached, they seemed to sway toward her, ‘The song-bird brings the beauty of your face: 
as if each blossom in its eagerness to be picked whisp- And thought of every friend brings thought of you. ered softly, “Take me, take me to bear your message”. If memory can live so, year on year, ~ 
Miss Emeline went slowly down the walk to the Then, ever sleeping, shall you not be near? 

Onth's gate, opened it bravely enough, and approached | —RacuHEL S. Commons,
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“Tt pays to buy in Madison’’ 

Exclusive Weari I xclusive earing A ppare 
For College Girls 

Distinctive and exclusive apparel for all 
occasions tor the coming school year 

Suits, Coats, Gowns, Wraps, 

Blouses, Furs, Millinery and Undergarments 

We will be glad to have you open an account with us 

Pa eee! 
S—_—_—_— 

Ly > SUIT OR OVERCOAT 

Capitol ¢-feme Cafe $30 to $50 
Supic: 
a i. Made to Order 

“Under The Dome” 

MR. and MRS, F. R, FULLER, Managers Select your pattern from the largest stock in 

Madison. The right time to do it is NOW. 

Special attention paid to Parties, 

Banquets and Sunday Dinners for tH 2 
ti CEA LOU Students. . / hoes 

y TAILORS 

Music Evenings and Sundays 
“Your Neighbor Wears One’’ 

123 State St. 
Phone—Capitol 217
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Across the Lake 

Si. WAS only an old, old friend—a girl I had This chatter was very well with other men, but Mar- 

known since she was a foot high. We had grown ian seldom talked this way to me. To-night she was 

up together, fought together, played together, and at too busy thinking to say those things which made our 

last resolved not to live together, nor even to fall in love friendship dear. 

with each other. The night was warm and soft, almost Frankly, I was bored. I looked around the room 
amorous. It was May with its ideal weather. The for something to talk about, but the people there 

moon was just rising over the town as we jiggled across were ordinary. I had seen them all before at other 

the lake to Bernard’s Park where we were to spend the dances. But in the corner sat the little cripple who 
evening dancing. The sky was clear, the stars shone, had taken charge of our ‘things.’ He was unusual. 

and the moon beamed. Marian was very pretty. Her His face was handsome; his eyes pathetic; his hair 
soft grey eyes were sad to-night; her pretty mouth was curly and brown. All this contrasted strangely with 

tight shut and a firmness about the lips told she was not his misshapen body. It made me strangely sad to see 
too happy. Nevertheless ‘she ‘was beautiful. Her him. He watched the dancers with a vague absent 

brown hair, wavy and even, floated on her head. I smile. No doubt he was wishing that he too might 

aimost made up ny mind tat I was mistaken: , that I dance and be graceful. I spoke of him to Manian. 

was not thinking the same thing but that wae y ego ie “oe Fe as been watching me all 

thinking. / knew better. That she liked me was ver: ven nin he Would Nore to dance. "I hate to 

tain, but she could never think of marrying me. She hax wh th seause he must Know that he can never 
was too ambitious. I had no future before me J ‘oman “He ve re ence ne a ena 

might teach others to be as impractical as I. | mi ht lives. A ds a aie a lone iness as long “ he 
write silly stories for snappy magazines ) I should bees, he fal Her voice trailed off. Again she 

never be rich, and money was the great thing Marian ot the ond on sacl while J wondered. 

longed for. bench under a tree ee on vieh Put and sat hal 
We reached the park and checked our excess wraps liant as we had none a ose th ‘ rch had been so bril- 

with a lame youth in one corner. I was proud of cloud. The smell of a sto was in the ai ae 
Marian. She was the most beautiful girl on the floor. wind had risen a little: th lak was an t I ar. The 

To dance with her was like reading poetry in a cool Still the night was lonea i “ was no longer calm. 

room amidst tapistries - purple and gold; like listen- there silent for te ean nt under the trees. We sat 

ing to exquisite music; like drinkin 
hot day. Her lithe, shapely bod nonce neon hh ne ie belo nS revway bain lashed 
with perfect cadence and with as little effort as an eagle whistle broke ‘the " . th us AX shrieking, shill 
soaring high in the blue heavens. ed bes ° s ence: then a fast passenger train 

To-night, though, Marian was sad. Even the Y.  Sat foolishly thinking up an analogy be- 
dance did not br; > tween this train and a bluffing, bullying football star 
an t bring back her spirits, though she waltzed who the s before h divinely. wae fe cason efore had startled us by his remark- 

“Something is wrong, Mum,” I said. Tell me w . . ®, Dut who now had passed into oblivion and 
what it js.” Nr about to leave school, unnoticed. I discovered 

She sighed. “Oh, it’s nothing. Isn’t the music usually to ok trying: 1 was distressed. “The girls J 
wonderful?” I admitted it. That was enough; from whil 1 ook to dances were not accustomed to cry then on she chattered like a witch possessed of all the: ve . . was around In all my experience as a cava- 

powers of pleasing man. She told me gossipy bits ad never before had a women cry in my pres- 

about this girl and th i Py ence. I did not know what to do. Besides Mari g at. How it was reported that ought not t Sh man 
Tom was engaged to Mary, but she did not believe it. al—nothi ne © Was Just a boy to me—a good 
How Big Bill had come to the last formal inebriated tot s een. Therefore I decided that dis- 
What a tacky dresser Bertha was; yet how she simply lent. cing the Petter part of valor, I should remain 
made the men wild about her. She told of a picnic id “ull something had to be done—just what I 

on which the canoe almost tipped over because A not know. A glass of water? No, water was 
tried to pick a pond lily e Art for fainting people. Marian was not faint; in- Pp y for her. I was completely ally I took h : ng. Fin 
bowled over by the flood. Still I wa y 1 took her hand and squeezed it. I had to show 

s not fooled. her I was sympathetic. The . re was nothing more |
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Hessonich’s 
The Store That Plans to Meet the Needs of 

College W omen and Some of the Lines we Carry 

Crown Embroidery Work Dresses Djer-Kiss Toilet Goods 
Mar-Hof Middy Suits Marinello Face Creams 

““Coquette’’ Hand Made Blouses Chanut Gloves 
““Flanders’’ Blouses Northrup Gloves 

‘Wolf Head Undermuslins Van Ralte Veils 
Marcella Undermuslins Van Ralte Gloves 

Vanity Fair Silk Underwear Kayser Gloves 
Royal Society Art Needlework Hyland Hats 

Luxite Hosiery Fiske Hats 
Goodwin Corsets Crowley Neckwear 

\ “Prices are Moderate”’ 
Ee ———_—— il 

OO —_—_—_——— LL 

3 

A College Man S We are at your service 

with choice 

S t O Y c Cut Flowers 

Artistic 

With a College Man’s Corsage Work 
: and 

Service and ; 
Floral Designs 

A College Man’s 

Clothes. a 

Rentschler Floral Company 
J 

18 U aillie Hedquist Gl Store— Greenhouse— 
‘Theo. 

rcerete ee eer 226 State Street Next to the Cemetery 

Phone: Badger 179 

aera ea
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1 could do. I couldn’t put my arm around and kiss the 
tears from her eyes as a lover might. Even had I been 

a lover I couldn’t do it in such a public place. Att last 
Fellows, you'll find here all she spoke. 

that’s new in ‘Jim, that train was too much for me: it made me 

remember father and my home. Oh, I wish I had 
Suits, Overcoats, Hats, Caps, never come to college! What chance has the daugh- 

Shirts, Gloves, Hosiery and ter of a locomotive engineer? I've bluffed and bluffed 
Neckwear for this Fall and about myself until I’m so sick of telling consistent lies 

. that I'd like to drown myself. If I had only started 
Winter season. telling the truth about myself—but I did not know. 

Let's get acquainted now— I've said I was from a prosperous family. . Father was 
‘ , an engineer—consulting engineer for a railroad. I’ve 

today—it will be to our mu- said I had money—and I’ve spent more than I could 
tual benefits. afford. Last night Jerry proposed to me. Jerry's 

father is a millionaire. I wish I could have accepted 
setts him. Oh, I don’t love him, He’s just a kid, but the 

money and the prestige! But his mother! Jim, did 
e you ever see his mother? She’s an aristocrat among 

apelhs aristocrats. I would never get away with her. And 

I must be happy a little. Jim, what canI do? I wish 

On State I were crippled and ugly, or else came from a family 

Se ETT up in social scale. I know I’m too sensitive, but I can’t 
‘*Collegemen’s Clothiers”’ help it. You see I wanted a good time. I had to 

make a sorority. I did it, but now I’m paying for it.” 

She hesitated a little to see if she was saying too 

oo! much. I could not answer her; I was too much over- 

(| _scome by the situation. Embarrassed and confused, I 
had but one thought—to get Marian cheered up and 
back in the dance hall where, at least, she could not 

cry. I muttered something silly. 

h “Oh, of course, you aren’t interested. How could 
eC yoube? You're only aman. You can make money 

and raise yourself to a position in life equal to your am- 
( bition, if you have any. But what chance have I? 
ho C ol a Ct e You men have everything. You can pick and choose 

among women, among kinds of work, among every- 
thing. I wish I were a man.” 

“Come, now, Mum,” I said. ‘“‘Cheer up. You're 
S h O p not so bad off, you know. You've got looks and a 

home and friends. I know it’s hard to see these 
moneyed women around and not be able to compete 

ss with them, but then you’re not so bad off.” I knew this 
“Where You Feel At Home.” was pretty lame, but I could not think of a thing else to 

say. But I added, “Cheer up, and let’s dance some 
me more. It’s getting late and we won’t have much time.” 
OO face haere try, but wait till I powder my face. 

. on’t want these people to know that I’ve b ing. Invites Your Patronage It’s so silly to weep, isn’t it?” Foe eying 
528 State Street I was willing to admit it, but I did not say so. In- 

stead | watched her daub her face with a tiny powder 
puff in silence. The night was no longer calm and 
peaceful. I noticed that a dark cloud had completely 
covered the moon, while the wind was becoming cold
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“Company: 

Make Thi Y ake his Store Your Store 
Young women in Madison for the first time, will quickly feel the need 

for a store whose service, merchandise and reasonable prices are worthy 
of confidence. Such a store you will find the Alexander Kornhauser 
Company to be. 

The requirements of college women have been anticipated. Whether 
it be a complete costume, some accessory of dress, or a dainty toilet article, 
you will find it here in complete assortments attractively priced. 

We invite you to make the Alexander Kornhauser Company store your 
store. The cheerful, helpful atmosphere appeals to young women away 
from home. 

oe OO mW ][][QQLZ OOH 

and ominous. I trusted we could get home before the That was enough for me just then. On the boat we 
storm broke, for a storm surely was coming. Light- got on a shelf-like upper deck which was deserted to- 
ning flashes in the north and west told that. night because of the threatening storm. Somehow we 

There was a new color in Marian’s cheek when we wanted to be alone—at least I did. For a long time 
re-entered the hall, but her step was not so light. Her we sat in silence. My thought were numerous. [ 
mind’s perturbation hindered her feet. As she danced wondered about all this turmoil over wealth—-wondered 
I noticed her eyes wandering continually to the corner whether it was worth while. I had given up planing 
of the room where the crippled youth sat. He seemed to do more than ear a living. I knew I should never 
to attract her in her present mood. be able to accumulate money. _I thought of my various 

“T think that check-room boy would understand my friends who were in business struggling along cutting 
problem, Jim,” she said, pathetically unhappy. the throats of those who impeded their paths, fighting 

‘Then you think that I do not?” I asked. this man and that, now earning an advantage by trip- 
“IT don’t know; I hope you do. Otherwise you ping and strangling a competitor, now being caught in 

must think I’m an awful fool. But you know that boy a tight place and squeezed themselves. All for money 
must understand. He feels about dancing and girls they did this. Night and day they worked for money 
just as I do about money and social position. Only he —money for what?—I did not answer this question 
can't lie and get away with it. He has to face his for Marian interrupted me. 
predicament and not cheat. I tried to cheat, but my “T can’t get the face of that crippled boy out of my 
bluff was called. I am forced to admit I’m licked, for mind,” she said. ‘“‘Somehow he haunts me and makes 
because I didn’t play fair I have to reject all those me hate myself. I know I’m selfish, but why shouldn’t 
things that I want. If I loved Jerry, it would be dif- I be. Everyone else is. Everything I like costs 
ferent, don’t you see? Then I could be happy and money—clothes, theater, parties, and everything. 
disregard his parents, but without love and without You don’t know how I envy you, Jim. I’ve watched 
respect, I’d die.” you sometimes at the “‘libe’”’ sitting reading as happy as 

“Mum,” I said, “You're all night! Now let’s for- can be, and on all sides of you are men and women 
get it, for this is the last dance.” stewing over books, hot and tired, hating it all, just as 

She did not forget, but she did dance divinely. Ido. Why can’t J too enjoy reading and things?”
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—— “T don’t know,” I replied. “I guess we're built 
OLD F ASHIONED differently. But never mind, you'll find a way out 

somewhere. I wish I could help you find it, but I 
AP P LE P IE 45c can’t. Unless—’’ (A thought struck me—an analogy 

A New York Hotel charges 45e a cut for as usual; I never could think straight and directly) 
old fashioned pie. “unless you do just as that crippled fellow does—face 

Whew—if it costs that much to be old the music. Show yourself as you are and make people 
fashioned, what must it cost to be up-to- see that you don’t care who knows it, but that you 
date? realize what you are missing by not being otherwise. 

at of men have a like ieea aout ee Maybe that would help.” ) 

a sare story about the seareity of this and “silly J im, answered Mum, “You never could un- 
the rarity of that. derstand anything but honest and straightforward ac- 
Bosh—the new Fall models are not high— tion. Maybe someday when I’m far away from here I 
they ’re handsome. They are not expensive shall stop cheating, but just now I can’t and won't. I 

—they’re immense. can still have a good time, you know. And after all, 
Why, for as little as $35 in Michaels Stern that’s what I want.”” She was spritely when she said 
Value First Clothes you can buy all the this, but in a moment she added softly and with the style and class that any ordinary man . . . ‘eT ’ needs to satisfy himself—his wife and his slightest quaver in her voice, “Jim, you ll come and 
creditors. 2 see me sometimes even if I am cheating, won’t you? 

New Fall Hats are Ready, Sir "Cause sometimes I get so tired of it, and I want to be 
$4 to $8 just plan Mum, daughter of a locomotive engineer, 

and you're the only one who I can be that with, you 
know.” 

Cosco I promised her that I’d come as often as she would 
let me. I rather enjoyed making that promise, too. 

Speclalists in Appatel for Men & Boys By the time the boat landed the rain had begun and we 
—SsSSsSSsSsSssSs—S=—S090909M9M9SSSS mz! had to hurry home. When we reached the steps of 
———————= her sorority house, she leaned close to my ear and 

whispered, “Jim, you're the best scout in the world, 
and I love you, but don’t get silly. I won’t marry 
you because you'll never make enough money, and 

C O l l e o e anyway you wouldn’t let me cheat any more, and 
sometimes I like to cheat.” JAMES W. GILMAN. ——_——— 

Re fector Vy SAME OLD DUB 
ee In the sweet hours of the morning 

; ; When you lie your bed adorning, 
Cafeteria Service And you dream that you're a bloated millionaire, 
638 State Street And you've got a gold-trimmed valet, 

(Or whatever it is they call it) 
And your life is free from every kind of care. 

Enlarge d Quarters Your pocket’s lined with money, 
Life is sweet as milk and honey, 

Courteous Attention Ane you say, “This world’s a good place after 
all”; 

Home Atmosp here Then your old Big Ben commences 
To recall you to your senses: 

Many of our patrons walk out of their way ea herce to Know ent real at all? 5 . dine here. They like to see the food—not raving’ sore mare ibe Dest of angles aroarin the menus—before ordering, 
To know you re just the same old dub you were 

the day before. 

- | H. STEEHOLM.
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feel eckerman(a, 
BIGGEST AND BUSIEST STORE 

Where Your Dollar Does Its Duty 

ST ee 

PANTORIUM COMPANY DRUG S 
‘Quality Cleaners’’ 

ee 
DISCOUNT YOUR CLEANING All roll film brought her developed free 

KODAKS, STATIONERY AND MAGAZINES $5.00 GIVES $6.00 CREDIT 

SUMNER & CRAMTON 
Phones: Badger 1180 670 STATE STREET 

Badger 1598 538 STATE STREET 
Postal Station 9 

The Horrors of Prohibition 
I PICKED up a little pamphlet to-day entitled never again enter our language as long as prohibition 

“Little Walks About Madison” and read this prevails. From Anacreon to the present day the 
sentence. “‘In front of the old red brick tavern a halt drinking song has filled the heart with the same warm 
may be made for a drink at the Gorham spring, on the flow of blood as the liquor it sang. Now no longer can 
left side of the road.” Horrors! Think of stopping at__we sing the joys of the flowing bowl, but must be con- 
a tavern to get a drink from a spring. The thought in tent with insipid love ditties which can never carry 
itself is revolting! But when one thinks of the tradition with flood of contemplated joy of the old roaring 
of days of red-blooded drinkers who considered a man __ tavern songs. What are we going to do with Burns 
sober until he could no longer stand up, it becomes and all the rest of them who enjoyed a fowl and a 
pathetic. cold bottle from which flowed the rimes of immor- 

“T cannot eat but little meat tality. Shall we consign them to the scrap heap? 
, , But that is not all. Think of the trouble prohibition My stomach is not good; a1 , But sure I think that I can drink will bring to philosophy, for there is no metaphysical 

With him that wears a hood. medium equal to that of a bottle of port. 

Though I go bare, take ye no care, “Ale, man! ale’s the stuff to drink 
I nothing am a-cold; For fellows whom it hurts to think. 

I stuff my skin so full within Look into the pewter pot 
Of jolly good ale and old. To see the world as the world’s not. 

Back and side go bare, go bare; Malt does more than Milton can 
Both foot and head go cold; To justify God’s ways with man” 

- But, belly, God send thee good ale enough, 

Whether it be new or old.” What morality may gain, metaphysics must lose; 
There is real virile philosophy in that song which can what asceticism aquires, fellowship suffers, for who can 

GIBSON MANDOLINS AND GUITARS AT HOOK BROS.
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5 become confidential over a lemonade? Admitted that 

Mf fewer men will beat their wives; also fewer will be 

Se ee Alb able to tolerate their ugly, fat, nagging mates without 

j OW the glow of goodnature afforded by a glass of old wine. 

Think of the sublime confidence which liquor affords 

| rn to men in making them seriously capable of arguing 

See whether nothing is ‘othing’ or ‘othing’ nothing. The 

Fiatram nce semcor old Goths understood the virility afforded by the bottle, 

for in considering matters of great importance to the 
state their inevitable rule was that each thing must be 
considered twice—once while the council was sober, 

Wie y G and once when drunk. They considered it sober so 
lk f that they might not be difficient in formality; drunk 
cK -ver lest they should lack vigor. Sober, they were discreet 
ee! and formal; drunk they had the confidence and self- 

reliance of gods. 

S H O ES The insipidity of what is to come from prohibition is 
gruesome to think of, for when a man is forty he needs 
a stimulus to make him indiscreet. Youth alone con- 

On the Square tains the buoyancy to carry it into the realm of the 
ideal. Must we then discard all men who have 
passed from the years of poetic yearning toward God 

J. F. ROSE & CO. because we cannot furnish them with artificial ambition. 
15 W. Main Street Alas, it would seem so. Better they should sing with 

the good Bishop of the sixteenth century 
ee ee 
Sea eT a “Back and side go bare, go bare; 
ee a gas cae ya Both foot and hand go cold; 

But, belly, God send thee good ale enough, 
X Whether it be new or old,” 

Kennedy Dairy than sit smugly by the fireside and bewail the passing 
. of the old and the coming of the new which cannot be 

cS Ompany half so good. 

James W. GILMAN. 

Velvet Ice Cream YOUR SONG 

Your Song, once lost to me, I’ve found again— 
“Tts All Cream’’ Naught seemed to matter in the world is 

As I proved worthy to regain 
— Your Song. 

Let us fill your order for that party 

But when you sing two feelings seem to throng 
ea ee My heart: the one of joy, the one of pain— 

618 University Avenue They cannot both be right, nor both be wrong; 
han ween And yet, if hopelessly my hopes are vain, 

I pray my heart remain so pure and strong 
That it prove worthy to retain 

Your Song. 
————————oo———:=: fo : H:S;
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—— RESIDUUM 

K d k F; ° hi A° A scientist I have for a long time been intensely 
oda Inis Ing interested in that substance well known to the 

scientific world as residuum. I have tried many expe- 
—_——— riments to determine exactly what its component parts 

— are and also to determine an exact process for obtaining 
Bring your films to us for finishing it. I was attracted to this bit of research early in my 
and SAVE MONEY. We allow course in general chemistry. One day while perform- 

ing an intricate experiment in which, after I had com- 
25% discount on all Developing pleted all the operations, I had something left in my 

. oo. test tube, I inquired of the instructor what it was (there 
and Printing brought to our Store, was nothing in my laboratory manual about it). He 
and guarantee a Superior Quality answered readily, “Oh, that’s just residuum”. Frank- 

of Work ly, I was perplexed. I looked through the list of ele- 
: ments in the beginning of the book, but residuum was 

not there. I studied the higher texts on chemistry but 
could find nothing on the subject. I knew then that I 

WHY PAY MORF? had discovered something—a problem to which I might 
devote my life. I should be famous when in time to 

——————————— come I should have discovered the properties of this 
. elusive thing and invented a commercial use for it. 

Ruud & Irion I immediately repeated my experiment, but for some 
“Madison's Premier Photographers” reason there was nothing left in my test tube this time. 

I asked my instructor about this. He said that before 
521 State Street when I had performed it, there had been some “‘extra- 

neous matter” present. I saw, then, that the problem 
I was to solve was not a simple one: it would require 

oo _ deep thought and hard, thorough research. I applied 
myself to chemistry with a zeal that brought me an 
“ex” but no residuum. Never in the course of that 

UTUCUUUOOOGUUUUUUUUUUUUUUNUUTENNTLTENNNNNUESQONSQSQQQQOSOQSOOGQOCENOUL whole year did I again find it in my test tubes. I was 
disappointed and turned away from chemistry in de- 

D spair. Still I did not give up hopes of some day finding 
what residuum was. 

ances For years I allowed the problem to ferment in my 
B mind. At last this very summer I had it again called 

ang uets to my attention as I was inspecting a pea cannery in 
L h Sun Prairie. JI had passed through the entire plant and 
uncneons was going out the rear door when I noticed on one side 

a pile of refuse. Being naturally inquisitive, I asked 

At what that was. “Oh,” said my companion, “‘that’s just 

B 5 d L residuum. We sell it to the ramen for fertilizer.” 

S Here was my problem again. ad no time to inquire 

oyd S Can y op further into the matter: (my train was leaving in 

Bobby Shurtleff twenty minutes), but I detemined as soon as summer 
Manager school was over to go back to Sun Prairie and see if I 

could not find the solution to my problem there. Ap- 

College Headquarters parently residuum had a commercial use which would 

426 State Street make any discovery of mine valuable. J hurried off to 

my train with my mind in a turmoil. 
But alas! I was soon to learn that some one had 

HUNNQUQNNUQUOQOO0Q0QQQQQQGQNUNUUUUTUTUUEONENOUENESNNNQQGGQINIIINIUIIIII] ]) made the great discovery before Thad. In a most un- 
expected place I learned that I had been beaten in my 
race for scientific glory. My instructor in Advanced | 

ALL THE LATE DANCE RECORDS AT HOOK BROS. .
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—_—— Composition had solved the problem while I was stum- 

bling around in the dark. The solution is so simple 

; that I hate to admit that I am beaten. Nevertheless it 

Styles Un Hl odern is true, Mr. Taylor has accomplished what I had spent 
years in dreaming of. Had I but absented myself from 

J e lve lrp class yesterday, I should not yet know of my ignomin- 

ous fate. Of course in time I should have learned, for 
We have a fine showing of Pearl I suspect that my professor will very soon publish a 

book on the subject and give his discovery to the world. 
Necklaces for the new fall Qowns. While I,—TI shall have to find another problem to make 

We also have a new and complete my life worthy. | 
I do not wish to take away from the glory of this 

line of imported novelty necklaces great man’s discovery, for to him the world owes a debt 
tv derat ces, of gratitude which it can never repay. Still I must im- 

ar very Moderate Prices part the secret. I am ashamed that I did not find it, 

i. but that is neither here nor there. The great solution 
For the latest fashions in J ewelry is this; I give it in my professor's own words, ‘“‘Conno- 

and silverware come to tation minus denotation leaves RESIDUUM.” There 

in a nut-shell is the answer which I have sought for for 
many years. I bow before my master, as all the world 
must. But I am proud to be permitted to be the first 

to put it into print. “‘Connotation minus denotation 
Gamm Jewelry Co leaves Residuum.”” I am amazed. 

9 W. Main Street ORIN O. STEELE. 

SO . 
| 

Sometimes I lie awake at night, 
‘The Y. M ° C. A. And through the open porch I see 

. The moon sail on in pale-bright light— 
C afe té/ Z a S A-smiling down on me; 

And sort o’ playin’ hide and seek 
offer superlative advantages to Behind the clouds that brush her cheek. 
those students, whether men or 
women, who desire exceptional When safe behind a cloud she sinks 
foods at moderate prices I m sure she shuts one eye and winks— 
Select just what tempts you. Such is the way, as I've observed, 

The finest foods are offered in Of Everymaid with Everyman— great variety That when she thinks she has disturbed 
. His heart’s content, behind her fan 

rrr She hides 
Japanese Service And smiles 

Give Yourself a Treat And thinks it fun 
wes To find him such a Simpleton. 

The University Y. M. C. A. “Ah, fickle moon.” I then exclaim, 
Cafeteria ‘T’ll beat you at your little game.” 

1, 740 Langdon Street Ang cece I dive in dream-draped lands, 
. | oons......, The City Y. M. C. A. Cafeteria And fickle Maids... .. 
207 W. Washington Ave, and fans... ele, 

oo  __! 
CO H. STEEHOLM.
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Way ideInnC f teri 
9 e e Woman’s Building 

Vhe Best Place to Eat $$ eee 

Real home cooking. If you want the best of food and service, eat at the 
Wayside Inn. . 

Big dining room—dquiet, homelike, and sanitary. You will never be 
disappointed at the Wayside Inn. Pp y 

Our Banquet Hall can serve 400 persons. 

240 West Gilman Street 

ee weoeoaoamomjmqSqqOun0000000000auauamaeaS9D ee 

‘The Mood of the Languid 
E.TOIR has a jolly wife. Perhaps you say she is were always spent in this manner, chatting about Pe- 

Pp plump. However, to me that is nothing. She is toir’s work, about my idleness, and perhaps about Pol- 
jolly—that is enough. Petoir is now past middle age. ly’s plumpness. Well, as I said we two were happy 
He smokes a long briar pipe, looks kindly, and loves together. 
his wife, while I—but no matter. We were happy until I discovered my wretched 

% * * % mood. Then I ceased to be happy. I do not think 
It must have been all of thirty years ago when I was _ that it interfered greatly with Petoir’s happiness. Pe- 

young and gay, and Petoir was younger and gayer  toir would never let anything so insignificant as a mood 

still, We were perfectly happy then. We were very interfere with his rosy outlook on life. However, I 
close to one another. We lived a full life. was somewhat disturbed, and for some reason or other 

I remember well a hot summer evening when we sat __I tried to get just the least bit of sympathy from Pety 
watching the crowds mix before the swinging screen _ this hot summer evening. — | 
doors of a little Italian restaurant in which we were “‘Pety,” I explained, “I had a wonderful feeling a 
eating. while back. A feeling which most. men would go 

“Pety, you are so damnably happy,” I complained, through the fires of a Hindu Hell to feel again—. 
“Frown at me, you fool, or I’ll—” | Pety sighed. He really was not as indifferent as he 

Petoir pushed his hands deep into his pockets, pretended tobe. He affected a blasé countenance nat- 
slouched in his chair, and then laughed. urally. He wouldn’t have been Pety if he had not, 

“My dear fellow. Tell me her name,” he pleaded, I used to think. . . 
“Ts she as plump as Polly >” “Tt is a feeling in which the mind utterly disregards 

Now truly, what could one do with such a person? the outside world— When it overtakes you, you can- 

He would not talk in a serious strain. Our evenings not move—you do not want to move. Even a god 

EDISON PHONOGRAPHS AND RECORDS AT HOOK BROS,
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———_—>========T_ could not experience a more wonderful mood than the 
. one I have been in. I conquered worlds, leveled them 

Madison Janesville in ruin, and rebuilt them as they should be built, all in 

| D. 7» the brief time of that single mood. Where did I first 

SydelbonErcs. experience it? Who was with me? I forget—but no 
fee ; | matter, is it? I have waited a whole month for its re- 

“The House of Courtesy”’ turn. But it seems that it will never come. My for- 

Tai tune for that mood again.” 
19 West Main Street ‘‘H’m,”’ said Petey, “I thought you were still in it, 

the way you carry on. Let’s stroll along down to 

We invite the Women of the Uni- Mamma Buttons, and have a smoke. The air will do 
‘ . . you good. Now don’t...... You know that I was 

versity to inspect our display jof only joking........” 
the Newer Fall Apparel. You do not know how provoking this Petoir could 

be. It took me a week to make him understand my 

mood. Then it took me another week to explain how 
BSS urgent it was to get into that mood again. 

“But, by the nine great Gods of Egypt,” he grum- 
bled, “I see what you mean. It is a very fine mood. 

We take great pride in presenting Itis an unusual mood. In fact I might say an astonish- 
. . ing mood. But why worry about it now? It’s gone. 

| this new merchandise for your ap- Why waste time trying to get it back again? Why?” 
| proval. “Why did De Quincey crave for opium and Pet- 

rarch for Laura?” I flashed, “I must have it.” 
a I explained to him exactly how I had first expe- 

rienced this mood. He began to take me seriously... . 
——eennann —a——~—oa0esaoOooeee “There is only one place in the world for your lan- 

«guid mood”, he said to me one day, “Go to Italy. Go 
to Southern Italy, where the sky is blue and the towns 
are old and crumbling.” 

I went to Italy. 

Ah, Italy is a wonderful place. You will agree with 
Half a Second me in that. For the curious there are ruins. For those 

of ill health there are the pure air and the gentle 
breezes. For those in love there are still nights and 

Of Your Time dimly lit gardens. 

I waited six months for my languid mood to overtake 
me again. I subjected myself to every possible situa- 

We want you to know these tion which I thought would bring me nearer to the 
drug stores sensation I desired. I went to the opera, visited the 

Vatican, stood uncovered on the spot where Caesar was 
murdered, sat in the wine shops of Pompeii, and—I 

Th M Ph ° really should not admit this,—made love to Italian 
@ enges armacies Women. Then I grew sick of it all, and cabled Petoir 

a that | was going south to Morocco. 
26 West Mifflin Street It seemed that all of Morocco was possessed with a 
90] University Avenue languid mood, save me. The hot dry air had little 
1825 Monroe Street effect upon me except to make me swear and smoke 

strong cigars to keep off the monstrous gadflies. Some- 
801 Oakland Avenue umes when I was very tired, and when the world 

seemed useless, I would sigh and say to myself, ‘Man, 
you have been a fool. There is no languid mood to be 
found in these waste worlds.” SSS | Then it seemed that God would humor me, and give
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(eT SOme just a very, very little taste of the mood again, and ’ ; then I would waver, and go on hoping. 
Kehl S School of Dancing Petoir seemed to be a great help to me. He was 

untiring in searching for new routes and older cities and We Teach You to Dance Correctly quainter people. He and Polly were married now. 
Instruction in classes or in private. The Sometimes I wondered why other people could be so 

only Permanent School of Dancing in the City. happy without striving for an eccentric mood. Now beginning its 36th year, I spent two years in India. I was moving constantly, 
Sometimes I thought that I should almost realize my 

For information, call at the Academy. mood. Indian string music has a mysteriously marvel- 
309 West Johnson St. or Phone Badger 1770 ous way of creating emotions. Then a wave of Indian 

fever carrying all before it would frighten me off again 
oo —_==Zz! into some other weirder and less frequented place. 

ee One day in Northern India, I met a very old, shaky 
man. He seemed very contented. I asked him why 

Exclusively Photographic he was so happy. 
“For forty years I have been fleeing from the sum- 

We make Pictures of Groups and Parties mer,” he explained, ‘I love the autumn. Autumn is 
. the dying world, you know. Summer terrifies me; it 

KODAKS KODAK FINISHING is all life. It is forever blooming. Then I found this 
place where it seemed to be autumn the year around. 

pe ~~ It has been a long time,” he stopped a moment, “My 
4 ‘[gereant__ parents were Einglish, but I was born in India”, He 
- Sow-sBx laughed harshly now, “I was born in that little house 

We 2 Mauer Pacswant; up on the hill.” 
| % % % % 

I left for home on the next boat. I had not seen 
—_aalae ==: «COC@PPetoirr for something like ten years. I realized how old 

I had become in that time. I realized how futile had 
M A D U F Fk Y been my search. 

° ° Perhaps you think it strange that I tell you what 
“W. 4 follows. But there is no way out. Petoir was the 

Millinery and W omen Ss same Petoir, a little greyer perhaps, but a very happy 
Wear Petoir still. There was a twinkle in his eye now that I 

had not seen before. Shall I say a twinkle of security? 
324 State Street As I entered Petoir’s sitting room, Polly came for- 

ward to meet me. 
Gage Hats Latest in Blouses Now this is the strange thing about that affair twenty 

years ago. I, tired, worn with ten years of wasted ef- 
————————— ! fort, and with a sad heart, placed my hand in that of 

Polly’s. It was then that my mood came back again, 
relaxing me, easing me, and rewarding me for those ten 
years. 

W. C. MALON E “You look tired, old top,” said Petoir. 
I dropped Polly’s hand. 

Quality, Service, and Satisfaction The mood seemed to leave me. : 
“T am tired,” I answered simply. 

Groceries, Fruits and Vegetables = eR 
Well, that was twenty years. I live with Polly and 

Petoir now. Weare getting old very fast. But Fete 
| still smokes his long briar pipe complacently, looks 

Phone: Badger 1164—434 State Street kindly, and loves his wife, while I—but no matter. 
. JosEPH FosTER. 

CHICKERING AND SCHOMACKER GRAND PIANOS AT HOOK BROS.
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————————— SECOND SERIES OF A TREASURY OF 
WAR POETRY 

Ed. By Prof. GEorcE HERBERT CLARKE, Houghton 

Mifflin Co. 

H T HAS been said that the poets of this war are 
G ° e Q. I among the obscure and the unknown; those from 

whom nothing remarkable was expected and whose 
reactions were, therefore, not anticipated by the public. 

The poets of fame have for the most part not produced 
the poems of wisest appeal. Their conceptions of 

: death, of the vastness of the war, of the great numbing 
impersonality are the conceptions with which everyone 

—>>>EEE== has become increasingly familiar since the first war 

poems and the first war articles. There are, of course, 
many exceptions, but this “Second Series of a Treasury 
of War Poetry” almost invariably proves that the less 

conspicuous man has written the more unusual poem. 
Instinctively after the war we seek a rest from the 

poems most reeking with blood: those most vividly 
M O R G A N 3 S depicting the realism and horror. This period of reac- 

tion from all things war-like is a hard one in which to 

judge an anthology of war poetry, for the inclination 
932-534 State Street is to favor the least war-like. Still real poetry should 

have a universality of appeal which these seem often to 

lack. So many “war sentiments” have become trite 

that the appeal has vanished from poems like the fol- 
Tn lowing: 

““There’s a mother who stands watching 
For the last look of her son, 

A worn poor widow woman, Rosemary Beauty Shop om poor widow wom 
Go to the Rosemary Beauty Shop, the mo: 

modern equipped sh op in the city, fon fivet eee The poems are of the widest range; they are classed 
work, Soft water for shampooing. A full under a variety of headings, among them, “France”, 
line of toilet articles and hair goods on sale. “England”, “The Wounded”, “The Fallen”, “Wo- Open every week day and Tuesday and Thurs- men and the War”. Something somewhere should 
day evenings by appointment. have its appeal to every lover of verse. 

Phone: Badger 6211523 State Street , Before Ginchy”” by E. Armine Wodehouse tells 
vividly of the terrible numbness that comes over the 

eee soldier, 

eee “That strange blunting of the heart: 
They know the workings of that devil’s-art, 

Which drains a man’s soul dry, 
J S \ r ] EET And kills out sensibility!” 

Complete line of Groceries, Fruits Then near this one, “Pierrot Goes to War’? — 
: ’ ’ In the sheltered garden, pale beneath the moon, 

and Bakery Goods ees with swaying fragrance, redolent with 
une! 

We give Quality and Service There, among the shadows, some one lingers yet-— 
729 University Avenue Pierrot, the lover, parts from Pierette. 

Bugles, bugles, bugles, blaring down the wind 
Sound jhe flaming challenge—leave your dreams be- 

EE! ina.
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eS erdantmnmatwaraenrenanenen ener . . There have been many verses written about the man 
who fears fear, particularly when that man is a soldier 

9 ee 99 , Students Loose Leaf but “The Recruit” seems more real ‘than many such. 
Here the man of sensibilities who is far from sure of 

N ot e B O ok s himself leaves for the wars. 

“His mother bids him go without a tear; 
See Our Line Before Purchasin His sweetheart walks beside him, proudly gay, 

& No coward have I loved,’ her clear eyes say— 
The band blares out and all the townsfolk cheer. H. C. Netherwood Printing Co. . oy. . . 24 North Carroll Street Yet in his heart he thinks: I am afraid! 

I am afraid of fear—how can [ tell 
| If in the ordeal *t will go ill or well? ms How ean man tell how bravely man is made? 

| Steady he waits, obeying brisk command, 
VARSITY SHINE SHOP Head up, chin firm, and every muscle steeled, 
Have Your Shoes Shined At Nick’s Thinking: ‘I shot a rabbit in a field 

$1.50 Coupon Book for $1.00 And sickened at its blood upon my hand.’ 

$19 State Street The sky is blue and little winds blow free, 
He catches up his comrades’ marching-song; 
Their bayonets glitter as they sweep along— 

——$——S— (‘How ghastly a red bayonet must be!’) 

How the folk stare! His comrade on the right 
M ADISON STE AM L AUNDRY Whispers a joke—is gay and debonair, 

Sure of himself and quite at odds with care:— 
429-431 State Street But does he, too, turn restlessly at night? 

Telephone Fairchild 530 From each familiar scene his inner eye 
AYUUUUA ROSELL RAE LAS EERE ETE Turns to far fields by ‘Titans rent and torn; 

Special Rates on Bundles Brought in and For in that struggle must his soul be born, 
To look upon itself and live—or die!”’ 

Called For IsABEL ECCLESTONE MAcKay. 

In all, the volume seems to be an adequate supple- 
= ment to the first series of “A Treasury of War Poetry” 

and should be welcomed by all who desire to have 
; . brought together the best that has been written by poets 

Ehrman’s Delicatessan about the war. M.C. E. 
SANDWICHES A SPECIALTY laa: a 

Open Evenings and All Day Sundays . . . . 
ne 302 State Street. Phone: Badger 1591 The Wisconsin Literary Magazi 
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Class Matter at the Post Office at Madison, Wis. 
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GET THE NEW MUSIC AT HOOK BROS.
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e 9 e Milk Fichten’s Confectionery 

C 19 North Pinckney Street 

ream _ 

Ice Creat a Fancy Ice Cream 
- - Sold by - - Frozen Punch 

ZAlisch Sherbets | 
Pure Milk For the Rushing 
Company Parties 
The Dairy of Real Quality 

Telephone—Badger 979 Phone: Badger 1043 

lll —K_zz———??  e——————__________| 

Conklin & Sons Features to 
Consider Company 

In the Selection of | 

A Meat Market 
COAL, WOOD Sanitary Market 
and MENDOTA F res Meats 

Capable Salesmen LAKE ICE Right Prices 
Cement, Stucco, White Lime pul Weight oo, 

unctual Deliveries 
Hair and Sewer Pip e On the basis of service, we solicit your business. 

het us begin with your first hiking party lunch 

Main Office: 24 E. Mifflin Street U. W. MEAT MARKET 
HILGERS & GOEDEN 

Pelephone No. 25 728 University Avenue. Phone: Fairchild 521 

VEGA BANJOS AT HOOK BROS.
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