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Roommates
by Anne Moseley

“ But, Mother, i t ’ll ju s t be my 

luck to get a  short, spoiled room

mate w ithout a smidgen of person

a l i ty .”  I  wailed as I  flung a  d ir ty  

saddle shoe in to  the trunk . M other 
went on sewing the brigh t red name 
tapes on my socks as she answered, 
“ This tim e tomorrow y o u ’ll know 
her, and  if  you do ju s t yoifr p a r t  
you can get along w ith  anybody .”  
I  decided to le t bo th  the subject 
and the lid to the  tru n k  drop. I  
fell on my bed, exhausted, and was 
asleep before M other could cut off 
the  light.

I f  I  had been quiet and  t i red  the 
n igh t before, I  was certa in ly  e x 
ub eran t as I  stood in fron t of room 
No. 4 S is te r ’s House. I  had b r ig h t
ened considerably the m inute I  en 
te red  it, the oldest dorm itory on 
Salem campus. I t  was such an ugly, 
decrepit old building th a t  I  fe l t  sure 
th a t  fa te  would feel obligated to 
give me a cute roommate. I  stood 
outside the door wondering w hat 
she would be like. I  finally flung 
open the door, only to find  the 
room empty. I  dumped my things 
in th e  middle of, the floor and, 
glancing into the mirror, I  realized 
th a t  I  looked almost as dishevelled 
as the room. I  turned around just 
as a ta ll  girl tr ipped over my shoe 
bag, which had fallen in the door
way.

“ Y o u ’re h u r t ,”  I  exclaimed.
“ No, I ’m A nne,”  she replied.
The crucial moment was over. I  

had met my roommate, and we were 
soon ch a t ting  like old friends.

“ Do you go s te ad y ?”  Anne ask 
ed me.

“ Well, not exactly. Do y o u ? ”
“ Yeah, I ’ve been going w ith  him 

for two years. I  certa in ly  did hate 
to  leave him too.

“ Oh! W h a t ’s his nam e?”
“ Well, t h a t ’s the only th ing  I 

d o n ’t  like about him. His name is 
W illie .”

“ W here does he go to schoo l!”
“ He doesn’t. He works for his

fa ther. ’ ’
Anne d id n ’t ta lk  about Willie 

much a f te r  th a t  first dajf. But, as 

the weeks wore into months, she 

was still hearing  from him every 

day. And, although she was as con

scientious about her school work as 

anyone could be, she would drop 

everyth ing when i t  was time for her 

to w rite him each night.
In  November, a  month la ter, I  

was inv ited  to Carolina fo r the  Car- 
olina-Duke game. My w in te r coat, 
ordered in  September, still had  not 
come. I  was fran tic .

“ I  c a n ’t  go.”  I  declared.
“ D o n’t  be silly. C ertain ly  y o u ’ll 

go. How about my blue suit and 
white top co a t?”  Anne offered.

“ Oh, Anne, I  ju s t couldn’t. You 
h a v e n ’t  even worn the  coat. . . . ugh, 
what size is i t f ”

Yes, Anne was thoughtful and gen
erous. She had all these virtues 
and something else too, a good look
ing brother a t  Chapel Hill. Anne 
declared th a t  nex t to Willie, her b ro 
the r  w'as the nicest boy of all. And 
he was.

“ No more days ti ll we get o u t ,”  
Anne finished the song which the 
facu lty  had forbidden us to  sing. She 
was happy; everybody was happy. 
We were going home fo r Christmas 
the  nex t day.

Two days before Christmas vaca 
tion was over, I  got a  le tte r  from 
Anne. She got a  fu r  coat and  a 
new radio, th a t  she was bring ing  
back to school. Oddly enough,^ she 
d id n ’t mention Willie. I  gathered 
th a t  she h a d n ’t  gotten the  ring  sh e ’d 
wanted so much.

Finally  th a t  inevitable day came 
when we were all back a t  school. All, 
th a t  is, except Anne. The day d rag 
ged on. She missed three classes th a t  
she couldn’t  cut. A t seven o ’clock 
I w ent to the D e an ’s office to cheek 
for the fiftieth  time. Miss Pangle 
said th a t  A n n e’s mother had jus t 
called. I  guess I  looked scared be 
cause she said, “ I t ’s not too drastic
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Thanksgiving

Miss Shush

Seen ya with dark hair 
Dark eyes and skin most fair.
If you have ate plus eleven more 
Untangle sir, you’ll see I ’m shore!

it; « «

Who is Miss Shush? The first pe r 

son who leaves the r igh t answ er in 

the Salemite office; w ith an  ex

planation of a t  least two clues, will 

be rewarded w ith  a CARTON of the 

r igh t c igarettes—-Chesterfields!

— Anne and Willie eloped on the way 

back to school.”

Dear Mother,

 __ ____and  Anne is really

married. I s n ’t  th a t  rom antic? But, 

Mother, second semester I  get a  new 

roommate and I  ju s t know sh e ’ll be 

short and spoiled, w ithout a smidgen 

of personality-................ ........
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by Mary Porter Evans
When I  was f ive  years old, I  spent 

an  odd Thanksgiving. Uncle Ben, 
who had been throw n from  a horse 
several weeks before and  had  in 
jured  his knee, spent an uncom fort
able vacation. His knee bothered  
him, and the crutches bo thered  me. 
In  fa c t  I  w ouldn’t  even come down 
to the T hanksgiving D inner and  be 
in the same room w ith  crutches. I  
had anxiously an tic ipa ted  dinner, 
not because of the food, b u t because 
there were litt le  c lay turkeys, w ith 
tiny  candles in  the ir  backs a t  each 
place. Furtherm ore, M other had 
told me a  secret— we were going to 
have an ice-cream tu rk ey  fo r des
sert. j

Getting my sister and  me dressed 
was always le f t  to the  last half 
hour in an  a t tem p t to keep us clean. 
W hile we donned our w hite socks, 
pa ten t lea thers  and  lavender party  
dresses, Carol and  I  decided i t  was 
like Sunday w ithout Sunday school. 
Then we w aited  fo r our cousins to 
arrive. F inally , a f te r  a long fif teen  
minutes, the  b ig  brow n car full of 
Coles pulled up in  f ro n t  of the house. 
Carol and I  though t i t  would be fun  
for us to hide and  have them find 
us. Even a t  our tender age we 
realized th a t  st if led  giggles from b e 
hind the  sofa  would be too easy to 
find, and so we ran  up to the tw is t 
in the s ta irw ay  and  there  we sat.

T rium phantly , we heard someone 
say, “ W here are  the g ir ls? ”  
Snickers and snorts gave us away. 
We were found. Carol skipped down
stairs. I  ran  upstairs. A few  
minutes la te r  ^Mother called me, b u t 
there w asn ’t  any  answer. I  was in  
my room, looking out the  window, 
w aiting  fo r th e  cars to go by.

When the  fam ily  realized I  w a sn ’t 
going to budge, they began speculat
ing on w hy I  suddenly became so

antisocial. Everyone though t Uncle 
B e n ’s crutches had  scared me. Each 
t)nc was confident he could make me 
w ant to sit a t  the table . A nn t 
D otty  assured me there was no th ing  
really wrong w ith Uncle Ben, th a t  
he just needed the  crutches to help 
him walk. Then A unt Lucy came. 
She tr ied  the “  now-you-are-a-big- 
g i r l”  technique. T h a t d id n ’t  work.

G etting  M ary down was now a 
contest and each con testan t was sure 
he could win. Everyone brought 
bribes: the  clay turkeys, li t t le  crepe 
paper baskets of nuts, olives. N o th 
ing  moved me. I  can im agine the 
conversation a t  the  ta b le .  A unt 
Dotty, in  an  e ffo r t  to smooth th ings 
over, probably said to her oldest boy, 
“ Now Benny, you have a  w ay w ith 
Mary. You t r y . ”  Benny w a sn ’t 
successful e ither. Then th e  young
est Cole cousin was sent. I t  was 
one of the  first tim es I  can remember 
Tom m y’s being “ n ic e ”  to me. In  
his eyes Carol and  I  were b ra ts  any 
way, and  th is  situa tion  probably 
confirmed his opinion.

Carol came up. She had been 
prom pted on w h at to say. She stood 
in  th e  doorway and re-quoted, 
“ M ary, please come downstairs. 
Uncle Ben is all right. The tu rkey  
is good. We are going to have des
ser t soon.”

.Even Uncle Ben himself pa infu lly  
hobbled upstairs to show me he was 
all r ig h t and th a t  he w ou ldn’t  h it  
me over the head w ith the  crutches. 
F ina lly  Marie came up to see me.

M arie was our nurse and  cook 
whom I  ju s t adored. She brought 
mfe downstairs. I  d o n ’t  rem ember 
w hat she said or w hat she did, bu t 
the  next th ing  I  knew  I  was a t  the 
table dividing my a t te n t io n  between 
tne  ice-cream tu rk ey  and  those long 
yellow crutches leaning against the 
wall.
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