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LUCY HARR



‘Course we wasn't here on pur-
pose, but crouchin’ there in the
bushes you couldn’t help hearin’
what they was sayin’.)

“Homer, come here.”

They was some crackin’ o’ twigs
an’ then there was no talkin’ an’
no noise for a long time. Our legs
was beginnin’ achin’, an’ Eddie
Bowman was gettin’ anxious to go
fishin’, an’ someone said we'd bet-
ter start coughin’ or whistlin® or
somethin® when Homer starts
talkin® again.

“I got nine dollars an’ fifty-one
cents.”

“I got thirty-four dollars,” says
Lucy.

(Now I ain’t sayin’ yes an’ I ain’t
sayin® no, but thirty-four dollars
was a lot more than the clothin
TNowance old man Hairis gave
her.)

They was some more quiet.

Then Homer says “I love you,
Lucy.”

An’ she repeats what he says, an’
they’s more silence. Soon after,
Lucy an’ Homer was movin
round, an” we ducked back in the

bushes, an’ they passed by us. She
was a hangin’ on his arm like a
spider, an’ he was like a big ol
fly.

We lost our frogs while we was
waitin’, an’ we didn’t catch nothin’

. anyway, cept a hornpout, so we

decided to do some smokin’. I
didn’t take no drags, ’cause cigar-
ettes taste like dried up green pep-
pers. Least that's what people say.

Well, it didn’t take long for the
word to get around town. Fact is,
Mrs. Hatchett an’ old maid Law-
ten, the postmistress, was a blab-
bin” ’fore nightfall. Probably Ed-
die Bowman was tellin” all he saw
an” heard to Dan Bowman, an’ in
the town there ain’t no stoppin’
gossip. All I said was bout our
goin’ fishin” an’ bein’ interrupted
by a couple down on the river-
bank, an’ cveryone I talked to
acted like they wasnt interested.
But they was makin’ stories bigger
behind my back the minute I left
em. I know ‘cause Mr. Finney told
me all ‘bout it half hour after'n I
told him, an’ the story was bigger
an” more interestin’. Tongues was

“OK You Guys—Watch the Fake Passes.”
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waggin’ plenty in Davis Corner
that day.

It wasn’t moren a week later
when I was cleanin’ trash for old
man Harris when Lucy Harris an’
Homer Bacon comes walkin® in.
Cept it wasn't Lucy Harris no
more. It was Mr. an” Mrs. Homer
Bacon.

“Paw, we're married,” says Lucy,

an’ she’s smilin® an” Homer’s
smilin’.
Old man Harris just stands

there like a cherry bomb some-
onc lit an’ threw in the river an’
it’s bout ready to explode an’ shoot
water up in the air. An’ he’s the
same color as a cherry bomb, too.
Homer looks at him ,an” he looks
at Homer, an” Homer don’t look
no more. An’ I'm lookin’, too, an’
I ain’t cleanin’ trash no more.
Fact is, everyone’s lookin” at
everyone, an’ no one’s sayin any-
thi,. Old man Harris comes
around the corner of the counter,
an” he’s got his hands on his hips,
an” he’s smirkin. Everyone in
Davis Corner knows when old man
Harris smiles like that it ain’t
really a smile, an’ inside he’s
thinkin’ plenty, an’ he aint too
happy.

“So you married Lucy,” he says.

An’ Homer just stands there, an’
he’s not smilin® any more, an’ he’s
Tookin” at the floor. “Ashamed of
it? snapped old man Harris. An’
Homer still ain’t sayin’ anythin’,
an” he’s lookin® like he wished he’d
never come in the store.

Then old man Harris turns to
Lucy.

“So you decided on Homer Ba-
con,” he says. He’s smilin’ a big,
broad smile, an’ the words are
comin’ through his teeth like wood
chips out of a saw. “What hap-
pened to the others?”

“There wasnt no others, Paw.”

“That ain’t what I heard, an’ I
been hearin’ plenty ‘round here

(Continued on Page 29)
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Uncle Ferdie’s widow seemed to
be enjoying herself as much as
anyone—except for the time that
Mama found her and Papa play-
ing in the back yard. Mama
whacked Papa a few times with a
club she was carrying, and kept
close watch on him the rest of the
time.

I guess one’s tastes must change
with age, because most of the
older men seemed to prefer gath-
ering in the church cellar to watch
the cockfights. The fights never
lasted more than a few seconds,

UNDER

Some of the lads were sitting
around the house the other night
when John Willis, who is from out
of state, asked how you get a ship
into a bottle.

“Hell,” Al Jones, from Winter
Harbor, said, “if we had a bottle
I'd show you. It's simple.”

John decided he’d enjoy going
out for a bottle, and several others
asked to go with him.

“Okay,” Al agreed. “Well do a
bang-up job of it. I'll stay here
and draw up plans for the ship.”
Al was a tech man with plenty of
drawing classes back of him.

John and four others piled into
John’s old bucket and putted off
after a bottle. Before long back
they came bearing a fifth of
blended whiskey to plop onto
Al’s desk.

“Hey, what goes? Al wanted to
know. “This isnt a clear glass
bottle. It's amber. Even if we get
a ship into this bottle how can we
see it through amber glass? Didn’t
you jokers know enough to buy
me a clear glass bottle?”

“I suppose,” John supposed,
“that most gin bottles have clear
glass.”

“Well, get me one. And just
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but the men seemed to enjoy them
more than anything else. After
each fight large sums of money
changed hands, and it was even
noticed that after one fight an
elderly rice trader said good-bye to
his pretty young wife and she left
with the owner of the winning
rooster.

The party lasted until late in the
afternoon of the second day, when
the hot sun began to have a seri-
ous effect on Uncle Ferdie’s per-
sonal appeal. Everyone was pretty
well worn out anyway, so there

GLASS

leave this one here, by the way.”

John—with seven others this
time—went aboard John's bucket
and set out after a proper bottle.
At the store the others got into the
spirit of the venture and bought
several bottles—round gin bottles,
square bottles, and quart rum
bottles—so Al could choose the
one most suitable.

When the shipbuilders arrived
back at the house, they found
plans drawn up and everything
ready for construction. In short
order the bottles were empty and
the boys were full. Al selected a
quart rum bottle, clear glass and
round, and delegated construction
details to his amateur assistant
shipwrights and shipfitters. Al ex-
plained they would need a hull
small enough to pass through the
bottle neck—with masts, yards,
and rigging hinged to steps and
lying flat aft atop the hull. They
would need wood for hull and
spars, thread and wire for rigging,
and cloth for sails.

Since George Mason was over
seeing his girl, they went through
his chest of drawers until they
found a sewing kit with thread for
rigging. Someone sawed a leg off
George’s desk from which to whit-

were no strong protests when a
few of the closest relatives gath-
ered up Uncle Ferdie’s box and
moved off to the burial grounds
with him. Apparently I was the
only one sorry to see the party
break up. No, not the only one.
As T lefi 1 looked back and no-
ticed a wistful look on the face
of my third or fourth cousin. 1
still recall the expression, and the
cousin, with pleasure and longing,
even today. Perhaps that’s why 1
can't seem to enjoy these main-
land funerals.

by Monty Higgins

tle the hull, and someone else cut
sail patches from the tail of one of
George’s white shirts. Collar was
frayed anyway, they said.

No putty or plaster could be
found to go inside the bottle to
form the sea for the hull to rest
on, so all hands were busy chew-
ing gum.

George Mason interrupted con-
struction when he came back early.
Eyes blazing, George swore and
swore.

“Don’t get hot, George,” some-
one piped up. “This is for the
house. We're putting a ship into
a bottle for the mantel in the main
founge.”

George yelled that bottles were
for launching ships only, and even
that was a damned waste. George
grabbed the rum bottle by the
neck and smashed it on a corner
of his sagging desk.

“What’s the matter, George,”
another guy asked, “you launching
your desk?”

George swore some more and
began heaving bottles out the
window,

Much later Al picked up a ship
in a bottle in a Bar Harbor shop—
which bottled ship now decorates
the mantel at the house.
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Slide On Stillwater

A man from the county came he down,
Flow down grey river.

For to study in old Orono Town.
Slide on Stillwater.

Lowly Freshman at once was he,
Flow down life giver.

A mighty Sophomore soon to be.
Slide Stillwater, slide.

Labs and prelims and finals and 2.4,
Spring freshets rise you high.

Studied for with a cold brew and one brew more.
As you slide by Stillwater.

The big bored Junior he suddenly became,
Grey stream the farmlands twisting by.

The finally worthy of the Seniors fame.
Rush to the sea, Stillwater.

Lover, wheel and all of that,
Rapid waters frothy and white.

Owls and Skulls and Social Frat.
Slide Stillwater Slide.

Class Day, Dance Pageant and Senior Ball,
Glowing waters in the evening light.

Speeches, Graduation and the last beer glass tall.
Slide on Stillwater.

Another fool joins the mass-ranks of the educated.
His Sheepskin proving him to be graduated.
Slide on, Slide on Still, so still Stillwater.

—Sejones
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from the mantle. At first Titty
Tatty was nowhere to be seen, but
then she came—fresh from a
scented bath she daintly wafted
into the room. Oh, the blinding
whiteness of her, the scented scent-
ness. Oh! Isaac could stand no
more. His heart burst asunder.

The time had come for Isaac.
This was his destiny. He had to
get into the swim, battle the rag-
ing millpond, travel along the road
of life. Leaping with breath-tak-
ing splendor he left forever his
wedgewood tower, and landed, on
all fours, on the floor!

There was nobility in Isaac as
he stood there, the head erect, the
pointed ears, the neatly-combed
whiskers twitching from side to
side.

Using his tail for support he
balanced himself on his hind tegs
and, throwing out his paws in an
opera-like gesture, he cried—

“See Titty Tatty! Oh, see! Have
1 not done well in my love for
vou? Do I not make a fine figure
in my good grey and white waist-
coat? I love you, Titty Tatty. Oh,
if only you knew how I adore
yvou ... I ...

“Crunch!”

FRUITS OF SORROW

There are avenues of silence through a land unknown;
There are avenues of silence where the white wolves moan
To accentuate the silence of a land unknown.

There is white-ribboned beauty which no man may ever keep;
There is white-ribboned beauty that is drifted soft and deep
In a land unknown which no man may ever keep.

Infinities of blackness which only faith can breach,
Infinities of blackness, sucking life out like a leech
Enfold this land unknown which only faith may reach.

There are avenues of silence through a land unknown;
There are avenues of silence which we reach alone,
Where the white wolves moan, and the moon, full blown
Accentuate the silence of a land unknown.

—Jean Miller

UM O R

“Hi, there, big boy, would you
like a red-hot date with a cute
little devil?”

“Fine, baby. O. X.”

“Then go to hell, big boy, go to
hell”

—N. Y. U. Varieties

Guest (to host in new home):
“Hello, old pal, how do you find
it here?”

Host: “Walk right upstairs, and
then two doors to the left.”

—N. Y. U. Varieties
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An intelligent girl is one who
knows how to refuse a kiss with-
out being deprived of it.

—N. Y. U. Varieties

He: “Everything I touch seems
to go wrong.”
She: “Don’t touch me then.”
—Syracusan

If it's funny enough to tell, it’s
been told; if it hasn’t been told, it’s
too clean; and if it’s dirty enough
to interest a frosh, the editors get
kicked out of school.

~—Missouri Showme

Dean: Don’t you know you
shouldn’t play strip poker.”
Sweet Young Thing: Oh, it’s per-
fectly alright. It's not gambling.
Dean: What!
S. Y. T.: Oh, no, the fellows al-
ways give us our clothes back.
—N. Y. U. Varieties

Lynne: Does your husband talk
in his sleep?

Jinx: No . . . and it’s exasperat-
ing . . . he just grins.

—N. Y. U. Varieties
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