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SOME COLLEGE STORIES.

RADCLIFFE~By SARMI NORCLIFFE CLEGIORN.

L .

The common was enclouded with pinkish-yellow leafage and
flaored with pleasant green At one side <tomd Shepard Church,
gorgeously windowed; on the other the ancient halls of Har-
vard made vistas of red brick and blood-red vine far down the
shady yard.

Eliza Spruce wae meditnting upon these ancient hulls and

. upon historic old Fay Ifouse, as she made her way across the

common townrd jt - She was acking Cambridge at large what
college spirit was  what nobler essence of living, except that of
actual echolarship, these places of learning dealt out to their
children than one could get at home in New Ilampshire. There
were, indeed, those felicitons fricnd<hips the upper-classimen and
old specials at Radeliffe «cemed to have among themsels es, such
as Mary Mark, the stocky, freckled suplivmore who wiote plays,
had with Miss Fairfax, the tall senior from Virginia.  Eliza
wondered if college spirit consisted in these slow-grown friend-
ships. Orit might belong tu the bilarity of the freshmen—to
their customs of playing tag round the apple tree by the tennis
conrt and of climbing the tree to study and scream at ants, of a
late afternoon.  She had figure  to herself sumething guite
different from Loth of theae, a quick warm fecling that should
band together the many into vne.  Instead, she felt the college
to be disintegrate.  She had so far gone her ways very much
alene, and she thought no vne would realize it very much if
she went away—or died.

She passed in out of the elew afternoon to o Jecture in hea
composition course. Fay House was cool and quiet after the
sunny streets and common, and Eliza breathed the atmosphere
of the broad halls in contented enjuyment of their air of leisure,
She wondered, dallying a litile on the landing of the wide stair-
case, if the lecturar would read her theme to-day, the w riting of
which had cost her a night’s sleep. and she recalled from it
beautiful rhythmical sentences that rose and fell more smoothly
than the melody of a song.  After all, this was what she eared
about with passion  tu mahe notable things out of words.

, For her, in that hour, writing was all of value in life. college

spirit fell to a puny figure beside it.  If he would only read and
praise her theme to-day! It would sound weil to hear him
praising it befure the roumful of girls in bis fastidivus and tell-
ing adjectives. She mude sure he could censure only structrral
an-l ninor matters, to remember the body of the essay was o
oy,

As the lecture ‘began she sat duwn in her usual corner.  She
paid little heed to what was going un, though here and there a
word reached her, instead, she noted how the Autumnal sun-
shine showed down from the west windouws through the brim of
hor o straw late It made ha glads miudh as the hills at home
use:d when they brightened in Octobur frosts.  The lecturer was
aaying - mcthing about shplidity and faithful realism, and. the
words grated apen Lliza. the beut of her mind was toward
crtate anl sophisticated writing.,  Miss Fairfax passed down
the hall, and Elica’s oy followed her as they always did,
noting with a curions warmth at heart how hee light hair was
knotted ~oftly at Lae ek, and that her shou'ders foll away
nubly twas Miss Tairfas who lad showed Eliza the cusy
places in the library upstaies the duy college vpened, and Eliza
had tried evar since to speal like the tall Southerner  with
rounded vowds and a mellow drawl. She had never heard the
Yike in New Hampshire.

The lecturer closed the book he had been reading a passage
from. Eliza lovked up.

" Well, that's the main charm in Stedenson, his disinterested
caring for the aspect he’s at work on. See how tender and
Lright and flucnt it makes him!  How quick-witted, sud what
a moderation ! Now. I am going tv read four of your themes—
average vnes.  Watch to see if they're plainly  written, or
written agape to shuw off the writer.  See if they're literature
or cheapest thetoric.” e begun reading Eliza’s theme. e
read widhout any comment, but she felt him o be denvuncing it
within. It made her writhe to listen, phrases from his little

preface recurred with burning distinctuess. * Cheapest rhetoric
—agape to show off.”
that every one near must hnow whose theme this was.

She felt her cheeks flaming to mi'llj‘k
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show off the writer.” Tt was terribly true. She recognidlli
that she had written at the gallery. "

The thing ended at last, with an oratorical pyramid ufds
shamed her. A girl far in front laughed. Eliza bated 3%
$She hated the lecturer also, as he went on to catalogue the vi
of the theme, to call it * flowery,” ** feminine,” ** upholsterc)f
Most of all she hated the theme itself, and she was b
homesick. i 3l

When the lecture was over she fled up tu the library,
down a buok for the sahe of appearances and curled up on G
window-seat.  She barricuded herself with pillows, and tung
her face to the wall o it was pleasunt to be nlone.  She crdlll «
long time, childishly, * flowery, feminine, cheapest rhetond@u
She saw clearly how true the biting words had been.

Presently shie became aware that many were leaving (8
library and going downstairs.  She remembered that the |
Club met that afternoon, and in the same moment she hungeg
for company.  She sat up, and peeriag round the bust of Ilu
that stood buck of the cushions, saw that the rovm was e
She cast the pillows aside and went down to the Auditorium,

It was full of talh, lights and laughter. She could hard
find a place to sitdown, but the group of svphumores vn g
steps pressed-cluser and made room for her. It was a relw
be among the chattering throng, and presently she begungh
listen to the cunversation,

“Who's taking: the leading part!» -

*Anne Oliver,” But Mary coached them all herself. T uoglles
see where she got the time.” HgC

s Tdo.

She husn't been at the Gyu. for a weeh, and

cut conference twice in Pol. Econ.” by |
*It's going to be a play.” Eliza thought to herself, with ~vill
stirning of interest.  This was her first Idler fortnightly. i
The president tapped on a footlight reflector, and ali Tl

quiet in the room.

* Most of you know," she began, ¢ that we're going to sc@iy |
play this afternoun called * The King's Errand.’ by Miss M48
Mark. Class of . The room rang with cheering, brogg"
only by cries of **Mark! Mark! Ninety—Blank! Ninety
Blank ' Every time the applause sank a wave of great cl
ping lifted it high again.  Eliza clapped, tou, but hstle38p.
Her hands seemed heavy with her own failure,

When finully the roun returned to the usual order of thing
play began,  Eliza looked on languidly at tirst, but as the n.e
ment guickened and girls all about her leaned forward s
lovks of heen interest on their faces, she too, began to i
intently.  The dinlogue was crisp and ane, and the love-sc

had a delicate spicery in them.  Anye Oliver was hervine, . gifid
autique dress of beaded stuffs, with pearls strung in her 158
Eliza felt her pulses quichen as she luvked , partly for shear 3

in the gruce and cerce of the play, partly because a currm
cnthusiusin passed along the row and united her with 3R -
ueighbours,  She leaned forward with the others, nurnuigg
admirativn under her breath,

There was ouly vne act. It ended with a bright tabic
Anue Oliver courtesying tu the hing.  Hearty applause br it
forth, and it was redoubled. May Mark passed dowa
aisle and one after avother shook her hand and eapressed
felicitations.  When at last she came to Miss Fuirfas, 38
Southernet’s warm voice sounded back w Eliza's corner.
Mary, honey, it was good !

Lliza pushed to the aisle and shook hamds earnestly v
Mary Marh. She enjuyed sceeing the frank pleasure in
suphotore's eyes. Then she went out alune past the bow
icy lemonade in the ante-room and, tinding the stair-lund;
cinpty, sat down there in the dusk. She was deeply thiaids
This, then, was college spirit—this forgetting your own dedcuilisu
the achicvement of sumebody else—this juy of many in the $58
aess of une, The plaudits following the play still rang o 38
cars and mede her strangely and humbly proud. ** We haveg
got part and lot in Mary Mark,” she thought.  * What w
matter if Ilose? The best work, let's be glad, has won.’

Sumeovne touched her shoulder from behind—* 1 bee (38K
pardon,” said Miss Fairfax, - but—oh, what's the nw
honey ? " X




