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Winniny A Husband

by Waitinh

How the Pretty Daughters of the New
Haven Prudent Mothers’ Club Hope--
Like “Naomi, My Restaurant Queen” --
to Capture Millionaire Husbands by

Serving Hot Butter Cakes and Coffee
with “Special” Cream to Yale Boys

The buckwheats now are flat and stale,
The coffea’s turning Eray;

The milk s sour, the soup is pale—
Naomi's gone away!

Oh, sweet Naom| Campbell Stearns,
You've busted Cupld's darts:

You've stirred a fire that sears and burns,
You've broken all our hearts!
—Butter Cake Chorus of Yale Freshmen,

HEIR last faint spark of hope has ex-
pired. Never again will the cars of
susceptible Yale freshmen be

charmed by the dulcet tones of sweet
Naom| Campbell at “Old EH Lunch,” war-
bling:

“One dark!
butter cakes!*

When sweet Naom! eloped with George
Sulllvan Stearns, a freshman in the Shef-
fleld Scientific School at Yale, the shock
was hard to bear; but they bore up, say-
Ing to each other:

“"She’'li be back on the job. George's old
man's a milllonaire, Business of proud
family spurning blushing bride—charge of
cradle-snatching—marriage annulled. 'Tis
aver thus—no chorus girl, no candy shop
girl, no butter cake-tosser, need apply.
Consuit the newspaper flles. Oh, yes,
Naomill be back on the job—we should
worry and get an Indigestion!”

Blasfed hopes, alas!
week ago that the news reached the Yale
campus and the New Haven Prudent Moth-
ers’ Club that the happy couple had been
received into the bosom of the opulent
Stearns family. Sweet Naoml, erstwhile
lovely hustler of butter cakes at "Old El
Lanch,"” is mistress of a handsoms man-
slon In the smart set distriot of Capitol
Hill, In Denver, Colo. Far from feeding
butter cakes to Yale freshmen, she is now
gerving afternocon tea to the elite of the
Rocky Mountaln metropolis. And ahe has
& husband who s now a solld factor in the
mattress manufacturing Industry which, in
Cincinnatl, made a millionalre of his
father, Edwin R, Stearns, of that city.

In the Prudent Mothers' Club, of New
Haven, this news, while it goatters woe in
the ranks of Yale freshmen, is received
with exclamations of rapture. It justifies
the purpose of their organization. It prom-
ises opulent husbands for other daughters
of the Prudent Mothers. It demonstrates
the principle that, among Yale men as
well as among all other men:

“A man's affections are reached, re
tained and controlled through his stom-
ach. Don't rely on your beauty,” say the
members of the New Haven Mothers' Club,
"but feed the brutes. Venuses of the
chorus and Hebes of the candy shops have
won these Yale sons of rich fathers, but
they knew nothing about the important art
of feeding them,
What happened?
Honeymoon bllss
succeaded by
the pains of she
dyspepsin. uLride
could live on
marshmallows ;
young husband
couldn':, He ap
peals to father,
crying *halp!’
Father asks,
‘Can she cook?”
Learning the
fatal truth, he
telegraphs:
‘Come home—
but come alone.
Bride goes back
to her old job.
It's all off.”

Thanks to the
Prudent Moth.
ers’ Club, and
to the triumph.
ant example of
sweet Naoml,
the tide has
turned. The
saas of rich men
who flock to
Yala are saved
from entagle-
ments with
mar s h mallow
brides; they can
¥el nutritious butter cakes and capable
¥ives at the same shop.

No longer will the pretty daughters of
New Haven, with an eye on freshmen of
the famous “Gold Coast,” seek poeitions in
the musical comedy chorus. The Prudent
Mothers will ses to that! They will find
light and congenial employment at "“Old
Ell Lunch” and other restaurants popular
with freshmen, and will see that the but-
ter cakes are well buttered, the “bham and”
kot off the griddle, the soup fragrant and
pourishing, and the cream in the coffes
skimmed only on one side
already dolng It

The romance of sweet Naomi was the
prompt reward of her persplcacity. She
would have graced any musical comedy
chorus that ever turned the heads of Yale
freshmen. But she was wise, and got a

b at “Old Ei Lunch,” It is true that,
'OUr years ago, al the age of fifteen, pretry
Naom| Campbell left school and went to
work at & New Heaven spdae fourtain: alen

Fry two! Rush them there

Naomi smile,

latest style.”

It was barely a ~

“Evenings the fellows all gather around to see
That's what they're about while
hands the victuals out—dressed in the

They are

true that even then the Yale boya sung her
charms and brought much trade to the
shop so graced by her presence.

But soda water s not “flling;"” college
boys have ravenous appetites and cannot
live by soft drinks alone. Accordingly,
eweet Naoml took counsel with her moth-
er—that was before the Prudent Mothers'
Club was organized—and took the step
that wae to make her mistress of that

Capitol HIill, Denver, mansion. L
She applied to "S8ig" Hartenstein, pro-
prietor of "Old ENM Lunch"—a favorite

Yale students’ eating place established by
his father more than sixty years ago-—and
he lost not a moment in engaging her serv-
ices. He had already heard of Naoml's
winning ways, and his wisdom was iden-

tieal with that of the founders of the
Prudent Mothers' Club.

From that day business at “Old EN
Lunch" boomaed as
never befare, Rich

students who formerly
knew butter cakes only
In theory now received
them eagerly, from the
soft white hands of
Naomi, deserting the
gilded cafes to be-
come steady customers,

Up to the beginning
of the last Fall term at
Yale it could not be
geen that Nsoml's gra-
clousness had specially
markad any Individual among the scores
of her college devotees at "Sig's” 8he
treated them all allke, BEvidently some-
thing was needed to fire their competitive
spirit. And that “something” arrived In
the parson of George Sullivan Stearns,

This Ane-Jooking, manly and enthusiastic
son of the rich Cincinnatl mattress manu-
facturer looked upon Naom! when his first
order of butter cakes was fresh from her
hands and lost his heart completely.
From that moment he haunted the place,
A Yale poet has immortalized that first
meeting in verse:

“George Stearns,
bloke,

One day meandered in,

And sat among the other folk
Amid the crash and din;

And as Naom! wandered by
I saw him start and stare

With admiration fn his eye—
For she was passing fair.

I noticed, too, that when she came
To ask him what he'd eat,

Her dimpled cheek burst into flame—
Oh, my, but she looked sweet!

I saw her fair hands tremble, too:
“Her voloe took on the shakes

& "Dauntless Durham'

\

In calling forth:
Rush them there butter cakes!""

George never put the soft pedal on hia

‘One dark! Fry two!

enthusinsm for Naomi. He let It be known
from the start that he was “in to win*
Like an ¢lectrical wave his eothuslasm set
the whole freshman contingent aflame.
Verlly, George had his work cut out for
him!

“Sweel Naomi," with a bhundred verbal
variations, was on every freshman p.
Bongs were written about her. At least
one was published in regular shest form,
entitlpd “Naoml, My Restaurant Queen,”
Here are the inspiring words:

“Down 1z & restaurant not [Ar away,

Where péaches bloom so sweet,

There's a little queen that has it on them

Pretty and trim and petite,
Bandwiches, "special” cream, "bham and"
on toast,
Bha hands ovt all dayg

And when you gaee in her eyes divine,
Like them all you'll say:

“(Bpoken.) “Well, what WILL you say,
fellows?
“Oh, gee, Naoml, my lunch counter girl,
P'raps it's your size, dear,
FP'raps it's your eyes, dear,

. Bets my heart awhirl,

Kisg me, Naomli!
Oh, hon', don’t be mean!

Oh, you beautiful blg blond baby,
Naomi, my restaurant queen."

In the meantime young Stoearns was con-
centrating all his faculties on segregating
the lovely waltress at “8ig's.” If not as a

waltress, at least as a sweetheart, with the
purpose of making her his very own for
life. Too late his fellow freshmen were
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to learn that this could happen to the popu-
ar idol. °

Now, anlas! they remember how she
would lean over his shoulder a bit lower
than neceesary as she served him, while
her lps moved Inaudibly—inaudibly except
to George. Now they realize that she was
remarking, tenderly:

“You Uke ‘extra’ cream for your coffes,
don't you?"

“Are the butter cakes hot enought—
hush! the boys are rubbering!"

“Cook? Of course | can cook. What does
& girl amount to if she can't cook?”

SBuddenly one day In February George
Sullivan Stearns was absent from clase.

He falled to show up on the campus. Agl
tation among the “freshies.” Dark suspi-
clon, Grand rush w0 “Old El Lunch.”

Worst fears reallsed—Naoml mysteriovsly
missing .
“They've eloped.”

asds nf rage. Goashing of teetn, but

not on butter cakes, Then news from
Stratford, Copn., that on February 27 the
Rev. N. Ellsworth Cornwall, rector of
Christ Episcopal Church, had applled the
bonds of mawimoeny to Miss Nsom! Camp-
bell, of New Haven, and George Sulllvan
Stearns, Yale fresbhman,

General stupefastion, succesded by =
flicker of hope—as mentioned near the be-
glnning of this story.

“8he'll bo back. Rich paps woa't stand
for it.” '

They took oomfort in recalling the
“Lafty” Plynn-Irene lLeary case; the case
of Howard Sykes, football centre, who also
eloped. and nleo had his allowance cut off.
They resurrected guite a number of such
incidents; Was it not an unbroken tradi-
tion that sons of rich men at Yale couldn’t
marry “beneath thelr station” sad “get
away with 1?" Bealdea, wasn't It an open
secret that Biparns’ parents expecied him
W marry an aristocratio young heiress In

~——

Sullivan

Boys in

the Clncinnat] “4001 “Pish, tush!"” Naomi
would be back again on the job at "Big's.”
Nil desperandum.

In the meantime thay tried to “save thelr
fages” with published congratulations.
The Bpring vacation started at Yale on
March 19 On the day belfore there ap-
poared on the campus a bright little anony-
mous sheet called “The Eavesadropper” It
coptalned this comment on the culmina-
ton of the Stearns-Campbell affalr:

“Naoml-~It would be hard to overesti-
mate the terrible loss Lhat our Yale com-
mynity has recently suffered. The sudden
departure of Nauoml from our very midst
has oreated an aching void that cannot be
filled In a burry.

"Buffice It to say that Cupld has once
agaln succeeded in spanning one of the
gulfs of wsoclety. The Eavesdropper
wishes the young couple sodspeed, and
bege leave o guote for the beneft of Lhe
readers Mr. Hartenstein's touching tribute

Stearns, Who
'Was Naomi
Clmplnll, and,
Below—Yale

Front of the
“0Old Eli
Lunch” Where
She “Waited.”

N

Waitress
at “Old
Eli Lunch™

to his former employe!

“She was a girl, take her for all'in all,

I shall not look upon her like again*

Now you will understand the shéoch
verily, the paralyzing shock—of the news
just recelved on the Yale campus from
Denver, that Naom] basks In the &
of her husband's rich and powerful 3
that she s an established factor in the
social 1ife of fashionable Capitol Hili; that
Yaule's musty tradition is shattered; and
that, to wit.:

If you want a Yale hushand-—win him
by walting.

To which the minutes of the New Hoven
Prudent Mothers' Club add:

“A good waltress cannot fall to bscoms
@ capable cook. No father of & Yale man
is too rieh to understand the advantages of
having & capable cook in the tamily. Ergo
—'' gto. 'Nufl said.

The Prudent Mothers' Club is attending
he rest,
\
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