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But the stuff right off the vine,
Vv here you sit and pluck the bunches—
My, but people, that is fine!

Yes, iried chicken, chicken gravy,
Fresh tomatoes, beans and corn—
That the day belore were growing—
Pulled while wet with dew that morn.

Eating’s only half, by jingo,
And the littlest half by far;
Things are there vou'd never dream of- -
But no sereeching auto-car,

There are woods by spirits haunted,
There are streams where waters cool,
There are fields where lilies dally

At the edge of a swimming pool.

There are songs as twilight gathers
From the whip-poor-wills in the trees,
And the mocking-bird seems an echo
As he wings his way o'er the leas.

When the night has grown so stilly

That you feel the solitude,

And you lie and watch the twinkling stars
With no worries to intrude—

That is just what I eall living,
And I'll find that great retreat,
Where there’s always peace and quiet
And there’s lots and lots to eat.
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THE DREAM.

The Little Boy smiled in his dream at night
As he wandered to Twilight Town;

And his face lit up with a heavenly light
Through the shadows that drifted down.

But he woke next morning with tear-stained eye
In the light of the gray dawn's gleam,

And out of the still we hear him cry:
“I've lost my dream—my dream!”

And he told us then, in his childish way,
Of the wonderful dream he’'d known—

He had wandered away from the Land of Play
To the distant Land of the Grown.

He had won his share of the fame and fight
In the struggle and toil of men,

Yet he sobbed and sighed in the breaking light:
“I want my dream again.”

As the years passed by the Little Boy grew
Till he came to the Land of the Grown,

And the dream of his early yvouth came true—
The dream that he thought had flown.

Yet once again he smiled in his sleep—
Smiled on till the gray dawn's gleam,

When those near by might have heard him weep:
“T want my dream—my dream!”

For he dreamed of the Yesterdays of Youth,
And the smile of a mother's face;

A hearth of oldtime faith and truth
In the light of an old home place.

He had won his share of the fame and fight
In the struggle and toil of men;

Yet he sobbed and sighed in the breaking light:
“I want my dream again.”

—Grantland Rice, in Christian Guardian.
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Everywoman

“Everywoman,” by Walter Browne, was presented by the
Senior Class at the Opera House on the nights of June 9th
and 11th. “lhe play ‘s the thing,” and if the roll had been
called on the first night, aimost every student of the Normal
would have responded “here”—so anxious were all to see
their class-mates make their debut before the footlights.
The second performance was given chiefly for the benefit
of outsiders, whom the house could not accommodate the
first night. This maiden effort along dramatic lines was
highly successful. Let eredit be given where credit is due:
first to Mrs. Herdman's exceptionable ability as coach and
her indefatigable energy; second, to Mr. Green's unflagging
interest and enthusiasm; third to the conscientious effort
of every member of the class; and last, far from least, to
the sympathetic appreciation of the audience.

The play itself, modeled after the early English morality
play, “Everyman,” has the age-old charm of allegory.

“But a simple maid
Was Everywoman in her early youth.”

We find her with her three attendant graces, Beauty,

Youth, and Modesty, ignorant of the world outside her
home, dreaming of love. But to her, like the Lady of Sha-
lot, “shadows of the world appear.” Flattery visits her in
her mirror and bids her seek King Love the First, her King
Then, although Nobody warns her, and Modesty bids her,

“Stay home with me—
If King he really be, and would make thee his Queen,
He will not fail to find thee.”

And though Truth entreats her to follow her, Every-
woman starts on her pilgrimage in search of love. With
Youth leading, she comes to the city play-house, where she
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becomes a star, “before whom men bow in worship.” She
finds one there whom she mistakes for Love, but finds to be
only Passion, the play-actor. At his kiss Modesty leaves
her; then comes Wealth, another pretender to Love’s
throne.

“When Modesty hath left her, and sense of duty dies,
Should Everywoman weep, for then her Beauty dies.”

Time, the “call-boy of the soul,” beckons, and Youth also
is lost to her. Despairing of finding Love, Everywoman
turns to Wealth, but with her Youth and Beauty dead, I
will have none of her. In abject misery she calls for help—
Nobody responds. Truth appears, not old and ugly as she
had seemed at first, but fair of face, and gently leads Every-
woman’s world-weary steps homeward; there she finds
King Love the First, the son of Truth, who has awaited her
through all the years. Modesty returns, and in her own
home, with Love and Truth and Modesty ends Everywom-
an’s pilgrimage in search of love.,

The characters were happily chosen. Miss Shultz, as
Everywomsn, portraved admirably the dewy charm of her
vouth, the poetry and pathos of her pilgrimage; the calm
happiness of her journey’s end. W. L. Matthews, as No-
body, shrouded in a smoke-erav robe, was a spirit, not of
this earth earthlv, conjured up from the Shadows of the
Unknown Worlds. a voice speaking from the outer dark-
ness.  Reautv, Youth, and Modesty were all that their
names imoly and the part of the “faithful handmaid. Con-
eeience,” wae eracefullv rendered by Miss Pace. Miss Brv-
ant’s “Trnth” had forea and dramatic nower: Mr. Snvder
made a hit ac “Stnff.” and Mr. Joff Smith as “Lord Witless”
broucht down the honse. “don’t vou know.” Mr. Bert
Smith. in snite of hiz well-known renntation. was a verv
villainans villain on the stace. and twelve maidens. exceed-
inelv demnre. not to =av dienified, in ordinarv life. airilv
trinned the Tioht fantsastic toe as chorus girls.
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To those who saw it, the play will remain a beautiful
memory; a mystical tale, told to the sound of whispering
musie, half laughing, half sad, and wholly true. Pictures
from the life of Evervwoman will come to us in our own
pilgrimage through the world; Everywoman kneeling at
the feet of Flattery, Everywoman flaunting Truth, Every-
woman wooed by Nobody, Everywoman weeping for a
Beauty that is dead, Everywoman returning home to find
true Love awaiting her. And the voice of Nobody will speak
to us from the darkness:

“Be merciful, be just, be fair,
To Everywoman, everywhere.
Her faults are many, Nobody’s the blame.”

000

Passing the Cayenne

One Sunday afternoon recently, Mr. Grise was heard to
make the following plea over the 'phone:

“And please, Mr. McGinnis, do not send a large one.”

He was seen driving with Miss Sweets an hour later.
Could it have been a small buggy he wanted ?

Miss —————: “There are good normal schools in my
State, but 1 think it both educative and restful to go to other
States when one can. 1 am trying to persuade some—or at
least, one—of your teachers to return with me to Florida.”

Why should this statement have made the tips of Mr.
Whitehouse's ears turn red?

Mr. Devasher (at the Cave): “Nell, come here, please.”
Nell Mimms: “Coming.”

Nell Van Cleave: “Be there in a minute.”

Nell Grooms: “Here T am, Rupert.”

Mr. Baker: “Everybody asks for note-books. When I

THE ELEVATOR, 441

reach the pearly gate, I shall expect St. Peter to call for my
note-book and to give me a good or bad place, according to
whether or not it is well kept.”

Prof. Turner (in Geometry): *“Mr. Pusey, what is a
conic surface?"

Mr. Pusey: “Well, P'fessor, | just read that, and read it,
and read it, and I couldn’t understand it. I can’t see any-
thing comic about it.”

Overheard in chapel, as Miss Rodes played the opening
measure of “Blest Be the Tie that Binds" :
“T1 wish that tie would break.”

Miss Carey: “I am tired, notwithstanding—

Miss Layman: “It wasn't standing that made me tired,
either. It was writing.”

It had been made a rule that no apologies were to be
made for anything, but Miss Morris was heard to say:

“Excuse me please.”

Mr. Parker: “You forget. No apologies.”

Miss Morris: “Oh, 1 beg pardon! I shall not -
again.”

Mr. Bandy: “Do vou really want me to come back, Elsie?”
Miss Flowers: “Well, you know one must sacrifice one’s
feelings sometimes.”

Carlisle Morse (at the Cave): “Mr, Green, these girls
are flirting!”

Pierce Guerin (confidently) : “Mine isn’t.”

Rudy Matthews: “That’s all you know about it.”

Miss Acker (in Roman Historv) : “Give the most impor-
tant event in the life of Caesar, Mr. Hender=on.”
Mr. Henderson: “His death in 44 B.C.”
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Miss Acker: *I can’t understand why you call that the
most important.”
Mr. Henderzon: ‘“Because it concerned him most.”

At the Cave, Mr. Walton had the unique experience of
having two girls chase him at the same time. Their lan-
terns had gone out.

Edith Hampsch (reading the jokes in the latest ELE-
VATOR) : “I wonder if the jokes will ever run out?”

Beulah Lovelady: “Not so long as the joke editors have
mine and Mr. Baker's names to play on.”

Clardy Moore: “Miss Van Cleave, I saw a girl as I came
down the street who smiled at me.”

Miss Van Cleave: “Pshaw! the first time I saw you I
laughed out loud.”

Prof. Carpenter: “The word endings in Latin are like a
dog’s tail. Py looking at the former, you know what to do
next, because vou then know the meaning of the word, 7
looking at the dog’s tail vou also know what to do next, be-
cauce vou then know the mood of the dog belonging to the
tail.”

The MORRIS DRUG CO.

INCORPORATED
MAIN STREET, OPPOSITE POST OFFICE

We carry at all times a complete stock of Drugs, Toilet Articles, Etationery and Fehool rup-
plies, Agerte for Eastman Kodaks, Filirs and Evpplies. Kodaks rented by the day or week

Students are Always Welcome Here

EDUCATION  But 60D CLOTHES are Haif the Batle

MR. MAN : W¢'re ready to furnish
IS A GREAT this half. Left us Show You!
——— E. NAHM & CO.
THING!

OUTFITTERS TO ALL MANKIND
420422 MAIN STREET

1A Special Invtation

1Is Given to Students

TO VISIT OUR STORE—

to make it a kind of headquarters—a place
to meet your friends—to leave your pack-
ages while down town. We want you to
feel at home here. :

Allow us to say—very modestly—that we
have the handsomest drug store in Ken-
tucky—probably, in the entire South.

We carry most everything usual to a first-
class drug store, and give special attention
to our soda fountain, just as we do our
prescription department.

WE HOPE TO SEE YOU AROUND FREQUENTLY

CALLIS BROS.

Tenth and State Streets
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