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Shadow Shapes
(Memoirs of a Chinese Student in America)

ANONYMOUS

PART TWO

A GIrL's BEpDrOOM

HE TRAIN was moving in a series
of jerks.

A dark complexioned man was sitting
on his neck, his feet resting idiotically on
the back of a seat in front. It was impos-
sible to tell whether he was singing in
English or in Mexican. The words were
mostly swallowed together with the con-
tent of a bottle of pop which he held in
both hands.

He must be a Mexican, Thomas Lee
said to himself after having studied the
man since the train left the Union station
at Denver. He remembered seeing men
of this type in motion pictures. Always
carrying American girls on their horses
with some two-gun heroes in hot pur-
suit,

No, he should not have too much faith
in the movies. He used to, but he had
lost most of it during the last two days.

When the train was passing through
the deserts of Utah and Wyoming, he
scanned the horizons for a sight of cow-
boys throwing lassos and brandishing
pistols. Instead, he could only see Fords
running wild on the highways.

An hour more he would be in Colorado
Springs. Endless blocks of buildings
would be the best description of Lee's
image of the city. Colorado Springs !
How familiar the name sounded to him!
It seemed as though he had always lived
there. He could almost see himself des-
cending from the train and walking into
a huge station where people were rush-
ing, pushing, battling, going everywhere,
yvet nowhere—just the kind of railway
station he saw in motion pictures.

Slowly the train came to a complete

stop. With one jump Lee was on the
platform. Something must be wrong.
The station looked more like a wayside
inn. There were only half-a-dozen men
around the place. The train was slowly
pulling out of the station. Lee wanted
to run back to the train, but he was too
stunned to move.

He felt the weight of a hand on his
right shoulder. He turned to see a smil-
ing, well-built youth, who asked timidly,
“Are you Mr. Lee from China?”

“Yes,” answered Lee mechanically.

“My name is Dell—Cecil Dell.” Lee
grasped the outstretched hand and shook
it warmly,

“Bob Chen wired me to meet you,” ex-
plained Cecil. “So you met Bob at
Seattle. How was he? He certainly is
a great boy! Do you know Nicholas
Young? You do? How interesting!
Nick was here last year, and everybody
just fell in love with him. Mighty glad
to see you coming to study at Colorado
College. A wonderful school. Splendid!'
You are studying journalism? You will
probably take some courses under Pro-
fessor Allen. A fine fellow. You will
like him.”

Meanwhile Lee was escorted to a wait-
ing automobile. As the car sped along
the streets, Lee noticed that most of the
houses were little bungalows. The streets
were deserted, and the lamp posts looked
pathetically lonesome. A mind picture
of skyscrapers shrinking, crumbling.

[.ee was alone in his room. Pulling off
his shoes, he sat on the bed musing, He
thought the Dells were perfectly charm-
ing. The way “Papa” Dell munched his
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cigar. Cecil teasing his mother who ran
after him with a broomstick. Dorothy,
Cecil's sister, insisted that there would
be no potato, had there been no gravy.

He tried to picture his mother running
after him with a broomstick. Somehow
it refused to take shape. Too absurd. He
remembered how his father had once cen-
sured his mother for calling him by a pet
name. His position as the eldest son of
the family demanded respect, not affec-
tion. She never kissed him when he went
away, and probably would not write to
him. As he grew up into manhood, a
gulf widened between him and his moth-
er. They belonged to two worlds, each
having its own set of duties.

The thought pained him. He left the
bed and walked to a dressing table. He
toyed with his necktie, took off his coat,
dropped it on the floor, and looked at the
prostrate garment. Sleeves lay helplessly
on the floor. Ready-made clothing, soul-
less and without character! Mimster,
robber, banker, thief, whoever put it on,
was its master. A fecling of contempt
suddenly seized him. He picked the coat
up and tried to find a place to hang it.
Yes, hang it somewhere!

He opened the closet door. His lips
fell apart like a dumb man. He rubbed
his eyes with the knuckles of his hands.
Consciousness returned. The closet looked
at first like a maze of silk and laces.
Gradually he saw slips, skirts, waists,
hats, pink dresses, shoes, dainty and
small.

A girl’'s room! The words flashed in
his mind, then ran down his spine like an
electric current. The entire room seemed
to be transformed. Lee inspected the new
place timidly. He remembered he had
left his soiled collar on the dressing-
table. He must be crazy. Didn’t he see
the perfume bottles, the powder box,
rouge compact, lipstick and cold cream
jar standing orderly on the table? He
could see them now.

Behind a hand-mirror was the photo-
graph of a young man with the following
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inscription written in bold strokes, “To
Dorothy, from Jack.” So this was in-
deed a girl's room! Dorothy’s. She had
let him use her room. ILee's mind was
not troubled about where Dorothy was
sleeping that night. He felt like a rat
caught in a trap. The first thing he
would do the following morning, he
promised himself, would be to find a
room somewhere else.

Lee had never been in a girl's room be-
fore. To him, girls lived only in sitting-
rooms, listeming attentively to discus-
sions among the male members of the
family, and running away behind closed
doors when the servants announced the
presence of some callers at the door,

But this—pink shps—silk undies—
rouge compact—small dainty shoes—bed-
room! He could not believe his eyes. He
was terribly frightened. Turning off the
lights, he began to undress. But eyes
were all about him, curious mocking eyes.
The pink slips were teasing him. The silk
sleeves pointed at him with accusing fin-
gers. He felt as though he was undress-
ing mn public. The idea horrified him.
He jumped into bed and pulled the sheets
over his ears.

Tueg Prrxins

Two little girls answered the door bell.
The elder one, of about fourteen years,
had such rosy cheeks that Thomas Lee
wondered whether the color was natural,
or she was blushing. The younger girl
clung to her sister’s waist, giggling sillily.

“Is Mrs. Pitkin home?” asked Lee,
although he was almost certain that she
was not.

“No, mother just went downtown to
see some friends,” said the elder girl. The
sisters followed every movement of the
visitor. Lee felt like a wild animal in a
zoo, irritated by the children’s curious
eyes. To hide his embarrassment, he
marked circles and squares on the door-
mat with the toe of his shoe.

“I called Mrs. Pitkin over the phone
this moming. . .”
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“So you are the Chinese boy who is
going to stay with us!” interrupted the
elder girl.

“Gertrude, didn’t mother say he can sit
beside me at the table?”

“Isabel!” Gertrude looked reproach-
fully at her younger sister, then turned to

Lee.
“Mother will be back shortly. She told

me to show you your room in case you
were here early. If you will come up-
stairs with me. . .”

Lee sized his suitcase and followed

them.

Mrs. Pitkin was one of these women

who spoke “yes” more readily than “no.”
She was just too nice. So nice that she
got on Lee's nerves. Mr. Pitkin was the
official clown in the family. His face was
twisted into an infinite variety of shapes,
being made to resemble every object
under heaven, from a bull-dog to a pump-
kin. He fell on his big, red nose, and the
children laughed. He got up crying like
a two-month baby, and the children grew
hysterical with merriment. At every ges-
ture of his, some of Lee’s ideals of father-
hood was knocked and tumbled on its
nose.
The Pitkins weer all excited. They
never had a chance to be so closely asso-
ciated with a Chinese. FEvery inch of
Lee was a novelty to them. From his
room Lee could hear them talking in the
kitchen. Every now and then the child-
ren would giggle and the voices would
lower to whispers.

For a moment Lee felt terribly lone-
some. He wanted to be home where
people would understand him. He wished
he had never come to America. But he
would never say anything to his mother.
She would be so worried. Dear mother!
He would tell her something more pleas-
ant—that he had a good time on the train,
that the college lived up to his expecta-
tions, that everybody was just lovely to
him, and that he was feeling fine—all
the things people write to their mothers
when they are away from home. Most
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mothers know that their sons are not tell-
ing the truth, nevertheless they anxiously
wait for the mail deliveries, cry over the
unmustakable lies, show them to the
neighbors and finally go to bed at night
with the letters under their wet cheeks.

He had never written to Ivy since he
went away. He could not understand
why. Somehow or other, he forgot. But,
Ivy, who was she? He never knew her.
He could only remember two children
playing beneath the apple trees. A page
from some story book. A tale of lhis
childhood days. The picture would linger
in his mind, and would soon fade away.
Perhaps he would write her some other
day. Not now.

The moon, full and purple-colored, hid
between the branches of the poplars. Mas-
ses of shadow filled the room. Lee, his
eves half-closed, breathed in the soft
night about him. A lonely leaf floated,
hesitated, then fell over the grass with
a sigh.

Presently there were girls’ voices.
Their words grew more distinct. Noise
of approaching steps on the sidewalk.
Two girls talking at the door. It closed
behind them with a bang. Voices in the
kitchen. The house was silent.

The moon had emerged from the tree
tops into the empty heaven above. She
lit up the world with her dazzling white-
ness. Mist floated across the meadow
like silver waves viberating with one
movement. Lee felt weak and intoxicat-
ed. His heart yearned for something.
Just what, he did not know. He lay in his
bed, stretched at full length, his lips
apart, his eye-lids closed, his hands open,
and motionless. Then he remembered—
on the Pacific—in a moon-lit room—
bare shoulders—white arms—Ilovers—
roses showered upon their naked limbs.
Memories mixing with dreams. Two
streams of tears flowed from Lee's eyes
and fell slowly upon the pillow. He pres.
sed his mouth hungrily to the spot wet
with tears, and rubbed his checks gently
against it.
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BLONDE AND BRUNETTE

Breakfast was ready. DBeside the Pit-
kins there were one blonde and one dark
girl at the table.

“Mr. Lee, Miss Edna Gnffith, Miss
Josephine Marco,” observed Mrs. Pitkin
rather casually as Lee entered the room.
While the two girls murmured the cus-
tomary “glad to meet you,” there was a
noticeable stiffness in Edna's voice.

The two were perfect contrasts. Edna
was tall, thinly built, with light chestnut
hair, and bluish gray eyes. She was quiet
and reserved. Josephine, on the other
hand, was aggressive and always “on the
go.” She had large black eyes, and
straight hair. Edna looked practical and
serious. She appeared to possess a charm
and a kind of self-reliant courage. She
was perhaps more spiritual than the
other.

“Say, Mr. Lee, don't you put any sugar
in your tea?” Josephine noticed that Lee
was drinking his tea plain.

“No, we don't do that in China.”

“No?” Josephine’s voice registered
both doubt and surprise. The idea was
simply too absurd to her—drinking tea
without sugar.,

“Do you like American food? I'll have
to learn to cook chop-suey sometime.”
Mrs. Pitkin spoke with a mincing accent.

“I like your food,” replied Lee not too
enthusiastically. His mind was occupied
in something else. He did not know
which was the proper way to eat his fried
egg. He thought of breaking it into
many small pieces. But then the yolk
would run all over his plate. He could
not remember seeing anything about this
in his etiquette book. He balanced his
egg, yolk and all, on his fork, then with
a quick movement pushed it into his
mouth to the surprise of all, and to the
great discomfort of his tongue.

A phonograph playing in the parlor.
While she rocked her chair back and
forth, Edna hummed all to herself.

“Don’t you like dancing, Mr. Lee?"
Josephine put on a new record.
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“lI don't know how. I never danced

before.”

“Why, don’t people dance in China?
Everybody does over here.” She executed
a difficult step while talking.

“Boys and girls don’t mix in China.
At least not so freely like you do here.
Naturally they think dancing a horrible
thing.”

“They do! They don't know what
they miss!” She turned impatiently to
Edna.

“Come on, let's dance!”

“I can't lead,” said Edna as she rose
from her rocker.

With one arm around her partner's
waist, Josephine slided and fox-trotted
across the floor.

Edna and Josephine had gone to a
baseball game in the park. Mrs. Pitkin
did not like people going to a baseball
game on Sunday, and was glad Lee did
not go with the girls. Lee would have
gone, 1f he had waked up in time. At
lunch time the girls told him to be ready
at two. He took a nap and did not wake
up till three.

lLee could not remember how they
started talking about Edna and Jose-
phine. Mrs. Pitkin was telling him that
the girls came from New York City, and
that they were in Colorado Springs for
their health, when Gertrude interrupted
ner mother.

“But, Tom, you ought to see them
stepping out!” The Pitkins had decided
that they would drop the more formal
“Mr. Lee” and would call him “Tom"
for short.

“What do you mean by ‘stepping
out’ ?”

“Don’t you know what ‘stepping out’
means? Have a good time, that's what
it means. Wait, let me show you their
picture albums.” Gertrude was off be-
fore she finished the sentence.

Pictures of places around Colorado
Springs. The girls dressed up like doils
on “Kid Day.” Edna and Josephine
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hiking in the mountains with their arms
locked with those of some tough-looking
men.
"This is George, Josephine’s beau”
Certrude pointed toward the picture of a
short, dark-complexioned man.

“Don’t you know what ‘beau’” means "
Gertrude was surprised at Lee's limited
English vocabulary.

“When a girl has a beau, she has a
Loy friend. Alice, a girl in my class, 15
only fourteen, and she has eight beaus!”

“How many beaus have you got?” lLee
teased her.

She laughed and pointed to another
picture, “Look, here’s Archie, Edn:'s
bov iriend.” The man was tall, with
light wavy hair. Beside him was Edna
grinning from ear to ear.

0“‘re tky mmed ?DD

“Oh, no, heavens no!” Both Mrs. Pit-
kin and Gertrude laughed till they nearly
doulled themselves up in their chairs.
Apparently over the absurdity of the
question.

“You have a lot to learn about Ameri-
can girls, Tom,” Mrs. Pitkin finally ex-
plained. “These boy friends don't mean
anything. The girls go out with them,
kid them along, and have a good time.
When they get tired of each other, they
quit.”

Lee’s mind was in a state of strange
upheaval. All his ideas about sex rela-
tions were being upset. A boy could
only love one girl, and she should have
nothing to do with anyone else. That was
his code of love. “For a good time only
—-kid them along—" A girl like Jose-
phine would naturally be that way. But
Edna, how could she? And he thought
she was more spiritual than the others'

A FoorsarLr. Game

The game between Colorado College
and the University of Utah was the first
American football contest Thomas Lee
ever witnessed. He had heard people
talk about American football in China.
None could give him a clear idea of the
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way the game was played. All he could
gather was that the game was rough.

Two days previous to the game, auto-
mobiles began to stream into town,
bringing with them students of the Utah
school, and the alummi of Colorado
College. Social activities at the different
fraternity houses boomed. Dances—din-
ners—. In classrooms, students begged
the professors not to lecture on Shakes-
peare’s tragedies. They wanted to talk
football. Between glasses of coca-cola
at the soda fountains, there were bettings
offered on the result of the coming game.
Bettings on number of touchdowns—bet-
tings on number of field goals. “If Mec-
Dougal won't make a touchdown, I'll be
busted for the month...” “Greiner, our
best punter, won’t be in the lineup.. .had
an injured knee...Hell, I bet six bucks
on Colorado!”. .. The campus fizzed with
football talk.

Then came the night before the game.
The student body went crazy at the pep-
meeting. The girls sat on one side of
the stadium, and the boys on the other
side. A big bonfire was blazing in the
centre of the field. “Yeah...Tigers!...
Yeah!...Tigers!...Eat 'em Tigers...
Coach...Coach Mead!...” There were
speeches. The coach. . .the captain. No-
hody could hear the speakers. They prom-
ised to beat the Utah team, and the stu-
dents applauded. They sneezed, and the
students applauded.

Brass band, torches, boys and girls—
here they came, singing and cheering as
they marched through the busy section
of the town. “Hey! Boys, let’s stage a
little surprise for the crowd in Rialto
theatre!...Here we go!” “Rialto...
Rialto..."” the mob followed its leaders.

The motion picture was suddenly cut
off. The lights in the theatre were all
turned on as if by a magic hand. Before
the crowd could half realize what was
happening, a young man leaped on the
“One...two...three.. .here we

go !.'
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“Rah! .. Rah! . . Rah! . . Colorado
L e

The game was quite a gala affair. Co-
eds of the two schools sprinkled bright
colors among the crowd. The brass bands
of opposing teams were trying to drown
out each other’s playing, with the trom-
bones dring their duty. “lce-cream cone
...Orange Crush...Hershey's chocolate
bar...” Everybody was eating or drink-
ing. Lee never saw a more hungry mob.

Suddenly people sitting on the north
side of the stadium were on their feet—
rooters from Utah. Their team had ap-
peared on the field. Almost instantly the
Colorado section was yelling too. The
Tigers were practicing punting.

A strange silence fell upon the crowd
when the game started. A Colorado man
was running with the ball toward md-
field. The rooters on the south side went
wild, while the other cheering section re-
mained silent. Colorado lost the ball on
downs, and on the next play, a Utah man
tore through the line and was not stopped
until he was within the shadow of the
goal posts. Yells and songs on the north
side. Hats sailing in the air. “Fight 'em
Tigers! Hold 'em Tigers!” groaned the
Colorado section. The Tigers held the
line, but the other side dropped back and
kicked a field goal. Every one of the
Utah section, men and women, waved
their banners and shricked. They were
so excited that they shook each other
fiercely, and jumped up and down like
bounding rubber balls. The half ended
with the ball in midfield.

The second half opened with the Tig-
ers taking the offensive. They fought
desperately to score, but the Utah line
tightened. There was a short cheer for
every man carried off the field, injured
or knocked unconscious. Only five min-
utes more then the game would be over.
There was a fumble. McDougal, a star
Colorado player, picked up the ball and
sprinted down the field like a frightened
deer with the Utah men at his heels.
People on the south side were temporar-
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ily insane. Their voices were so hoarse
with yelling that they were croaking. Mc-
Dougal had raced over for a touchdown.
Colorado won!

The students asked for a holiday to
hold a parade the following day. The pe-.
tition was refused, but the students “cut”
the classes and held the parade just the
same. And the eight students, who did
not join the parade, were thrown into a
lake near the campus in their B.V.D.’s.

A number of co-eds witnessed the
ducking. As they watched the eight boys
covered with mud, crawl out of the lake,
the girls powdered their noses, and
laughed most invitingly.

I.Leg Maxkes A Decision

It was only with slight compunction
that Lee fell into the custom of spending
his evenings in the company of Edna and
Josephine. He criticized them to him-
self, harshly. Josephine was nothing bur
a flirt. She could be chummy with every-
body. He had thought Edna was dif-
ferent. Perhaps she was, but he could
not forget those pictures in her album.

Josephine would spread herself oue
over the piano. No matter how many
wrong notes she struck, she never lost the
intention of a passage. She brought the
substance of it across by some irregular
and astonishing means.

L.ee would play his saxophone. He had
learned to play the instrument in China.
Sometimes they made him sing. He had
a baritone voice, not rich but pleasing.
Edna could not jazz, so Josephine played
the fox-trots, and Edna the ballads.

In their presence, he felt he was only
making the most out of life—a very sim-
ple and obvious adventure. But he was
afraid that they might make a fool out
of him, like they did to the others—
George and Archie. The feeling of dis-
trust in his mind sufficed to discourage
any tendency to romanticize their rela-
tionship. He was afraid, somehow.

The thought of hunting up a new lodg-
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ing occasionally suggested itself. Per-
haps it would be hard to find another
place so comfortable—and then his very
limited finances had to be considered. His
lips would twist in an uneasy grimace.
It was foolish for him to stay at such a
place—a refuge for beaus and flappers!
Of course, he could never be lonesome
here. In fact, life was perfectly enjoy-
able. But that was not what he had
come to Colorado Springs for. What did
he care about women —much less Ameri-
can women. Some day he would go back
and marry lvy, or some other girl. His
life would be dull. He knew it, anyhow.
Still that would be better than to let some
fickle girl make a fool of him,

One morning as he passed through
Dale street on his way to the college lib-
rary, he noticed a “room-for-rent” sign
posted on the porch of a dingy house.
Right across the street there was a place
where he could get his meals. The
thought of moving into a new place grew.
But months passed with Lee still staying
with the Pitkins.

Edna, Josephine and Lee were talking
one evening in the parlor, when Archie
and George appeared. Edna seated her-
self at the plano and asked Lee to play
his saxophone. That was too much. Lee
murmured an excuse and withdrew into
the kitchen. Both girls followed him.

“Please, Tom, please...”

“I don't feel like playing tonight.”

“If you won't try to please them, try
to do a favor for two invalids,” pleaded
Edna.

“We never told them to come, Tom,”
added Josephine.

“Your friends are waiting for you..go
and entertain them. ..l feel sleepy...go-
ing to bed...”

“They can wait,” Edna stood between
him and the door leading to the stair-

case. But Lee ran out of a side door
before the girls could catch him.

There was nothing to keep Lee from
moving now. He thought the girls had
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msulted him. Would a girl in China do
that to him? No, she would have more
respect for him. “We never told them
to come, Tom.” What liars! And Edna
told him to entertain her beaus! They
were not kidding him. They were tor-
turing him. He would move tomorrow.

Why should he take it so seriously?
Jealous? That was absurd. He was
nothing to the girls, and the girls meant
less to him. His pride was hurt. That
was it. Lee was satisfied with the ex-
planation.

A Ilittle dingy house on Dale street.
Lonely sometimes, perhaps, but he would
be by himself there. Nobody would
bother him. He might like that kind of
life after a while. Who knows? Any-
way, he must get out of this house—
away from the Pitkins, Josephine, Edna
and all.

Lee dreaded the time when he had to
make known his decision to the Pitkins
and the girls. There would be some sort
of an excuse, but everybody knew the real
cause of his going. The ordeal came out
to be easier than he had expected. “Want
a room near the campus...to save some
money...” He had prepared a short
speech in advance. The girls, however,
would not let the express men take his
trunk away until he promised to come to
see them every week on Monday, Wed-
nesday, Friday and Sunday evenings at
seven o'clock.

Mrs. Walker, Lee’s new landlady,
seemed to be the only other person in
the house. Her daughter, Bonnie, stayed
out so late at mght that she spent most
of the daytime in bed.

The noise of a woman sobbing down-
stairs awoke Lee from his sleep one
night. It was about three o'clock in the
morning. Mrs. Walker called a number.
“Mary, did you see Bonnie at the dance?
.. .yes, she was with Jack. .was she there
when you left?. . But Bonnie hasn’t come
home yet...yes, 1 called Jack's house;
nobody answered the phone...I am so
worried...” “What a world!” Lee
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sighed, adjusted his pillow, and went back
to sleep.

[.ee was running downstairs to go
across the street for his lunch, when he
saw Bonnie talking—mostly laughing—at
the phone. Evidently she jumped right
out of bed to answer the call. A kimono,
which she had thrown over her shoulders,
lay around her feet. She had nothing on
her but a night-gown of excessively thin
material. Her limbs, smooth and cold as
marble, were entirely bare.

Lee lowered his eye-lids and made a
dash for the door. Before his hand could
reach the door-knob, he heard Bonnie
calling him.

“Mr. Lee, come back right after lunch.
[ want to try that new piece, ‘Roses of
Picardy,” with you."”

Lee took his meals at the Davises. They
never served good food at Mrs. Dawis’
table, but there were always plenty of
arguments.
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Mrs. Davis sat three-hundred-pounded-
ly in her chair, and quoted Bible profuse-
ly. Her husband was a bootlegger by pro-
fession, He talked in a language all his
own—"hog" for pork chop, and “‘soup”
for gravy. He dined in his overalls, and
slept in his overalls. Whenever Bill, their
son who had been twice fined for vag-
rancy, caught his father eating with a
knife at the table, he would shout at the
top of his lung, “Dad, you ain’t got no
good manners!”

Katherine, their six-foot daughter, was
the “baby” of the family. She was al-
ways “sick” in the morning. That was
why Lee never saw her at breakfast.
After lunch Katherine would drive all
over town in her little Ford coupe, and
would come home at night to tell her
mother she was a “crazy, old fool.” The
fat woman cried and forgot.

(To Be Continued)



