














































































































Characters: Felicia—niece o f
the late Miss Alice Jordan.

Robin ) nephews of the late
George ) Miss Alice Jordan.

Mr. Trimball—DMiss Alice Jor-
dan’s lawyer.

Scene: Parlor of Miss Jor-
dan’s home in New England. A
stormy November afternoon.

Felicia—Robin, do stop fid-

geting. That doesn’t do any
good. :
Robin—Yes, 1 know. This

old place gives me the creeps.

Felicia (glancing about)
Auntie certainly had horrible
taste in furniture! I hope 1
don’t get the house.

George (pompously)— A
very fine old place. Real
Georgian, the mantel piece.

Robin—And like all things
Georgian, tiresome and dull.

Felicia—Robin!!  (She sees
George has not noticed the play
on words.) 1t’s true, though. 1
wish Mr. Trimball would come.

George—Really, you know,
Aunt should have had this place
fixed up. It creaks most inop-
portunely. (At this moment a
flash of lightning, followed by
peals of thunder, illumines the
dusky room.

Felicia—Oh, 1 hate a storm!
Robin, I'm scared!

Robin (nervously)—Nothing
to be scared of. (IHe jumps at
a loud crack.)

Felicia—Oh, Robin!
are not afraid!

(Unnoticed, Mr. Trimball has
entered. He steps forward.)

George—What—OHh, it's Mr.

No, vou

Trimball. Excuse me, you
rather startled me.
Robin (accusingly) We've

T real Money
By Elaine Sulliger

been waiting over an hour, Mr.
Trimball.

Mr. Trimball (fussily)—Y es.
ves, I know. (He fumbles with
his eyeglasses)—A—most—pe-
culiar old lady, your late Aunt!

Felicia—I'm sure Auntie was
always reasonable enough, al-
though a bit sharp.
Sharp?
(The

Robin
call 1t!
shocked.)

Mr. Trimball—Very peculiar,
very strange. Now if you want
to hear the will— (The three are
galvanized into attention.)

George—Oh, ves indeed, the
will. (He tries to look as
were an

Crabby, I'd

other two are

though reading wills
ordinary af far.)
Mr. Trimball—Of
it is too late-
Robin—No, please do read it.
We've been waiting so long.

Felicia—Really, Robin,

course, if

one

would think you were down to
vour last penny.

Robin—You'd be
old girl—I nearly am!

George (severely)—Are we
going to hear the will, or are
vou going to talk?

Robin (meekly)—Just as you
Anything to

surprised,

say, dear cousin.
oblige.

Mr. Trimball. (looking from
one to the other)—She has made
a very unusual arrangement!
(I ¢ picks up a sheaf of papers
and sorts it slowly. IHe selects
the topmost and, clearing his
throat, reads—) “1, Alice Jor-
dan, being of sound mind and
body—"

George (pompously)
Might as well skip that, Mr.
"T'rimball.

Felicia—1 suppose she was of
sound mind, although it’s hard
to believe.

Mr. Trimball (hastily)—Oh
ves, ves.  Alert up to the very
last. A very remarkable
person, vour late Aunt.  Very
remarkable.

Robin—TI'll tell you, just give
us ~the results. Who gets

which, you know.

F'elicia—1 do believe that'’s all
vou're interested in!

Robin (looking her squarely
in the eyes)—I1  suppose your
motives are of the highest.

George—C ome, come, no
quarreling. It doesn’t look well
so soon after, vou know.

Mr. Trimball—Well, if you
wish the results only (Ile
thumbs the pages.) I can give
vou a part of the will.  You are
not to inherit completely, any of
vou, for a vear.

I'elicia—Oh!  And 1

needed
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the money so badly!

Robin—This means a year
more of starvation diet! An
artist’s life is no go!

George (anwiously) — Are

vou sure there’s no way of con-
testing the will? I rather count-
ed on the cash for a few specu-
lations.

Mr. Trimball—Positively no.
However, you each do get some-
thing now.

I'elicia—Iow much?
go abroad on it?

Robin—1 do hope it’s enough
to keep me till I land on my
feet.  No art without food, you
know.

Can 1

George—DPerhaps it will tide
me over. How much is it?

Mr. Trimball—You each get
$10,000. In a year you must
spend all of it, every cent, and
the person who returns to me by
letter the most satisfactory
account of his expenditures re-
ceives the bulk of vour Aunt’s
fortune.

Robin—By the
much did she have? We never
knew. T shouldn’t think it was
so much; she didn’t spend a pen-
ny over $4000 a vear.

Mr. Trimball—Young man,
vou ask me a question I cannot
answer for another year. T be-
lieve you will be rather surprised
at the result.

George (gloomily) — After
all, T'll bet the $10,000 apiece is
all we'll ever see. T don’t fancy
. there is much more. Anyway,
if there is, Aunt probably left
it to the Society for Starving
Starfish, and is taking the
casiest way to let us down.

Trimball—No, I assure you
that one of you will receive the
entire  fortune, including this
house (Felicia grimaces) at the
end of the year, providing you

way, how

live up to the conditions of the
will.

George — But suppose we
spend the money and then don’t
inherit?

Trimball—Y our Aunt’s will

I might say, is a gamble. Take
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George (condescendingly)—
Yes, at least you'll each have
$10,000.

(They all gaze at him in as-
tonishment as the curtain falls.)
Scene 2

(When it rises again Felicia

it or leave it. You may withdraw
from the contest, as I might
name it, if you so desire, in
which you will receive
nothing.

Robin  (hastily)—I'm sure
noe of us want to do that, eh
Felicia?

Felicia—Decidedly no.
game for a chance.

Trimball—I feel certain you
would agree that the will is most
peculiar.

Felicia (with feeling)—And
how!

George—Oh, T don't know.
It really is a most effective way
of telling the worthy from the—
ah—unworthy.

Robin—I daresay we—Fel-
icia and I-— constitute the un-
worthies. Still, yvou're no benevo-
lent society vyourself. Number
one usually gets the breaks when
yvou're around.

Trimball—1 take it, then,
that you are agreed to conform
to the conditions of the will?

Felicia—Yes—I guess so—
(slowly)

Robin—'S all right here!
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and George are seated opposite
cach other, talking. The scene is

the same and it is ome year
later.)
George—1 hear Robin has

been hitting the pace lately.
Well, he’s had his fling. True
worth always wins.

Felicia—Y ou're mighty sure
yvou've got it. It’s true about
Robin. Did you know he’d gone
to Paris? I got a letter in which
he declared that he’d just about
;pent every cent of the $10,000!

George—What 1 disapprove
of is his going to the Latin
quarter—helping all those un-
deserving artists!

Felicia—Personally, I am
surprised at Robin! He actually
seemed proud of the fact that
he’d gone to all those wild art-
ist’s balls!

George—Of all the silliness,

taking all those freak art
courses. I'll bet he hasn't a
penny left to show for his

troubles.

Felicia—Yes, but we weren’t
supposed to have. (Suspicious-
ly) George, T'll bet you man-
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aged to hold on to some!

George (mysteriously)
You'd be surprised!

Enter Robin

Ielicia—Well, Robin! What's
happened to you this year?! L've
heard all manner of wild tales!

Robin—Yes, 1 guess Yyou
have. Oh, boy, but I've had a
gorgeous time! Gee, 1"licl.<. did
vou know that I had a picture
hung last week? Yes, in t‘hc
Pennsylvania Art gallery! I've
got commissions for a year to
come!

George—Y es, but what about
Aunt’s money? You seem to
have forgotten that!

Robin (laughing)—A unt’s
money! Say 1 had forgotten
all about it! The only reason I
turned up today was to con-
gratulate the lucky man.
(George bows.) But 1 do owe
a lot to Aunt Alice. Without
that money I'd never have got-
ten a start.

I'elicia (disapprovingly)—
Well, I'm glad you've succeeded
so well!

Robin—Thanks. Now give
an account of vourself, Flick.
What did vou squander the
sheckels on?

Felicia—Well, you know, 1
thought it over, and it seemed
to me that Auntie would think
best of some sort of philan-
thropic work, so (distastefully)
for a whole year I've done
nothing but social service work
on the Kast side. It was ter-
rible at first, but I've rather got-
ten innured to it. I've a steady
job now, but it's all of f if 1 mn-
herit Aunty’s “millyuns.” 1 1
ever have to wipe another dirty
nose I'll go crazy!

Geor ge—Yes, but—surely
vou derived some personal bene-
fit from the money.

Felicia—Not I. Not that I

a0
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didn’'t want to, but—oh well, I
thought that Auntie would have
considered the other more
deserving, frankly speaking.
Don’t worry. I'm not that big
hearted. What was left of the
10,000 I distributed among her

way

7 // i [“La-v(/

pet charities. That’s my record.
(To George) What's yours?

George  (high-handedly)-
While I reasoned somewhat as
vou did, Felicia, I remembered
Aunt’s acute business acumen
(the others wince) and by safe
and modest speculations 1 a-
massed quite a fortune. I have
“spent” it however, for it is not
now in my possession. It lies in
trust  (with single pride in his
voice) for my first born!

Felicia—Good heavens. Dear
old George. I knew you would-
n't let it get away from you.

Robin—Well, of all the im-
maculate gall!

George (defensively) Well.
may T ask if what you did with
vours is any better, Robin? At
least my idea is sensible and
practical.
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I'elicia—And just like you.

(As before, a year ago, Mr.
Trimball has entered silently.
lic stands a moment regarding
them, then steps forward.)

Mr. Trimball—1 see you are
all here. (He thumbs the pap-
ers in his hand.) 1 have in my
hand the three letters you wrote
me at the close of the year, tell-
ing me of the way in which you
spent your money. They were
interesting, very interesting.

I'elicia—TIardly a work ~ of
art, mine. 1 was too busy to
write a real letter.

George—I1 trust I made my
motives clear? Such ideas are
often confusing and a little ob-

seure on paper.

Mr. Trimball (wryly)—Y es,
quite clear, I think. Three very
interesting  human  documents.
F.xceptional, I might say. Quite
a psychological revelation.

Felicia (to Robin, aside)—1
do wish he'd stop talking like we
were insects under a microscope!

ITe needn’t be so high hat. Ile
gets a big fee as trustee. Lok

at George, bursting with curios-
ity.

Robin—Ssh—1 want to find
out just how much I lost out by.

Felicia—Well, all 1 can say
is that I hope George doesn't
get it. He's too overstuffed with
cgo to live.

Mr. Trimball—1 am sure you
will all agree with me when 1
say that vour Aunt was a woman
who wished. . (he coughs deli-
cately)

Robin—Who wished to get
the most out of her money. Yes,
we'll agree.

Felicia— I rankness is an un-
certain virtue, Robin.  What the
other fellow doesn’t know never
hurts him. (T'rimball glances
at her sharply.)

Mr. Trimball—While I would
not have said it in just that way,
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you are right in some part. Yonr
aunt wished the most worthy of
her relatives to receive her es-
tate. When she appointed me
executor, I realized the storm of
protest my decision mi_gl'll. pro-
voke, and the responsibility 1
was incuring.

George (impatiently)—
What did you decide? Which
one—*

Mr. Trimball (interrupting)

Just a minute. There is a word
of explanation due you first.
Your aunt, as you may have
known, grew up with her father,
already a middle-aged man when
when she was born. Her child-
hood was repressed, her girlhood
a dreary one. She had no friends;
her father disliked young peo-
ple. When he did finally die, she
was too set, too old—

Felicia—Really, 1
what this has to do—

Mr. Trimball (not paying any
attention)—She had lost the
habit of being young, the abil-
ity to play. Consequently she
was never kindly in her attitude
toward your generation. She
could not understand them. But
in her will she made a final and
brave effort. She tried to put
herself in the place of each of
vou. What would she have done,
she thought, had she been given
$10,000 at your age? She found
but one answer. (During his
speech the others have been lis-

an't  see

tening in  amazement.  Their
faces have wundergone swift

changes of surprise, hope, and
disappointment.)

George—Why, we never
dreamed—
Mr. Trimball—Then y our

and made
I promised

Aunt came to me
known her wishes.

solemnly to carry them out.
ITere arve the results. (He holds
out the letters.) In them I find

U T Cublracks @ &

the reactions she hoped to get
from each of you. George, I
find, has been characteristically
prudent, Felicia unusually intui-
tive, and Robin rather reckless.
From vou I make my
choice.

must

George—Yes, but who?

Felicia—Y es, who!

Robin—So she wasn't really
so bad after all! I never thought
it of the old girl! Actually
human underneath.

Mr. Trimball—I have decid-
ed, although little was left for
me after reading your letters.

Felicia—Here’s to the lucky
man. May he be a she!

Greorge—A most peculiar at-
titude for Aunt to take! Still,
[ believe her to have had some
sense.

Robin—TI'm relieved to find
that she had less than I thought.

Mr. Trimball- -Your aunt
found that with $10,000 at her
disposal she would have chosen
to do exactly what one of you
did!  You may be rather sur-
prised, by the way, at the size of
the estate she left. It is valued
at something like eleven hun-
dred thousand dollars!

Robin—Bully for Aunt! That
would keep the whole Latin
quarter in charcoals until the
millenium.

Mr. Trimball
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(smiling) —

I daresay. I suppose you would
like to furnish them! At any
rate, your Aunt came to the con-
clusion that (He breaks off and
wipes  his  spectacles  slowly,
rather enjoying the suspense he
creates.) that at one time in her
life she longed most of all for
a good time! That at your age
she would have given anything
for a “Fling.” And so

All—And so
Mr. Trimball—The

goes to the one who
have most enjoyed his trial
money— to Robin, who not only
had a good time, but made a
success of himself' in so doing.

money
seems  to

Curtain

GIRLS CELEBRATION
Breakfasting on coffee, but-
ter-horns, and fruit, and danc-
ing between bites to the tune of
Jim  Belding’s orchestra, the
student body began the celebra-
tion sponsored by the Girls
April 26 at 7:45

The students who had

league on
o’clock.
purchased their twenty-five cent
tickets admitted to the
south court where they were of-
fered a choice of either coffee

were

or chocolate, peaches or pineap-
v'e, and butterhorns  for their

breakfast.

“A Sisterly Scheme,” a com-
edy adapted by Miss Caroline
Power from the short story, was
presented during activities
period in the auditorium.

For the price of a pemny a
person for each dance, a penny
“Jig” was held after school in
the library. For two cents more
the dancers quenched their thirst
with the punch served in the
court.
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SENIOR KIDS PARTY

Hair ribbons and pig tails,
rompers and short socks were

entertainingly in evidence at the
senior kids" party which was held
in the gymnasium on February
18. Balloons popped in the air,
and jacks rattled on the floor.

Later, a program was offered in
the form of a junior high school
assembly. After some rollick-
ing dances, animal cookies, ice
cream, and punch refreshed the
weary fun-makers.

MAY DAY DANCE

To clear up the debt of the
class and to raise money to add
to the sum alloted for the senior
gift, the high seniors gave a
May day dance in the gym-
nasium. An admission of ten
cents was charged, and from the
large turnout of the student
body sufficient money was re-
ceived to enlarge the treasury by
an unexpected amount.

SENIOR MOTHERS' TEA

Windmills and tulips provided
the atmosphere for the senior
Mothers’ tea which was held in
the library after school on May
9. A musical program was given,
carrying out the Dutch idea.
Evelyn Major had charge of the
tea and was aided by various
committees appointed under her.
This tea is given each semester
by the graduating class for the
mothers of the members. This
is to provide a time and place
for the mothers to meet each
other.

SENIOR LUNCHEON

Although following the es-
tablished traditions marked for
the senior luncheon, some origi-
nal turns in the matter of theme,

~
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favors, and stunts have been
planned for the one which will
be given June 1 by the graduat-
ing class. As this is the last so-
cial gathering of the high sen-
iors before the formal meeting

at the commencement exercises

in the evening, it will not be sad,
but will furnish happy memories
for the class.

FORUM MEETINGS

Two forums were held by the
social studies department dur-
ing March and April, and both
were interesting in their results

At the first one, held March
7. Herbert Hoover was elected
president after his qualifica-
tions had been discussed. Others
nominated were Borah, Cool-
idge, Hughes, Longworth,
Smith, Lowden, Willis,
Dawes. Douglas Sinclair pre-

and

sided over the meeting.

The second forum was held
on April 25, and the general
subject was “Crime.”  Pauline

Turner acted as chairman, and
the talks were limited to
minutes in length. Informal
meetings were held during the

two

preceding week to further stu-
dent knowledge of the question.
155
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(continued from page 150)

A wiggling caterpillar slowly
progressed from the limb to the
It landed
about eight inches in front of the

surface of the water.

mighty rainbow’s nose and sank
gently to his level.

We and our caterpillar might
just as well have been in Tim-
buctoo for all the notice he gave
it. We waited for at'least five
minutes, then looked at
other.

]
cach

There was a whistling and a
crackling of the made to order
limb, and I looked up just in
time to see the end of our une,
which Al had forgotten to tie,
disappear into the wave chopped
waters.

We went every day for the
rest of the week but the old boy
didn’t show up. Al thought he
was just scared; I thought he
had indigestion. Who wouldn't
with fifty feet of fish line and
a number one hook in him?

Saturday pulled around, and
[ was elected to go to town for
mail and newspapers, an all day
trip.

As 1 arrived in the village be-
fore the mail train, I decided to
waste the time getting a much
needed shave. While in the bar-
ber shop, 1 picked up a copy of
the local paper.

On the front page was the
the picture of a small boy and a
large fish. Accompanying it was
the following article:

“T'he largest rainbow  trout
caught in this region for three
seasons was brought in Monday
by Johnnie Williams of - Mo-
hawk. The fish measured thirty
and one-half inches from tip to
tail and weighed twenty pounds.
When caught, the fish was trail-
ing fifty feet of fish line.”




A HE-MAN'S PRAYER

Dear Lord, please let her be a
blond ;

May she of no one else be fond.

May she be clinging, very thin,

And have a dimple in her chin.

No gold-digger, but such a
sport

As street cars holds 1n good
report;

A quiet girl who sayeth naught

In chatterings of serambled
thought.

I'or such a one my heart doth
pine.

L.et no one take her, Lord, she’s

mine.

Yes I No Her
Llovd: Do you know Phyl-
lis, too?

Kivon: Yea, we used to be
the same age.

Another Case of Too Bad

Amn’t it aggravatin’

Don't it get your goal

When the teacher doesn’t call
for

The assignment that you wrote?
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CUB CRACKS

Oh! My Eyes
Otis: What’s the matter with
a near-sighted man?
Jack: He

enough.

H. SHOLMES DISCOVERS
A GARBAGE CAN ?

can't see far

When Mama Was a Girl

When mama was a little girl,
['m sure you couldnt find
Another child for miles about
Who was so quick to mind.
She always did what she was told
loxactly when she should.
[Ter mama never said to her,
“Now daughter do be good.”

She never let her studies go,
Nor ever sat up late.
She always ate her vegetables,
And always cleaned her plate.
[Ter hands were never dirty;
[Ler hair was full of curl.
Surely mama was a perfect
child,
When mama was a girl.

[ often try to be like her,
And act as good as she.

But such an angel child I know
That I could never be!

With trying always to do right
My head is in a whirl.

IFor doing right has grown so

dull

Since Mama was a girl.

—Marian Bullock
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A MAIDEN’S PRAYER

Dear Lord, please let him be a
M()IH]Z

May he of no one else be fond;

A handsome lad and very tall,

A star in base and basketball,

May he have coin and love to
sport

In clothes and ears, vou know
the sort: -

And, Lord, when him I give the
gate

May others quickly compensate.

[Togan: Why does a  small

cavity feel so large to my
tongue?

Doctor: Just the

tendeney of yvour tongue to ex-

natural

ageerate, 1 guess.

Lo e

INowle Bawls
The Untruthful one begs to
suggest that the Daily U-N-I
run a ¢olumn on fish and game.
The eolumn, of course, will be
edited by Bass and Fowle.

Laugh-House Fables
Miss IHarford: No, don't

made

blame the reporter. [
the mistake myself'.
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