






a house with a big porch/’ added Petie, and re
turned to his dreams. Tillie Watson’s eyes grew 
big and bright with hidden tears. "'Oh, sonny,” 
she crooned softly.

And then, just before the day of jewels and 
piano arrived, Tillie Watson wiped her hands dry 
of their soap suds, hung her apron behind the 
kitchen door and went to see her son off to war.

‘'What kind of jewels do you want from the 
kaiser’s crown?” he laughed down at her from 
the train window, “white, blue or green? He s 
got all kinds.” But she could only wave a trem
ulous goodbye and stumble back to her steaming 
tubs.

A year later they brought the telegram. She 
took it in her wet hand and held it, unopened 
for she knew.

Someone pinned a bright gold star on her 
faded waist.

“My jewel,” she said simply, but her eyes 
were those of a dead woman.

A CITY IN VIRGINIA
ALICE SANDERS, '26

It was the South, July and a hot day. The 
heat sizzled up in crooked little waves from the 
street; the sun glared down in unrelenting fury 
upon the bleached and crackled earth. Nothing 
stirred. The streets were deserted, the trees stood 
silent and limp, the very stones panted for breath. 
Only incredible numbers of tiny gnats zigsawed 
up and down in the stifling shade. A yellow dog 
with tongue lolling stumbled ’round the corner 
and dropped flat in the grateful shade of an alley. 
The sun scorched down with fierce rays, an abso
lute monarch in his tyrannical reign.
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DRIED GRAPES
MARY MILLS, ’27

“Have you had your iron today?”
Almost every magazine I pick up asks this 

normally unusual question. I find it confronting 
me everywhere—in the richly colored advertise
ments of magazines, in the newspapers, on bill
boards and most of all in the groceries. There I 
invariably find tiny, red boxes lined up within 
convenient reach on the counter and from these 
a healthy looking little maid in a gingham dress 
and a big, blue bonnet beseeching, “Give your 
body the iron it needs. Sun Maid Raisins. Five 
cents a package.” Now I never have been able 
to refuse a pretty girl anything within reason, so 
I soon surrender and find myself nibbling at this 
“inexpensive, healthful and nourishing product of 
the sun-kissed San Diego valley.”

What does all this mean, anyway? Am I only 
a silly member of the male species who is easily 
imposed upon and managed by a woman’s wiles? 
No, at least there are many others who spend 
their nickels just as I do. The significance of 
the whole thing is that the humble, dried raisin, 
hitherto despised and insignificant, is coming up 
to its rightful place in the diet of our land. We 
are only just now beginning to recognize raisins, 
not merely as dried-up fruit, but as luscious 
grapes, rich in mineral value, changed by mellow 
California sunshine into large, plump, flavory 
raisins.

Wheat bread, cereals, rice and bread pudding 
become more tempting to our fickle and variety
craving appetites by the addition of this magic 
fruitiness. Take bread pudding as an example. 
Now you must confess that bread pudding holds 
a humble place among desserts. Yet when prop

81



erly made, filled with big, plump, juicy raisins, 
rich with stored-up sunshine and fine flavors of 
clustered grapes and touched lightly on top with 
a thick meringue whose mellow gold top is beaded 
with drops of liquid topaz smiling up enticingly— 
this hitherto plain pudding becomes heavenly, ce
lestial. And then, to dainties already given high 
rating, such as cakes, cookies, pies and numberless 
other desserts, this fruit of the vine adds an in
comparable, inimitable flavor, making these 
delectable dainties doubly enticing and calling for 
just one taste more.

LIGHT
MABEL CASSEL, ‘24

Thy beaming eyes are like the sunrise, love.
When from the rosy East with glorious light. 

Bursts forth in splendid radiance above,
The Sun, before whom stars and moon take flight,

My soul soars up from sordid things of Earth 
In vain attempt to rise, to live, to shine.

And from that mad desire is given birth 
A thing of beauty — but a thought divine.

And so, when fell of light and love you lift
Your wondrous eyes, my heart within me glows. 

Tis then is born my soul^s divinest gift,
A holy thought, which naught but love bestows.

Thy beaming eyes are like the sunrise, love 
They lift my soul to lofty climes above.
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Did j’ ever 
On a nice sunny day 
Git out the fishin’ line 'n 
Go out in th' garden 'n 
Turn over
Some rocks or somethin' 'n 
Git some worms?

Y' thought I wuz gonna say 'n 
Go fishin'
Didn't cha?
Well, I wuz, on'y 
T'ain't the way 
T’ tell it s' quick.

I wuz gonna say 'n
Go in th' house 'n
Git some lunch 'n 'en
Walk down t' th' crick
Thru th' purty country 'n
See all the purty birds 'n
Th’ purty flowers if
They wuz any 'n
When y' reached th' crick
Stick th' pole in th’ bank 'n 'en
Stay there 'n watch
Th' bubbles bubble 'n
Th' bobber bob—if
It did.

Great sobbin' salamanders 
Wuzn't it great?
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