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Esthetic Essaps on Esthetic Subjects

Wherein It Is Desired to know:

“Who of Us are the Righteous?

Who are the Righteous? When one
gets Into a speculative mod and tries
to compound an answer to the above
question definite conclusions are as
hard to grasp as a hundred dollar job
with optional vacations. Perhaps 1f
we analyze a few standard types of
cuaracter, we may reach some tangible
jdea as where a falr proportion of
righteousness |8 centered—which task
8 made all the moure dificult since
modesty forbids us to conslder our-
gelves In the search,

Is the righteous person the snivelling
ulil hypocerite who sheds tears of re-
pentance uine moment and is up to all
sorts of deviltry the next; who gives
freely of the refuse of his house to or-
phan's and widows, and then in his
great-heartedness cinches them out of
thelr property with such winning grace
that they worship Lim lor evermore;
who listens plously to the paroxysms
of his spiritual gnide and pastor on
Sunday morning, and serves the prince
of darkness with righteous zeal
throughout the week; who talks of
love and charity while he with true
filtal gpirit allows his aged mother to
gltarve Lo death 1n the upper chamber
of his house, and who kisges the spolled
youngsters ol patriclan birth on the
streots and thrashes his own at home
in his concern for their gpiritual wel-

e?
fml..v. it the pit'ful, unbalanced old crea-
ture, who drives her husband to the
barn for his night's rest and then salls
off to the revival meeting o rave
and prevaricate on the benefits she has
recelved since beholding the saving
light; who considers her soud locked
up a in fire-proof safe ready for ship-
ment to the kingdom of Heaven, when
that fortunate time does arrive; who
knocks over the seats an! turns alr-
gprings and somersaulis because she
is saved: who raves of l.ht_’.gulden
crown and the gown of whiti—-aithough
it is safe to believe thal she would
prefer a $26 hat and a new gllk dress,
who sereeches in heart-rending tones
her elation at recelving the healing
grace and her compassion for those
ctanding without in the darkness, und
who hangs on the neck of the preacher,
forgetting that his vartabrae is of bone
and not steel?

Is it the man or woman, wWno in the
language of the immortal Milton:

“Talks of liquids flery rad, .

And stamps the serpent on the head.

Well sometimes it 18 and sometimes
it 1sn't. Giving those who do due credit,
and they are many who do good work
in this line, let us proceed to the type
who do not. Let us take up the cack-
ling old goose who preaches abstinence
after driving two husbands to the grave
and who is now tralning the thivd for
the iniane asylum. What ahominable
staff this liquor is!  Wonder what it
‘¢stes like, anyhow? A person hears
¢o much about it, that he would like
1o gee 1f it 18 as bad as palnted, and
if he really can save the pricg of a
ticket to the Zoo by investiayg in a
lot'le of whiskey anl view!ing the
gnakes al cloge quarters. The !dea
when forced upon one in such lurid
shape s really attractve. But then,
after all, & persou fe=ls kind sf scler
when they think of the wrecked hcmes
—the piles of debris, of mouldering cin-
ders—of the broken-hearted wives who
git weeping In desclation and chewing
the last crust, and of the "augry in-
fants who cry in valn for nourish-
ment. One doesn’'t hardly lknow how
to feel when assalled by such logle—
whether to ery or to say, "1 don't be-
Heve it."" Yet youn might find roum
for reflection if you tould see the way
the old terror goes after any sort of
a scandal that looms up and by alving
it in the light of publicity
cloud of dust that is ten times werse
than If she left the whole matter alone.
If you could see her chasing her lord
and protector to tha utlermost con-
fines of space when he has stirred up
her indignation, and if vou could hear
Ywor tongue working overtime in weav-
ing a vgll of misery around the poor
old sinner that no ray of hove could
ever penetrate! :

But there are righteous people—
right here in our own 1oidst. Has any-
one a surer hold on salvation than the
professor who lets his classes out early
and speeds the delinquents on o pro-
motion in spite of lugubrious failures?

Fi r

Can a more perfect type be Imagined
than the man who refured a rake-off at
a class hop—the non-existant hero
whose bust should shine from the top-
most pinacle of the observatory? Of
course newspaper men need not be
taken Into conslderation, for thelr
eternity of punishment has uvocen con-
densed to a limited spacc and they are
working it out by plying their voca-
tion. Yes, the righteous man exlsts,
even If he doesn’'t hire a drum corps
to proclaim the fact. He |8 present,
He I8 tangible, Moreover he ls right-
eous,

Thanksgiving Story

“Oh, 1 wish 1
write about!”

“IDo your themes allow an oppor-
tunity of including such an article as
the ur.pleasant effects of a Thanksgliv-
‘nig Jdinner?”

“SWhat? Oh, he doesn't want us to
write up trite things Ilike that, Be-
gldes Thanksgiving doesn’t have a din-
ner auy more. 1U's all football and the-
atre, so tfiey say.”

“Really; Trite subjects are exclud-
ed, Indeed! Are there any reasons,
then why your theme gshould not treat
of me?"”

“Of course not, if—are you a Senlor?

“Why, child, what a questicn! The
Juniors have the honor of pos=-ssing
me among thelr memhers.”

“Well, I guess there is not much dif-
ference, but, 1 beg vour pardon, any-
way. What shall | say abaur you?”

“Then, my dear, | sha!l force you to
the conviction that a Thanksgiviug
dinwer ix not so trite auvd worthy of

knew something to

ralses a

Leing disregarded ag seme may think.
A fevr evenings past 1 sat in my rocm
thinhing,.  Yea Mary, | wwi reason-
'ng o the peculiar tacidents that some-
t'mes come Into our lives. | meditated
1. the strange teeling (hint  passcs
cver me when I s> my bead belt, and
treepy chills went over my skin even
at the thought of {t. I have conlided
ta you, belteve, 1t dveulfn® seenes
I went through tn cbtain it. How last
~ummer, when head belts were the rage
erd 1 was In the land of the red-skin,
Mies Wuods, danghter of the uagent,
aud an old friend of mine, took ma to
the top of a hieh hill, whern wcre the
remnants of an ancient Cheyenne burial
g.ound. How we burrowed in the pa-
per-like bLlankets for ¢lk’:s teeth and
skulls (Do mot a8k > o go imo
detalls, of bralds, Kkuives, mo easing.)
How we gathered up handfuls of fine
Leads and Iroqunis fiom the Noors of
the warped pine hoxes nnd 'ook them
down to the agent's brick mansian.
How we hired a pretty Indlan girl
(Salnts forgive me, di.d [ say pretty!)
te weave them lvio ve ts, 1 pald her
$2.00 for wveaving mwine too, how we
l«ft them with her and proudly went
Lo dinnes. ‘That part ic clear in my
mind yet. For some reason Sadle's
face had be.ome palli! and my ‘nus-
cles felt untrustwarchy, so we decided
to recline upon the sand under n cot-
tonwood sapling sather than go to din-
rer. It war lik. belng a day and a
hulf out at sea. I wondersd what conld
be the matter, hus later concluded it
must be the assoriatinons of (hise hemds
ond the bleacted bones. 1 thought lit-
tle of it at the time but how | have
regretted the robbery since! | L ok
1y bexdl belt back to the ltle city
where [ dwelt duriny the sumier and
tung it where | coubl see 1t the first
(hing 1n the morning. But now, strange
Lo tell 1 hated it. 1 was positive that
Hit carried a falnt aroma of—of—what, I
cannot tell. My relatives laughed and
sald it was the ghost of some Indian
brave that | had robbed, come to haunt
me, but It was nothing to laugh about,
Lesides not being true. One night there
was & wind storm. But in spite of
that the moon shone full into my room,
white as—as a bleached skull. I could
see every pine tree and cvery rock on
the ridge of hills three miles south, but
spent little time gazing out over the
charmed distances—they were tog mo-
tionless—and desolate. When sudden-
ly a harsh groan shivered through my
room, and the belt hanging bes'de the

window rattled, I fled,

They say history does not repeat it-
self, but this did. Bvery night for a
week It repeated itself until some of
my relatives brought a hammcr and
nall and fastened the window up « llt-
tle tighter. .

“Why, I thought this was golng to
be a real, true ghost story, What a
failure! I don't see what it has to
do with the time when you thought,
the other evening, and with Thanksgiv-
ing dinner.”

“Do you recall how the turtle ar-
rived first?—and that ancient proverb
which reads in this style: ‘Patience is
a virtue, or a monument, I forget
which. The other evening | was wear-
ing my bead belt when, as [ remarked
before, a chill passed over me, and I
percelved again that strange sickening
odor. I touched the long white beads.
They seemed somehow to be allve, like
vlammy fingers. [ would have been
frightened only that I remembered that
if an object can be scratched with the
dngernafl It had hardness once and
must be limestone. You don't take ge-
ology yet, do you?

"Then suddenly the air grew cold. 1
looked at the register, but it was still
open. It could not be that. All at
once my arms fell nerveless beside me,
ind my heart stopped beating, for be-
tween me and the register stood an
[ndian brave in all the glory of scarlet
and yellow blanket and feathers, but
not a bead was there upon his gar-
ments. [ took It all in at a glance and
wondered how I could ever get to the
register to open it wider. He stood
aere blinking his wicked little eyes,
then, slowly ralsing his right arm until
a8 finger pointed at me he whispered
in hoarse gutterals, "Nebraska' Ne-
bragka! Nebraska!” What could he
mean? The first thing that flashed
‘nrough my mind was that he had come,
to congratulate our Unliversity on our!
sietory over Illinols, because Instead

necessarily, It was associational, high-
ly experiential, and figurative, being
in the class three b, ¢ minor.

I repeated all this aloud to myself
in order to more thorougu:y analyze
|the word, but 1 saw a look of horror
gelowly spread over the face of the
Ibrave, All at once he gave a yell as
|of fear. [ heard a crash as of glass
aplintering, and he was gone. [ faint-

til the next morning."

The Freshman gave an
laugh.

“Has your heart begun to beat yet?
I still don't gee any connection between
your story and a Thanksgiving Din-
ner."

“Why, that is as readily percelved as
—as anything. All this happened the
evening followlng iuanksgiving Day,
I have not entirely recovered yet, 1
have decided that I can not endure it
any longer. I shall give away my bead
belt to the first one who asks for it.”

“Oh' Can I have it 7"

A look of murky gloom settled over
the countenance of the Junlor. She
replied in a pained voice: “When it
wearles me more than some other
things do.”
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See us about our $2.60 a week rate.—
Good Health Cafe.
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of feathers he was decorated in corn-
nusks. 1 had not Been correctly atl
first. But that could not be right he-|
cause he would not have come to me.
3o | determined to analyze his remarks
according to the rules of literaturg
Element one, effects. Was this an ef-
fect or an interpretation? -After due
conslderation I concluded (uat as It did
not interpret anything it must be an'
effect—and it was surely direct, @r was
not the savage still pointing at me?
And It was In degree, for it made shiv-
ers, that were not warm, dance over
me. | concluded that it was an effect
of his character and my mood. It sure-
ly was a force word, and, in his use
of it, it contained rhythm, metre and
rhyme. It was a beauty word, I knew,
because I could not see any meaning in
his use of it. I did not have time to
find its types, but was sure they were
mostly antitypal from the ferocious
glare in his dark face. It was not a
simlle nor a metaphor—it must be an
allegory —but what did it mean? It
was epithetic because it repeated un-

At The Co-Op

University Plns.

University Hat Pins.

Watch Fobs, Souvenir Spoons.
Unlversity Calendars.
University Photos, various sizes.
Crane and Hurd’s Stationery.
Un! and Frat Stationery, ‘
Uni and Frat Pennants.

A fountain pen is a useful and
acceptable gift. We have the
Waterman Ideal, Parker, Cen-
tury, Swan and Holland Foun-
tain Pens. Every pen guaranteed
to work right. Also the best
dollar pen made,
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