IN THE SWIM. The delight of every poor collegian’s heart,—to be able to pose nonchalantly
in front of a car with every evidence of possession. Between dances somewhere on Fraternity
Row, with the lamps quite dim and chaperons forgotten in the depths of a woman’s eyes.
And then the actual plunge, with Brown preparing to make a racing start,—a clean, quick

splash and white water churning.
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