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THE PAOLI LOCAL

T 1S AL T

I n-':; \li\[ ’:VAY.S puzzling to the wayfarer, when he has

i fa ‘bvbl t;) some sacred spot, to find the local denizens

going about their concerns as though unaware that they are
¢

; () ‘ > » ‘ il
n enchanted ground. It used to seem a hideous profanation

t() .- LYo . Lt q » H y ‘
0 :ll‘: li.;;d;,ku-smlnc.d tourist from Marsupial City, Ind
step off the train at Stratford ing , »
to St at Stra and find the butcher's
) : er's cart

j:)ggmg illmut with flanks and rumps. And even so does it
scen ne that pe i ‘ ‘
[(,c,ﬂ‘ “(‘),cd t(; me that people are getting aboard the Paoli
I ‘im[ ugl day, just as though it were the normal thing to

cad of (what it really is) an excursion into Arcadia

Some ¢ ot wi i
.l me day'a poet will lutanize the Paoli local as it ought
to be done, in a tender strain— )

Along that green embowered track
My heart throws off its pedlar’s pack
In memory commuting back

Now swiftly and now slowly-—
Ah! lucky people, you, in sooth
Who ride that caravan of youth

‘I'he Local to Paoli!

The 2: ain is
2:15 train is a good one to take, for it affords an
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zgz:::t:::crll;::d:u .I l;c.:;c‘,. of course, are only half-breed
o “Ot. o tymc(, t;ci jllV(t.l‘:-CllCVl'(?ll suburbanites, de-
e oy are w.whcfo ‘L‘;l!] stripes of Fhosc who moil all
sels from the h(n‘nc ()f: }\t;:(t):::");;)r’;; I%;\’:""““";?lﬂcs i mere
cherubim and scraphim, not u'rc 1 1. -’ :l\v‘r o K’ y e
veterans, ’wh() go home on the lllj‘:;lgb(l); (‘: ‘t;’ Il’l" wi(lll lf]f:’lt"&:(’d
New Year's, Memorial, Independence, Thanksgiving .1:1:‘1
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Christmas Days; «p will not run Saturdays June 7 0 Sept.
27, both inclusive; “w" No bagpage service), speak of them
scornfully as “‘Sam Browne belt commuters.”

Onc who was nourished along the line of the Paoli local,
who knew it long before it became clectrified with thosc
spider-leg trolleys on its roof and before the \"Vynm:wm)d
cmbankments were lined with neat fittle garages, somes
times has an inner pang that it is getting a bit too civilized.
And yet no crain will ever mean to us what that doces! I'he
saying that was pood enough for Queen Mary and Mr.
Browning is good cnough for me. When 1 die, you will find
the words PAOLIL LOCAL indelibled on my heart. When
the Corsican patriot’s bicentennial comes along, in 1925, 1
hope there will be a grand reunion of all the old travelers
along, that linc. “I'he railroad will run specially decorated
trains and distribute souvenirs among commuters of more
than forty ycars' standing. The campus of Haverford Col-
lege will be the scene of @ mass-meeting., There will be
reminiscent addresses by those who recall when the tracks
ran along Railroad avenue at Haverford and up through
Preston. An express agent will be barbecued, and there will
be dancing and song and passing of the mead cup until far
into the night.

"I'he first surprisc the Paoli local gives onc never fails to
quse a mild wonder. Just after leaving West Philadclphia
Station you s¢¢ William Penn looming up away on the right.
As you arc convinced that you Jeft him straight behind, and
have not noticed any curve, the sensation is odd. At Fifty-
second street ris¢ the shallow green slopes of George's Hill,
with its "total Abstinence fountain. Nearer the track are
wide tracts of vacant ground where somce small boys of the
SOTL 50 delightfully limned by Fonuine lox have scooped
military dug-outs, rooled over with .ast-oft sheets of cornu-
gated iron, very lifelike to sec.

At Overbrook one gets onc's first glimpse of those highly
civilized suburbs. It is a gloriously suniny May afternoon.
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Three girls are sitting under a hedge ac the top of the
cmbankment reading a magazine. "The litde iron fences, so
characteristic of the Main Line, make their appearance, A
lady tubed in a tight skirt totters valiantly down the road

toward the station, and the courtcous train waits for her, If

the director general of railroads were a bachelor perhaps he
would insert a new footnote in his time-tables: “Sk,” will
not wait for ladies in hobble skires. "T'he signal gives its
blithe little double chirp and we arc off again,

loward Merion we skirt a brighdy sliding livtle brook
under willow trees, with glimpses of daintily supervised
wilderness. It is all so trimly artificed that one js surprised
to sce that the rubbery stalks of the dandelion have cvaded
the lawn-mower just as they do in less carctully razored
suburbs. Honeysuckles sprawl along the embankments,
privet hedges bound neat gardens. ‘There is a new station
at Merion. In old bucolic days the Main Line station
masters lived and kept house in the depots, and if one had
to wait for a train one could make fricnds with the station
master’s lictle girl and pet cat. But all those liwde girls are
Erown up now and arc Bryn Mawr alumnae,

At Narberth one secs clustered roofs embowered in trecs,
in the hollow below the railway, and a snatch of plowed
land. Now onc is rcally in the country. Narberth, Wynne-
wood, Ardmore, IHaverford—so it runs, likc a chapter of
begats. At Wynnewood, if you are sitting on the right, you
sce an alluring vista of g long allcy through "sunspeckled
greenery. The baggage agent has nailed an old chajr seat to
a little wooden box which provides a meditating throne for
such small leisure as a Main Line baggage agent gets.
Ardmore—strange to think that it used to call igself Athens-
ville—doesn’t quite know whether it is a suburly or g city,
Clumps of iris look upon busy freight yards; back gardens
with fluttering Monday linen face upon a factory and a gas
tank. And then, in a flash, onc is at Haverford, the goal of
pilgrimage.
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Haverford is changed as litde as anyl()l' the sul);x'rl)s’rlrllcc.
the days when one knew it by I\C{nrt: Yot Mr.. Har )au‘g,j llas
moved his pharmacy to a new l)mldmgg and it can ml.vu )‘:
quite the same! The old stuffed owl sits bravely in ]t Ic ne .
window, but the familiar (lrllg-SCCllEC(l haunt w'u,fc we
drank our first soda and bought our first tobacco is (,m!)ty
and forlorn. But the deep butercup m_czuluw by lh.cr‘l,.m-
caster pike is still l)mmll and green, with the same fawn-

olored velvety cow grazing,

U)L(\)lrl(;ldt\l,:‘c'r‘:tiz one tl"hillg ‘;hzlt they can never change: th‘c
smell of the Haverford lawns il} May, wh.cn thc: {.',‘r.tlss {s
being mowed. A dazzling pervasion of sunl‘lghl‘ Iuiu‘.ls l());/l(;:
those gentle slopes, draws up the breath of the ﬁhlfs’ e
space is rich with its balmy savor. Under tl.u\: a‘rc‘\fs ]O the
old maples are the white ﬁgl'nrcs of the cnckc;u.s..‘ n the
memorial garden behind che library the blue phiox ls‘ (()ju
pale masses. T'he archway of the beech hedge Ioolk!: lo.wn
on the huge prostrate mock-orange tee. Under lu,.‘u.ln'\;
locks (I hope they’re hemlocks) by t'hc (.)l)scrvum.r‘y vl.s []".l.
curious soft, dry, bleached grass which is so perfect [t;) ic
on with a book and not read it ./\nd‘hcrc comes Harry

Carter carcering over the lawns with his gasoline mowing

machine. Everything is the same at heart. And chat is |w.hy

it's the perfect pilgrimage, the loveliest spot on carth, then,
now and forever!
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