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P=ophecy of Class of '27 

Whi t e c lad f i gures all around, ~unge !'!t ode:· .;:; .s .::;o _,i2 i ~:v r..:::r 
'~ -, .. JJ:~l : ~ : :1 -l B~::.:, )~~~1 j c~~.,. t~ .:. ~J·l..~C~~-tt-3 l' ,•_j_) ,_-· i' "'0 t 11:J·.1...:;:1 :·y·.r ·1 .; : 1..1. .,.T·1 ·'"· 

; ·· .:.: ;',_; ~ 5.": :s .· ..: --L ·.J... I ':lit :21y t :.ElSJ.3. I ·<': -~'1 t d :, J - J _ . .o :._· _ 2. ': ·:_ , : 
I , 'Jlink ed my eye s --but the scene d idn ' t change, ol1 11ell I had 
watched others , it seemed easy- - yes i t had b een easy tJ ~~:~~ 
v t- ~ ·~.::8 , ·bJ.t ~o '.~- i t -. .-::;.s :myself , t h e r eciprocant of a l l thi : ·.:.:r..­
·. ~el co~ne attent ion . 

Vl~"lispering , ·. r us tling--why didn ' t they hur r y , a.nci ·'l.o·;; ny 
. ,., . , . ;· ~ 3 coverad-- .~1.::n" cJ-..A.ld I see , ~ -;_y;; cJ ·.ld I 'b.:~athe, what 
was I br eathing , wasn ' t very ni ce , lmd to have i t t hough--f unny 
feeling creepir~ all over u e. . 

Some one w~s spea::ri ng: ''YTJ.1e:ce ' s l.liss :Ford?" "She'll be 
h ei·e pr.esently doctor· , c~1e ·,-~·~ .. : a t c, c : a ,:;s l .. e Ltl1i or~ .. _ .. ~:: C! ;- ~ 2...:. ~ l- .. 
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1{2. ;:3 S :::' •J :C.' ll-- ~h:i.' =-0 :?o ~-· ,_l- ·· J~l :t '3 S :, S "lC Yr>. :; L . (; S i (: e ~;, :_ Of t h e 
c l a s s of 1 27. I was a junior then, let's see·-ten year s ago, and 
n ow sh e wa s a ssistant of t h is famous surgeon. 

Why did t h ey smother me so--beastly feeling--more, more, a nd 
more. I was driftip.g .·§way. Thoughts rushed and crowded in my 
brain like a s warm of bees. Queer, di sconnected thoughts. 

Class of '27--wonder where they all were--couldn't t hink 
much longer--couldn't seem to think at all--too tired. Oh well 
I could sleep--blessed unconsciousness! · 

Soft music floated thru the air . rising and falling increasing 
in splendor. A bridal march and someone· was singing--why it was 
Helen Devl in, world known prima donna, singing at the wedding· of 
Edward, Princ e of Wales. But who was the bfide? Her face was 
s t r a ng ely familiar. Surely none other than~lizabeth Kenning, 
bu t who would , scarce recognize the slender Bess of old in this 
buxom bride, weighing no less than 195 lbs. 

The music grew softer--the couple marched on and on. Then 
I seemed to be s a iling on the waters blue, across the all anti c. 
Strolling d own the deck I S:fl i ed a ship nur se entertai ning a group 
of children , and a s she t urned t o g r ee t me, I recognized Eeat ice 
L· o~s . S'!:l.e informed me someone was calling me and t u1·ni!J.g , I \"Jn.a 

a.ma.z ~"'! d. to find. Ma.ry Car ney, t:.t wc.s , l• ..!t no-.·1 t~1.e \fif e of u. 
~r ')::lin~:'lt .n:J.Y2..1 officer. S' e vm.s j ust ret .J.r : ing froa 3, li ttle 
r~n Jvar tJ ?aris to g e t t~e l i t t le ones some n ew clo t h G3 . 

r;·~~ a': i :::. 'Sai led on and ::.. eft r:w i n a dri :3z::.i:1;; l "8.i. "l in New 
York . The briJht li_;~1.ts of Br oadway laut;h ed defiantly a t t:'1e 
1.·ain. J .. t one of t he t heatres nearby was b e inc; :played a much t alked 
of p icture--it was "Where· Is My Wondering Boy Tonight" featuring 
Adelai de Johnson , the vamp su,reme. 

Walking down the street I came to an office building, and on 
the directory I f .ound t h e names , 1!. Jordan, phy:sician 0; Surgeon, 
and E . Wel i ne , Chi r oprac tor. On a table nearby I found a 
New York Tin es , and on the front page was Margar e t Gorman ' s _t> icture 
and. the headi ng : "Miss Gor.nan heads drive ov er u.s. fo r b enef it 
Jf t~e ~nder,aid ~Jvi e stars . 
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Leaving the building I bordered a wezt bo:1:1.d t:r~;.in :fc:r 
Iowa. 3:orou t e I nade sevs:r·;:: ... l stc:;:;:-, . I:: E. ::::1.:: .. ::. c:.::.) tov,n 
I found a throng of spectators 'vratc1'4i:--.r; c>;:w,z·cdly t!le n.ntl03 e1.:1u ' 
ac:."'u"'):.1.tic st.1:1-:~ of a fa:!l~:r~o cil,c -~ts :..ru::!e::t .. ~, '2l .. ·3s~ ':j .:_~~ .. 2 l' ~ ... , 

=ordering the train aeain, I diccovc~ed ny seat OC~ l)i~i 
I assc::1b lcd o.n v:::f"-1.1 frovm on my countena~ce, 'but SJO:!"'. c·-:.o.:,.._;:::: ci 
it to a Sr.:J.ile Vlhen I found the OCC 'J.yS.:l:t to 't-·3 ])1<'.:-:.c ~l · ~ I3~~.e:; .. 
.i\:"'t ·~l" ~ fGV/ !'·1i!1-:..l.t ;s CO~lV8::!"' S \-=:,i 111. : }_2:"'., .:_· ~ . . :; _;_ .:.:.,_ A.. .J~ ·---· - ., . .L • ,. -

ing saleslady for non-parkable chewing g~1. 
We both stopped in Chicago and she took me with her to 

the place of her largest sales. It was an Orphan Asylum-­
the very largest in Chicago and as its s upervisor, Y.as .Irm~ 
Heineman, very degnified and impressive in her responsille 
position. 

From Chicago to Des Moines--and here I landed in the 
midst .of election. Going to the polls I was prepared to cast 
my vote as usual for the Democratic party, out this tir2e I >ad. 
a change of heart and instead cast it in favor of Margaret 
Herbert, running for governor on the Non-?artisan ticket . 

In a small town outside of Des Moines, I f cun<i ir. a p. ;.lc.tial 
count1·y residence, Dsther VJlz; 1 arried and nYN the mJt:'ler Jf 
two pa.irs of twins and i'our other c._ildr ~:::: . · 3sth~r was iis­
cu.ssi:lg with t:1e visiting county nurse--Lillian Pearson-- t:1e 
e~iidemic of mumps against which 1Lfss Peo,rson "Nas Ha.gi rit; e. su c--:­
cessf'..ll battle 1.1i t~1 :-:_er Ylell known Pearson anti tJxin for mu~p s. 
~eturning to Des Moines, I went to ~isit my old training school 
at Mercy Hospital. Going to the ottice of Supt of Nurses I 
was greeted by a sweet faced nun, formerly Agatha McCoy. She 
summoned in the Supervisor of the floors and there appeared 
Ann Kirvin, now v~ry precise and prime in her long rustling 
skirts and her hair now straight, and pinned neatly at the back 
of her head. As she peered at me over her gold rimmed spectacles 
I felt very queer and shaky--as in a daze things tecru1e ~~zy-­
distant. I could not distinguish objects very plainly--people 
were moving about me I knew-~who or why~ I didn't care. The 
smell of ether was over powering.. I knew now I was in bed--
it was all over. I had been on a long,lor:c trip :o::-.d. J ..... a3 very 
tired. I wished they'd leave me alon~. I want to go back to 
that happy land of unreality. 

---Maxine McEvoy 
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